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Abstract 

Becoming Oneself By Not Being Oneself 

Sulki Song 

 

 This dissertation examines a structural paradox of contemporary selfhood: under 

conditions of accumulation and accelerated comparison, the imperative to Be Yourself often 

coincides with a form of selfhood that makes becoming oneself more difficult. I argue that, when 

becoming oneself is tacitly equated with filling oneself up—through learning, achievement, and 

acquisition—the self is trained into a sovereign stance that seeks to secure meaning by control. 

Against this additive logic, I develop a counter-intuitive thesis: becoming oneself, in a more 

truthful sense, begins not through filling but through loss—specifically, through the loss of self-

sovereignty before a truth that is neither produced nor mastered by the self. 

To articulate this thesis, I analyze an experience I call The Moment: a truth-revealing 

event in which an ordinary claim to interpretive mastery of oneself is suspended. The dissertation 

employs a hybrid methodology integrating philosophical analysis (Heidegger, Lukács, Weil, 

Kierkegaard), phenomenological description, constructed dialogues, and hermeneutic 

interpretation. The constructed dialogues are not illustrative supplements but constitutive 

phenomenological descriptions within the overall method. 

The argument unfolds through two dialogues and four chapters. Dialogue One presents a 

detailed depiction of The Moment as experienced by I in conversation with Ritéma. Chapter One 

clarifies the ontological site of the event through Heidegger’s account of truth (aletheia) and the 

relation between ontological and existential truth, arguing that The Moment occurs as a fissure in 



 
 

ordinary interpretive constitution. Chapter Two illuminates the structure of The Moment through 

Lukács’s analysis of the metaphysics of tragedy, reading the event as a miracle, a great moment 

that discloses the essence of life through form. This analysis clarifies why such disclosure can 

come to press upon a life with the force of necessity, opening the path for the lived 

transformation explored in subsequent chapters. Dialogue Two and Chapter Three then examine 

the aftermath as lived transformation. Moving through Lukács, Weil, and Kierkegaard, I argue 

that what is disclosed in The Moment demands to be lived as paradox within ordinary existence. 

I develop faith not as doctrinal assent but as an existential power to live out paradox without 

converting truth into possession or sovereign control. I further clarify the ontological stance 

through which such living becomes possible: honesty, courage, and humility. 

Chapter Four turns to education. Critiquing the reduction of education to transactional 

learning within a culture of accumulation, I propose education as a safe space: not a comfort-

securing environment, but a relational field in which existential questions can be endured without 

coercion or concealment. Education cannot produce The Moment or guarantee faith; attempts to 

manufacture either would reintroduce the sovereignty under critique. Education can, however, 

perform a primarily negative and sustaining work—resisting premature closure, weakening 

sovereign defenses, and holding open a space of questioning sustained in educational dialogue 

(Higgins, Arcilla)—so that, if faith is given, it can be lived in the ordinary rather than collapsing 

into self-defensive distortion. The dissertation concludes by reframing selfhood through the loss 

of self-sovereignty and education through the relational cultivation of an ontological stance 

before truth, thereby clarifying how human beings may become more truly themselves precisely 

by risking being not themselves.
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Introduction to the Thesis 

 Be yourself. Few phrases are as widely desired in our time, and few are as easily 

repeated. The phrase promises relief: do not strain to fit into what you are not; walk your own 

path; become the person you are meant to be. In one sense, this aspiration reflects a hard-won 

cultural maturity—an affirmation of individuality and a refusal to erase singular lives. Yet the 

very loudness of the slogan also signals something else: an anxiety that, despite all our striving, 

becoming oneself remains stubbornly difficult. 1 

This dissertation begins from that anxiety and from a paradox that shapes contemporary 

life. Under conditions of technological acceleration, incessant comparison, and the culture of 

accumulation, the call to authenticity tends to slip into a project of production. We curate and 

perform ourselves; we try to secure a sense of self through achievements, competencies, and 

visibility; and we often come to believe that we become ourselves by filling ourselves up—by 

learning more, acquiring more, and proving more. René Arcilla’s distinction helps to name this 

logic with precision: much of what is called education today is better described as learning—an 

additive, stockpiling practice—whereas education concerns being led out toward the meaning 

and direction of a life as a whole.2 Contemporary meritocracy and capitalism powerfully 

intensify this logic. But the movement of filling has no natural end. No matter how much is 

added, a certain emptiness remains—and the questions do not disappear: Who am I? How should 

I live? What is truly valuable? How can I become myself? 

 
1 The crisis of identity brought about by the pursuit of distorted authenticity, in Charles Taylor's terms, is something 
we are still—if not in intensified form, then at least in essentially the same form—witnessing today. (Charles Taylor, 
The Ethics of Authenticity [Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1991]). 
2 René V. Arcilla, “Education as Destiny,” Philosophy of Education 74 (2018). 
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The thesis developed here is deliberately paradoxical: perhaps becoming oneself does not 

begin in filling at all. Perhaps what is most needed is not addition but loss. Perhaps the path to a 

truer self begins precisely where the self I have taken myself to be collapses—where the 

sovereign stance by which I control and secure meaning is suspended. In this dissertation I 

explore an experience I call The Moment: an event of truth-revealing with such force that 

one loses one’s self-sovereignty. The Moment is not sought, produced, or chosen. It arrives as 

the presence of truth, and in that presence the self’s ordinary power to interpret, judge, and 

manage is interrupted. One can only see and feel—only receive. 

If this is right, then the familiar imperative Be Yourself must also be rethought. What is at 

stake is not a slogan of self-production but a different possibility of selfhood: a way of becoming 

that begins in surrender rather than accumulation. This dissertation therefore aims to envision a 

world in which Be Yourself can become, not a command to fabricate a self, but a confession 

grounded in truth—one that can be lived and, crucially, shared. 

This leads to the dissertation’s guiding research questions: 

How can one become more truly oneself by not being oneself—by losing self-

sovereignty? 

How can education preserve and sustain the possibility of such a life? 

These divide into three sub-questions: 

(1) How does the loss of self-sovereignty reconfigure the self, such that one becomes 

oneself instead? 

(2) How can such a transformed life be lived out within the ordinary? 

(3) What does this life ask of education? 

Before outlining the argument, I clarify four key concepts that organize the dissertation. 
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Self-sovereignty names a stance toward life in which the self assumes or seeks the 

position of primary authority over meaning: the posture of control, mastery, and self-justification 

by which one attempts to secure one’s life and world as mine. Losing self-sovereignty does not 

mean losing agency in general. It refers to a specific existential event in which the self’s claim to 

be sovereign over meaning is suspended by the force of truth’s manifestation. 

The Moment designates the experiential site of that suspension: an event of truth-

revealing in which one is confronted by what is—what exceeds one’s making—and is compelled 

to acknowledge it without being able to ground that acknowledgment in inference or calculation. 

The Moment is not a mere insight or a change of opinion; it is a qualitative break that 

reorganizes the ground on which one lives. 

Faith, as the dissertation uses the term, names the existential power by which a paradox 

that cannot be resolved by thought becomes livable in ordinary life. Faith here is not doctrinal 

assent. It is the capacity to remain faithful to what has been disclosed without turning it into a 

possession—without converting truth into control. In this sense, faith is the form of endurance by 

which truth becomes lived reality amid finitude. 

Finally, a safe space is the educational concept proposed in the dissertation. It does not 

mean a space that removes discomfort or conflict, nor a bias-free idealized environment. It 

names the educational condition in which existential questions can be endured without coercion 

and without concealment—so that the sovereign reflex of self-defensiveness may be weakened, 

and the stance required to live faith if it is given can be sustained. I name this stance in three 

interwoven terms: honesty, courage, and humility. Safety here is not comfort; it is the relational 

stability that makes honest trembling possible. 
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Methodologically, the dissertation employs a hybrid approach: philosophical analysis 

(Heidegger, Lukács, Weil, Kierkegaard, and others), phenomenological description, dialogical 

reflection through constructed dialogues, and hermeneutic interpretation as an iterative 

movement between theory and lived experience. The dialogues are not decorative interludes. 

They function as phenomenological sites of disclosure and as methodological devices that 

articulate what conceptual analysis alone cannot capture: the lived texture of being seized by 

truth and the ordinary unfolding of a life reorganized by it. The dialogical form also anticipates 

the educational claim of the dissertation by modeling a relational space in which truth can be 

approached without coercion. 

The dissertation consists of two dialogues and four chapters. Dialogue One depicts The 

Moment in narrative detail through the conversation between I and Ritéma. Chapter One 

analyzes the ontological site of The Moment through Heidegger’s account of truth (aletheia) and 

the relation between ontological and existential truth. Chapter Two deepens the analysis 

through Lukács’s metaphysics of tragedy, clarifying The Moment as a great moment of essence, 

miracle, and destiny. Dialogue Two then shows the life after The Moment as lived truth—

trembling, freedom, and the reconfiguration of life’s terrain in experiential language. Chapter 

Three explores the existential form of this life through Lukács’s sense of necessity, Weil’s 

paradox of necessity and attention, and Kierkegaard’s faith as the existential power to live out 

paradox. Chapter Four turns to education. It critiques the reduction of education to learning-as-

accumulation and proposes education as a safe space sustained in educational dialogue: a 

relational field that cannot produce The Moment or guarantee faith, but can sustain the stance by 

which faith—if given—may be lived in the ordinary. 
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The dissertation’s academic contribution can be stated in three claims. First, it offers a 

philosophically articulated account of an ordinary yet radical truth-event—The Moment—as an 

experience of losing self-sovereignty that reconfigures the ground of life, rather than merely 

adding a new belief. Second, it clarifies life after revelation as a distinct existential form: a life 

on a frontier, lived through responsiveness to necessity and faith as an existential structure by 

which truth becomes reality in life. Third, it reorients the educational question: instead of treating 

education as the transmission of truth or the production of outcomes, it conceptualizes education 

as the cultivation and sustaining of relational conditions—a safe space—under which the stance 

required to live out truth (honesty, courage, humility) can be inhabited, and under which faith—

if given—need not collapse into self-defensive distortion. 

Ultimately, the dissertation aims to envision a world in which Be Yourself is no longer a 

slogan of self-production but becomes a confession grounded in truth—one that can be lived and, 

crucially, shared. 
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Dialogue One 

 

I3: [smiling, a little nervous, a little shy] This might turn into a long story. I hope I can 

describe it as it was. 

[with a searching gaze that grows increasingly vivid, I parts lips] It was a winter afternoon, 

an ordinary one—perhaps around 2 p.m.? I arrived about an hour early to meet a friend, so I 

went into a nearby café, ordered a cup of tea, and settled at a table by a floor-to-ceiling window 

on the second floor, overlooking Gangnam Avenue. The gentle, soft cello melody, the warmth 

of the ceramic cup in my hands, and the cold, dry yet tender winter sunlight pouring through the 

glass offered a rare, relished calm. Doing nothing at all, I simply looked outside, savoring the 

quiet. The faint chill on my fingertips and nose, from the window’s cool glass, stirred a subtle 

sense of distance between me and the world outside. 

Sipping my tea, I looked down at the bustling street below. The wide avenue was, as always, 

crowded with people moving with purpose, eyes fixed ahead as they headed to their destinations. 

A few looked like they were waiting for someone, as I was; others laughed with companions, 

exchanging animated conversation. Some were passing out flyers, extending their hands as 

pedestrians walked by; others, unfamiliar with the area, kept stopping to look around, as if 

searching for their way; another stood quietly on a corner, smoking with a weary expression. 

Watching them idly, I began to imagine their lives. “Where is that person hurrying to? Do 

I look like that to others when I walk with purpose? I wonder what kind of day that person is 

having.” Or, “Are those friends reuniting after a long time? What are they talking about that 

 
3 Throughout the dialogues, I functions both as the first-person narrator and as a character name. Accordingly, it is 
italicized and treated grammatically as a third-person singular noun in stage directions and in all sections outside the 
dialogues. 
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makes them laugh so much?” Or, “It must be freezing, standing here handing out flyers in this 

cold—how frustrating it must be to watch people toss them aside a few steps later. Where will 

she go when she’s done? Somewhere warm, I hope.” Or, “Oh, that person passed by a moment 

ago and now he’s back—is he lost? It can be confusing around here; he looks anxious and in a 

hurry, probably worried about being late.” “And those people—are they having a rough day? 

They don’t look fine… well, life isn’t easy for anyone, is it?” 

While I sat there, warm and comfortable, watching these people and drifting in and out of 

such light thoughts, each individual had their own reason for being there, at that moment—

standing, pacing, or passing by on the street below. 

All of a sudden, I felt the size and weight of each of their lives. It was astonishing—truly 

astonishing—to see that just as I carry the full weight of my own life, each person before me 

was carrying the weight of theirs. Every single one of them was bearing their own world, just 

as I was bearing mine. Just as I live my world, so too were they living theirs, each in their own 

way. I was surrounded by all these people, each living a life, and I, too, was one among them, 

sitting in the café. 

[Pause. I continues.] For a long time I wondered what to call that moment. I still don’t 

know if this is my final answer, but the most fitting expression I’ve found is: it was the first 

moment I truly saw a person. 

[Ritéma’s eyes brighten.] 

Isn’t that strange? I mean, I’m a person myself, and I’ve always lived among people—yet 

in that instant it was as if I saw a person for the first time. In that moment, I felt, vividly: “Ah, 

that person is a person. Just like me. I too, and that person too, and all these people here—we 

are all persons… we are human.” Maybe I should call it the first moment I sensed a person. 
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Either way, it was the moment when that obvious, unquestioned concept of “person,” which I 

had never once doubted, suddenly became a living reality for me. There was a person before my 

eyes, and I saw them. They were truly a person. That person, and the one beside them, and the 

one beside that—every single one I could see was a person. And so was I, looking at them. Only 

when the concept became reality did I realize that what I had known all along was only the 

concept. Only then did I sense how superficial and abstract my supposed knowledge had been. 

A real person was there. [softening the seriousness with a gentle smile] Of course, here too, now. 

Ritéma: [slightly puzzled] The moment a person appears as a person… the moment a 

concept becomes reality… [with a playful look] I have so many questions, but it feels like I 

shouldn’t ask them all at once. [deciding, with a lighter voice full of curiosity] Could you tell 

me a little more about what that moment felt like? 

I: Even now, no matter how much time passes, I often return to that moment in that café. I 

linger there, recalling the scene and the sensation. It remains vivid. It was a very unfamiliar 

feeling. Just a moment earlier I’d been imagining stories for each passerby, letting thoughts trail 

from one to another—then, all of a sudden, all stopped. I could do nothing but face the fact that 

the people before me—and I myself—each bore the same weight of life. To be more precise: I 

wasn’t even thinking that I had stopped imagining, or that I couldn’t do anything else. I simply 

sat there at the window, looking at the people who were like me, and at myself who was like 

them. That was the only thing possible in that moment. In some ways… it was overwhelming. 

Not the suffocating paralysis where you’re trapped or can’t move, but for an instant everything 

halted, and all I could do was look at the scene unfolding before me. 

Ritéma: You call it a “scene”? Was there some specific image? Did the people look 

different to you somehow?  
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I: Well… it’s not that anything visually dramatic happened—no special effects. But I did 

see the people before me in a way I hadn’t seen just moments earlier. It might not be the same, 

but you know those times when someone you see every day suddenly looks a little different, or 

the color of the space around them seems to shift? Or when graffiti on a wall you pass daily 

suddenly stands out one day and changes the whole atmosphere of the street? Physically nothing 

had changed, and yet the scene felt different. It was like that—except far stronger. In fact, the 

physical scene hadn’t changed at all, but in that instant something stood out, unmistakable and 

palpable. [I raises hands unconsciously, tracing shapes in the air as if to make the invisible 

visible.] 

At the time, all I did was see and feel what revealed itself; I couldn’t stop to examine what 

it was—I was simply sitting there watching across from it. The sensation was so unfamiliar, so 

striking, that afterward I kept returning to it. So what I’m describing to you now is really what 

I have drawn out since that moment, retracing the scene and the feel of that space—perhaps 

even through this very moment now. 

[Ritéma nods lightly in rhythm with the story, showing they’re following.] 

I (continuing): What had been a simple, busy street on an ordinary winter afternoon 

suddenly filled with a multitude of colored balloons. From each passerby—once just strangers 

I barely noticed—balloons began to swell and intertwine, filling every corner outside the café 

window. They weren’t like rubber or foil balloons, but more like soap bubbles: thin, translucent, 

and soft yet resilient; flexible yet unbreakable. In what had felt like a dry, slightly stark 

landscape—people huddled against the wind, bare winter branches trembling—there now 

appeared a vast, colorful gathering of delicate, transparent balloons, each unique in size, shape, 

color, and texture—yet, to its bearer, of exactly the same weight. In that space filled with 
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countless balloons, I too sat, nestled in my own. Inside my balloon, perched at its mouth, I was 

there, drinking my tea and gazing outside through its surface. There I was, a moment earlier, 

imagining the stories of the people on the street. I watched the people who, like me, viewed the 

world through their own balloons, squeezed and shaped by others. The warmth and pressure of 

those surfaces—ever in contact yet never noticed—suddenly became vivid. I saw, then, that 

what I had been feeling was, in the end, only that surface. We were all breathing within our 

balloons, carrying and living them out. We were each living our own worlds—together yet 

separate, separate yet together. It was a world of mine, theirs, and ours. 

In that unexpected, fleeting moment, the scene transformed. It was strange yet vivid, 

ungraspable yet tangible. And above all, it felt so true. 

Ritéma: True? 

I: Yes. Seeing that scene, I thought: “This is it. This is the world. This is us. This is me. 

This is the world we live in. This is how we live.” It wasn’t “What is this?” but “Ah—so this is 

it.” 

Of course, I already knew—or thought I knew—that the world is big, and I am just one 

among many. If I live my world, so too does everyone else live theirs; and naturally, a world is 

where all these individuals live together. This is obvious, undeniable—even to me. But at some 

moment, this simple, unquestioned truth suddenly revealed itself and became real before my 

eyes. Truly: just as my world was everything to me, so too each person’s world was everything 

to them; everyone was equally living their own entire world at the same time. I was surrounded 

by people like me, each with their own world, and I was one of them, sitting in that café. 
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Though I had always known this, when the idea became something visible to my eyes and 

palpable to my skin, I couldn’t help but take it as truth—not a fact to be proved or argued, but 

truth. 

Ritéma: What do you mean by “truth”? 

I: By truth, I mean what is there. What exists, whether or not I am conscious of it, whether 

I call it A or B, whether I perceive it rightly or wrongly. The people moving along the street, the 

street itself, the pane of glass, the air, the world composed by all of these—and even myself. 

Truth is what I cannot deny: it does not disappear if I reject it, nor come into being because I 

affirm it; it stands there independent of my sight, judgment, or thought—not something I set up, 

but an event that breaks in on me. That is the truth I’m speaking about now, just as I am here 

and you are there. 

Returning to The Moment: the many-colored balloons that appeared before my eyes, and 

the whole scene they composed, all belong to truth. The balloons themselves—each one in its 

singularity and all of them together—exist independently of my sensation or recognition; yet so 

long as I remain inside my own balloon, seeing and feeling only through the hues and textures 

of its surface, I can never see them as they are. That is what I mean by truth: what is there 

whether I acknowledge it or not, whether I see it or not. Conversely, no matter how firmly I 

might believe that the images drawn on my balloon’s surface, or the sensations it transmits, 

exhaust what exists in the world, that belief could never make them true. 

Without The Moment—without that sudden stepping beyond what I had taken for granted 

to glimpse the whole—I would not only have failed to see what truly is; I would never even 

have tried. For to me, already, so much seemed visible; and I did not truly know it wasn’t the 

whole. In that state, one hardly feels the need to see more clearly or to see better. 
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Ritéma: Right, that makes sense. But is it really possible for us to step outside the balloon? 

Did you, in that moment, actually get outside it and survey the world? 

I: Um… that’s a really good question. [gazing off for a moment, searching memory, then 

slowly shaking a head] I… don’t think so. You’re right. I think it was wrong to say I stepped 

outside the balloon and saw the whole. In that moment, all I did was watch the balloons that 

kept blooming before my eyes. Through the surface of my balloon, I saw the world beyond it, 

the riot of other balloons. I didn’t even recognize then that I too was inside my own balloon; I 

was simply seized by the scene, sitting there with my eyes open—seeing, and only that. As I 

said earlier, all my descriptions of that instant were clarified afterward, as I kept returning to it, 

recovering the feeling of it, and drawing what I had seen into images and languages. That I 

myself was in my balloon—that, too, I only came to recognize as I came out of the moment. 

And ever since, whenever I summoned that moment back, I found myself drawing my balloon 

into the landscape as part of the whole. That’s probably why I ended up saying it to you that 

way. 

Given that, to be more precise: it wasn’t a moment of leaving my balloon, but a moment 

when its surface became fully transparent. My balloon’s distinctive size, shape, color, and 

texture seemed to fall away; the surface offered no resistance, letting the world beyond pass 

through it; and I saw a world revealed without distortion. Only then did I grasp, with a new, 

stubborn realism, the common-sense idea that the world I had been living was the reconstruction 

produced by my balloon’s size, shape, color, and texture. Only after experiencing transparency 

did I truly feel the opacity that came before. 

Ritéma: A transparent surface of the balloon… that makes sense to me. But—let me be a 

little mean. [Ritéma relaxes into the chair, folding their arms with a playful grin; the mock-
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skepticism is softened by warmth.] In the end, that balloon is an image you created, isn’t it? How 

can you call it “truth”? To put it bluntly, in that café you were the only one who saw balloons. 

If the friend you were meeting had been there with you, do you think they would have seen it 

too? If not, could you still call that scene the “truth,” rather than just a powerful personal 

impression? Frankly, I find your balloon metaphor fascinating, and I’m very sympathetic to 

your view—but it’s not as if I see you literally sitting inside a balloon. [they laugh lightly, as if 

easing the tension] 

I: [smiling in recognition] If I went around shouting on the street, “You’re all living inside 

balloons!” people would think I’d lost my mind, right? Of course. As I said, the image is mine. 

I did see a scene unfold before my eyes, and although no words can fully render the vividness 

of that moment as it was, when I tried to hold as much of it as possible, the image I chose was 

the balloon. To render it as “balloon” is my personal choice; the way I draw it is my personal 

drawing. But at least the truth it aims to hold—I believe that is something anyone can, in some 

way, see. Because it is truth. That feeling of yours—that even if you don’t literally see me in a 

balloon, you somehow grasp what I mean. You may hesitate to draw it in the same way, and yet 

you sense I wasn’t out of my mind; that there was something there. The sense of a common 

ground that, however faintly, connects us. It may not be enough for everyone, but to me, that is 

a strong reason to call it truth. 

Let me add one thing. Another strong reason for my certainty is this: above all, that moment 

was not something I produced or strove to reach. Without any prediction or preparation, it 

happened—suddenly, to me—and became an event I could not but undergo. Its occurrence was 

truly powerful. That power—felt only by me as the one who lived it—was hard to put into words: 
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a compelling force, strong yet not violent. That, too, is why I’m certain it was truth. [Ritéma 

exhales softly as if something inside has quietly released.] 

Ritéma: [smiling] I did ask a bit meanly, but—I feel you. So, in other words, what you’re 

calling The Moment is a moment of truth-revealing. I don’t think you mean this in a mystical 

sense, but just to clarify: your description does sound rather mystic. Escaping the balloon’s form 

and texture—things we normally can’t get beyond—sounds transcendent; pushed further, it 

could almost seem like a kind of vision. So how is it different from a mystical experience? After 

all, mystics—though not usually regarded as “successful”—often claim that mystical 

experiences disclose some truth. 

I: Yes, it does sound quite mystic. But from the standpoint of actually living it, the scene 

itself was not mystical at all. I saw a world I had never seen before—a world utterly different—

but it didn’t feel surreal or unreal or like some rapturous ecstasy. It was simply: “Ah, this is it! 

This is what it is! This is the real.” It wasn’t ecstatic at all. On the contrary, it carried the heaviest 

sense of reality I’ve ever felt. Palpably, it was a downward movement rather than an upward 

one. Sensuously, it was tranquil massiveness rather than ecstatic satisfaction—more down-to-

earth than dreamlike, rooted rather than hyper. It wasn’t a mystical-transcendent escape, a 

loosening of fetters so I could float free of reality. It was a deep-down, realistic-transcendental 

experience that pressed my center of gravity more firmly and deeply into the ground I stood on. 

Ritéma: So—more descent than ascent, and more rooted tranquility than ecstatic 

excitement. I like that distinction. Then how would you compare it to, say, meditation? Practices 

of self-emptying are also tied to calm and serenity, to a sense of release and peace from worldly 

burdens. 



15 
 

I: It may sound similar, but to me, the two are almost opposites. The Moment is not 

something I reach through my own effort or practice, not by emptying myself into a state of no-

thought, nor by pursuing the quiet of emptiness. It isn’t attained by my striving; it is an 

experience I am drawn into by what I cannot resist. The force that triggered it didn’t come from 

within me but from somewhere outside. Real people, the real world, appeared before me—and 

I couldn’t help but see them. So, unlike mystical or meditative paths, there was no preparatory 

process, no ritual, nor did I intentionally perform some special act that made the moment itself 

my goal. There’s no method I could repeat to have it again. Those people were simply there—

and only after I saw what I hadn’t seen did I realize it. Later, I thought: how could I have missed 

something so obvious all this time? The gap was so vast that I could not help being seized by 

the presence of that truth. 

Ritéma: So it should be an awakening moment. A kind of intensely epiphanic moment, 

right? 

I: Exactly. It was certainly intense—but the intensity didn’t excite me; it drew me 

downward. Even here, as you said, there was a sense of freedom. But it wasn’t the freedom that 

comes from self-emptying; it was more like the freedom of eye-opening—the freedom of finally 

seeing clearly, of being freed from illusion by seeing the real. Not a freedom I sought, found, 

and achieved. I hadn’t even known I was constrained; then, all at once, my vision opened, and 

only then did I realize how stifled I had been. “So this is what freedom is!”—that was the feeling. 

Just as the experience of a transparent surface made me feel, in reverse, the opacity of the 

balloon, so too, once I lived this, I sensed how special this freedom is—how vividly alive it 

feels—and only then did I know true freedom. 
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Nevertheless, I do think it was a mystic experience. [with a half-playful smile, as if 

apologizing for going back and forth, yet with an earnest gaze] Because, no matter how I think 

about it, I don’t know how I came to live that moment. I was looking, yes, but I wasn’t trying 

to see that way—it just unfolded before me. If I try to explain, perhaps I had been curious about 

those people. Around that time, my daily life felt heavy with various burdens; maybe that weight 

made me imagine others’ lives and wonder how people live. But it wasn’t a decision to 

investigate, not a rational inquiry. It was simply a rare, quiet afternoon; I happened to be 

watching people through the window. And then, suddenly, unexpectedly, a scene appeared 

before me. In a sense… the experience happened to me. Helplessly. Ever since, I’ve revisited 

that moment countless times, and it still amazes me. Like a surprise gift—at some point, it 

happened. I can say nothing beyond the fact that it appeared. The truth had always been there; 

and yet I had not seen it—until, suddenly, its presence showed itself to me, more certain and 

unmistakable than anything else, leaving no room for doubt. 

Ritéma: I think I get what you mean. I can’t be sure I understood you rightly, and I can’t 

logically explain why I feel that I do—but I just feel you. It really could have been like that; it 

really could happen that way. Still, I can’t help asking this: How can you be so sure it was truly 

“what is, as it is”? Is it possible to tell whether it was truth itself, or only a personal impression 

or thought? 

To me, the very fact that you are so certain—that’s another astonishingly mystic point. I 

mean, I know you. [smiling] Normally, you’re so rational and meticulous—you won’t move on 

unless you can check everything step by step. So how could you accept that moment as truth? 

Isn’t that itself mysterious? 
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I: [bursting into laughter] That might be the most serious look I’ve seen from you today. I 

feel you, too. But…  

[Continue to Dialogue Two] 
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Chapter One: The Moment of Not Being Oneself 

I: Let me add one thing. Another strong reason for my certainty is this: above all, that 
moment was not something I produced or strove to reach. Without any prediction or 
preparation, it happened—suddenly, to me—and became an event I could not but 
undergo. Its occurrence was truly powerful. That power—felt only by me as the one 
who lived it—was hard to put into words: a compelling force, strong yet not violent. 
That, too, is why I’m certain it was truth.  
Ritéma: …[smiling] I did ask a bit meanly, but—I feel you. So, in other words, what 
you’re calling The Moment is a moment of truth-revealing. (p.13-14) 

 

This brief exchange gestures toward the philosophical task of this section: to clarify what it 

means for The Moment to be truth-revealing. The essence of The Moment lies in its truth-revealing 

character. Truth is, first, both the ontological ground and the source of the power that enables The 

Moment to occur. Because the café, the window, the street, the people on it, and I who looked at 

them were already disclosing themselves, The Moment arose independently of I’s will and was 

simply undergone. In other words, the revelation of truth is the constitutive and enabling condition 

of The Moment. Second, truth emerges as the ultimate outcome disclosed in the event itself. In 

The Moment there were only those who revealed themselves; without any intrusion of deliberation 

or judgment, I simply sensed, saw, and received them as they were. Third, truth provides the most 

compelling warrant for claiming not only the meaningfulness but also the necessity of The Moment 

for becoming truer to oneself. As I confessed in the dialogue, in The Moment I saw a person for 

the first time—and thus saw I as themselves. In I’s words, The Moment turned a mere concept into 

reality. A mere concept here means an abstract schema whose real and lived meaning had been 

empty. The Moment transformed for I that hollow abstraction into something existentially 

present—something real. These dimensions already point beyond the narrative itself, inviting a 

philosophical framework in which they can be situated and clarified. 
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In this section, I examine these dimensions in detail by drawing on Heidegger’s ontology. To 

be clear, my aim is not to reconstruct Heidegger’s system, but to draw on its structural motifs 

where they illuminate The Moment. The account of truth presented there—the way truth is 

disclosed, taken up, and comes to have meaning—resonates closely with Heidegger’s ontological 

framework. To pursue this task, I situate the experience of The Moment within that framework. In 

doing so, I aim to articulate more explicitly its defining trait as a truth-revealing moment. Thus, 

the purpose of this section is not to engage in an exegetical study of Heidegger, but to sketch his 

ontology only as needed and, on that basis, to explore the essence of The Moment. 

 

1.1 The Moment of Truth-Revealing: Truth as Aletheia (ἀλήθεια) 

 

The Moment in the dialogue between I and Ritéma is double-layered—or perhaps, 

superimposed. It refers, on the one hand, to the actual temporal event that I underwent, and, at the 

same time, it is conveyed to Ritéma in the form of description. The Moment, therefore, points to 

both: the event itself—The Moment itself, in which I was placed when it occurred—and The 

Moment for I, the Moment as interpreted and endowed with meaning by I. Put differently, The 

Moment itself is the sheer givenness of truth, while The Moment for I is that givenness once it has 

been taken up in language and interpretation. This layered character of The Moment, I argue, 

resonates with Heidegger’s account of truth in Being and Time (1927). 

In Being and Time, in his effort to uncover the ontological foundations of the traditional 

conception of truth as correctness, Heidegger retrieves the Greek word aletheia (ἀλήθεια) and 

translates it as “uncoveredness.” He writes: 

“Being-true” (“truth”) means Being-uncovering. … The ἀλήθεια which Aristotle 
equates with πρᾶγμα and φαινόμενα in the passages cited above, signifies the “things 
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themselves”; it signifies what shows itself—entities in the “how” of their 
uncoveredness. …  To translate this word as “truth,” and, above all, to define this 
expression conceptually in theoretical ways, is to cover up the meaning of what the 
Greeks made “self-evidently” basic for the terminological use of ἀλήθεια as a pre-
philosophical way of understanding it.4 
 

By recalling this original sense of aletheia, Heidegger emphasizes that truth is not first of all a 

matter of propositional correctness. Rather, it signifies the self-showing of beings prior to any 

conceptualization of true and false. Beings exist insofar as they disclose themselves. In this self-

disclosure, they are what they are. Thus, “being-true” names precisely this mode of existence—

Being-uncovering. It is in this sense that Heidegger calls for an ontological understanding of truth, 

more primordial than any propositional account. 

Further pursuing the meaning of being-true as Being-uncovering, he continues: 

Uncovering is a way of Being for Being-in-the-world. Circumspective concern, or 
even that concern in which we tarry and look at something, uncovers entities within-
the-world. These entities become that which has been uncovered. They are ‘true’ in a 
second sense. What is primarily ‘true’—that is, uncovering—is Dasein. ‘Truth’ in the 
second sense does not mean Being-uncovering (uncovering), but Being-uncovered 
(uncoveredness).5 
 

Two points are worth noting here. First, uncovering is itself a mode of Being for us as beings-in-

the-world. When we attend to what lies before us, we disclose entities within the world. In doing 

so, those entities become uncovered. This process of uncovering and being-uncovered is itself the 

process by which we become true. Second, truth belongs, in the first place, to Dasein as uncovering, 

and only secondarily to entities as uncovered through Dasein’s disclosure; in this sense, truth 

requires an existential understanding rather than a merely propositional one. 

 
4 Martin Heidegger, Being and Time, trans. John Macquarrie and Edward Robinson, with a new foreword by Taylor 
Carman (New York: Harper Perennial Modern Thought, 2008), 262. 
5 Ibid., 263. 
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Heidegger does not explicitly separate ontological truth—the self-showing of beings 

themselves—from existential truth—the uncovering activity of Dasein. Instead, he characterizes 

his inquiry as existential-ontological, since the two cannot exist independently. Entities 

undisclosed by Dasein cannot be true; Dasein’s uncovering without entities cannot take place. Yet 

even so, the self-showing of beings ontologically precedes Dasein’s disclosure. This priority is 

made clear in the following passage: 

… the uncoveredness of entities within-the-world is grounded in the world’s 
disclosedness. But disclosedness is that basic character of Dasein according to which 
it is its ‘there.’ … Hence only with Dasein’s disclosedness is the most primordial 
phenomenon of truth attained.6 
 

The point may be stated as follows. The most primordial phenomenon of truth is attained only with 

Dasein’s disclosedness, yet this is possible only because beings already show themselves. 

Ontological truth names the primordial self-showing of beings, while existential truth designates 

Dasein’s disclosive uncovering of them. The two dimensions, inseparable in practice, together 

form Heidegger’s existential-ontological structure. 

In his later work, “On the Essence of Truth” (1930), Heidegger develops this account by 

linking truth to freedom, which he calls the essence of truth. He writes: 

Freedom was initially determined as freedom for what is opened up in an open region. 
… Freedom for what is opened up in an open region lets beings be the beings they are. 
Freedom now reveals as letting beings be.7 
 

As this letting-be, freedom exposes itself to beings as such and transposes all comportment into 

the open region. Letting-be, i.e., freedom, is intrinsically exposing, ek-sistent. Considered in regard 

 
6 Ibid., 263. 
7 Martin Heidegger, “On the Essence of Truth,” in Pathmarks, ed. William McNeil (Cambridge: Cambridge 
University Press, 1988), 144. 
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to the essence of truth, the essence of freedom manifests itself as exposure to the disclosedness of 

beings.8 

What Heidegger explicates here is that freedom is not a human disposition but an ontological 

condition that allows beings to open themselves up. It is the field within which we stand outside 

ourselves (ek-sist), able to comport ourselves in openness and thus to be true. 

Heidegger underscores this by insisting on the translation of aletheia as “unconcealment” 

rather than “truth,” because this directs us “to think it back to that still uncomprehended 

disclosedness and disclosure of beings.”9 His preference for unconcealment is deliberate. Unlike 

“disclosedness” (which leans toward subjectivity) or “uncoveredness” (which suggests passivity), 

unconcealment evokes the interplay of concealment and unconcealment itself. Freedom is 

precisely the condition of this interplay—a shared field in which both Dasein and beings stand. 

Hence Heidegger can declare with unmistakable clarity: “Truth does not originally reside in the 

proposition.”10 Propositional truth is derivative. 

This orientation also appears in his frequent return to another Greek concept, phusis (φύσις). 

In Introduction to Metaphysics (1953), he writes that phusis means: 

what emerges from itself (for example, the blossoming of a rose), the unfolding that 
opens itself up, the coming-into-appearance in such unfolding, and holding itself and 
persisting in appearance—in short, the emerging-abiding sway.11 
 

Here, Heidegger shows that phusis names the dynamic unfolding of beings, distinct from yet 

resonant with aletheia. He continues: 

Phusis means the emerging sway, and the endurance over which it thoroughly holds 
sway. This emerging, abiding sway includes both ‘becoming’ as well as ‘Being’ in 

 
8 Ibid., 144-145. 
9 Ibid., 145. 
10 Ibid., 142. 
11 Martin Heidegger, Introduction to Metaphysics, 2nd ed., rev. and exp. trans. Gregory Fried and Richard Polt (New 
Haven: Yale University Press, 2014), 15-16. 
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the narrower sense of fixed continuity. Phusis is the event of standing forth, arising 
from the concealed and thus enabling the concealed to take its stand for the first time.12 
 

Thus phusis names the happening of beings as they emerge from concealment. Heidegger explains 

that aletheia occurs when “this sway first steps forth from concealment insofar as the sway 

struggles itself forth as a world.”13 Concealment and unconcealment are always in play; phusis 

names their confrontation, in which beings come to be. 

In sum, Heidegger’s reflections on freedom, phusis, and aletheia converge on an 

understanding of truth as an event sustained by the ceaseless tension between concealment and 

unconcealment. In this picture, ontological and existential dimensions appear inseparably woven. 

Yet precisely at this point—where Heidegger blurs the distinction—my analysis turns to the 

layered structure of The Moment: The Moment given and The Moment for I. In the dialogue, I 

confesses that truth revealed itself in The Moment. To Ritéma’s question, I responds that it existed 

independently of one’s gaze, thought, or judgment. This is The Moment given, corresponding to 

the self-showing of beings—aletheia as unconcealment. By contrast, when I narrates and interprets 

the event for Ritéma, the description constitutes The Moment for I. This corresponds to Dasein’s 

disclosedness, the engagement through which truth is taken up and articulated. 

As Heidegger insists, these two belong together: the latter cannot exist without the former, 

and the former remains meaningless without the latter. To put it somewhat roughly, existential 

truth may be said to be subordinate to ontological truth—though it is more precise to say that it 

depends upon, and is always already grounded in, ontological truth. Yet for ontological truth to 

appear as truth, existential truth is indispensable. This mutual belonging is why Heidegger stresses 

aletheia as unconcealment. Thus, The Moment traverses both layers, showing its superimposed 

 
12 Ibid., 16. 
13 Ibid., 67. 
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character. I’s continual return to the event—revisiting, probing, refining its meaning—testifies that 

the experience persists into the present of the dialogue. 

Nevertheless, I propose to distinguish them, referring to the former as ontological truth and 

the latter as existential truth. The reason is that, within the dialogue, there is a phenomenological 

fissure—brief but decisive—that cannot be fully accounted for by their organic unity. To locate 

this dimension with greater clarity, the distinction is necessary. This disclosure, however brief, 

entails a momentary transgression of Heidegger’s framework: a fleeting escape that resists 

conceptual capture. 

 

1.2 The Moment of Losing Self-Sovereignty 

 

At the fissure, where ontological and existential truth momentarily diverge, an event occurs: 

the encounter between self-disclosing beings and I. In that encounter, The Moment comes to be. 

This is The Moment itself—not a conceptual distinction but a lived, phenomenological reality. 

While Heidegger’s framework underscores the unity of disclosure and disclosedness, the fissure 

signals a dimension accessible not by logic or inference but only phenomenologically. In this sense, 

the dialogue can be read as a phenomenological enactment of The Moment. Its decisive trait 

appears most clearly in I’s words: 

I: Just a moment earlier I’d been imagining stories for each passerby, letting thoughts 
trail from one to another—then, all of a sudden, all stopped. I could do nothing but 
face the fact that the people before me—and I myself—each bore the same weight of 
life. To be more precise: I wasn’t even thinking that I had stopped imagining, or that 
I couldn’t do anything else. I simply sat there at the window, looking at the people 
who were like me, and at myself who was like them. That was the only thing possible 
in that moment. In some ways… it was overwhelming. Not the suffocating paralysis 
where you’re trapped or can’t move, but for an instant everything halted, and all I 
could do was look at the scene unfolding before me. (p.8) 
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I: At the time, all I did was see and feel what revealed itself; I couldn’t stop to examine 
what it was—I was simply sitting there watching across from it. (p.9) 
 

The decisive trait of The Moment itself, as revealed in the dialogue, lies in I’s repeated confession 

that they could do nothing but look at the scene. Above all, this was not the result of I’s choice or 

decision but a given event that suddenly overtook I. Overwhelmed, I confesses that they could 

control nothing—not even themselves—except undergoing it sensorially. More precisely, it was a 

state of pure receptivity in which even the thought of acting—or of being unable to act—did not 

arise. 

This receptivity is characterized by its purity: at that moment no intervention by I occurred. 

I’s description of The Moment may appear to express helplessness, yet it was not accompanied by 

any sense of deprivation or powerlessness. In that moment there was no negative or positive 

connotation, only the sheer reception of what was sensed. Overwhelmed by ontological truth 

(aletheia), I’s thinking and judging ceased entirely, leaving only I as a sensing being; there, truth 

alone manifested purely. From I’s perspective, it was a moment of pure receptivity. Sovereignty 

in that instant belongs wholly to truth. Hence the distinctive trait of the event can be named with 

precision: the total loss of one’s sovereignty over oneself. 

Of course, the call to a receptive stance before truth (aletheia) is reflected in Husserl’s concept 

of the epoché (bracketing) and in Heidegger’s notion of Gelassenheit (releasement, letting-be). 

Husserl’s epoché is best understood as a voluntary methodological act, a deliberate suspension 

performed by the phenomenologist. As Dan Zahavi explains, the epoché requires us to suspend 

the natural attitude, not to deny or abandon reality but to neutralize our taken-for-granted stance 



26 
 

so that phenomena can be approached “just as they appear.”14 In Dermot Moran’s well-known 

analogy, this shift resembles the stance of a juror who is instructed to focus solely on the evidence 

presented in court, setting aside all other presuppositions.15 

Thus the phenomenological epoché is indeed Husserl’s call for receptivity. Yet it is obvious 

that this receptivity entails an intentional act: a decision of the investigator to suspend, to hold in 

abeyance, to direct attention more precisely. The act is purposive—it aims at truth—but its origin 

lies in the subject’s own agency. This point remains consistent even in later adaptations, whether 

in the methodological framing of phenomenological psychology16 or in Enzo Paci’s existential 

interpretation of the reduction.17 

In all these cases, the essential feature of the epoché is preserved: its execution depends upon 

the decision of the subject. Unlike such intentional bracketing, The Moment described in the 

dialogue was not chosen but simply happened, leaving I unable even to think of suspending or not 

suspending judgment. 

Heidegger moves beyond Husserl by loosening the hold of will and emphasizing receptivity 

in his notion of Gelassenheit (releasement, letting-be). As noted earlier, Heidegger develops his 

thought in a direction that blurs the distinction between subject and object in the event of truth, 

thereby weakening the sovereignty of the human will. Gelassenheit epitomizes this development. 

In Discourse on Thinking (1959), Heidegger introduces Gelassenheit as the mode of thinking that 

 
14 Dan Zahavi, Husserl’s Phenomenology (Stanford: Stanford University Press, 2003), 45: “We do not effect it in 
order to deny, doubt, neglect, abandon, or exclude reality … but simply in order to suspend or neutralize a certain 
dogmatic attitude toward reality, that is, in order to be able to focus more narrowly and directly on the 
phenomenological given—the objects just as they appear.” 
15 Dermot Moran, Introduction to Phenomenology (London: Routledge, 2002), 151. 
16 Michael D. Barber, “On the Epoché in Phenomenological Psychology: A Schutzian Response to Zahavi,” Journal 
of Phenomenological Psychology 52, no. 2 (2021), 141. 
17 Rocco Sacconaghi, “Ideen I in Italy and Enzo Paci,” in Husserl’s Ideen I in Italy and Enzo Paci and the Milan 
School, Contributions to Phenomenology, vol. 66, ed. Lester Embree and Thomas Nenon (Dordrecht: Springer, 
2012), 166. 
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stands in contrast to calculative thinking. It designates the way in which human beings, situated 

within the ontological condition of freedom, engage with self-revealing beings in the open region. 

Bret W. Davis underscores this point by interpreting Gelassenheit in terms of waiting: 

Gelassenheit is the manner of man’s most proper engagement in (Sicheinlassen auf) 
the regioning of the open-region as that which lets things be by letting them come to 
rest in their own. … Releasement into the open-region takes place by way of ‘waiting.’ 
Relating to the open-region is a matter of waiting. And waiting means: to release 
oneself into an engagement with the openness of the open-region.18 
 

Heidegger further remarks that Gelassenheit “lies beyond the distinction between activity and 

passivity” because it “does not belong to the domain of the will.”19 As Davis comments, it must 

therefore be conceived as a “non-willing”—a stance beyond both willful activity and will-less 

passivity. Yet, as he notes, thinking beyond this dichotomy is easier demanded than 

accomplished.20 

Lucas D. Introna captures this Heideggerian intention by interpreting Gelassenheit as an ethos 

of dwelling, an ethos of letting-be. He writes: 

For Heidegger this ethos of dwelling is intimately connected to his notion of freedom 
where freedom is taken as an act of ‘letting be’ which seeks to let the other be as other. 
… Gelassenheit is the abandonment of that representational and calculative thinking 
… This giving up of the assumed lordship over beings … opens the possibility for the 
entry into the ethos of letting be: ‘man is not the lord of beings. Man is the shepherd 
of Being’(Heidegger, 1977a: 221)21 
 

In this reading, Gelassenheit entails not mastery but dwelling with beings as their shepherd, not 

their lord. Like Davis, Introna makes clear that the essence of Gelassenheit lies in overcoming the 

will to power. Yet one crucial clarification must be made. As Davis emphasizes, Gelassenheit 

 
18 Bret W. Davis, “Twisting Free of the Domain of the Will: On the Way to an Other Beginning of Non-Willing,” in 
Heidegger and the Will: On the Way to Gelassenheit (Evanston: Northwestern University Press, 2007), 199. 
19 Martin Heidegger, Discourse on Thinking, trans. John M. Anderson and E. Hans Freund (New York: Harper & 
Row, 1966), 61. 
20 Davis, “Twisting Free of the Domain of the Will: On the Way to an Other Beginning of Non-Willing,” 199. 
21 Lucas D. Introna, “Ethics and the Speaking of Things,” Theory, Culture & Society 26, no. 4 (2009): 37. 
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excludes not only the human will over beings but also “any would-be Will of the open-region of 

being.”22 Introna, borrowing the words of Krzysztof Ziarek, puts it this way: 

Lettingness is neither simply a human act nor a fate that humans accept and allow to 
be. Rather, letting has to be conceived in the middle voice beyond activity and 
passivity … This letting, while not entirely at human disposition or will, needs to be 
worked on. … Being transforms itself but cannot do so ‘on its own’, without human 
engagement, without human letting (Ziarek, 2002, 182).23 
 

Thus, Gelassenheit is neither human disposition nor will, but still remains the middle voice of 

human beings that lets beings be. It requires the stance of waiting, the cultivation of openness, and 

the presence of the human as one who dwells in the open region. In this sense, beings can appear 

only because humans remain there in that middle voice. 

Accordingly, Heidegger’s Gelassenheit manifests the radicality of non-willing far more than 

Husserl’s epoché, yet it does not permit the possibility of a purely unmediated openness. The 

Heideggerian human aims at openness, but remains one who aims. That is to say, one is not fully 

open, but one who seeks to be open. The thread of self-interpretation is never let go. As interpretive 

beings, humans cannot be wholly free of subjectivity; Heidegger’s account of truth-events thus 

continues to blur, rather than dissolve, the distinction between subject and object. What I propose, 

however, is that there are moments when even this effort becomes irrelevant: moments of the total 

loss of self-sovereignty. 

Thus, while both Husserl and Heidegger emphasize receptivity—Husserl by deliberate 

suspension, Heidegger by releasement—neither yields the decisive condition at issue here. The 

decisive point is not receptivity alone but the total loss of self-sovereignty. In such moments, 

sovereignty belongs solely to truth. The encounter of truth and I indeed requires I, yet it is 

 
22 Davis, “Twisting Free of the Domain of the Will: On the Way to an Other Beginning of Non-Willing,” 199. 
23 Introna, “Ethics and the Speaking of Things,” 38. 
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fundamentally determined by truth: it is truth that initiates and demands the moment. For I, what 

is at stake is sheer openness—and even that openness is not achieved by I but occurs under the 

overwhelming presence of truth. 

I: Nevertheless, I do think it was a mystic experience. [with a half-playful smile, as if 
apologizing for going back and forth, yet with an earnest gaze] Because, no matter 
how I think about it, I don’t know how I came to live that moment. …(ellipsis)… In a 
sense... the experience happened to me. Helplessly. Ever since, I’ve revisited that 
moment countless times, and it still amazes me. Like a surprise gift—at some point, it 
happened. I can say nothing beyond the fact that it appeared. (p.16) 

 
While distinguishing it from mysticism24 or meditation, I nonetheless describes the experience as 

a mystical moment, precisely because it did not originate from I themselves and I made no decisive 

contribution to it. In other words, the loss itself was not up to I. What Heidegger never 

abandoned—the thread of self-interpretation—was here lost. I did not let it go; rather, it vanished. 

Only moments before, it was still in their grasp, and suddenly it was gone—so suddenly that I did 

not even realize it had disappeared. Thus the moment is not one into which I enters in any way, 

but one into which I was drawn by truth. 

Rigorists may object that if the thread of self-interpretation is wholly lost, Dasein would no 

longer exist as an interpretive being at all. Such a concern is valid within Heidegger’s analytic, 

where the structure of disclosedness and interpretation is regarded as inseparable. Yet the claim 

here is not that Dasein ceases to be interpretive, but that there are fleeting instants—even if they 

cannot be captured by conceptual or linguistic structures—in which interpretation lags behind 

manifestation. In such moments, the ontological disclosure of beings overwhelms the subject to 

such a degree that the ordinary exercise of interpretive sovereignty is suspended. The self does not 

 
24 See Simon Critchley, Mysticism (New York: New York Review Books, 2024), for his account of mystical 
experience centered on ecstasy. 
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will this suspension, nor could it resist it. What remains is not the annihilation of subjectivity but 

its temporary eclipse under the initiative of truth itself. 

In response to Ritéma’s question about the possibility of stepping outside the balloon, I 

explicitly acknowledges this and corrects the earlier description: 

I: You’re right. I think it was wrong to say I stepped outside the balloon and saw the 
whole. In that moment, all I did was watch the balloons that kept blooming before my 
eyes. Through the surface of my balloon, I saw the world beyond it, the riot of other 
balloons. I didn’t even recognize then that I too was inside my own balloon; I was 
simply seized by the scene, sitting there with my eyes open—seeing, and only that….  
Given that, to be more precise: it wasn’t a moment of leaving my balloon, but a 
moment when its surface became fully transparent. My balloon’s distinctive size, 
shape, color, and texture seemed to fall away; the surface offered no resistance, 
letting the world beyond pass through it; and I saw a world revealed without 
distortion. Only then did I grasp, with a new, stubborn realism, the common-sense 
idea that the world I had been living was the reconstruction produced by my balloon’s 
size, shape, color, and texture. Only after experiencing transparency did I truly feel 
the opacity that came before. (p.12) 
 

The balloon’s sudden transparency marks, not the loss of subjectivity, but the total—if 

momentary—loss of self-sovereignty. The very fact that I recognized the prior opacity only after 

transparency underscores the abruptness of The Moment: a momentary transgression between 

ontological and existential truth, a crossing of structural boundaries imposed by the power of truth. 

This section sought to clarify the reality and position of a moment that eludes logical capture 

yet manifests phenomenologically. To emphasize once more: my aim is not to reinterpret or extend 

Heidegger’s ontology. I draw on his framework only to locate and characterize this moment—for 

it is just that, a moment, not a state in which one permanently abides. This fleeting transgression 

cannot be captured within the framework, yet its meaning arises on the level of existential truth. 

Both its background condition (ontological truth) and the mode of its realization (existential truth) 
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remain within Heidegger’s ontology. And I contend that Heidegger’s account resonates 

meaningfully with I’s testimony—except for the transgressive instant itself. 

The Moment is thus a phenomenological reality that resists capture yet insists upon itself: an 

event in which sovereignty belongs solely to truth. What remains is to ask why such a brief yet 

decisive transgression matters, and how it bears on becoming truer to oneself. In this sense, the 

total loss of self-sovereignty—what I call not being oneself—gestures toward the possibility of 

becoming oneself. 

 

1.3 The Moment for Becoming Truer 

 

This argument—that The Moment itself lies in the fissure between ontological truth and 

existential truth, and that it is the momentary transgression of Heidegger’s ontological 

framework—might seem to suggest a regression, as if my claim were to re-insist on the distinction, 

standing against Heidegger’s later tendency to blur it and to emphasize their mutual interplay. Yet 

what Heidegger ultimately sought was not the erasure of the distinction between subject and object 

for its own sake, but rather a more profound attunement to the existential limits of the human being. 

In other words, his concern was to capture how human beings exist within the open region 

that grounds their being-in-the-world. In this sense, the total loss of self-sovereignty—the central 

feature of The Moment—designates nothing less than the most radical openness possible to human 

beings. Though such a moment cannot be fully absorbed into Heidegger’s framework, it 

paradoxically fulfills what that framework aims to disclose. 

After the experience, I almost imperceptibly regained the sovereignty that had been lost and 

re-entered the work of judgment and interpretation. I confesses: 
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I: So what I’m describing to you now is really what I have drawn out since that 
moment, retracing the scene and the feel of that space—perhaps even through this 
very moment now. (p.9) 
 
I: As I said earlier, all my descriptions of that instant were clarified afterward, as I 
kept returning to it, recovering the feeling of it, and drawing what I had seen into 
images and languages. That I myself was in my balloon—that, too, I only came to 
recognize as I came out of the moment. And ever since, whenever I summoned that 
moment back, I found myself drawing my balloon into the landscape as part of the 
whole. That’s probably why I ended up saying it to you that way. (p.12) 

 

Once the sudden and inexplicable loss of sovereignty passed, I naturally began to make sense of 

what had happened. This return to interpretation corresponds to the dynamic of phusis—

emergence, withdrawal, and re-emergence—as a way of becoming. Through this rhythm, I’s 

becoming acquires a historical character: even though The Moment itself is instantaneous, its 

meaning is continuously re-formed and re-endowed, shaping I’s selfhood over time. Yet my point 

is not to redefine The Moment as phusis, but to emphasize that the very act of return makes the 

post-Moment interpretation truer than the prior one. In this way, the total loss of self-sovereignty 

ultimately enables I to become truer to themselves. 

Truer here does not mean acquiring more information or additional content. It marks a 

transformation in the mode of self-experience—from possessing concepts to existentially 

encountering beings. In The Moment, the complete loss of self-sovereignty exposes I to the world 

without the usual mediation of projection or judgment. The balloon’s transparency captures this: 

stripped of color, size, and texture, it receives the world without filter. 

When interpretation returned, the balloon regained contours, but not as before. It carries with 

it the trace of radical openness. To be truer, then, is not to know more but to integrate that trace 

into ongoing interpretation, allowing one’s being-in-the-world to remain marked by that openness. 
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The transformation is not quantitative but qualitative: a reconfiguration of how openness is lived. 

One striking passage from the dialogue makes this clear: 

I: [It] was the moment when that obvious, unquestioned concept of “person,” which 
I had never once doubted, suddenly became a living reality for me. There was a person 
before my eyes, and I saw them. They were truly a person. That person, and the one 
beside them, and the one beside that—every single one I could see was a person. And 
so was I, looking at them. Only when the concept became reality did I realize that 
what I had known all along was only the concept. Only then did I sense how superficial 
and abstract my supposed knowledge had been. A real person was there. (p.8) 

 
Here, what has always been secured as a concept becomes, through The Moment, a living reality. 

The same word—person—now carries an entirely different weight: from abstract definition to 

existential presence. It now comes to I with a felt reality, one that touches I with a vivid sense of 

mass and density, as if the concept had acquired thickness. The balloon’s transformation, therefore, 

is not about epistemic quantity but about existential quality, changing how I lives openness itself. 

The most immediate objection is that the post-Moment interpretation may be a mere illusion. 

One might argue that to step outside Heidegger’s structure of disclosure is impossible, and that 

what I call a qualitative shift is only a psychological distortion. But this objection presupposes that 

Heidegger’s account exhaustively maps human experience. The Moment discloses precisely that 

there are instants in which the framework, while operative, fails to capture the intensity of truth’s 

irruption. To dismiss these instances as illusory is not rigorous but a defense of conceptual 

completeness. 

Dialogue 01 itself already testifies to this. Sitting by the window, I neither sought a revelation 

nor constructed a meaning. The Moment came unbidden, presenting the street, the people, and I 

as such in a single givenness. When interpretation returned, the scene could no longer be taken as 

a mere collection of sensory data. It impressed upon I the truth that as a being-in-the-world I was 

more exposed and more limited than I had previously allowed. 
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What follows will be explored further in the following chapters, but simply put, this means 

confronting the existential conditions of human beings: uncertainty and vulnerability. In the 

collapse of sovereignty and the trembling of interpretive certainty, I encountered primordial 

openness. And after The Moment, I did not return to a hardened framework, but lived on with this 

trembling as part of self-understanding. This trace, far from a weakness, is what makes 

interpretation truer than before. And as the next section argues, it discloses not only I’s condition 

but the human condition more broadly. 

In this light, the paradox named in the title—Becoming Oneself by Not Being Oneself—finds 

its precise meaning. “Not being oneself” designates the total loss of self-sovereignty in The 

Moment, while “becoming oneself” designates the ongoing formation that follows: becoming truer 

to oneself as a being-in-the-world. The Moment, fleeting yet decisive, is where this paradox is 

enacted. 
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Chapter Two: The Moment as the Miracle 

If Heidegger’s framework enables us to situate The Moment within its folded ontological 

coordinates, Lukács’s reflections on the form of tragedy help to illuminate—and at points, 

exceed—its structure. Both are concerned with what lies beyond the self—Heidegger with the 

disclosure of Being, and Lukács with the revelation of life’s essence through form.25 Although 

Lukács would later come to criticize Heidegger’s philosophy for its ahistorical and anti-humanist 

tendencies, this study does not pursue that polemical relation. Rather, it focuses on one formal 

insight from his early essay “The Metaphysics of Tragedy” in Soul and Form (1911), written 

before his Marxist turn and thus relatively independent of those critiques. The discussion here 

draws selectively on that text to clarify the structure of The Moment—an insight that gestures 

toward a truth-revealing event beyond individual experience, resonating with, yet also 

reconfiguring, the ontological space opened by Heidegger. 

This dialogue between Heidegger’s ontological disclosure and Lukács’s formal revelation 

provides the point of departure for what follows. It is within this intersection— where Being’s 

openness encounters the form through which life reveals itself—that “The Metaphysics of Tragedy” 

begins to speak. 

In “The Metaphysics of Tragedy,” Lukács explores the essence and meaning of human life 

as revealed through the form of tragedy: through a miraculous moment in which life discloses its 

own truth, the human being comes to live out his or her destiny. While the literary genre of tragedy 

conventionally ends in destruction, I argue that Lukács’s account of the tragic essence of life need 

 
25 Here “essence” does not refer to an ontological or metaphysical substance but to what Lukács calls the inner unity 
of life as fulfilled in form—“essence: the point where form and life are one” (György Lukács, Soul & Form, ed. 
John T. Sanders and Katie Terezakis, trans. Anna Bostock [New York: Columbia University Press, 2010], 21). It is 
distinct from Heidegger’s notion of ontological truth yet structurally akin to it in the kind of experience that The 
Moment names—a pure receptivity in which something beyond the self discloses itself and grounds understanding. 
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not be confined to such catastrophic endings. Rather, it can be interpreted as describing a 

qualitative shift—the beginning of a new mode of life that is no longer the same as before. In this 

sense, one need not be the protagonist of a dramatic tragedy to live a tragic life: the tragic essence 

Lukács uncovers pertains potentially to all human beings. 

This reading makes visible how profoundly the essence of tragic life resonates with the life 

that follows The Moment—a life that becomes truer to itself by virtue of having once lost self-

sovereignty. Though their vocabularies and contexts differ, the form of tragic life in Lukács’s early 

essay parallels the form of life made possible by The Moment. Accordingly, the following sections 

will examine how the form of tragedy in “The Metaphysics of Tragedy” reveals the structure of 

The Moment itself and, through it, makes visible the universality of this experience—that it is not 

merely a private or subjective event for I, but a form of disclosure intrinsic to the human condition. 

 

2.1 Being on the Stage 

 

To be on the stage is to exist within a space of revealing—a space in which life shows itself 

not as it is lived in the everyday, but as it becomes manifest through dramatic form. Players in a 

play become players not only by acting but by being seen; the stage is a relational field sustained 

by gesture, voice, space, and gaze. To act on the stage is therefore to expose oneself to the whole 

constellation of this space—its light and shadow, its movement and stillness—and, through this 

exposure, to let life appear as form. The stage, for Lukács, is neither purely ordinary nor 

extraordinary. It is the threshold where these two dimensions cross: where the everyday becomes 

strange, and the strange becomes recognizably human—where the essence of life is brought to 
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form through the familiar gestures of the everyday. It is at this crossing that life comes into 

manifestation. 

Lukács captures this metaphysical depth of the stage at the opening of The Metaphysics of 

Tragedy: 

A drama is a play about man and his fate—a play in which God is the spectator. He is 
a spectator and no more; his words and gestures never mingle with the words and 
gestures of the players. His eyes rest upon them: that is all. “Whoever sees God, dies,” 
Ibsen wrote once; “but can he who has been seen by God continue to live?”26 
 

For Lukács, drama occurs in the silent gaze of the God who does not intervene but only watches. 

The stage exists because it is seen; the divine gaze does not create the stage but lets it appear. 

Within this gaze, the human being and his fate are revealed. Lukács’s citation of Ibsen is telling: 

the line reverses the biblical injunction—“no one may see Me and live” (Exodus 33:20)—by 

shifting the focus from the human vision of God to God’s vision of the human. To be seen by God 

is not merely to be judged but to be disclosed. By invoking Ibsen, Lukács thus affirms that while 

the divine spectator does not step onto the stage, the essence of what is illuminated there is human 

life itself. 

He names this spectator “the god of nature and destiny” and contrasts it with “the gods of 

reality and history”: 

The god of nature and destiny, who is always speechless and always unredeemed, 
brings forth the voice of the god who slumbers inside man, the voice which, in life, 
has fallen silent; the immanent god awakens the transcendental god into life. … By 
contrast, the gods of reality, of history, are obstinate and rash. The power and beauty 
of pure revelation do not satisfy their ambition. They direct and accomplish that 
fulfillment. Their hands tug willfully at the enigmatic yet obvious tangle of the threads 
of fate and, by entangling them still more, achieve a perfect yet meaningless 
orderliness. They walk onto the stage and their appearance reduces man to a puppet, 
destiny to providence; that which, in tragedy, is a grave event becomes, in life, a 

 
26 Lukács, Soul and Form, 175. 
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gratuitous gift of redemption. God must leave the stage, but must yet remain a 
spectator; that is the historical possibility of tragic epochs.27 
 

This distinction illuminates how the spectator’s silence becomes the very condition for revelation. 

The gods of reality and history interfere, seeking a perfect but meaningless order; the god of 

destiny reveals without acting. He does not animate the stage by intervention; rather, his very gaze 

sustains its being, yet the god, as spectator, also depends on the stage for the manifestation of his 

own silent revelation. The spectator and the stage thus belong together in an asymmetrical 

reciprocity: the god’s gaze grants the stage its power to appear, while the stage gives the god’s 

silence a manifest form. Revelation, therefore, is not an act of creation but a mode of letting-be. It 

is in this asymmetrical reciprocity that the tragic world subsists—the stage cannot exist without 

the god’s gaze, and the god’s revelation cannot appear without the stage. 

This structure closely resonates with Heidegger’s twofold conception of truth. The silent god 

corresponds to aletheia as ontological truth, while the human drama on the stage corresponds to 

Dasein’s interpretive engagement as existential truth. Yet their relation is not identical. 

Heidegger’s aletheia remains ontological—an opening of Being—whereas Lukács’s speechless 

god marks an aesthetic and metaphysical horizon: the condition for form to reveal life’s essence. 

Like Heidegger’s two truths, the god and the stage mutually belong to one another, but their 

reciprocity is asymmetrical. The god’s gaze is the source of the stage’s revelation, while the stage 

translates that gaze into form. The revelation of truth thus becomes the constitutive and generative 

condition of The Moment: just as the divine gaze enables the stage, truth enables The Moment to 

occur. 

 
27 Ibid., 177. 
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The café scene described earlier can be read as a secular staging of this structure. The ordinary 

space became a stage not because something new was created, but because what was already 

there—like a scene suddenly seen—revealed itself. The Moment corresponds to the instant when 

the gaze—whether divine or ontological—meets the world in which the self is disclosed, and lets 

life appear as form—its essence, its destiny. 

Returning to Ibsen’s question—“Whoever sees God, dies, but can he who has been seen by 

God continue to live?”—what, then, becomes of the human being who has been seen by God? The 

one who has been seen too must die; yet this death, like Lukács’s god, is not holy but secular. It is 

the death that gives life its aliveness—the tragic boundary through which life comes to itself. In 

the next section, this passage through death will reveal itself as a miracle: the astonishing passage 

through which death turns into life. 

 

2.2 The Miracle, The Accident, The Great Moment 

 

If death marks the tragic boundary through which life becomes manifest, then The Moment 

designates the event in which that boundary is crossed. What reveals itself as life after death does 

not arrive as a steady illumination but as a sudden break, an unforeseen intrusion that shatters the 

serenity on the stage. Revelation occurs as an event—a rupture, an intrusion—in Lukács’s word, 

a blinding light. 

The light blinds in an instant, and when sight returns, the essence of life stands forth with an 

unprecedented clarity. This light—mysterious in origin and end, yet overwhelming in intensity—

transforms the player on the stage: the same stage, unchanged in its setting, is now seen as if for 

the first time. The player’s engagement with it becomes utterly different, as though life itself had 
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been rekindled. What first appears as an accident already carries within it the force of necessity—

the compelling call that life show itself anew, as real, as alive. 

This crossing—the instant in which accident turns into necessity—marks the beginning of a 

rhythm that Lukács traces throughout his exploration of tragedy. He names its decisive figures the 

accident, the miracle, and the great moment. This rhythm resonates deeply with the structure of 

The Moment itself. The following pages will begin with the first of these figures: the accident. 

 

The Accident 

 

Real life is always unreal, always impossible, in the midst of empirical life. Suddenly 
there is a gleam, a lightning that illuminates the banal paths of empirical life: 
something disturbing and seductive, dangerous and surprising; the accident, the great 
moment, the miracle; an enrichment and a confusion.28 

 

Lukács begins the inner rhythm of tragedy with the accident—an event that comes suddenly, 

like a lightning that pierces the sky of empirical life. Without reason or preparation, it strikes into 

the heart of the ordinary. This moment is powerful, merciless, even destructive. It shatters the 

serenity of life that seemed so stable, yet paradoxically, this violent disruption becomes the very 

beginning of renewal. Like the sea after a storm—teeming, restless, alive—the hidden vitality 

buried under the dull rhythm of empirical life begins to stir. It is worth noting that for Lukács, the 

power that makes real life “unreal” arises not outside empirical life, but within it; the essence of 

life bursts forth from the very fabric of the everyday. (We will return to this point later.) 

 

 
28 Ibid., 176. 
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Lukács captures this lightning-like intrusion—this sudden overtaking—as a “blinding light” 

that both destroys and awakens: 

A deep forgetfulness and a clairvoyance of the memory overpower the soul; the 
blinding light of the new insight illuminates its center, and everything that belongs to 
the center blossoms into life. This sense of necessity is not the result of the inescapable 
workings of causality; it is without cause, it leaps across all the causes of empirical 
life.29 
 

The premise of this blossoming is death—a leap beyond the causal chain of empirical life. It is not 

something one achieves, but something one undergoes. The accident is not an act of will; it 

overtakes. One loses sight in the blinding light, and when vision returns, what appears is essence 

itself. Gradually, the colors of life begin to return—each thing revealing its hue, as if the black-

and-white scene of life were gradually turning to color. “Ah, so this was here all along,” one 

realizes. "Ah, this is what it looks like.“, "Ah, this is what it meant.” 

This sense of rediscovery recalls I’s description of The Moment: 

I: Isn’t that strange? I mean, I’m a person myself, and I’ve always lived among 
people—yet in that instant it was as if I saw a person for the first time. In that moment, 
I felt, vividly: “Ah, that person is a person. Just like me. I too, and that person too, and 
all these people here—we are all persons… we are human.” Maybe I should call it the 
first moment I sensed a person. (p.7-8) 

 

For I, the sudden appearance of this scene revives a concept that had always seemed obvious. 

“Person”—a word never doubted—suddenly becomes living reality. The world before The 

Moment is, in this sense, no longer alive. Its death marks the condition for revelation. The blinding 

light reveals the world in an entirely different way—more real, more true. The accident is not a 

mere disruption of meaning but the instant in which the hidden force of life appears. What appears 

 
29 Ibid., 181. 
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as chaos from within ordinary time becomes, from the standpoint of revelation, the beginning of a 

new order. 

This sudden flash—the lightning that blinds and illuminates at once—marks the first 

movement of The Moment. It is the instant when the familiar world shatters, and what is real 

appears as if for the first time. The accident is thus the threshold of transformation: it interrupts 

the continuous flow of life, suspends the sovereignty of the self, and exposes the scene where 

revelation will unfold. Its violence is not arbitrary; its contingency carries the weight of necessity. 

It strikes not to destroy but to awaken—to tear open a fissure through which life can appear anew.30 

The real world, the real self, the real life—all begin here. Without any preparation, one is 

struck by an undeniable real. Lukács calls this power of renewal “the miracle.” “The miracle,” he 

writes, “is fulfillment”31, but such fulfillment can occur only after the accident has demolished the 

world before. The Moment corresponds to this first breach: the unexpected encounter that 

overturns the pre-existing order and, in that overturning, lets real life appear. Nothing is created 

anew, yet everything has changed—charged with a light that miraculously glows. 

 

The Miracle 

 

The accident opens the fissure, but it is the miracle that lets life emerge through it. This 

emergence is not an addition but a fulfillment—the revelation of what had always been there, 

 
30 See Sophie Grace Chappell, Epiphanies: An Ethics of Experience (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2022), for 
her account of epiphanies as overwhelming manifestations of value. Her view of the epiphanic moment is broader in 
scope than my understanding of The Moment: in particular, she does not identify the presence of truth as the specific 
catalyst for such experiences. In this sense, I agree with Silvia Caprioglio Panizza’s observation that Chappell’s 
discussion does not sufficiently address “epiphanies of existence, an overwhelming (in line with her own definition) 
sense of the sheer existence of something—or of life as such.”(“Epiphanies: An Ethics of Experience.”, 161). I 
consider this dimension to be central to the epiphanic moment. 
31 Lukács, Soul and Form, 177. 
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unseen. That is, it is the fulfillment of the true world—a new constellation of meaning lit up by the 

essence that the blinding light, the accident, has revealed. This fulfillment is paradoxical: it arises 

only through the collapse of what had seemed complete. The accident, in destroying the continuity 

of empirical life, makes room for what is real to appear; the miracle names this appearance. Thus, 

Lukács describes this transition with a language of revelation rather than restoration. The miracle 

does not repair the world that the accident has torn apart; it completes it by bringing to light what 

had remained latent within it. The “deep forgetfulness” that once overtook the soul now turns into 

a strange lucidity: 

It snatches from life all its deceptive veils, woven of gleaming moments and infinitely 
varied moods. Drawn in hard and ruthless outline, the soul stands naked before the 
face of life. (p.177) 
 

At the moment of the miracle, what one feels is nakedness itself. It is trembling, overwhelming—

almost unbearable in its vividness. Amidst the surge of emotions that sweep through, something 

faintly emerges in its wake. That which gradually becomes clearer is a fundamental sense of 

liberation. A liberation from all the veils that once concealed truth—a fearful and trembling 

freedom that exposes the rawness of being itself. One cannot logically explain how one has come 

to stand there, naked, nor can one fully understand it, but the experience of this vivid sense of 

nakedness itself is undeniably real. Above all, the one undergoing this experience is unmistakably 

oneself—more essential and true than ever before. One feels this with one's whole being and 

therefore knows—certainly. 

In Dialogue 01, I confessed to this sense of freedom: 

I: Exactly. It was certainly intense—but the intensity didn’t excite me; it drew me 
downward. Even here, as you said, there was a sense of freedom. But it wasn’t the 
freedom that comes from self-emptying; it was more like the freedom of eye-opening—
the freedom of finally seeing clearly, of being freed from illusion by seeing the real. 
Not a freedom I sought, found, and achieved. I hadn’t even known I was constrained; 
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then, all at once, my vision opened, and only then did I realize how stifled I had been. 
“So this is what freedom is!”—that was the feeling. Just as the experience of a 
transparent surface made me feel, in reverse, the opacity of the balloon, so too, once 
I lived this, I sensed how special this freedom is—how vividly alive it feels—and only 
then did I know true freedom. (p. 15) 
 

Before this naked soul lies a life that reveals itself as it is. It neither deceives the soul with an 

alluring façade nor desperately clings to it. As if knowing that everything has already been felt, it 

simply gazes at the naked soul. If it attempted to persuade with rational arguments, one might at 

least try to debate it. But instead, without any explanation, life merely reveals its presence and 

looks upon the soul. Though disconcerting and unsettling, a deep, innate affirmation stirs from 

within, guiding the naked soul’s gaze. Finally, the naked soul faces its naked destiny. This moment 

is when tragedy begins, according to Lukács. 

For Lukács, tragedy is all about the encounter between naked souls and naked destinies, and 

the dialogue between them. As this dialogue continues, as the tragedy proceeds, what gradually 

becomes clearer in the middle of all the chaos is one's essential and true nature. As the sense of 

being alive sharpens through this naked conversation, the sense of being lifeless and inessential of 

the previous empirical life becomes clearer. The emotions of joy, anger, sorrow, and pleasure that 

were felt in the past are now clearly distinguished from the vivid aliveness of the present moment. 

To borrow Lukács’ words, it was a “flat, sterile, and endless plain without any elevation.”32 Just 

as The Moment unfolds for I as “living reality.” The transition from a life of numbness to a life of 

aliveness happens so abruptly and discontinuously that no logical continuity can be found—yet 

existentially undeniable. It is a whole new life, a real life, opened and led by an accident that arrives 

suddenly, like a miracle. 

 
32 Ibid., 179. 
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The Moment corresponds to this second rhythm. In The Moment, revelation does not arrive 

as explanation or closure, but as a sudden inner coherence, an intuition of meaning that cannot be 

reasoned but only received. What had appeared as chaos now discloses its hidden necessity; what 

was accidental reveals itself as destined. In this way, the miracle is the still point within the storm—

the instant in which the soul, having lost its sovereignty, recognizes the world not as alien, but as 

its own truth. 

 

The Great Moment 

 

How could this happen? The key seems to be form. Lukács argues that it is form that makes 

essence come alive, which had merely existed but had never truly been alive. More precisely, one 

might say that the seeds of essence are scattered everywhere, yet it is unclear which are seeds and 

which are chaff; they have always been there, drifting and buried under countless inessentials. As 

previously noted, Lukács’s claim that the power that makes real life unreal lies within empirical 

life itself reflects his understanding of essence. According to Lukács, it is the form of tragedy that 

strips away the inessentials that had veiled the essence. Then, only essence remains, and the destiny 

stands out. In this sense, for Lukács, form is “the highest judge of life.”33 It distinguishes what is 

important and what is not, what is essential and what is inessential, what is real and what is 

deceptive—thus, what must be revealed and what must be deprived of. And it does not merely 

distinguish but actively enacts this distinction. 

Therefore, the process of formation, of shaping form, is the process of removing the 

inessentials and allowing essence to stand fully exposed. In other words, it is a process of 

 
33 Ibid., 196. 
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questioning, reconsidering, and confronting what is important, what is necessary, what is 

essential—ultimately leading one to face the essence, the real. 

Because Lukács uses terms like “deprive of” or “snatch,” which take objects, it is easy to 

picture form as something that actively eliminates the inessentials. From my reading of him, 

however, what form does is not the removal of the inessentials, but rather the act of seeing the 

essence solely.34 Form sees essence—solely and steadfastly—and in that gaze, the inessentials 

disappear as if one suddenly recognizes a beloved figure in a crowded square. The scene of a 

square filled with people is nothing but an ordinary, familiar sight. Yet, in the moment one 

recognizes the person hidden among the crowd, everything else fades away. In the moment one 

beholds the essential, all that is inessential vanishes. Thus, the essence of the moment does not lie 

in removing those obstacles, but in the act of seeing the essentials. Form, the highest judge of life, 

has the gaze to recognize and behold what is most essential. No matter what covers it, wherever 

the gaze of form, the highest judge, stays, only essence remains. 

Lukács says, “the essence of these great moments is the pure experience of self.”35 Here, 

“pure” contrasts with “peripheral”—it signifies wholeness.36 The self encountered in the great 

moment is not the synthesis of partial experiences but a whole. This is where the unwavering gaze 

of form rests—on the self in its entirety. And right there, naked souls and naked destinies fully 

reveal themselves and engage in dialogue. The one who, as a naked soul, faces their naked destiny 

 
34 Lukács develops form primarily as a literary–aesthetic category. In this section, however, I extend this insight into 
a phenomenological and existential register. I treat form not only as a principle of artistic construction but as a mode 
of perception—a way of seeing essence within lived experience. This interpretive shift does not contradict Lukács’s 
account; rather, it draws out what his notion of form already implies about how truth appears, claims, and transforms 
a human life. 
35 Ibid., 180. 
36 According to Lukács, “Everyone at such a moment is newly born, yet has been dead for a long time; and 
everyone’s life stands before the Last Judgment. Any ‘development’ of a character in drama is merely apparent; it 
consists of the experiencing of such a moment, of the character being raised into the world of tragedy inside whose 
periphery, until then, only his shadow could enter.” (Ibid., 182) 
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and courageously enters this conversation can never return to the self they were before. As Lukács 

puts it, “tragedy can extend in only one direction: upward.”37 The one understands better than 

anyone that the distinguished quality of fulfillment provided by this pure experience of self can be 

found nowhere in one's previous life. This is not a fleeting, ecstatic sensation, but a deeply rooted 

fulfillment that answers the deepest longing of human existence: the longing of man for selfhood. 

At this moment, one intuits that leaving this life behind is no longer possible. This is the 

transformative power of the miracle—the great moment. 

The great moments of life, too, bring new insights, but these only seem to belong to 
the series of continual, eternal re- evaluations. In reality they are an end and a 
beginning, giving men a new memory, a new ethic and a new justice. Many things 
disappear which before appeared to be the very cornerstones of life, while small, 
barely perceptible things become the new supports of life. A man can no longer walk 
along the paths where he used to walk, nor can his eyes find any direction in them; 
yet now he easily climbs pathless mountain peaks and strides confidently over 
bottomless marshes.38 
 

The miraculous moment that traverses the boundary between death and life shakes the whole of a 

life; yet it is simultaneously the end of the previous life and the beginning of a new one. This 

moment is great because it qualitatively shifts one’s mode of being. Such a shift is not achieved 

by will, but occurs through the loss of self-sovereignty—through not being oneself. With the death 

of the previous life, one’s eyes can no longer find direction as before, yet one ascends the pathless 

peaks with unexpected ease. For the one who has experienced this, the miraculous qualitative shift 

itself becomes the most powerful ground of what is real. No logic or explanation can stand before 

the force of this transformation; it makes sense of everything by its very presence. This is the 

source of what makes the great moment great. 

 
37 Ibid., 179. 
38 Ibid., 180-181. 
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Throughout the dialogue, we can sense the power of this qualitative shift. Although I 

acknowledges the limitations of expression and the possibility that the experience cannot be fully 

conveyed with words, there is no sign of anxiety about whether Ritéma will believe or understand. 

Nowhere does I attempt to persuade Ritéma of the existence or truth of the moment seen. Rather, 

I simply strives to convey the experience as it was: 

I:…If I went around shouting on the street, “You’re all living inside balloons!” people 
would think I’d lost my mind, right? Of course. As I said, the image is mine. I did see 
a scene unfold before my eyes, and although no words can fully render the vividness 
of that moment as it was, when I tried to hold as much of it as possible, the image I 
chose was the balloon. To render it as “balloon” is my personal choice; the way I 
draw it is my personal drawing. But at least the truth it aims to hold—I believe that is 
something anyone can, in some way, see. Because it is truth. That feeling of yours—
that even if you don’t literally see me in a balloon, you somehow grasp what I mean. 
You may hesitate to draw it in the same way, and yet you sense I wasn’t out of my 
mind; that there was something there. The sense of a common ground that, however 
faintly, connects us. It may not be enough for everyone, but to me, that is a strong 
reason to call it truth. (p.13) 
 

For I, the limits of expression are evident, yet the sense of the real world, the real self, and 

the real life that emerged through The Moment is undeniable. “This sense of necessity,” according 

to Lukács, “leaps across all the causes of empirical life.”39 The world, now seen as its own truth, 

no longer calls for justification. I does not reconstruct the meaning of what happened, but lives 

from within it. The trace of the event endures not as a concept but as a transformed way of seeing 

and being. What was once experienced as disruption becomes the rhythm of life itself. The fissure 

opened by the accident is not closed; rather, it becomes the space through which truth continues to 

shine. 

Here, the tragic form, the tragic rhythm, and The Moment coincide. If the accident opens the 

fissure and the miracle lets life emerge through it, then the great moment names the scene in 

 
39 Ibid., 181. 
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which one lives the aftermath of revelation—the instant in which life and destiny coincide. What 

the accident shattered and the miracle revealed now takes on form as a unity: a momentary identity 

of being and meaning. While the end of life may be most dramatically expressed in catastrophic 

endings, the tragic form does not necessarily require destruction. Its essence lies in the qualitative 

shift of life itself. In tragedy, fulfillment is not found in resolution but in revelation—the 

recognition that life, by losing its sovereignty, becomes true. 

Whether one embraces or turns away from this destiny—these are questions that arise only 

after The Moment. Yet perhaps the greatest tragedy is never to face such a moment at all. For to 

live out destiny is not to submit to a fixed path of life, but to dwell in the openness it discloses—

to inhabit the uncertain, vulnerable, trembling space where necessity and freedom meet. Only there, 

in that fragile yet luminous space, does one truly begin to live—and become oneself. 

 

2.3 Living Out Destiny 

 

To live out destiny is to dwell in the open space it reveals. In the midst of ordinary life, a 

miraculous lightning once struck—and through that flash, a space was opened. It is within this 

space that we encounter truth and destiny. In that moment of not being oneself—of having lost the 

sovereignty of the self—what becomes most unmistakably clear is that truth is never one’s 

possession. It is the space in which one stands, the site and condition of one’s life. It feels more 

real than anything else, yet also more uncertain than anything else. Apart from the certainty that it 

is truth, and that it must be lived, nothing else is clear. 

Thus, to live out destiny is to live with uncertainty and vulnerability—like walking toward a 

mountain peak without knowing the path, yet finding oneself ascending without effort. It is to 
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resist closing the space opened by The Moment, by the miracle, and to remain faithfully within it. 

To dwell there is to live one’s true life, to become one’s true self. One continues to walk, guided 

by a sense of necessity—thin as a thread yet unbreakable. It is to live the freedom that I described 

in the dialogue: a freedom down-to-earth, rooted, and deep-down. 

As seen earlier in Lukács’s description of the divine spectator, destiny must be distinguished 

from providence. Destiny does not turn human beings into puppets; it calls for their participation. 

It invites one into a world that is at once evident and unknowable, a world that continually demands 

inquiry and engagement—a world not of one’s own making, yet greater than oneself. The tragic 

human being, therefore, is neither a puppet obedient to providence nor a rebel defying destiny, but 

an honest and courageous wanderer who, in the open world illuminated by the miraculous light, 

does not avert their gaze from what lies beyond themselves but lives it—with trembling fidelity. 

This is why Lukács calls form “the highest judge of life.” He sees destiny and form as 

profoundly interdependent and mutually sustaining. If one must distinguish between them, he 

writes: 

Destiny lifts things up outside the world of things, accentuating the essential ones and 
eliminating the inessential; but form sets limits around a substance which otherwise 
would dissolve like air in the All. In other words, destiny comes from the same source 
as everything else, it is a thing among things, whereas form—seen as something 
finished, i.e., seen from outside—defines the limits of the immaterial.40 
 

Accordingly, by setting limits, form reveals the essentials that destiny has lifted up, and through 

those revealed essentials, destiny itself takes shape. Form, therefore, is not an external container 

of destiny but the very mode through which the essentials—once hidden among the ordinariness 

of life—appear. The rhythm of the accident, the miracle, and the great moment constitutes a form 

of life, and it is through form that this rhythm is revealed. The tragic human being, who lives across 

 
40 Ibid., 23. 
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the boundary of death and life, stands precisely upon this frontier of form. On this boundary—the 

line where the highest judge continually discerns what is essential and what is inessential, what is 

seed and what is husk—one lives amid uncertainty and vulnerability. 

To sustain such a life, the tragic human being must possess honesty—the capacity to respond 

to the sense of necessity with precision and without compromise. At times, this honesty demands 

courage: when the sense of necessity conflicts with one’s own convictions, or when it clashes with 

the deceptive calm of ordinary life. And it requires endurance—the strength to withstand the 

continual rhythm of re-evaluation that life demands. To live as a tragic human being, to live out 

destiny, is to live a life both deeply rooted and profoundly open, firm yet trembling, finite yet 

free—a life that embraces the irony of uncertainty within certainty, of freedom within necessity. 

Through this, one becomes truer to oneself—one’s life becomes one’s own. 

The Moment, the miracle, can be experienced only through the loss of sovereignty—only by 

not being oneself. It is the event of encountering truth as it reveals itself, of being overtaken entirely 

by the sense of necessity. This experience is both the beginning and the sustaining force of such a 

life. The encounter with this wondrous power cannot be grasped or explained by logic or reasoning, 

yet it undeniably exists. It is a living reality—one that can be continuously reaffirmed only by 

living out the destiny it discloses. Such an experience cannot be expressed by any outward gesture 

or conceptual form; it exists solely as an inner event. Lukács writes: 

There are experiences, then, which cannot be expressed by any gesture and which yet 
long for expression. … The question is posed immediately: what is life, what is man, 
what is destiny? But posed as a question only: for the answer, here, does not supply a 
‘solution’ like one of the answers of science or, at purer heights, those of philosophy. 
Rather, as in poetry of every kind, it is symbol, destiny, and tragedy.”41 

 

 
41 Ibid., 22-23. 
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Dialogue Two 

 

[Continuing from Dialogue 01] 

I: [bursting into laughter] That might be the most serious look I’ve seen from you today. I 

feel you, too. But don’t some things exist in reality that we can’t arrive at by thinking? For me, 

that moment was exactly that. Even after it passed, I couldn’t answer a single thing properly—how 

I came to that moment, what on earth happened, how I should explain what I saw, how any of this 

is even possible. But yes, you’re right. The more I think about it… it still amazes me that I accepted 

it without doubting it at all. [smiles faintly, then quiets.] 

[The smile fades; I’s gaze deepens. Ritéma waits—neither rushing nor dawdling. Still half 

lost in thought, voice only half returned, I begins to speak.] 

Mm… thinking back, I don’t think the reason I became this certain that what I saw was real 

is only because the experience itself was irresistibly intense. [Suddenly, with focus snapping back, 

I looks at Ritéma.] Thanks for asking. You’re taking me to another layer of my own understanding 

of what the moment means to me. You really are. 

[With a warm, wholehearted smile, Ritéma nods slightly toward I. I continues.] 

Thinking back… I think that moment became so meaningful to me not just because it was 

intense, but because afterwards I kept confirming—again and again—that what I’d seen was real. 

By repeatedly living through those moments of “It really is true,” “Yes, that’s really how it is,” 

“This is real,” I grew more and more certain that what I saw and felt then was real. 

Ritéma: I can see that. But didn’t you just say you couldn’t help but accept what you saw in 

that moment from the very beginning without any doubt? Then what do you mean you became 
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even more certain? Is the assurance you felt then different from the assurance you feel after? Do 

you mean the latter is stronger? 

I: That’s a good question. There’s a difference in intensity, but I think they’re also a bit 

different in kind. If the moment itself was like, “Ah, this is it!”—confronting an undeniable truth 

and having no choice but to acknowledge and accept it, taking in the “truth” in front of my eyes 

with no time for doubt—then the subsequent reconfirmation has been closer to, “Ah, so this is 

what it is.” I remember even now how still the café was that afternoon. As I gradually came to 

know what I had seen then, its meaning expanded and my understanding deepened, and with that 

I became more firmly convinced that it was “real”. 

Honestly, the first sight of that scene was more intense and clearer than anything I’d ever 

experienced, but even so, I couldn’t quite say I “knew” it. The fact that it was real was utterly 

evident, yet paradoxically, I had almost no idea what it was. Does that make sense…? To be more 

concrete: of course I had my own understanding of what a person is. But in the instant I saw a real 

person, every understanding I had of a person up to then just crumbled at once. Not like “that was 

wrong” or “that was false,” but rather this: when the real appears, everything that isn’t real loses 

meaning—and then it disintegrates. 

More precisely, in the moment itself, I didn’t even register what was crumbling or vanishing. 

Like I said, right then it was just… “That’s a person. A real person…!” That was all. Which is to 

say, aside from that, there was absolutely nothing else I could know in that instant. Only after the 

moment passed—after being forced to just look—did it slowly dawn on me that what I was seeing 

before my eyes was indeed truly a “person,” that it had always been so, and that I had never once 

seen it that way until then. With a real person in front of me, I simultaneously felt that all I had 

known was just an abstract concept, an empty shell without a kernel. 
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Ritéma: So did you feel a kind of emptiness? 

I: That’s the interesting part… In one sense, it was the moment I lost everything I’d held until 

then. But I didn’t feel uncomfortable at all. If you ask whether there was no sense of letdown, no—

there was. You know I care a lot about people. Realizing I’d basically not known people at all—

or more precisely, that I thought I knew and never even doubted that—was shocking, and I did 

feel very disappointed, in myself and in the time I’d lived. That feeling grew thicker not so much 

at the moment itself as afterwards, whenever I looked back on it. 

But even so, the point is I didn’t get swallowed by that feeling. I wasn’t seized by it. Relief 

took the lead—a cool ease, as if a film had fallen away. Earlier, I said the moment felt like my 

eyes opening; I was far more absorbed by that cool, refreshing relief, that sense of liberation—like 

breathing fresher air, rather than by emptiness. 

[Ritéma’s sincere, weighty gaze rests on I, as if waiting for the story to continue. I continues.] 

If I think about how that could be… maybe because although I lost everything, for me, that 

moment wasn’t one of “loss” or “lack,” but of “fulfillment”—finding the real. Everything I knew 

lost meaning, and something I couldn’t yet name but knew was real appeared in front of me—and 

I accepted that so naturally. How to put it… the presence of that “real” completely filled the 

moment. It’s hard to put into words, but it was absolutely moving in itself. I hadn’t gone out to 

seek it. So it wasn’t the thrill of finally discovering something I’d been searching for. The sheer 

presence of those people in front of me was intensely moving in and of itself. I was completely 

taken by it. 

Ritéma: Ah… that’s fascinating too. I don’t know if you notice it, but every feeling you 

describe from that moment seems to breathe together with what you’ve kept saying: that you 
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“could do nothing—only see and feel.” Your own emotions, like emptiness or disappointment, 

have nowhere to stand; even the sensorial parts all arise because of what you saw. 

But that liberation you mentioned—the image of breathing fresh air—that really strikes me. 

Not just refreshed eyes, but breathing cool air… Could you say a bit more about that? 

I: Um… maybe the balloon helps. I said earlier that it suddenly turned transparent. Its 

transparency wasn’t only about color—it was as if its permeability to air changed, too. Breathing 

the balloon’s stale air all my life, I’d grown so used to its warm stillness—its thickness, its quiet 

stiffness—that I no longer even felt it. Then, all at once, outside air rushed in. Breathing that cool, 

fresh air, my head cleared and my breath relaxed. The warm shield I’d trusted to keep me secure 

and comfortable suddenly lost its power, and I felt a fierce light and a cool air I’d never felt 

before—strange, but somehow so comfortable and good. That sensation itself rolled in as a kind 

of inexplicable emotion… The freedom and ease I felt then was unlike anything before. “Ah, so 

this is it!” It just felt right. Once I felt that, even though it was shocking to realize how thoroughly 

trapped in my frame I’d been, I didn’t dwell on that feeling. 

Honestly, I used to be a real coward. I still am… but I was worse before. As you said, I usually 

think through things logically, weighing pros and cons. That’s basically how I understand things, 

but sometimes it also becomes a tool of defense. Sometimes I notice that, sometimes I don’t, but 

in the end it’s a meticulous check of whether I can accept something—processing it into a form I 

can take in, because it must be intelligible to me. From one angle, that looks like an effort to 

understand; from another, it could be an effort to keep my frame intact. So, the surface of my 

balloon is both my framework for understanding and, at the same time, a defensive shield that 

consolidates my world to protect me. Not just me—everyone, to some degree, is like that. The 

density differs, though. 
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But, as I said, what feels mystical about that moment is this: the world I’d so carefully 

cultivated, the shield I’d worked my whole life to keep firm—it suddenly lost power. That was 

strange and bewildering, and yet, at a deeper level, I found myself actually welcoming it, even 

liking it. That moment was when I saw the people in front of me—the world with them and me in 

it—just as it was, and also when I saw myself, starkly. Instead of sinking into disappointment or 

shame—“How did I live so completely trapped in my own frame? How did I live as if I knew 

everything, knowing nothing?”—I accepted it as it was: that I had been that way, that I was that 

kind of person. The old me might have instantly conjured excuses to defend myself and tried to 

put a sheen on things—to keep the stable warmth inside the balloon from leaking out, to stay inside 

it. But I didn’t do that. I felt embarrassed, yes, but after facing the “real,” everything was accepted 

naturally. Even now, I find that amazing. The liberation and freedom I felt then—which I’d never 

felt anywhere before—was so good. 

Ritéma: That must be the power of truth you talk about. In a way, nothing seems to make 

sense—yet it’s the power that makes everything make sense. The moment itself, and you taking it 

in as you did… It can’t be explained by logic or causality, and yet all the confusion settles into 

place the instant you accept that it’s real. 

I still don’t know exactly what it is, and I can’t be sure that what I think I understand now is 

accurate—but I genuinely feel it must have been as you say, and that it’s possible. As you said 

earlier, maybe I’m under the influence of that power of truth, too? Even so, I don’t think my “now” 

is your moment. 

I: [smiling] Maybe you’re somewhere near its periphery? You still seem to be thinking hard. 

When the moment comes in which thinking no longer matters, you’ll know—without any further 

question. “Ah, so this is it.” 
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Ritéma: [nodding in recognition] Right. And that “coward”—it really is the right word. I 

think it’s an honest and brave description. Most people could relate to it. Which makes me wonder 

if, in some sense, because you show it so plainly, you’re not really a coward anymore. Doesn’t 

“brave coward” sound a bit contradictory? 

But you said you’re still a coward, and even more so before the moment. So, you’re saying 

there was a change you felt from that point? 

I: Outwardly, I probably look the same. In some ways, it could look like nothing changed—

I’m still me, still a coward. Without a moment that strong, I still often get scared and defensive 

when I sense a crack forming in my frame. But yes, I’ve changed completely. When I feel that 

defensiveness rise, I no longer stubbornly hold to it. When I sense myself bristling, I go, “Oh, I’m 

doing it again,” and I let it go. That’s the difference. It’s not a resolve like, “Don’t do this. You 

must overcome this,” nor a self-discipline to suppress it. It’s that when I notice that edge in me 

and acknowledge it, the tension gradually releases and the defensiveness softens on its own. Not 

always, of course, but before, this never happened at all. 

Usually, when we decide how we should act, or agree with someone’s advice, we resolve and 

try to do it. If it’s something uncomfortable, we exert more effort to control ourselves. But now, 

even without expending that effort, it happens. Not, “I don’t want to, but I must,” but just a simple 

recognition—“Ah, I’m doing it again”—seeing my reality, and that alone does it. Even though I 

experience it every time, it still surprises me. Outwardly, it might look the same either way, but 

inwardly, I’m completely different. 

Not only the process but also the result is different. Because I don’t force it, I’m at ease. And 

because the outcome isn’t my personal achievement to claim as a reward, I’m less attached to 

results. Doing what must be done in the moment—that’s all—and my mind is free. I’m satisfied 
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simply to have made the right choice without stubbornness in that moment. Since I’m convinced 

this is the right way to live, living it itself gives me more satisfaction than any outcome. 

Of course, when it doesn’t happen—when I feel how stubborn I can be—I suffer more for it. 

How to put it… my basic motivation for living, what moves me, what I deem important or 

valuable—all of that feels upended. Maybe only I can feel that? But I truly do. My world changed; 

my world flipped in that moment, and in the days since, as I keep revisiting it and getting to know 

this new world more, I keep reaffirming that this really is right, and I think I’ve gradually settled 

into this new life. I don’t quite know how to explain it… but it’s good. I would say… I’m happy. 

Ritéma: [with a warm smile] I can tell from your face. You look happy, indeed. As you said, 

your outward appearance may not reflect the radical shift you feel, but… I suspect more people 

than you think can sense it. Maybe not as a “change” per se, but they feel something in the way 

you face people, life, the world. At least I do. I never quite had words for it, but hearing you now, 

I think that nameless feeling I had came from that experience of yours. I still can’t describe it well, 

but when I talk with you I find myself more comfortable and honest than usual. That’s not easy in 

general. I sometimes found it peculiar and chalked it up to you being someone without high walls 

around you—but you had a clear turning point. How do you think that was possible? How did that 

moment work in you? 

I: So you can feel it… [smiling back] But it’s because it’s you. I agree my walls aren’t high, 

but I don’t normally have conversations like this with just anyone. And yet with you, it always 

happens like this. [with a sincere voice] You know I really appreciate our conversations and your 

presence. 

As for your question—well… when I saw a real person, a real world—the truth—what first 

appeared was the world. But what struck me even harder right after was that I had completely 
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failed to see the obvious—and that the biggest reason I hadn’t seen it was nothing but me. The 

balloon I had so sturdily built through my earnest living made me see that world only in my own 

way; I didn’t even know I was suffocating in there, and took it as a decent world. It was a huge 

shock to realize I had spent my whole life carefully tending a world that blocked me from truth. 

As I said, I didn’t drown in self-pity or self-loathing—but it was my world collapsing. 

Not that I intended it, but the collapsed world didn’t rebuild the way it used to. After the 

moment, the balloon that had turned transparent slowly regained its color, shape, and texture—but 

the surface properties had changed. The permeability went up, so to speak. The skin of the balloon 

is still taut and firm, but there are now seams where light and air seep in from outside. Inside, I 

sometimes feel that, and I don’t feel anxious or want to seal those seams. Instead, the fierce light 

and the cool thread of air that enter unfiltered feel welcome and reassuring. When the light touches 

my skin and the air seeps into my breath, it sharpens where I am breathing and living; it wakes up 

my sense of being here, alive. If I stay huddled in the balloon without contact with that light and 

air for too long, I can be startled or scared by that feeling when it returns. But because I had that 

moment, I can let go of the tension quickly and smoothly. I know what that feeling means. And 

then, seeing more clearly how far I’ve tunneled back into myself, I follow that cool air to find a 

more comfortable place to breathe. 

But as I said, I don’t always welcome that single draft of air. I’m still the one who built that 

world so diligently. The tendency to achieve and control remains in me, much as before. In some 

ways nothing has changed. If there’s one thing that has changed, it’s that I didn’t know before—

and didn’t see the effects. Now I know I’m that kind of person and acknowledge that it can draw 

me away from truth. 
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Ritéma: So one thing changed, but it ended up changing everything. I love the balloon 

metaphor. The higher permeability of the surface does loosen a kind of boundary, but I think it 

might actually make the balloon more stable. You know—bridges fail when they’re only rigid. 

Flexibility matters. So, while it might feel more secure to harden the balloon’s surface and shut 

out external stimuli, maybe it’s actually the flexibility—the passage of light and air—that lets the 

balloon endure more robustly. 

I: Wow. That feels exactly right. In a way, now that I’m wary of trying to control everything—

now that most things are uncertain except this conviction that this is right—I actually feel I stand 

more firmly than before. My life is still my life. But it feels different now—lighter, yet more 

grounded. Whereas the former me tried to rule it as a strong sovereign, planning and driving 

everything, the present me watches attentively to see where life flows and tries to choose what 

feels most right in each moment. Sure, I knew before that life and the world doesn’t bend to my 

will. But even then I couldn’t let go of the reins. It’s my life, after all. My responsibility, my living. 

But that moment made it plain that although I thought I knew, I actually didn’t at all. That things 

really don’t go my way; that I’m truly only a part of this world; that no matter how hard I work, 

I’m only thickening my surface—and in doing so I drift farther from truth. 

Once I saw what those well-known “facts” really mean, once that thick wall I’d layered on 

the balloon surface crumbled, and once I felt what it is to breathe truly freely—I became wary of 

that strong sovereign-sense. The world you live in like that is full of uncertainty. After the layered 

ramparts fall, living as life flows means you never know what will jump out or how to respond; 

every moment can feel like skating on thin ice. And strangely, it isn’t frightening. I’m not a thrill-

seeker, not someone chasing sharp dopamine hits—and yet living like this doesn’t scare me. 

Everything is uncertain, but the ground beneath my feet feels more solid than ever. I have this deep 
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sense that where I’m standing is exactly right—feels right. So even though everything around me 

is precarious, I feel more stable now than when I tried to control and prepare for everything. I don’t 

know what’s what, but my conviction that this is right doesn’t waver. There’s this feels-right sense 

that quiets all the anxieties I can feel. From that moment until now—always. 

Ritéma: I hate to keep repeating myself, but I feel you. I really do. You once said the moment 

felt like a downward movement rather than an upward movement—like taking root—and now I 

see how that connects. The moment pulled you down until you finally touched solid ground. 

I: Indeed. Yes, it really did. 

Ritéma: [sits up straighter] I resonate deeply with what you’re saying, and yet I want to ask: 

is it possible that you could accept what you saw with so little resistance because the truth you 

faced wasn’t something you’d be terrified to accept? As you said, even if your previous 

understanding of “person” was an empty shell rather than the real, your conceptual grasp and the 

reality you saw weren’t in sharp contradiction. Same with “the world and life don’t go our way.” 

Don’t you think that made it easier to accept? Conversely, if something you absolutely don’t want 

to accept—or feel you cannot accept—appears before you as reality, do you think you’d respond 

the same way? 

I: [thinks for a moment, then slowly nods] I think you’re right. The fact that I was so 

overwhelmed in the moment and then continued on in a new way of life with little resistance might 

indeed owe something to the fact that what revealed itself, though new, wasn’t something I 

instantly wanted to reject. The obviousness of the truth had a force I couldn’t refuse, but still—I 

could have resisted with all my might. The difference between cases might be just that: how 

fiercely one resists. If it really is truth, the more fiercely you resist, the greater the defeat you’ll 

feel—and the more overwhelmingly you’ll sense the presence of that truth. My experience was 
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already overpowering and intense, but perhaps in that other case it would be even more 

overwhelming. 

I don’t think the experience of the moment has to take the exact shape mine did. There are 

countless ways, in different situations and with different objects, to face what’s real. What matters 

isn’t what you see, but how you experience it: facing a truth beyond yourself, not of your own 

making, that asserts its presence; being pinned before it, unable to budge; confronting an 

undeniable reality; seeing the world—and your place within it—head-on. It’s meeting the clear 

limit of your concepts of self, world, and others—not by reason and logic, but by reality. Whatever 

the scene, however easy or hard it is to accept, what runs through all of these is truly seeing that 

the world you constructed isn’t the whole. What collapses isn’t just a set of values or a knowledge 

system, but your entire world. It’s the instant your balloon’s surface turns transparent. 

In this sense, strong resistance isn’t necessarily an obstacle that makes the collapse harder; it 

can be the very material that makes the collapse more vivid. The stronger the resistance, the greater 

the shock when the cherished frame collapses. Conversely, a truth that’s easy to accept might 

weaken this sensation—because when the real appears, you might hesitate, then quietly file it 

under what you already believed and move on, and it might register only as “slightly more certain 

knowledge.” I’m not saying which is better; for me, both are essentially the same kind of 

experience. Strong or weak, what matters is to face the truth—without retreat, evasion, or 

distortion—just as it is. 

Ritéma: So it comes down to honesty with oneself. If the essence of the experience lies in 

accepting or refusing the collapse of one’s own world, strong resistance is an expression of fear of 

that collapse. Then the moment demands the courage to see it honestly, to acknowledge it, to accept 

it. Given all that, can we really still call you a coward? 
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I: [smiles] I am a coward. The moment just came to me. I didn’t charge in bravely. I’m a 

coward who happened to receive courage by the power of truth. But as I said—I’m still me, and 

the me who dreams of being a strong sovereign is still in there, always looking for an opening. 

[light laugh] The only difference is that when something I don’t want to acknowledge brushes past 

me like a streak of light or a thread of wind—when fear, resistance, and aversion suddenly wash 

over me—at least now I know it might be my shield. So instead of using that resistance as fuel to 

go to battle, I read it as a warning and pause. 

As you said, that’s exactly the point where I face the fork: how honestly and courageously I 

can decide. Unlike the café moment—with the balloon transparent and me totally unguarded 

before truth—when it’s just a passing breeze of presence, my sense of control is still fairly strong. 

So I need to look more quietly at where the breeze came from and what the feeling means. Do I 

become a brave coward—or stay a stubborn one? It becomes a choice. 

Ritéma: And what do you do? 

I: Well… sometimes I become a brave coward with ease, but sometimes the urge to ignore 

the sign is stronger and I do ignore it. Sometimes I stubbornly refuse it even knowing it’s a clear 

warning. If the warning is faint, I use that as an excuse to slip past it. But what’s as important as 

which choice I make—maybe more important—is that, in most cases, I eventually come to know 

the meaning of the choice. 

Ritéma: You mean that feels-right sense you mentioned earlier? 

I: Exactly. If I become a stubborn coward, that sense disappears, and it feels wrong. I feel 

something’s off. I always regret it after I dig my heels in. Blinded by the desire to have my way, 

when I turn away from truth, I feel a bitter aftertaste—something that won’t fade until I admit it 

was my stubbornness. The immediate discomfort of the inner sovereign who refuses to lose control 
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is less tormenting than this lingering unease. So, I can’t keep the stubborn choice up. I surrender 

and return—and it feels so comfortable and good that I wonder why I resisted so stubbornly. Then 

I make the same mistake again. That’s me. I’ll probably spend my life moving between brave 

coward and stubborn coward… 

Ritéma: Like a wanderer. Today here, tomorrow there, keeping the journey going without 

giving up. Then your steps are guided by that rightness? 

I: Wow, I really like that phrasing! Yes. I move without a fixed destination, but there’s a 

marker that turns the ground I walk into a path—wherever it leads. That’s enough. It’s deeply 

satisfying. Freedom lives there. I don’t know my next step or where it will take me, but the feels-

right sense telling me the path I’m on is my path—that’s certain. The moment at the café shook 

my life to its core, and since then, my life has settled on that deep, solid ground. 

Ritéma: Yeah. I think I understand more what kind of life you are living. I feel I’m on the 

right track now. [laughs] But ultimately, “feeling” is a subjective judgment, right? Even so, you 

still think this way of living is possible for anyone? 

I: I do. As you’re feeling now, I believe this is an accessible sense for everyone. And I hope 

it is. “Accessible to everyone” doesn’t mean everyone will access it. In that sense, I don’t think 

this life is impossible for anyone—even if it’s hard to imagine everyone living it. To be honest, I 

don’t even expect it. That’s the reality—the world as it is. 

But I truly hope so. Living this way is really good, at least in my experience. Nothing about 

this life is predictable. Many things that used to be obvious aren’t obvious anymore. I used to think 

I knew the world fairly well. But after The Moment, it feels like I’m now finally ready to get to 

know the real world. Before that, I wasn’t even ready to know—yet I stuffed in, judged, and 
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insisted on so much. Things that crumble and blow away the moment that frame collapses. I 

thought that was the best I could do; it wasn’t. Really—it wasn’t. 

No knowledge, no world of mine, not even my life or myself—none of it is something I can 

own, but I lived as if I could. Then, of course, comes the greed to have more, and you end up 

seeing the world as an arena of competition—like a racehorse with blinders. But this life gives me 

the satisfaction and happiness that no achievement ever gave me. Since neither my world, nor the 

place where I stand, nor my path belongs to me, I have no reason to race like a horse, and no reason 

to see the person beside me as a villain stealing my share. If we walk together, it’s pleasant. If we 

share a heart, it’s welcome. If we don’t, it’s intriguing, and I become ready to learn. We’re 

companions roaming the world together. 

Does that sound like a life with no ambition—a so-called loser’s life falling behind in this 

competitive age? But you know I’m not idle. I’m doing my part as one member of society, right? 

I work hard every day, I keep up with the responsibilities I have both privately and publicly—I 

live a busy life. I’m just saying this is where my heart is. 

Of course, there are plenty of times it’s not pleasant—when I meet people who make my life 

hard or who hurt me. Sometimes I get angry. I may be that person to someone else, too. But I don’t 

end up hating them. Hatred or aversion requires a firm prior judgment of the person. But this life 

is an endless journey of learning and discovery. Apart from the sense of firm ground beneath me, 

I can’t be completely certain of anything else; I live in a world of uncertainty. Can I really hate or 

loathe someone I can never fully know? I doubt it. I can’t fully understand even my own self. 

Rather, if it’s someone I truly can’t understand, I’ll keep some distance for a while—and when the 

chance comes, I’ll try to understand more again. 
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I can’t let go of the quiet hope that this life might make our shared world possible. Sometimes 

I wonder if I’m dreaming too big in an age flooded with sharp words of hatred and disgust that 

split “my side” and “yours.” But because the times are like this, I can’t let go of that hope. It’s 

clearly possible not to live that way—so why should we? More precisely, that way of living 

actually keeps us from becoming our true selves and living our true lives. Our real life is here—so 

why are we sprinting away from our true selves? It pains me. Deeply. 

After that moment when I saw so clearly that everyone is truly the same kind of person as 

me—and that I’m just one among them—I can’t be indifferent to others’ suffering the way I used 

to be. I’m not saying I carry everyone’s pain and suffer every day, but I can’t be fundamentally 

free of that problem. So I can’t abandon the hope. Somehow, I feel I shouldn’t—almost as if the 

moment itself forbids me to. 

Ritéma: I can vouch that you aren’t idle. Living as a wanderer, letting life flow, isn’t 

irresponsibility. If anything, it’s fulfilling a true responsibility to the “real world” you talk about—

refusing to turn from truth, no matter the cost. 

Of course, if it’s truth. Which brings me to this… If, for whatever reason, by whatever path, 

you came to realize at some point that what you saw wasn’t truth, what would you do? With such 

a firm sense—do you think that moment will never come? 

I: You mean a moment where I face another “truth” that shakes this life of mine to the core 

again? 

Ritéma: Yes. Based on what you’ve said, I’m asking: if by some path and for some reason a 

moment arrives that makes you doubt that feels-right sense—what would you do? Wouldn’t that 

be an event that upends your life now? 
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I: Honestly, part of me thinks such a moment won’t come. But even so, if I truly did face it… 

well? I think I’d acknowledge and accept it. As much as the new truth appears real, I would clearly 

see that the life I now believe is real wasn’t—it would collapse. If that’s clear, why would I refuse 

it? If there’s something beyond the emotion and fulfillment I feel in this life—why wouldn’t I 

welcome it? As with the moment before, I might feel some regret or emptiness about the time I’ve 

lived until then, but surely I’d feel even more satisfaction. I think it would be wonderful. 

Ritéma: [laughs, as if at an unexpected answer] When I asked, I thought it might be a tough 

question… but hearing your answer, I realize I was still listening from inside my own balloon. 

You’re right—it really would be like that. In the end, it’s also a return to that sense you keep 

speaking of—a kind of presence of truth, isn’t it? As you said, your whole foundation of life has 

shifted: from trying to hold complete control over life, to being guided by that feels-right sense, 

being responsive to the presence of truth itself. 

It amazes me how the experience of confronting truth—of facing what simply is—can have 

such ethical power. Do you think that might be because your experience was of seeing a “person”? 

You mentioned earlier that this kind of experience might take different forms for different people. 

Do you really think so? Could such an encounter carry the same ethical force if the truth revealed 

itself through something other than a person? 

I: That feels-right sense as the presence of truth... [after a pause, with a quiet smile] yes, that's 

exactly it. You've put it just right. And yes—that’s what this life is: seeking truth, being drawn by 

it, and learning to live by it. Not in any grand way, but simply by seeing as things are and 

responding as we are—that’s what feels right to me. 

 And in that sense, I don’t think my experience was special because the object happened to 

be a person. Whatever the object, when we face the world as it is, that encounter inevitably shatters 
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the frame we’ve built and makes us see ourselves as we are. Even if the experience itself doesn’t 

directly translate into an attitude toward others, it still changes the very ground of how we live. 

When you realize that neither your world nor yourself can ever fully belong to you, your way of 

living—your whole orientation toward life—changes. 

That’s what I mean by transformation: not just a change of opinion or belief, but a change in 

the very ground of our being. Once that ground shifts, even if the object wasn’t a person, that way 

of seeing things as they are carries into how we meet others—how we relate, how we live. 

Ritéma: I think you’re right. What matters isn’t what you saw, but that you faced truth beyond 

yourself—something undeniable in its presence. Whether it comes through another person or 

something else, it’s the same essence: encountering what cannot be denied. 

[smiling softly, as if relieved] That’s actually more hopeful. I share your worries about the 

world, and I, too, wish the world you dream of could truly come to be. Yet lately it feels like our 

small flame of hope is flickering. 

So let me ask, with that hope still in hand: what can we do, in times like these? How can 

someone who already believes they see enough—who feels no need to see better—ever come to 

such an experience? Even if their life runs like a racehorse’s, fully satisfied with its pace? Or, 

conversely, if it’s neither your life nor a racehorse’s, but someone jogging comfortably at a steady 

rhythm—can this way of living still be accessible to them? How? 
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Chapter Three: Life after The Moment 

 

 

Truth revealed through The Moment does not end with revelation. It demands to be lived. 

Losing one’s self-sovereignty is not merely an act of gaining a new insight into the world or the 

self, but a reconfiguration of the very ground of life—it reorganizes what one takes to be necessary, 

meaningful, and real. The central question, then, is this: How is life lived after such revelation? 

What becomes of a human life reoriented by a truth that could neither be chosen, produced, nor 

denied? 

Through the sequence Lukács–Weil–Kierkegaard, this chapter explores the existential 

transformative power of The Moment by showing how truth becomes life-forming necessity. 

Lukács illuminates how the sense of necessity—the felt presence of essence—reorients life at its 

frontier, calling us toward a paradoxical mode of living. Simone Weil reveals that the force and 

continuity of such a life lie in the paradox of necessity itself and clarifies the stance of obedience 

and attention through which it is consented to. Søren Kierkegaard, then, gives concrete shape to 

this paradoxical mode of living by depicting an ordinary life that lives out paradox through the 

absurd—faith—rather than merely acknowledging it. 

Taken together, these three thinkers illuminate a single movement: truth is revealed, truth 

demands, and truth is lived. The task of this chapter, therefore, is to examine how truth takes shape 

as lived reality after The Moment, and what it means for a human being to live out truth in the 

midst of ordinary life. 
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3.1 Lukács, The Sense of Necessity 

 

At the moment when truth reveals itself, its presence is grasped by Lukács as a sense of 

necessity. 

This sense of necessity is not the result of the inescapable workings of causality; it is 
without cause, it leaps across all the causes of empirical life. Being-necessary now 
means being intimately bound up with the essence; it needs no other reason, and the 
memory retains only this one necessary thing and simply forgets the rest. This alone, 
then, is the defendant before the judgment and the self-judgment of the soul. 
Everything else is forgotten, all the whys and wherefores; this alone is weighed upon 
the scales.42 
 

For Lukács, this sense of necessity captures the meaning of the overwhelming presence of truth. It 

is the feeling of being inwardly bound to the essence—of touching something essential, 

fundamental, and irreducibly real. To encounter this essence is, in other words, to discover it; the 

certainty it carries requires no justification and admits no further questioning. It is not an inference 

drawn from reasoning but an immediacy compelled by presence: the recognition that something is 

essential because it discloses itself as such. The great moment in which truth reveals itself is thus 

a moment of the sheer presence of necessity—so overwhelming that it renders all “whys and 

wherefores” irrelevant and forgotten. 

This sense of necessity holds a twofold meaning for the one who receives it—the tragic 

human being. It functions both as a judge and as a guide: as the judge, it weighs all things against 

essence and forgets the rest; as the guide, it leads life forward according to what it has revealed. 

These are two sides of the same movement—passive receptivity and active response. The first 

 
42 Lukács, Soul and Form, 181. 



71 
 

concerns our submission to what necessity enacts in us; the second concerns our response to what 

it calls us to live. 

As a judge, the sense of necessity distinguishes the essential from the inessential and thereby 

establishes the new measure of life. The great moment is the collapse of the previous order of 

meaning and the emergence of a new one: the end of the old life and the beginning of the new. 

The world of the tragic is structured by this new measure—the necessity that now governs the 

order of existence. Lukács illuminates this structure through what he calls the timelessness of tragic 

drama: 

Tragic drama has to express the becoming-timeless of time. To fulfill all the 
conditions of unity is actually to unite the past, the present, and the future. Not only 
is their empirically real sequence disturbed and destroyed by turning the present into 
something secondary and unreal, the past into a threat, the future into a familiar 
experience (although perhaps an unconscious one); even the way in which these 
moments follow one upon the other is no longer a sequence in time. In terms of time, 
such drama is completely and rigidly static. Its moments exist in parallel rather than 
in series; it no longer lies within the plane of temporal experience. Unity of time is a 
paradoxical notion in any case; any attempt to limit time or to make it circular—and 
this is the only way to achieve unity of time—contradicts the very nature of time.43 
 

The great moment thus destroys the very ground on which ordinary human understanding rests: 

temporality itself. After this moment, the meaning of life is no longer found within the linear 

sequence of past, present, and future but is reconstituted in relation to essence—that is, to destiny. 

Meaning no longer derives from historical causality but from proximity to essence itself. Even 

time, the last refuge of inessential continuity, is subjected to the judgment of necessity and 

forgotten in its light. 

This, as Lukács himself admits, is a paradox. Yet for him, paradox is not a failure of logic but 

the very mode in which life’s essence becomes manifest. As he writes: 

 
43 Ibid., 182. 
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But drama interrupts the eternal flow of time not only at its beginning and its end, 
bending the two poles toward each other and melting them together; it carries out this 
same stylization at every instant of the drama; every moment is a symbol, a reduced-
scale image of the whole, distinguishable from it only by its size. To fit these moments 
together must therefore be a matter of fitting them into one another, not after one 
another. The French classicists looked for rational reasons to explain their true insight 
in this matter, and by formulating the mystical unity in a rationalistic way, they 
reduced the profound paradox to something trivial and arbitrary.44 
 

Time, causality, and sequence collapse, and life becomes reconfigured according to essence alone. 

Every moment, detached from linear succession, becomes a symbolic condensation of the whole—

each fragment reflecting the same essential destiny. Within the flow of empirical time, one still 

lives moment to moment, yet a new form of life emerges: a life lived from the sense of necessity, 

transcending the boundaries of time even as it unfolds within them. This profound paradox—at 

once rationally impossible and existentially undeniable—cannot be grasped by reason. It can only 

be lived. 

Tragedy, for Lukács, does not explain this paradox; it enacts it. Its language is not the soft 

persuasion of reason but “the harshness and coldness”45  of necessity. It exposes rather than 

interprets the truth of life as destiny. “Tragedy is,” he writes, “the becoming-real of the concrete, 

essential nature of man.”46 By letting paradox stand as paradox, tragedy reveals the very form of 

human existence that lives within it. 

According to Lukács, the tragic experience—the crossing of the frontier between life and 

death—is both an end and a beginning. It is the moment of awakening in which a human being 

becomes truly human: 

The tragic experience, then, is a beginning and an end at the same time. Everyone at 
such a moment is newly born, yet has been dead for a long time; and everyone’s life 

 
44 Ibid., 182. 
45 Ibid., 186. 
46 Ibid., 185. 
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stands before the Last Judgment. Any ‘development’ of a character in drama is merely 
apparent; it consists of the experiencing of such a moment, of the character being 
raised into the world of tragedy inside whose periphery, until then, only his shadow 
could enter. It is this character’s becoming-man, his awakening from a confused 
dream.47 
 

To become human—though one already was—means awakening from the confused dream of 

inessential existence. When the blinding light of essence strikes the center of one’s life, the 

meaning that once drifted within the causal flow of time becomes illuminated by the sense of 

necessity—and only then does one begin to live oneself truly. 

At this point, the sense of necessity assumes its second function: not as judge but as guide. 

Lukács writes that “the experiencing of the frontier between life and death is the awakening of the 

soul to consciousness or self-consciousness,” and that the soul which has confronted this limit “has 

already given up the broad richness of existence and clings only to what is most deeply and 

intimately its own.”48 The sense of necessity, in this way, becomes the compass for the new-born 

tragic human being, who, lifted into the world of tragedy, learns to discern the essential from the 

inessential and to live accordingly. In this way, the tragic human being lives out necessity. 

Only this tragic human being, Lukács claims, is really existent. This real existence arises from 

what he calls the double meaning of the frontier: 

The double meaning of the frontier is that it is simultaneously a fulfillment and a 
failure. ... The recognition of the frontier extracts the soul’s essential nature, lets 
everything else fall away, but gives to this essential nature the existence of an inner 
and only necessity. The frontier is only outwardly a limiting and possibility-
destroying principle. For the awakened soul it is the recognition of that which is truly 
its own.49 
 

 
47 Ibid., 182. 
48 Ibid., 184. 
49 Ibid., 185. 
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The frontier stands between mere possibility and realization—between failure and fulfillment. It 

is both the limit that exposes the impossibility of full realization and the very space where genuine 

self-recognition becomes possible. The tragic human being lives upon this narrow ridge. To live 

truly is to live within this paradoxical tension. 

The sense of necessity thus becomes the steadfast guide for one who walks this ridge. To the 

tragic human being who follows this sense, the ridge is not a place of anxiety or danger, but the 

path of truth—the way toward becoming oneself. As Lukács writes: 

The deepest longing of human existence is the metaphysical root of tragedy: the 
longing of man for selfhood, the longing to transform the narrow peak of his existence 
into a wide plain with the path of his life winding across it, and his meaning into a 
daily reality.50 
 

This human being is a longing being. The longing for selfhood—the longing to make meaning 

real—finds its fulfillment only in perpetual incompletion. For Lukács, every fulfilled longing is a 

destroyed longing. To live out necessity is thus to inhabit the paradox between realization and 

incompletion—to dwell upon the frontier, ever moving toward what can never be fully realized. 

The tragic human being is precisely the one who lives out this paradox. Standing at the edge 

between life and death, fulfillment and loss, they live the sense of necessity not as doctrine but as 

an art of living. The once ruthless judge before truth becomes a steadfast companion, and the tragic 

human being walks on—trembling yet steady, never falling from the ridge, willing to live the 

tremor itself. 

Although Lukács offers an insightful and compelling account of the tragic human being who 

lives out the paradox of necessity, he does not show in concrete terms what such a life might look 

like. This is not a shortcoming but a consequence of his purpose: his concern lies not with the 

 
50 Ibid., 186. 
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ethics of living but with the metaphysics of tragedy as a literary form. Tragedy, by its very nature, 

already contains within itself the protagonist’s destruction and death; its fulfillment coincides with 

its end. Hence, Lukács had no need to depict how the life of the tragic human being might continue 

beyond the framework of tragedy. 

As discussed earlier in Chapter Two, however, the tragic essence that Lukács reveals need 

not remain confined to the dramatic figure. It gestures toward a universal possibility—the 

qualitative shift of life that follows the loss of self-sovereignty—and, more daringly, it calls to us. 

What for Lukács designates the frontier of metaphysical realization can thus become, when lived, 

the existential form of truth. To explore this lived dimension—the life that consents to necessity 

rather than resists it—I now turn to Weil and Kierkegaard, who deepen what Lukács leaves open: 

the continuing life that unfolds after the loss of sovereignty, where the frontier of tragedy becomes 

the ground of freedom. 

 

3.2 Weil, The Paradox of Necessity 

 

If Lukács demonstrates the paradox of necessity through the tragic human being who lives 

out the double meaning of the frontier, Weil—through her direct and insistent use of the term 

necessity—illuminates the various ways in which this paradox is woven into ordinary life and what 

it means to live it. Weil’s notion of necessity is explicitly divine, grounded in her unwavering faith 

in God; in this respect, it is more radical than Lukács’s secular account. Yet the clarity with which 

she captures the paradoxical structure of necessity, and the vividness with which she depicts a life 

that consents to it, make her writings a highly significant source for understanding the life of the 
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tragic human being who lives out necessity.51 I read Weil’s concept of necessity as an extreme yet 

illuminating case of how the loss of self-sovereignty disclosed in The Moment can continue to 

shape a life. 

Necessity is one of the central concepts in Weil’s philosophy, recurring across her writings. 

Given her fragmentary and aphoristic style, it is difficult to locate a single passage that explicitly 

defines her notion of necessity. Even so, several essential features can be drawn from the following 

well-known passage: 

One must tenderly love the harshness of that necessity which is like a coin with two 
faces, the one turned towards us being domination and the one turned towards God, 
obedience. We must embrace it closely even if it offers its roughest surface and the 
roughness cuts into us. Any lover is glad to clasp tightly some object belonging to an 
absent loved one, even to the point where it cuts into the flesh. We know that this 
universe is an object belonging to God. We ought to thank God from the depth of our 
heart for giving us necessity, his mindless, sightless and perfectly obedient slave, as 
absolute sovereign. She drives us with a whip. But being subject in this world to her 
tyranny, we have only to choose God for our treasure, and put our heart with it, and 
from that moment we shall see the other face of the tyranny, the face which is pure 
obedience. We are the slaves of necessity, but we are also the sons of her Master.52 
 

From this we can infer, first, that Weil’s necessity exists within a triadic relation between God, 

necessity, and human beings, and thus can be fully understood only within that triad. Second, 

necessity, insofar as it presupposes this triadic relation, is essentially double. Toward human 

beings, it reigns as an absolute sovereign; toward God, it obeys like a blind slave. 

Necessity for human beings, then, is the point of contact at which the natural force of the 

world—appearing as an absolute dominating power—is held in check by the existence of God. It 

 
51 To grasp the paradoxical meaning Weil assigns to necessity, it is important to understand her view of God as creator 
and her doctrine of creation. Since this section aims to explore how necessity is lived in everyday life, I leave aside 
detailed theological exposition. For fuller treatment, see Diogenes Allen and Eric O. Springsted, Spirit, Nature and 
Community: Issues in the Thought of Simone Weil (Albany, NY: State University of New York Press, 1994), 33–52. 
52 Simone Weil, On Science, Necessity, and the Love of God, ed., trans., and coll. by Richard Rees (London: Oxford 
University Press, 1968), 186. 
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is the equilibrium point at which two opposed forces—absolute domination and absolute 

obedience—touch. As a result, the encounter between human beings and necessity is intrinsically 

paradoxical. Necessity governs us as slaves, yet it cannot wholly dominate us, for we remain 

children of the Master to whom necessity itself must perfectly submit. Likewise, we obey necessity 

absolutely, yet we cannot be entirely enslaved by it, insofar as necessity remains under the 

sovereignty of God. Human obedience to necessity thus becomes not merely subjection to force 

but an enactment of love toward the God who ultimately limits it.53 

In Gravity and Grace (1947), Weil describes necessity as “God’s veil”54 and as the “screen 

set between God and us so that we can be”: 

Relentless necessity, wretchedness, distress, the crushing burden of poverty and of 
labour which wears us out, cruelty, torture, violent death, constraint, disease—all 
these constitute divine love. It is God who in love withdraws from us so that we can 
love him. For if we were exposed to the direct radiance of his love, without the 

 
53  On this duality of necessity, Allen and Springsted distinguish, on the one hand, necessity as natural force, 
constituting the order of the world; on the other, necessity as Logos, whereby God himself becomes necessity. In brief, 
the Creator God, who is goodness itself, withdraws in order to be with the human beings he loves, relinquishing his 
power and abandoning the world to the first kind of necessity. Gravity then takes the place of God as the law of the 
world—the force that draws us away from God. Yet this force is conditional, for its very existence depends on God’s 
withdrawal. At the same time, through the crucifixion of the Son, the Son becomes incarnate, and by his crucifixion 
becomes Logos, the order of the world—that is, another necessity. 
Allen and Springsted call this “God’s governance of creation through a providential necessity” and write: 

The creation has its own proper forces, but through the crucifixion of the Son these forces have rigorous 
limits imposed on them. They then admit of an order through the interaction of their limits, for ‘limit 
is only inscribed in a relation between several conditions which compensate each other, in an order’ 
(NB 515). Weil often used the balance to symbolize this idea, for a balance puts opposing forces into 
an equilibrium around an immaterial mathematical point. The point, being without magnitude or force, 
exercises no force, while at the same time it is a necessary relation between forces, which forces obey. 
When this principle is applied on the cosmic scale, the ‘Logos Necessity’ is seen as ‘an ensemble of 
laws of variation determined by fixed and invariant relations.’ Because the ensemble is capable of being 
regarded as a single entity pervading all the laws of variation, and one, in fact, from which they all 
proceed, Weil feels justified in taking this immaterial structure as the Logos of the world. (Allen and 
Springsted, Spirit, Nature and Community: Issues in the Thought of Simone Weil, 43) 

In other words, Logos is the immaterial structure that sets limits to the chaotic aggregate of natural forces, thereby 
producing an order of the world. To live within this order is to live at the point where these two forms of necessity—
gravity and Logos—are held in balance, the point at which both forces touch and coexist. We live precisely at this 
point, under the simultaneous influence of both necessities. Here lies, as well, the duality of our own relation to 
necessity: at once slaves of necessity and children of its Master. Necessity is both the order of the world to which God 
has abandoned us and the concentrated expression of God’s love toward us. 
54 Simone Weil, Gravity and Grace, ed. Gustave Thibon, trans. Emma Crawford, notes by Mario von der Ruhr 
(London and New York: Routledge Classics, 2002), 104. 
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protection of space, of time and of matter, we should be evaporated like water in the 
sun; there would not be enough ‘I’ in us to make it possible to surrender the ‘I’ for 
love’s sake. Necessity is the screen set between God and us so that we can be. It is for 
us to pierce through the screen so that we cease to be.55 
 

For Weil, then, necessity is placed between God and human beings in such a way that it both 

protects human beings and makes their existence possible. In other words, we could say that human 

beings encounter God through necessity. I take this necessity not as an intermediary thing that 

simply stands between God and human beings, but as a way of life—an art of living—available to 

a creature who exists under necessity yet is called to respond to it. The way one relates to necessity 

is thus inseparable from one’s overall stance toward life. 

The proper posture toward necessity, Weil argues, is obedience—though not mere submission 

to power. It is an obedience of consent, arising through self-denial and even self-annihilation. Weil 

insists that we reach this form of obedience by attending to necessity: by consenting to obey what 

we cannot resist, by participating in that obedience, by allowing it to be lived through us: 

Obedience. There are two kinds. We can obey the force of gravity or we can obey the 
relationship of things. In the first case we do what we are driven to by the imagination 
which fills up empty spaces. We can affix a variety of labels to it, often with a show 
of truth, including righteousness and God. If we suspend the filling up activity of the 
imagination and fix our attention on the relationship of things, a necessity becomes 
apparent which we cannot help obeying. Until then we have not any notion of 
necessity and we have no sense of obedience.56 
 

Here the paradoxical duality of necessity—gravity and the relationship of things—appears once 

more. Like the two faces of a coin, these are structurally opposed yet inseparable aspects of the 

same necessity. What is ultimately at stake is our posture toward it—our art of living.57 The two 

 
55 Ibid., 33. 
56 Ibid., 48. 
57 “Necessity presents itself therefore to us under two aspects: according to the regard that one bears on it, and also 
according to the place from where this regard is brought to bear.” (Allen and Springsted, Spirit, Nature and 
Community: Issues in the Thought of Simone Weil, 33, quoting A.–A. Devaux) 
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attitudes Weil contrasts are imagination and attention. The former is a filling activity—a generative 

movement that maximizes the activity and sovereignty of the self. The latter is an emptying 

activity—a subtractive movement that intensifies the passivity and receptivity of the self. 

Outwardly, both may appear as obedience, but internally their movements differ entirely. 

Obedience in imagination is, in the end, kneeling before the good, the God, or the justice one has 

fabricated for oneself; obedience in attention is the erasure of the "I" before what exceeds 

imagination, allowing it to appear as it is. 

In the first case, obedience is one's voluntary submission; in the second, it is an obedience 

that becomes unavoidable. Yet this “unavoidability” does not mean that necessity simply coerces 

us. It is not that we must obey because of an imbalance of force. Rather, what appears is what we 

most deeply desire—what we had longed for without yet knowing it—and when it appears, we 

find ourselves unable not to consent to the call of necessity: 

Attention is bound up with desire. Not with the will but with desire—or more exactly, 
consent. 
We liberate energy in ourselves, but it constantly reattaches itself. How are we to 
liberate it entirely? We have to desire that it should be done in us—to desire it truly—
simply to desire it, not to try to accomplish it. For every attempt in that direction is 
vain and has to be dearly paid for. In such a work all that I call ‘I’ has to be passive. 
Attention alone—that attention which is so full that the ‘I’ disappears—is required of 
me. I have to deprive all that I call ‘I’ of the light of my attention and turn it on to that 
which cannot be conceived.58 
 

Attention, for Weil, is the desire that something be accomplished in us without our striving to 

accomplish it. It enacts a total loss of self-sovereignty: without intervention, we desire 

wholeheartedly, and at the end of that desire we receive necessity as it is. Pure passivity; pure 

receptivity. If obedience to gravity is the exercise of a strong self-sovereignty capable of subjecting 

 
58 Weil, Gravity and Grace, 118. 
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the self to its own suggestion, obedience to necessity as the relationship of things is the response 

that arises only after a total loss of self-sovereignty. 

Crucially, Weil insists that until we encounter necessity through attention, we do not know 

what necessity or obedience are. Both become real only through contact with necessity itself. They 

cannot be known by inference or argument alone. Only by sensing the irresistible presence that 

commands obedience do we come to know it. This echoes I’s confession about The Moment: that 

before it, a person was merely a concept; only upon encountering a real person did I realize both 

that this was real and that I had never truly seen or known it before. 

Only after this contact do certain things begin to make sense. Necessity reveals what we 

previously did not—and perhaps could not—see; it introduces a distinctive mode of intelligibility. 

In Weil’s words: 

Necessity. We have to see things in their right relationship and ourselves, including 
the purposes we bear within us, as one of the terms of that relationship. Action follows 
naturally from this.59 
 

Necessity thus connects things, the self, and the purposes within us. For Weil, this manifests as 

clarity about one’s relation to creation and to God; bracketing her theological framework, however, 

we can recognize a strong resonance with Lukács’s sense of necessity as direct contact with 

essence. Weil’s account is more radical in that it explicitly demands complete self-annihilation 

and insists on the ought of this way of life. For Weil, the life lived by God’s indwelling—the life 

lived not as oneself but as Christ in oneself—is the good. Lukács does not posit God, yet his tragic 

human being, who, after the miraculous great moment of crossing the boundary between life and 

death, lives a qualitatively shifted life, belongs to a similar family of thought. 

 
59 Ibid., 48. 
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As we have repeatedly seen, Weil locates the core of this life of necessity in self-denial. The 

response to an irresistible necessity is not the outcome of the self’s moral effort or struggle. Efforts 

undertaken “as self,” Weil insists, remain at the level of suggestion and imagination, thereby 

distorting reality. For her, contradictions—states that cannot be reconciled by our own power—

are “the criterion of the real,” and only grace can resolve them in a way that yields “a change of 

plane.” Like Lukács’s miracle60, grace makes possible a qualitative transformation that cannot be 

achieved by ordinary effort.61 

In sum, attention does not mean suppressing the self with a stronger will or winning a battle 

against oneself. It means, in Weil’s own term, decreation of the self—remaining in the gaze until 

grace fills the emptied space, until complete obedience is reached. It is to erase the presence of the 

self so that necessity moving toward the good may appear on its own. This claim—that the good 

appears when the self disappears—rests on Weil’s conviction about the power of the good: 

We should be indifferent to good and evil but, when we are indifferent, that is to say 
when we project the light of our attention equally on both, the good gains the day. 
This phenomenon comes about automatically. There lies the essential grace. And it is 
the definition, the criterion of good.62 
 

In the natural order of things, the good wins. Whether one names this good, truth, reality, or 

something else, what matters for our purposes is the posture Weil describes: allowing what is 

beyond oneself—not the product of one’s imagination—to appear as it is. The task is to try to see 

it as it is—to concentrate our attention—and to receive what appears at the moment of losing one’s 

 
60 Weil resolutely refuses to call this a miracle in the ordinary sense (Ibid., 105). Yet I do not think Lukács’s miracle 
falls under the mundane usage she criticizes. Lukács’s miracle clearly refers to an experience that realizes a paradox 
spanning life and death—a qualitative shift. 
61 Ibid., 99-100. 
62 Ibid., 119. 
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self-sovereignty. What makes this possible is faith: faith in what is beyond oneself, however 

named—truth, reality, the good, or God.63 

One crucial feature of this life that lives out necessity is its freedom from attachment to 

outcomes: 

Detachment from the fruits of action. To escape from inevitability of this kind. How? 
To act not for an object but from necessity. I cannot do otherwise. It is not an action 
but a sort of passivity. Inactive action. 
The slave is in a sense a model (the lowest… the highest… always this same law). So 
also is matter. 
To transfer the source of our actions outside ourselves. To be impelled. The purest of 
motives (or the basest: the law is always the same) appear as something exterior.64 
 

To live at such a sustained level of self-loss—like a slave—is an extreme case grounded in Weil’s 

belief in God the Creator. Yet these sentences reveal the core of this life: to act not for an object 

or outcome but from necessity. Even if one does not sustain a life at the level Weil describes, the 

qualitative shift brought about by the experience of the total loss of self-sovereignty—an 

experience shared, in different registers, by Lukács’s tragic human being, Weil, and I in The 

Moment—entails a transformation in the orientation and motive force of one’s life. This, in turn, 

realizes freedom at a profoundly existential level. The paradox in which the loss of self-sovereignty 

opens onto existential freedom is the distinctive core of a life that lives out necessity. 

In the next section, I turn to Kierkegaard, who offers, through the figures of the knight of 

infinite resignation and the knight of faith, a vivid and concrete model of the qualitative shift—

 
63 "Lived experience" is latent in every event of life as a threatening abyss, the door to the judgment chamber: its 
connection with the Idea—of which it is merely the outward manifestation—is no more than the conceivable 
possibility of such a connection in the midst of the chaotic coincidences of real life. And faith affirms this 
connection and transforms its eternally improvable possibility into the a priori basis for the whole of existence 
(Lukács, Soul and Form, 179). I return to this theme of faith and its leap in the next section. 
64 Weil, Gravity and Grace, 45. 
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existential transformation—that living out paradox makes possible, and thus helps clarify how a 

life that lives out necessity might be realized within ordinary existence. 

 

3.3 Kierkegaard, Living Out Paradox 

 

Up to this point, drawing on the thought of Lukács and Weil, I have argued that a life that is 

acutely responsive to the sense of necessity and is guided by it is central to becoming more truthful 

to oneself, to the world, and to others, and thereby to becoming a truer self. Lukács, by illuminating 

the structure of a life that follows the sense of necessity that leads to essence, helped to show that 

such a life is marked by the peculiar character of living out a profound paradox on a frontier. Weil, 

for her part, unfolds in her own distinct style how this paradoxical character of life is rooted in the 

paradoxical double structure of necessity itself, and she goes on to articulate the stance that lives 

out this necessity in terms of attention and, on that basis, obedience. 

In this section, drawing upon Kierkegaard’s Fear and Trembling (1843), I seek to explore 

this paradoxical form of life in a more fine-grained way. Fear and Trembling could almost be 

described as a book of existential reflection on living out paradox; it contains Kierkegaard’s deep 

meditation on a life that bears and lives a paradox. By reading together the faith that lives out 

paradox as it emerges in the parable of the two knights—the knight of infinite resignation and the 

knight of faith—and in the self-confession of the narrator of Fear and Trembling, Kierkegaard’s 

pseudonymous author Johannes de Silentio, with Lukács’s perspective on faith, I aim to clarify 

what the life after The Moment might look like and what its significance is. While Johannes is not 

identical with Kierkegaard, I take his self-diagnosis—crafted by Kierkegaard—to reveal an 

existential struggle that closely mirrors Kierkegaard’s own preoccupations. 
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In Fear and Trembling, Kierkegaard explores the difficult question of what faith is through 

the example of Abraham, who offers his son Isaac as a sacrifice at God’s command. It is a difficult 

question because faith is not something that can be fully understood by our reason and logical 

inference. The root of this difficulty lies in the paradoxical character of faith. The meaning of faith 

can be fully disclosed only through contradiction, yet this contradiction exceeds the scope of our 

reason and inference; it is therefore not something that can be neatly resolved by any mode of 

explanation. The confession of Johannes, the pseudonymous narrator of Fear and Trembling—

“faith begins precisely where thought stops”65—captures the heart of this difficulty. 

Accordingly, Kierkegaard does not attempt to resolve this difficulty by argument. Instead, he 

shows with great delicacy how this manifest logical contradiction becomes realized in a life. From 

there, we can discern the form and possibility of this life. 

 

3.3.1 Confronting the Paradox 

 

First, a life that lives out paradox begins with the appearance of a contradiction. This is the 

first stage of such a life: a confrontation with contradiction.66 This confrontation carries within 

it the possibility of a qualitative break from one’s familiar, previous life, and at the same time it 

opens onto the possibility of a new life—a life that lives out paradox. In Abraham’s case, this 

contradiction appears as a clash between, on the one hand, the universal ethical norm that one must 

not commit murder, especially not of one’s own son, who is the object of care and responsibility, 

 
65 Søren Kierkegaard, Fear and Trembling / Repetition, ed. and trans, Howard V. Hong and Edna H. Hong 
(Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1983), 53. 
66 The four stages of living out paradox that I outline in this section are not Kierkegaard’s own categorizations. 
Rather, they are an interpretive framework I construct for the purposes of argument, drawing on Kierkegaard’s 
descriptions, Johannes de Silentio’s self-diagnosis, and the structural resonances with The Moment developed in the 
Dialogues. 
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and, on the other hand, the religious and personal obligation to obey the command of the absolute 

God. Abraham’s act of going up Mount Moriah to kill his son Isaac in obedience to God’s absolute 

command is thus, at once, a clear act of murder that violates a universal ethical norm and the great 

act of faith that will later earn him the name “the father of faith.” The coexistence of these two 

irreconcilable acts—serious crime and sacred deed—actually occurs. The sudden advent of this 

contradiction in the midst of life, a blow that shakes life to its core, is something that human reason 

cannot resolve, yet it is also a powerful existential demand that one must in some way answer in 

order to go on living. 

The frontier to which we are led by the sense of necessity in Lukács, in this sense, can likewise 

be understood as a confrontation with contradiction. Strictly speaking, it is logically impossible to 

stand on this frontier. It is not a space onto which one can step; it is the point at which two 

incompatible domains meet, or, in other words, the line that separates them. The life that lives out 

this profound paradox begins exactly at the contact with this frontier, at the meeting with a 

contradiction that appears suddenly at some moment in one’s life. 

When a person discovers that they have reached such a frontier at which no way forward 

seems even imaginable to reason, they can hardly avoid experiencing existential anxiety. For the 

human being who has come to this boundary, where their very being is shaken, there are only two 

options: evasion or confrontation—closing one’s eyes or turning away, or keeping one’s eyes open 

and continuing to gaze. One may evade the boundary and, by their own judgment, choose to belong 

entirely to one side, thereby escaping the anxiety that the boundary provokes; or one may confront 

the boundary, embrace their anxiety, and resolve to endure such a life. With the former choice, the 

possibility of living out paradox also comes to an end. For instance, Abraham could have refused 

to go to Mount Moriah in order to preserve ethical universality, or, alternatively, he could have 
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killed Isaac without torment by simply following a blind religiosity. If we step outside Abraham’s 

story and extend this point to those who speak about him, we may include here those whom 

Kierkegaard criticizes: those who, without any attempt to understand the contradiction in which 

Abraham finds himself, “comfortably”67 offer “empty praise”68 that Abraham was great. In his 

words, they “lack the courage”69 even to look at this boundary and think about what it is. 

 

3.3.2 Infinite Resignation: The Courage and the Human 

 

By contrast, facing this contradiction demands of us a certain courage. It calls for the courage 

not to turn away from existential anxiety, the courage to attempt to understand what this anxiety 

is about, and the courage and inexhaustible persistence to acknowledge the contradiction, to admit 

that there appears to be no way to resolve it, and yet still to push oneself to the very end to accept 

it somehow. For those who face the contradiction in this way, the possibility of living out paradox 

remains alive. Those who bravely confront the existential contradiction that has struck their life 

like a flash of lightning and the existential anxiety that accompanies it step into the second stage 

of a life that lives out paradox, the stage of infinite resignation. Abraham, who keeps God’s 

command to himself and sets out at dawn with Isaac for Mount Moriah, and the anxious Johannes, 

who reads Abraham’s unspoken anxiety between the lines of Scripture and, in his imagination, 

follows Abraham’s silent journey toward Moriah in order to “think a complete thought”70, to 

struggle to track how this irreconcilable contradiction is eventually lived out, are examples of those 

who have taken this second step. 

 
67 Ibid., 28. 
68 Ibid., 30. 
69 Ibid., 30. 
70 Ibid., 30. 
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For the human being who has embraced a contradiction that no thought can resolve, the only 

remaining option is to endure it. In order to coexist with this contradiction, which they can neither 

resolve nor bear, the human being, having exhausted all their strength, ultimately arrives at a point 

of transcendence, a movement beyond their own limits. Because they can find no way, within the 

finite world in which one lives by thought71, to embrace this contradiction, they go beyond this 

finitude and achieve reconciliation in the infinite, eternal realm. The act that Johannes imagines 

he would choose if he were Abraham—giving up all earthly joy by sacrificing Isaac and hoping 

for eternity72—belongs here. Through such transcendent infinite resignation, one resolves the 

existential anxiety left by the contradiction and lives a life that is, to some extent, “a happy and 

satisfying life”73, “a peaceful and restful life”74. Infinite resignation is the stage at which one 

acknowledges the contradiction that one cannot understand or resolve, and, as an unavoidable 

choice in order to accept it, transcends finitude into eternity. This is the best that can be achieved 

by human courage. 

Indeed, it is “human.” Johannes writes: 

Through resignation I renounce everything. I make this movement all by myself, and 
if I do not make it, it is because I am too cowardly and soft and devoid of enthusiasm 
and do not feel the significance of the high dignity assigned to every human being, to 
be his own censor, which is far more exalted than to be the censor general of the whole 
Roman republic. This movement I make all by myself, and what I gain thereby is my 
eternal consciousness in blessed harmony with my love for the eternal being. By faith 
I do not renounce anything; on the contrary, by faith I receive everything exactly in 
the sense in which it is said that one who has faith like a mustard seed can move 
mountains. It takes a purely human courage to renounce the whole temporal realm in 
order to gain eternity, but this I do gain and in all eternity can never renounce—it is a 
self-contradiction.75 

 
71 Ibid., 36. 
72 Ibid., 35. 
73 Ibid., 34. 
74 Ibid., 45. 
75 Ibid., 48. 
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As he states here, resignation is the result of one’s own effort, something achieved by one’s own 

strength. It is the point one reaches only with great difficulty after refusing to turn away from the 

paradoxical truth that one has suddenly encountered and after exerting oneself to the utmost to find 

a way through the existential crisis the paradox has brought about. It is the product of human 

courage—of the human beings who endure the contradiction by their own power and save 

themselves from the pain.76 

To wage a stubborn struggle with an irresolvable paradox until one reaches transcendence in 

this way is indeed a courageous human act, and some may go so far as to claim that it surpasses 

Abraham’s act. But Johannes identifies such people as foolish, envious of Abraham’s greatness, 

and he firmly declares that this evaluation is entirely false. However great it may be, resignation 

is merely “a substitute for faith.”77 The term substitute here is striking. A substitute can be 

satisfying for some and disappointing for others. For someone who does not particularly long for 

the original, the substitute can be more than satisfactory, even preferable. But for someone who 

yearns intensely for the original, the substitute can be a constant reminder of the fact that one does 

not have the original, provoking not only dissatisfaction but lingering regret. If the former focuses 

on the similarity between the original and the substitute, the latter focuses on the qualitative gap 

between them. Viewed as a spectrum, Johannes is clearly situated at the end where that gap is 

sharply felt. 

Johannes does not put it quite in these terms, but if we move slightly further along this 

spectrum, we could say that infinite resignation may be received as a kind of detour. It has the 

appearance of a struggle, but it can be read as a detour for preserving a contradiction that cannot 

 
76 Ibid., 49. 
77 Ibid., 35. 
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be resolved within the finite world. From the standpoint of those who claim that Johannes’s act is 

superior to Abraham’s, however, infinite resignation is indeed a great struggle. It is a battle with 

oneself in which one empties one’s thoughts, judgments, and desires so as to preserve the paradox 

intact in order to accept a contradiction that clashes with finite reason. By wrestling endlessly with 

oneself, one finally empties one’s heart and preserves the paradox in its place. This is an 

achievement accomplished by the greatest courage and perseverance that a human being can 

display. It is transcendence that saves oneself from suffering at the end of a painful struggle. From 

this perspective, when infinite resignation is labeled a foolish falsehood, or even a plausible detour, 

one may well reply: Why is this a problem? If, as a result of such strenuous effort, one can escape 

suffering and live a life that is more or less satisfying, is that not enough? If one can refuse to turn 

away from a paradoxical truth, accept it, and still live a happy life, is that not good enough? 

These questions can surely be raised, and, to put it more stubbornly, they ought to be raised. 

It would be in a sense lazy or irresponsible to simply follow someone’s claim that one must get up 

and leave again, without carefully considering the meaning and value of leaving the place one has 

barely reached after a long struggle of giving up everything. How, then, can one respond to these 

questions? 

The way this chapter responds to such questions may differ somewhat from what the 

questioner might expect. As I understand it, neither Kierkegaard’s work nor this chapter—which 

is being written while drawing upon him—aims to persuade someone, but rather to show the truth 

as it is, as it is experienced. This chapter is, fundamentally, about doing the best it can for that 

purpose. Hence, instead of directly answering the question, “Why is that a problem?,” I wish to 

pose another question and pursue its answer: “Is it really so?” In other words, “Is it really 

sufficient to remain in that happiness and satisfaction?” 
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As I understand him, Kierkegaard’s answer is clear: no. Johannes knows very well that 

resignation is not a complete state. Moreover, he explicitly states that the happiness and 

satisfaction attained by infinite resignation are not happiness or satisfaction at its fullest. He points 

out that, compared to this, there is another kind of happiness and satisfaction—one that is, from 

the standpoint of resignation, “unhappy”—that can never be attained through resignation alone.78 

His suggestion that the happiness one feels may not merely be incomplete but may not be happiness 

at all can stir unease and discomfort in those who wish to remain in that place. Depending on how 

one responds to this unease and discomfort, the stage of infinite resignation can become either the 

detour mentioned earlier or a steppingstone to the next stage. 

To put it a bit harshly: if, within the finite world, evading the paradox means turning away 

immediately without taking even a single step toward resignation, then choosing to stay in the 

happiness one has acquired, without doing justice to the unease that Johannes’s insight has 

awakened—the unease that places a fissure within one’s hard-won salvation—risks turning 

transcendence into an infinite detour, the discovery of yet another space in which the paradox can 

be evaded. As Johannes himself points out the self-contradiction inherent in the stage of infinite 

resignation, the eternity one has finally attained through infinite resignation may in fact become 

the space in which one imprisons oneself. 

From the perspective that we become more truthful by living out paradox, we might 

express this even more bluntly: to sense that an unresolved anxiety remains, and yet to remain at 

the stage of infinite resignation with the justification of preserving the paradox, is to risk hardening 

that stance into a form of self-deception. To preserve paradox may sound like accepting it. 

However, strictly speaking, to preserve a paradox that we can neither contain nor guard, that can 

 
78 Ibid., 34. 
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never be our possession, is itself inevitably infected with an element of deception. The paradox 

does not need our preservation. Whether we decide to preserve it and strive to do so, or we do not, 

whether we adopt one stance or another toward it, it already exists. It exists in a way that exceeds 

our understanding, beyond us. Thus our honest stance toward paradox is to live it. Not to turn away 

from it, not to preserve it, but to continue to face it and enter into relation with it. The problem is 

that we cannot, by our own powers alone, fully live that which exceeds us. This calls for another 

kind of transcendence, one that is possible only as a miracle. 

 

3.3.3 The Leap and The Moment: Faith as the Reality of Truth 

 

Faith. Johannes claims that the return of all finitude we had transcended by human courage 

is made possible by virtue of the absurd, by faith. When one refuses to relinquish the 

contradiction that even infinite resignation cannot resolve, and instead continues to hold and 

endure it to the end, the absurd force—faith—brings one into the third stage of a life that lives 

out paradox. This is a stage of qualitative transformation and leap, for it is only at this stage 

that paradox actually becomes entangled with life. It is only here that a life that lives out paradox 

truly begins. 

According to Johannes, what opens this life is the absurd power, faith. For him, faith means 

believing in God; it is, clearly, a theological concept. Yet I take the existential structure of faith 

that Kierkegaard depicts through Johannes’s journey—namely, the structure in which a 

contradiction that reason cannot accept is realized in a life—to remain valid even beyond a 

specifically religious context. Kierkegaard’s theological faith and Lukács’s metaphysical faith 

perform the same existential function, even though they rest on different presuppositions. For both 
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thinkers, faith is ultimately the power that transforms a truth that cannot be secured or explained 

by reason into reality through life—a transcendent operation that, in the face of a truth beyond 

oneself, dismantles one’s self-sovereignty and qualitatively transforms one’s life.79 

“How can essence come alive? How can it become the sensual, immediate, the only real, the 

truly ‘being’ thing?” Lukács asks, and answers: 

This, then, is the paradox of drama and tragedy … Drama alone creates—“gives form 
to”—real human beings, but just because of this it must, of necessity, deprive them of 
living existence. Their life is made up of words and gestures, but every word they 
speak and every gesture they make is more than gesture or word; all the manifestations 
of their life are mere ciphers for their ultimate relationships, their life merely a pale 
allegory of their own Platonic ideas. Their existence can have no reality except the 
reality of the soul, the reality of lived experience and faith. “Lived experience” is 
latent in every event of life as a threatening abyss, the door to the judgment chamber: 
its connection with the Idea—of which it is merely the outward manifestation—is no 
more than the conceivable possibility of such a connection in the midst of the chaotic 
coincidences of real life. And faith affirms this connection and transforms its eternally 
improvable possibility into the a priori basis for the whole of existence.80 
 

For Lukács, faith is what makes essence come alive. It does not presuppose a divine command, as 

in Kierkegaard, but it goes far beyond mere belief or psychological conviction. Faith transforms 

the essence that appears in the miraculous great moment—precisely that truth—into reality. It is 

the power that actually carries out the connection between the Idea and lived experience; in other 

words, it is the power that effects the transformation by which the Idea is actualized as reality in 

life. That this connection is realized means that faith is the power to live out truth. Faith makes 

the believer live out the object of faith. Truth becomes reality through faith, and reality becomes 

lived truth through faith. Lukács’s faith is the power that transforms essence, the frontier—where 

the sense of necessity brings us—its profound paradox, from a mere possibility into an actuality, 

 
79 In this section, the faith I discuss does not refer to belief in a particular religious object, but to faith as the 
existential structure of an event in which truth seizes the subject and transforms their life. 
80 Lukács, Soul and Form, 179. 
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into something that exists. A world lived by faith is, thus, a world in which truth becomes reality, 

and a life lived by faith is a life in which truth becomes reality. Truth becomes reality through life. 

Reality is lived truth. 

There is no way to explain this other than by showing that there are people who live out 

paradox by faith—that such a life is possible. This corresponds precisely to Lukács’s claim that 

faith transforms a possibility that cannot be proven into the a priori basis of existence. This life 

goes beyond the realm of understanding, yet it shows its possibility by already existing. And the 

same claim applies to faith itself. There is no way to prove faith logically; its presence can only be 

shown through the person who has faith and through the life that becomes possible by faith. There 

is no way to understand such a person and such a life without reference to faith. 

The faith that Kierkegaard presents through Johannes is likewise an absurd power that enables 

us to live out a contradiction that we can never resolve by our own strength. Faith actualizes what 

is utterly impossible and unintelligible. The knight of faith, as Johannes describes him, is, in the 

eyes of reason, not merely ridiculous but almost bizarre, someone utterly incomprehensible; yet, 

at the same time, as long as one does not look beneath the surface, he appears as an entirely 

ordinary person who lives this impossible life without any outward peculiarity. No matter how 

carefully one examines him, there is nothing remarkable to be found. He is someone who, even 

though he has not a shilling in his pocket, holds an unwavering faith that, when he returns home, 

his wife will have prepared a special dinner such as roasted lamb with vegetables. Whether that 

dinner is there when he arrives or not makes little difference to him. It would be hard to explain 

both his faith that such a wonderful meal awaits him when he has no money and his remaining 

untouched when the scene he so firmly believed in and anticipated turns out to be a mirage, unless 

he had lost all sense of reality and were living in a world of his own. This is why Johannes insists 
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that he is someone who belongs entirely to the world, to finitude—someone who works more 

conscientiously than anyone else, pays attention to all the trivial things of this world, and enjoys 

talking with people he meets on the street without any sense of strangeness.81 Though he appears 

to have lost his grip on reality, he in fact possesses a more lucid sense of reality than anyone else, 

precisely because he has already experienced “the deep sadness of life” and “the pain of 

renouncing everything.”82 

According to Johannes, the reason the knight of faith can live this life is the absurd force, 

faith: 

And yet, yet the whole earthly figure he presents is a new creation by virtue of the 
absurd. He resigned everything infinitely, and then he grasped everything again by 
virtue of the absurd. He is continually making the movement of infinity, but he does 
it with such precision and assurance that he continually gets finitude out of it, and no 
one ever suspects anything else. … But to be able to come down in such a way that 
instantaneously one seems to stand and to walk, to change the leap into life into 
walking, absolutely to express the sublime in the pedestrian—only that knight can do 
it, and this is the one and only marvel.83 
 

The finitude that the knight of faith regains by virtue of the absurd after passing through infinite 

resignation—losing all finitude—is thoroughly finitude as such, yet it is not identical with the 

finitude he once had. This is not a return but a movement forward. In Chapters 1 and 2, I argued 

that The Moment arises in the fissure between ontological truth and existential truth in Heidegger 

and that the unique experience of the total loss of one’s self-sovereignty during this moment 

enables the human being, once returned to the domain of interpretation, to become truer. The 

knight of faith, who recovers finitude by virtue of the absurd, resonates with precisely this structure. 

 
81 Kierkegaard, Fear and Trembling, 39. 
82 Ibid., 40. 
83 Ibid., 40-41. 
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Of course, Heidegger does not use the concept of reality. His existential truth does not mean 

a transition to reality but rather denotes a level of truth hermeneutically constituted through 

Dasein’s engagement with aletheia. Reality, by contrast, is truth realized in life, lived truth. Reality 

is not a level of truth hermeneutically constituted, yet it is structurally related in that it is realized 

through the subject’s engagement with the truth that has been disclosed. There is, however, a clear 

difference in the character of this engagement. If Dasein’s engagement with aletheia in Heidegger 

consists in interpretation that forms existential truth, then the engagement that transforms truth 

into reality is a response to the claim of truth that realizes that truth in the sphere of life. In other 

words, reality is not the product of a subject who lives this life, but an existential uptake effected 

when the subject responds to truth and enters into relation with it, such that truth weaves itself into 

the subject’s life and is realized as life. 

As the distinction between interpretation and response suggests, the most fundamental 

difference between these two modes of engagement lies in who holds the power and initiative that 

produces the engagement. Interpretation is an active act in which the subject itself constructs 

meaning; response is a passive act in which the subject is made to react by the powerful claim of 

truth. In the former, the subject actively produces existential transformation through the 

constructive activity of interpretation. In the latter, the subject receives and comes to understand a 

self that has already been altered by the truth that has become the ground of its existence, and 

becomes oneself in accordance with a new way of being. To be sure, this latter process of reception 

and understanding also involves activities that could be called interpretation, but this is 

interpretation that lives out truth rather than interpretation that constitutes truth, and in this respect 

it remains fundamentally different. This difference, I argue, is grounded in the experience of The 
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Moment that occurs in the fissure—the experience of losing one’s self-sovereignty, of not being 

oneself. 

The miraculous accident that occurs in the fissure between the two levels of truth, a 

momentary transgression, temporarily suspends the interpretive being that Heidegger insists upon, 

and, in that moment, the intense presence of a truth beyond oneself, in a way that cannot be proven, 

seizes that being (the paralyzed interpretive self). When this interpretive being is released from its 

suspended state, it remains interpretive, but it is no longer the same interpreter. Because the truth 

that one faced in the state of total loss of self-sovereignty has already taken root as the ground of 

one’s existence, even though one lives in the same world and engages in vigorous interpretive 

activity as an interpretive self, the manner in which one relates to the world has been qualitatively 

transformed. The confession of I that, after The Moment, the surface of the balloon had become 

transparent, and, even after color and texture returned, it was no longer the same as before, 

resonates closely with this. Thus, I continue to maintain that, after the experience of The Moment, 

the human being does indeed return as an interpretive being, that is, to Heidegger’s ontological 

structure, but not as a sovereign interpreter who constitutes truth without the experience of fissure; 

rather, as a responsive interpreter who lives out truth. And I claim that this is the way of life by 

which a human being who dwells in the world becomes more truthful to oneself, the world, and 

others. 

The knight of faith whom Johannes portrays appears as an utterly ordinary, everyday finite 

being, unlike the knight of infinite resignation who transcends finitude, yet in fact he is a 

fundamentally different being from the finite self he was before passing through the process of 

infinite resignation. As the passage quoted above shows, he lives by endlessly repeating this double 

movement of infinite resignation and return to finitude. And yet, by his astonishing precision, his 
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life appears as finitude as such. He already exists in the finite world in a new way of life. I take 

this astonishing precision to belong not to his own ability but to the power of truth, to the operation 

of truth that is being lived through his life—to what, in Johannes’s terms, is the absurd power, 

faith. That someone should naturally do what no human effort can achieve can be possible only 

when one lives in an attitude of receiving the truth that has been disclosed and responding to it. It 

is like the life that follows the sense of necessity in Lukács: one can climb to the summit of the 

mountain without knowing the path, and without strain. 

One striking point is that Johannes, who, in order to show this unprovable yet existing faith, 

desperately searches for a knight of faith in his own time and finally ends up drawing one himself, 

repeatedly confesses that he himself does not have this faith. Curiously, although he describes in 

detail what the knight of faith is like and how he differs from the knight of infinite resignation, he 

does not narrate how one passes through the stage of infinite resignation and leaps into becoming 

a knight of faith. Was it because he himself had never experienced this and thus could not describe 

it? Or because, apart from calling it “the one and only marvel”84—a miracle that cannot be proven 

or explained—there is simply no way to capture how one comes to have this faith? 

In the Dialogues, which are phenomenological sites of disclosure of this existential 

transformation, we can find a hint regarding this leap at the moment when the miracle occurs. In 

answer to Ritéma’s question in The Moment—how I came to receive the scene before I’s eyes as 

truth—I replies: 

I: But don’t some things exist in reality that we can’t arrive at by thinking? For me, 
that moment was exactly that. Even after it passed, I couldn’t answer a single thing 
properly—how I came to that moment, what on earth happened, how I should explain 
what I saw, how any of this is even possible. But yes, you’re right. The more I think 
about it… it still amazes me that I accepted it without doubting it at all. [smiles faintly, 
then quiets.] (p. 52) 

 
84 Ibid., 36. 
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The miracle, the marvel. I, too, seems to have no words available other than this to explain how 

one comes to have faith. At this point, I’s answer suggests the following possibility: what I gained 

through the sudden, miraculous advent of The Moment can be understood as coming into contact, 

in Lukács’s and Kierkegaard’s terms, with faith as an existential structure. To the point that I finds 

it astonishing, after The Moment I comes to believe in the real appearance of persons, in 

themselves as one among them, and in the true character of the world in which people live together. 

This is clearly a faith beyond knowledge, insight, or a mere belief. It is not something I accepts or 

rejects after a process of proof in which I weighs and judges for themselves; rather, in that 

instantaneous flash, in the moment when I has completely lost their self-sovereignty, it is given to 

I. I finds themselves in a situation in which I cannot explain this in any way, yet neither can I deny 

the existence of this faith that has come to them. The absence of doubt feels almost uncanny; it is 

something that even I cannot explain, yet already possesses. Faith is given like a miracle. 

Faith, which enables us to live out paradox, is itself paradoxical in its very mode of 

existence—we can have faith, but we cannot take it. At some point, one comes to believe, yet one 

cannot acquire or produce this faith by one’s own strength or ability. A belief that is formed by 

one’s own judgment and determination must be maintained by one’s own effort; but the faith that 

is given by truth enables the believer to live. Unlike the belief that can be shaken at any time 

according to one’s own thoughts and judgments, faith cannot be taken away or disappear, so long 

as the truth that is its object is truth. This faith is undoubtedly one’s own, yet it can never be wholly 

“one’s own possession.” Thus a life lived by this faith is unmistakably one’s own life, yet at the 

same time always a life beyond oneself. The power to live this paradox lies in faith, and the power 

that keeps this paradoxical life going also lies in faith. To be truthful to oneself, to others, and to 
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the world is to live with, and live out, this kind of paradox—this fundamental, existential 

uncertainty and vulnerability. 

I’s next answer shows another important feature of faith: 

I: Mm… thinking back, I don’t think the reason I became this certain that what I saw 
was real is only because the experience itself was irresistibly intense. … I think that 
moment became so meaningful to me not just because it was intense, but because 
afterwards I kept confirming—again and again—that what I’d seen was real. By 
repeatedly living through those moments of “It really is true,” “Yes, that’s really how 
it is,” “This is real,” I grew more and more certain that what I saw and felt then was 
real. (p. 52) 

 
Faith is not given as a finished product; it matures and deepens through the process of living it. 

And this maturation of faith is accompanied by a sharpening and enriching of reality. I’s confession 

breathes with Lukács’s and Kierkegaard’s understanding of faith as that which transforms truth 

into reality through life. Ritéma’s question draws out a more detailed answer from I: 

Ritéma: I can see that. But didn’t you just say you couldn’t help but accept what you 
saw in that moment from the very beginning without any doubt? Then what do you 
mean you became even more certain? Is the assurance you felt then different from the 
assurance you feel after? Do you mean the latter is stronger? 
I: That’s a good question. There’s a difference in intensity, but I think they’re also a 
bit different in kind. If the moment itself was like, “Ah, this is it!”—confronting an 
undeniable truth and having no choice but to acknowledge and accept it, taking in the 
“truth” in front of my eyes with no time for doubt—then the subsequent reconfirmation 
has been closer to, “Ah, so this is what it is.” I remember even now how still the café 
was that afternoon. As I gradually came to know what I had seen then, its meaning 
expanded and my understanding deepened, and with that I became more firmly 
convinced that it was “real.” (p. 52-53) 
 

I tells us that the maturity and firmness of faith is less a matter of how firmly one believes than of 

how fully one lives it. To live out truth is to expand reality by continually reconfirming the 

existence of a truth that can be lived. To expand reality here means to deepen one’s understanding 

of the newly seen world and self that appear in relation to this truth—in other words, to allow one’s 
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life itself to be reorganized in accordance with this truth. Thus to have faith is not to arrive at a 

destination of life, but to reach the starting point of a new way of living. This point becomes, 

shortly, a crucial clue for re-examining Johannes’s self-diagnosis, his repeated confession that he 

does not have faith. 

 

3.3.4 Life on the Frontier: I and Johannes 

 

Before we turn back to Johannes, a closer look at I’s confession allows us to discern one more 

characteristic of the change that the process of living out paradox by faith brings to a life: 

I: Of course, there are plenty of times it’s not pleasant—when I meet people who make 
my life hard or who hurt me. Sometimes I get angry. I may be that person to someone 
else, too. But I don’t end up hating them. Hatred or aversion requires a firm prior 
judgment of the person. But this life is an endless journey of learning and discovery. 
Apart from the sense of firm ground beneath me, I can’t be completely certain of 
anything else; I live in a world of uncertainty. Can I really hate or loathe someone I 
can never fully know? I doubt it. I can’t fully understand even my own self. Rather, if 
it’s someone I truly can’t understand, I’ll keep some distance for a while—and when 
the chance comes, I’ll try to understand more again. (p. 65) 

 
I’s confession that they can get angry at those who make life hard for them but cannot come to 

hate or loathe them does not stem from a conceptual understanding or intellectual assent to 

fundamental uncertainty; it stems from faith. I’s attitude toward others does not seem to be 

grounded in a will or determination to become more generous or morally excellent. I still feels 

discomfort, anger, and hurt in relation to others depending on circumstances; I is a finite human 

being with ordinary limitations. Yet I relates to those others in a way that is neither holding on nor 

letting go— I simply remains in the relation. I’s very mode of being, which stands on the frontier 

with faith in uncertainty at every moment, prevents I from relating to the other as an object that 

can simply be grasped or released at will. This life is not about enacting a normative resolution; it 
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is the effect of faith that has already been given and that makes I live in this way. A life that relates 

to truth by faith does not primarily reinforce specific moral choices; it transforms the very way in 

which the subject relates to the world. 

This becomes even clearer in I’s own self-understanding, as expressed in I’s own words: 

I: As you said, that’s exactly the point where I face the fork: how honestly and 
courageously I can decide.… sometimes I become a brave coward with ease, but 
sometimes the urge to ignore the sign is stronger and I do ignore it. Sometimes I 
stubbornly refuse it even knowing it’s a clear warning. If the warning is faint, I use that 
as an excuse to slip past it. But what’s as important as which choice I make—maybe 
more important—is that, in most cases, I eventually come to know the meaning of the 
choice. 
Ritéma: You mean that feels-right sense you mentioned earlier? 
I: Exactly. If I become a stubborn coward, that sense disappears, and it feels wrong. I 
feel something’s off. I always regret it after I dig my heels in. Blinded by the desire to 
have my way, when I turn away from truth, I feel a bitter aftertaste—something that 
won’t fade until I admit it was my stubbornness. The immediate discomfort of the inner 
sovereign who refuses to lose control is less tormenting than this lingering unease. So, 
I can’t keep the stubborn choice up. I surrender and return—and it feels so comfortable 
and good that I wonder why I resisted so stubbornly. Then I make the same mistake 
again. That’s me. I’ll probably spend my life moving between brave coward and 
stubborn coward... (p. 63-64) 

 
For I, faith is not an abstract creed but living by the feels-right sense. There is no completion in 

this life. At almost every moment, I feels the coexistence of two pulls in opposite directions: the 

desire to preserve their self-sovereignty and the impulse to respond to the claim of truth. I’s remark 

that they will probably spend their lives moving between being a brave coward and a stubborn 

coward is a confession that I lives each moment again and again on the line where these two pulls 

meet, on the frontier. Sometimes lightly, sometimes intensely, I is drawn toward that place, and it 

is precisely that place—where I “surrenders and returns” following the feels-right sense—that is 

the site at which the faith given to I after The Moment is at work. 
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The faith revealed in I’s confession does not fix I’s life in a completed state. Rather, it is the 

power that keeps I on a single line I cannot leave, even though I wavers, is tempted, and makes 

mistakes without end. In this sense, faith is not possessing a belief but living a relation to truth. 

Faith is the state of being placed in a relation to truth—a relation that can no longer be cut—by 

one who has experienced the loss of self-sovereignty before the intense manifestation of truth. 

From this perspective, we are now led to ask how we are to understand Johannes’s confession 

that he “has no faith.” Throughout Fear and Trembling, he repeatedly confesses that he can never 

become a knight of faith, that he is only a knight of infinite resignation. Despite this explicit 

confession, we are compelled to revisit it, in light of Weil’s claim that we cannot know necessity 

until we have encountered it.85 This claim—that necessity, or truth, cannot be known by reasoning, 

argument, thought, or imagination, but only by experience—has already been mentioned several 

times in various forms, together with the emphasis on the qualitative shift that accompanies the 

loss of self-sovereignty in the manifestation of truth. Given this, how are we to receive Johannes’s 

confession, in which he repeatedly says that he has no faith, even while drawing a subtle distinction 

between the knight of infinite resignation and the knight of faith? Our prior conclusion—that faith 

is a relation to truth that one lives out at every moment—prevents us from letting this question go. 

Johannes defines himself as a knight of infinite resignation, but he does not remain at the 

stage of infinite resignation. Throughout Fear and Trembling, he repeatedly laments his anguish 

at wanting to leave this place but being unable to do so, and he searches with all his heart for 

someone who has gone beyond it. He knows well that infinite resignation is incomplete and longs 

to go further. Because he has witnessed this possibility in Abraham, a human being like himself, 

he cannot abandon the hope that this is possible in reality, and he desperately searches for an 

 
85 Weil, Gravity and Grace, 118. 
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Abraham of his own time. In the end, failing to find any such figure, he draws the knight of faith 

himself in imagination. 

Johannes—whom I interpret as the figure into whom Kierkegaard projects his own existential 

struggle—thus longs intensely for a life lived with the courage of faith. He lives with a constant 

sense that the place where he stands is neither whole nor a place where he can stay long. In A Case 

for Irony (2011), Jonathan Lear acknowledges precisely this point—the sensitivity with which 

Kierkegaard perceives and thinks through the gap between his practical identity and his 

aspiration—and proposes Kierkegaard, alongside Socrates, as a model of the true ironist.86 The 

ironic existence that aims at a form of human excellence by sensing and enduring this gap surely 

captures an important aspect of Kierkegaard. Yet to define Kierkegaard merely as an ironic being 

who recognizes and endures this gap does not fully disclose his essence. He wanted to live more 

than that. Instead, I think it is more fitting to call him a knight of the struggle to live out the 

paradox, one who clung to both poles of the gap at once. 

Was this knight, who struggled to live out the paradox, a knight of infinite resignation or a 

knight of faith? Before we can easily answer, another question arises: is it even a matter of 

choosing exclusively between the two? Johannes tells us that the knight of faith he presents is not 

an actual person but a figure he has drawn in imagination.87 This suggests that actual human lives 

need not fit neatly into this distinction. Thus, when he confesses that he himself is not a knight of 

faith, we must ask whether this is because he has not lived out the structure of faith at all, or 

because the knight of faith he has drawn is an ideal figure whose perfection cannot be attained. 

 
86 Jonathan Lear, A Case for Irony (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 2011), 30. 

87 Kierkegaard, Fear and Trembling, 38. 
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The fact that, despite all his efforts, he ultimately fails to find a knight of faith in reality seems 

suggestive here. 

Earlier, in exploring the meaning of faith, we argued that to live out paradox is not to live as 

a perfectly formed knight of faith, who does not allow even a second of escape from finitude, but 

rather to live a shaking human life: one who, feeling the tension between pulls toward two extremes, 

stands on the frontier where those forces meet, sways this way and that, and yet continues to 

wander along that frontier, following the sense of necessity. It is to live in relation to truth in this 

way. In other words, what actually exists for us is not the perfect life of the knight of faith as an 

ideal model, but the unsteady human life of one who, unable ever to become a knight of faith in a 

full sense, nonetheless continues to walk along the frontier, following the fleeting sense of having 

once touched the knight of faith. 

In this light, I wish to claim that Johannes’s life serves both as a counter-example to the two 

knightly models he presents and as a persuasive example of a life that lives on the frontier. I do 

not take this to negate Lear’s interpretation of Kierkegaard. The stage of infinite resignation is in 

any case a stage that must be passed through in order to leap into faith, so every knight of faith is, 

in one sense, also an ironic human being. Likewise, unless one looks with the eyes of faith, unless 

one views him from within paradox, Johannes’s life after infinite resignation is likely to appear 

as nothing more than irony. 

However, the fact that he placed the question of the leap into being a knight of faith at the 

center of his life, and the fact that he recognized this question as a contradiction that could not be 

resolved without faith and could not let it go, are in themselves powerful evidence that he was 

standing on the frontier. He already bears this contradiction, already lives in relation to this truth, 

already has become someone who cannot leave this boundary. Hence, we should read his 
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confession that he lacks faith as a confession that he is standing on the frontier and remains there; 

as a confession that, because he cannot fully cross the boundary, he cannot exist as the model at 

every moment. In other words, his words may be read not as acknowledging an absence of faith 

but as recognizing the incompleteness of his faith, as an expression of honesty that resists self-

deception. 

In the end, what we encounter in Fear and Trembling is not the knight of faith that Johannes 

draws in imagination, but Johannes de Silentio himself: a person standing on the frontier, 

examining himself with humility because he cannot enter into a deeper relation with truth, unable 

to confess that he has faith, yet struggling toward the wholeness of a life that lives out paradox. 

Through this text, Kierkegaard offers a model of a human being who strives, at a thoroughly 

ordinary level, to live out paradox. Through his life and thought, Kierkegaard shows us how a life 

that lives necessity, a life that lives paradox, is actually realized. Johannes’s very struggle to live 

out paradox becomes a powerful real model of a life that cannot be explained by logic and reason 

and yet can indeed be lived. 

I and Johannes reveal, in different modes, something they share. Through their confessions 

about “life,” “truth,” and “the real,” both show the possibility of living out paradox in the ordinary. 

This is the last stage of living out paradox: the extraordinariness of the ordinary. Having passed 

through all the dynamic movements, this stage is the continued unfolding of a life that lives out 

paradox itself. Paradox no longer appears as a special event, as a miraculous accident. Rather, one 

comes to live a life that is not at all ordinary in the midst of extremely ordinary daily life. 

In terms of form of life, this is a life that always stands on the frontier, responding to the sense 

of necessity and thus entering into deeper relation with truth. In terms of existential stance, it is a 

life in which one lives freely by attending to and responding to the sense of necessity. To focus 
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one’s attention on the sense of necessity may seem, at first glance, to be to submit to it; yet, for the 

one who lives it, the sense of necessity becomes the very source of an experience of boundless 

freedom. Necessity is not a shackle but a guide that allows one to climb the mountain freely without 

knowing the path to the summit and to walk along a narrow peak as if it were a wide plain; it is a 

companion that enables one to explore a world of uncertainty in freedom. We can glimpse this life 

in the conversation between I and Ritéma: 

Ritéma: Like a wanderer. Today here, tomorrow there, keeping the journey going 
without giving up. Then your steps are guided by that rightness? 
I: Wow, I really like that phrasing! Yes. I move without a fixed destination, but there’s 
a marker that turns the ground I walk into a path—wherever it leads. That’s enough. 
It’s deeply satisfying. Freedom lives there. I don’t know my next step or where it will 
take me, but the feels-right sense telling me the path I’m on is my path—that’s certain. 
The moment at the café shook my life to its core, and since then, my life has settled on 
that deep, solid ground. (p. 64) 

 
The sense of necessity makes possible an opening of oneself to infinite possibilities. A life that 

lives out paradox is thus a life that willingly accepts the uncertainty of everything except this sense 

of necessity, and endlessly explores this uncertain world. 

In this sense, this is a life that lives out questions. To reach essence by the sense of necessity 

is to reach a question; and that question is the fundamental question that arises when one stands 

before a truth that one can never fully grasp. This question toward truth does not spring from mere 

curiosity; it is an ontological question borne of an ardent desire to know more deeply. And such 

questions do not disappear together with the manifestation of truth that comes upon us so 

powerfully that it cannot be put into words. On the contrary, they return to us again and again, 

asking endlessly who we are, toward what we are living, and how we might exist more truthfully. 

The sense of necessity is the original driving force that keeps these questions alive. 

 



107 
 

3.3.5 A Call for Education 

 

It is precisely here that the role of education comes into view. If paradox is not to be 

resolved but to be lived out, then the question for education is not first “What should we teach?” 

or “How should we teach?” but rather: How can a human life remain with a truth that cannot be 

mastered? The central danger named throughout this dissertation is not a lack of knowledge but a 

form of selfhood trained into sovereignty, being a master of oneself, which ironically pulls one 

away from being true to oneself. Against this dominant understanding of selfhood, The Moment 

names an event in which one’s self-sovereignty is suspended before the presence of truth; and 

faith, as the existential power to live out paradox, names the way a life can remain faithful to 

what has been disclosed without turning it into a possession. 

Education cannot produce The Moment. Nor can it guarantee faith. Indeed, any 

educational attempt to manufacture either—by technique, moral pressure, or curricular design—

would reinstall the very sovereignty that this dissertation criticizes. Education is not the 

production of truth but the cultivation of a stance before truth—a stance that becomes 

indispensable if faith is given and if life is to endure in the paradox it must live. 

I name this stance in three interwoven terms: honesty, courage, and humility. Honesty is 

the refusal of self-deception: the willingness to let one’s evasions, masks, and rationalizations be 

exposed when truth unsettles them. Courage is the capacity to remain present to trembling—

without fleeing into denial, cynicism, or the demand for premature closure. Humility is the 

relinquishment of one’s claim to be the primary author of meaning: the readiness to acknowledge 

that one’s existence is always already answerable to a truth beyond oneself—distinguishing the 

essential from the inessential. Humility, in this sense, is not moral self-abasement but 
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ontological yielding: consent to a necessity that cannot be grounded in the self’s calculations, 

and yet must be met—whether through devotion, refusal, or the patience of not-knowing—

without reinstalling sovereign control. These are not mere moral virtues in the thin sense of 

behavioral traits that can be added or installed from the outside. They name an ontological 

orientation: a way of being before oneself, others, and the world when the ground of meaning is 

not secured. 

Such a stance cannot be cultivated in private monologue alone, for the sovereign self is 

perennially prone to the comforts of self-deception. A shared field is required not because 

relation guarantees truth, but because the presence of others—together with the subject matter 

that addresses us—introduces an irreducible resistance to one's monological narrative. In such 

encounters, evasions can be checked, questions can be returned to, and the capacity to endure 

vulnerability can be tested without coercion. If life after The Moment is to continue unfolding 

rather than collapsing into self- defensiveness, there must be a space where one can repeatedly 

return to the question, be addressed by it, and learn to stand with it. 

In the following chapter, I therefore turn to education as the place where such a stance 

can be practiced. The educational task is not to transmit truth as information but to provide, 

preserve, and sustain a space in which truth may become real in a human life— where honesty, 

courage, and humility can be sustained and inhabited. The point is not to guarantee a successful 

response to The Moment, but to weaken the self- defensiveness that would otherwise compel one 

to turn away. Education, in this sense, is a primarily negative work: clearing the ground by 

resisting premature closure, protecting the integrity of questioning, and holding open a relational 

space in which one may remain available to truth—should it arrive. 



109 
 

Education is the relational practice of abiding—tending the conditions under which a 

human being learns to remain with the irreducible uncertainty of existence without converting it 

into distortion or control. It is not the acquisition of a new skill, but a continual exposure to the 

risk of being not oneself, through which one might, paradoxically, become more truly oneself.
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Chapter Four: Education as a Safe Space 

 

In the closing remark of the previous chapter, I argued that the task of education is not to 

transmit truth but to sustain a space in which truth may become real in a human life. Yet such a 

space is never neutral. It presupposes a stance toward life: whether one lives as a sovereign self, 

guarding meaning through control, or as a self capable of being addressed—unsettled, judged, 

and reoriented—by what exceeds one’s authorship. Education cannot produce The Moment, nor 

can it bestow faith. But education can still matter decisively by cultivating the ontological stance 

without which faith—if given—cannot be lived in the ordinary: honesty, courage, and humility. 

This chapter asks what educational forms can cultivate and sustain such a stance. 

As noted in the introduction, the contemporary culture of accumulation names the 

opposite orientation. It is not merely an economic or institutional pattern but a form of selfhood: 

a sovereign self that seeks to become oneself by filling oneself up. When schooling is organized 

according to this culture, it silently trains sovereignty as a pedagogical ideal: learning becomes 

acquisition, achievement becomes identity, and measurable performance becomes the proxy for 

worth. Under such conditions, questions that expose vulnerability—questions of meaning, 

direction, and the irreducible uncertainty of existence—are not refuted so much as crowded out. 

The space in which truth could be faced is not argued against; it is gradually foreclosed. 

Drawing on the Latin etymology of the English verb to educate, René Arcilla (2020) 

distinguishes between learning (ēducāre, to bring up), which centers on “the acquisition and 

stockpiling of knowledge,” and education (ēdūcere, to lead out), which he associates with “the 
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experience of finding one’s sense of direction.”88 He argues that, especially in the context of 

schooling, the extreme imbalance between these two senses—and the overwhelming dominance 

of the former—is not merely the absence of the latter but a threat to our very lives.89 For Arcilla, 

the threat is existential: it is the risk of a life that, in its drive to possess, loses the capacity to be 

led out beyond itself—toward a meaningful direction that cannot be secured by accumulation. 

This existential contraction becomes especially visible when education is rendered 

transactional. Transaction is not simply an administrative problem; it is a form of relation that 

expresses the sovereign self’s impulse to render the other controllable—convertible into 

outcomes, advantages, and quantifiable returns. Teachers become providers, students become 

consumers, and learning becomes a currency. In such a frame, persons risk being reduced to 

capacities; and schooling risks becoming a site of reification—propelled by the sovereign self’s 

drive to secure meaning through control and measurability—where what matters most—

formation, orientation, the meaning of a life—becomes structurally difficult to name, let alone to 

sustain. This is why transactional logic of schooling is not merely a sociological description but a 

relational ontology: once the other is reified as a bearer of outcomes, the teacher–student relation 

is structurally displaced from formation into exchange—precisely the displacement that Kwak 

later diagnoses as the condition under which pedagogical authority loses its force. 

Duck-Joo Kwak (2020) argues that the relationship between knowledge education and 

character education—in Arcilla’s terms, learning and education90—is closely tied to the quality 

of the teacher–student relationship, and profoundly affects students’ consciousness and modes of 

 
88 René V. Arcilla, Wim Wenders’s Road Movie Philosophy: Education Without Learning (New York: Bloomsbury 
Academic, 2020), 3-4. 
89 Ibid., 131. 
90 Although the two thinkers’ distinctions do not perfectly coincide, one may loosely connect them insofar as each 
refers, respectively, to education aimed at acquiring knowledge and education aimed at becoming oneself. 



112 
 

being.91 She further observes that when the teacher–student relationship is perceived as a power 

relation or a transactional relation mediated by knowledge, the teacher’s authority loses its 

force.92 The imbalance between learning and education thus appears not as a mere curricular 

defect but as the symptom of a deeper relational breakdown: education exists as a human 

relation, a culture, and a way of life. 

More specifically, then: What has been lost as educational relationships have been 

reorganized into transactional ones? I argue that what has been lost is precisely the space in 

which human beings can exist truthfully as who they are—a space in which one can face, rather 

than evade, fundamental uncertainty and vulnerability. As explored earlier, the revelation of truth 

shakes the structures by which one formerly understood oneself. At the height of this shaking lies 

a moment such as The Moment, in which one experiences the loss of self-sovereignty; and the 

movement of living toward such moments—and living after them—bears anxiety, trembling, and 

the labor of not fleeing into distortion. Without a space in which such trembling can be borne 

without coercion, the self often retreats—quietly—into self- defensiveness. 

Education reduced to learning, whether intentionally or not, participates in this retreat. In 

the flood of information—knowledge one must acquire to remain competitive—there is little 

room to hold questions whose answers cannot be measured. Anxiety is suppressed before it can 

be articulated; reflection is displaced by achievement. In such places, both students and teachers 

lose the space in which they can exist honestly. The problem, then, is not simply that schooling 

lacks education; it is that schooling can become structurally inhospitable to the very stance by 

which truth could be welcomed. 

 
91 Kwak, Duck-Joo. 교육적 관계와 가르침의 존재론 (Pedagogical Relation and the Ontology of Teaching) 

(Seoul: Kyoyook-Kwahak-Sa, 2020), 24-27. 
92 Ibid., 21. 
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If education is to resist this degeneration, it must not be merely learning but the provision 

of a space in which one can endure questions, withstand trembling, and practice the stance by 

which faith—if given—can be lived: honesty, courage, humility. I call such education a safe 

space. Safety here does not mean comfort, nor the elimination of conflict or anxiety. It means the 

relational stability in which discomfort and anxiety can be borne without distortion: a space safe 

to be truthful—to oneself, to others, and to the world—before truth, where self-defensiveness can 

be laid down without humiliation or coercion. 

What might such a space look like, and how might it be possible in education today? I 

answer these questions in three steps. First, following Chris Higgins, I clarify that education as a 

safe space takes the form of a space of questioning. Second, turning to René Arcilla’s 

understanding of education as leading out, I argue that such a space is opened and sustained by 

educational relationships—more precisely, by educational dialogue. Higgins can name the form 

of questioning, but without Arcilla’s relational grammar that form remains fragile: under 

transactional pressure, questions are compelled toward closure, and the openness required for 

education is quickly absorbed back into performance. Finally, I offer a concrete classroom scene 

as one possible manifestation of education as a safe space, in order to show how this education 

may take pedagogical form within—though not limited to—contemporary schooling. 

 

4.1 Education as a Safe Space as a Space of Questions 

 

An achievement-oriented model of education inevitably requires a metric of 

accumulation—an objective measure of individual ability broadly accepted by society. Once 

such a standard is established, many individuals enter into competition to prove their excellence. 
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In schools, this standard takes the form of grades. In a society reliant on artificial 

standardization—where meritocracy gains immense power by promoting the belief that human 

growth can be measured numerically—students come to believe that higher scores are the only 

guarantee of value. Teachers, in turn, accept that helping students reach these goals is their 

professional mission. 

Both teachers and students occasionally wonder whether this is truly the right way to live. 

Such questions arise from time to time. Yet when certain achievements function as minimum 

qualifications for being recognized as “useful members” of society, these fleeting doubts fail to 

take root. They are swept away by the quiet pressures to focus on achievement and by school 

cultures that constantly measure and announce who stands closer to the goal. Though both 

teachers and students may feel uneasy suppressing these questions, in a society where everyone 

runs toward the same target, few are given the leisure to pause and reflect. 

Thus, in the name of education, the fundamental human conditions of uncertainty—

inviting us to ask who we are, what kind of life we wish to pursue, and whether our current lives 

align with that vision—and the existential vulnerability that accompanies this uncertainty are 

denied. 

Yet these questions never truly disappear. They return, sending disruptive ripples through 

daily life: “What are you doing here?” “Who are you?” “Is this the life you want?” “Are you 

okay?” “Really…?” 

The more seriously we listen, the more unsettled we become, and the more firmly the 

walls of reality seem to rise against us. These existential questions, sometimes faint and 

sometimes fierce, expose the paradoxes of our lives. Even when not as intense as The Moment, 

the sense of necessity calls forth questions that we may fear to pursue. 
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When the presence of truth becomes palpable, we react: resisting it, being engulfed by it, 

or turning away. A few hold on to the question and resist the wall; a few others sink into despair 

under the tension between the persistent question and the powerful wall; many more suppress or 

avoid the question. They belittle it, or chase the wall with renewed fervor, or retreat into 

detachment. Ultimately, they seek to escape the suffering such questions bring. 

In The Good Life of Teaching (2011), Chris Higgins warns that our anxiety about 

uncertainty can distort reality by reinforcing meaningless and monotonous education: 

Afraid to admit that there are no final answers to important questions, we pile up 
meaningless facts and reduce the disciplinary conversation to the dull monotone of 
the textbook… our fear of uncertainty in practice leads us to reduce age-old 
educational questions to pedagogical methods.93 
 

Teachers afraid to admit that life’s most pressing questions lack final answers may abandon the 

search for meaning, brushing aside such questions and replacing them with clear yet meaningless 

facts. In their fear of uncertainty, they avoid unsettling questions—deliberately concealing what 

is uncomfortable, thereby distorting reality. This is not a criticism of teachers. In fact, such 

reluctance is hardly surprising, given what teachers are expected to accomplish and what is 

regarded as professionalism within our educational system. Schools are not safe for teachers, 

either. They are often not allowed to be vulnerable. 

Yet uncertainty is a fundamental condition of human existence. Concealing it does not 

alleviate anxiety; suppressing it only deepens suffering. A fundamental shift is therefore 

required: rather than avoiding uncertainty, we must confront it, learning to live as beings who 

embrace uncertainty as integral to existence. 

 
93 Chris Higgins, The Good Life of Teaching: An Ethics of Professional Practice (Oxford: Wiley-Blackwell, 2011), 
253. 
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Drawing from Gadamer’s understanding of a true question and the openness it requires, 

Higgins envisions education as a space of questions where we learn to appreciate the uncertainty 

of reality. A true question, Gadamer writes, arises from a genuine desire to understand, igniting 

debate over whether the answer is this or that. This openness is not the openness of a question 

that floats aimlessly among infinite possibilities; rather, it gives shape and boundary to what is 

asked, thereby opening the phenomenon itself.94 

Higgins argues that one must “tolerate uncertainty, cherish complexity, and hold rival 

views together until their tension sparks a question with the power of expanding horizons.”95 

Here, uncertainty is not momentary but persistent—something to be endured. Superficial 

openness gestures toward uncertainty while ultimately dismissing it; genuine openness treats 

uncertainty as a companion that animates the question and gives it weight. 

Thus, education as a space of questions is a space where those who truly wish to 

understand human beings and the worlds they inhabit engage in endless, earnest, and honest 

exploration. A true question—like The Moment—halts us and demands that we withstand 

paradox. 

I resonate deeply with this understanding of education as a space formed by the 

relationship among teachers, students, and subject matters, rooted in a genuine pursuit of 

understanding ourselves and the world. I see this as a space in which we can exist as we are—

with possibilities to become truer to ourselves. Crucially, this exploration occurs collectively: 

each participant must remain unarmed, vulnerable, and open to uncertainty—not alone, but 

together. In this sense, such a space offers both the greatest freedom and the greatest safety. 

Thus, I argue for education as a safe space. 

 
94 Ibid., 136-137. 
95 Ibid., 278. 
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Before proceeding, let me clarify again that I do not engage with the broader political 

debates surrounding safe space. Instead, I (1) present a poem that captures a challenge in the 

concept, (2) propose an alternative understanding of safety in education, and (3) articulate why 

such a space is necessary. 

 

Safe Space 

by Carol Smith 

In this English 10 classroom, racism is not welcomed. 

So, it sneaks in and hides. 

It enters beneath rock band t-shirts and tattered Levi's 

or stashed in Jansport backpacks. 

It crouches under desks like a concealed cell phone 

ready for activation. 

  

Some days, it leans against the pale blue cinderblock wall 

with the quiet back-row listeners. 

Other times, it sits up straight, eyes on the whiteboard, 

with the eager front-row hand-raisers. 

Sometimes, it peeks at the self-isolated Black kids staring 

out the window at nothing. 

 

Under the glare of linear fluorescent tubes,  

it can be hard to detect.  

Especially if it flattens itself to lie between lines  

of five-paragraph essays in three-ring binders,  

or when it slithers up onto a bookshelf and wedges   

between Achebe and Coates.  

 

Often, it lies in wait within my teacher-mouth,  



118 
 

ready to burst forth as an   

Anglicized stutter of an unrecognized name.  

When that happens, it echoes  

off the linoleum floor and ricochets off laminated posters  

of Angelou and Morrison.96 

 

Can we truly call this classroom a safe space? How should we respond to unsafety that 

hides under the name of safety? Just as we cannot escape the unanswered questions at the center 

of our lives, realities do not vanish simply because we declare them absent. The more we mask 

them, the deeper and more covertly they operate, creating unsafe spaces disguised as safety. In 

such contexts, the ideal of a bias-free, judgment-free space becomes nearly illusory. What, then, 

can we do? The only meaningful response is not to impose an idealized image but to allow 

reality to reveal itself as it is. 

Gadamer writes: 

It is not so much our judgments as our prejudices that constitute our being.… 
Prejudices are not necessarily unjustified and erroneous.… They are simply 
conditions whereby we experience something—whereby what we encounter says 
something to us.97 
 

For Gadamer, prejudice is both the limitation and the condition of our self-understanding and our 

understanding of the world. Only when a prejudice is revealed can it be recognized as prejudice. 

Before it is revealed, it is one’s world; once revealed, it loses its absolute hold and returns as a 

fragment of the world. 

 
96 Carol Smith, “Safe Space,” The Radical Teacher 28 (Spring 2024): 75-76. 
97 Hans-Georg Gadamer, “The Universality of the Hermeneutic Problem,” in Philosophical Hermeneutics, ed. and 
trans. David E. Linge (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1976), quoted in Higgins, The Good Life of 
Teaching, 138. 
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My earlier assertion—that the only way to respond to reality is to let it surface as it is—is 

rooted in faith in the power of truth. When truth is unveiled, it exerts only the influence it 

inherently holds. We are freed from the false constraints that obscure it. And just as the essence 

revealed through necessity renders the inessentials invisible, prejudices lose their force once 

recognized as prejudices. Our fundamental uncertainty becomes a force of growth, generating 

formative questions. 

By exposing our own existential limitations—risking our prejudices—we deepen our 

understanding of ourselves and the world, growing into truer, fuller, and better versions of 

ourselves. A pressing problem in contemporary education is the absence of such a space: a space 

where one can reveal one’s anxiety and vulnerability; where one need not hide behind facades; 

where one can stand honestly before truth, even when honesty frightens. Education must become 

such a space—a place where the layers covering our fragile ground we stand on can be shed, 

where we can disarm and open ourselves. 

By a safe space, I mean the educational condition in which human beings can safely 

reveal and endure their fundamental uncertainty and vulnerability, lay down self-defensiveness, 

and stand openly before truth, so that a truer form of life may begin to take shape. This is not a 

space that shields individuals from danger, nor one that secures comfort by removing conflict or 

discomfort. Rather, it is a space in which our fundamental conditions and the possibility of self-

deception in the face of them can appear without concealment. It is not a space composed of 

people without prejudice, but one in which individuals acknowledge their prejudices and limited 

perspectives, making a shared opening before truth possible. Because what is sought here is 

truth—not distortion or avoidance—the space is more unstable and trembling than anywhere 

else, yet nowhere else offers such freedom or such depth of stillness. 
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Safety here does not mean unshaken or unhurt. Quite the contrary: it is the space in which 

the frightened self can recognize the hastily worn mask of self-deception and set it down; a space 

of honesty, courage, and humility; a space in which one accepts the limits of the self with 

sincerity. Thus, a safe space is not a psychologically comfortable space but a space in which self- 

defensiveness can be laid down so that truth may appear—a space in which one becomes oneself 

by risking being not oneself. 

In summary, education as a safe space can be understood, with Higgins, as a space of 

questions in which uncertainty is not neutralized but sustained as pedagogically formative. A true 

question interrupts the self’s ordinary drive to close reality into what it can manage. It asks us to 

endure tension, to remain with what we do not yet know, and to stand without the protections of 

premature certainty. In this way, the space of questioning is not merely intellectual openness; it 

is an existential site of exposure where honesty, courage, and humility become possible as ways 

of being. 

But such a space does not hold itself in place. In concrete educational life, a genuine 

question is fragile. Under the pressures of assessment, performance, and competition, questions 

are easily displaced by answer-production; and under the pressure of discomfort, the self’s reflex 

is often to protect itself—by forcing closure, retreating into technicalities, or converting 

vulnerability into moral display. If a safe space is to be more than an ideal, we must account for 

the conditions under which questioning can be opened, carried, and sustained without coercion. 

This is why I now turn to Arcilla: to argue that education becomes such a space only insofar as it 

is opened and sustained by educational relationships—more precisely, by educational dialogue. 
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4.2 Safe Space Opened and Sustained in Educational Dialogue 

 

If, as argued in the previous section, education as a safe space takes the form of a space of 

questions—one in which uncertainty is not neutralized but sustained as formative—then a practical 

problem immediately arises. Such a space does not hold itself in place. In concrete educational life, 

a genuine question is fragile. It is easily displaced by the pressure for answers, by the demand for 

measurable outcomes, or by the self’s reflex to defend itself against discomfort. What 4.1 named 

as the form of safe space therefore calls for an account of its conditions of endurance: How is the 

question opened, carried, and kept open long enough for it to do its formative work? 

This section argues that a safe space is opened and sustained in educational dialogue—not 

as a technique for extracting correct answers, but as a relational practice that protects the integrity 

of questioning. Education cannot produce The Moment, nor can it bestow faith; any attempt to do 

so would only reinstall the very sovereignty this dissertation criticizes. Yet education is not 

powerless. Its task is to cultivate a way of life capable of welcoming truth when it arrives: a stance 

of honesty, courage, and humility that can bear trembling without collapsing into self-

defensiveness. In this sense, education does not transmit truth as information, but cultivates a 

capacity for relation to truth. To clarify how such a relational capacity can be opened and sustained, 

I turn to René Arcilla’s account of education as ēdūcere—education as leading out—in his reading 

of Wim Wenders’s films. 

In Wim Wenders’s Road Movie Philosophy: Education Without Learning, Arcilla offers a 

distinctive and compelling account of what he calls education as destiny by reading Wenders’s 

road movies and other education films through his own philosophy of education. Among the many 
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insightful ideas and provocative questions Arcilla develops, the aspect I bring into focus here is 

his illumination of educational relationship.98 

After his careful analysis of Wenders’s road movies and other cinematic portrayals of 

education, Arcilla describes Wendersian education in the following terms: 

Wenders portrays education as a story in which the protagonist realizes that his or her 
past life has been led by something or someone to a conversational family and an 
appearing home that calls for his or her devotion for the foreseeable future. At the 
heart of education is a transformation of the person brought on by the revelation and 
affirmation that one's life has the form of a mortal, meaningful destiny.99 
 

A great deal is condensed in this short passage. What I want to draw out first is the fundamentally 

relational structure of education. Arcilla’s central distinction—between learning (ēducāre) as 

acquisition and education (ēdūcere) as leading out—makes explicit what the culture of 

accumulation tends to conceal: that education, in its most human sense, is not the stockpiling of 

capacities but the reorientation of a life as a whole. The phenomenon of leading out is inherently 

relational because it exists only within a nexus of relations: between the one who is led, what leads, 

what one is led out from, and what one is led toward. For this reason Arcilla frames education 

through four questions: Who is being led out? From where is one being led? To where is one being 

led? Who or what is leading one out? These are not supplementary pedagogical curiosities; they 

 
98 This selective focus inevitably brackets Arcilla’s sustained attention to film as a medium and the 
distinctive educational possibilities it affords. I adopt this limitation in order to keep the present section 
aligned with the dissertation’s central questions. For the related discussions on the unique educational 
properties of the film medium in Arcilla's work, see Peter Roberts, “Review of Wim Wenders’s Road Movie 
Philosophy: Education Without Learning, by R. V. Arcilla,” Studies in Philosophy and Education 41 (2022); 
Rachel Wahl, “Ways of Seeing: Materiality and Grace in Wim Wenders’s Road Movie Philosophy by René 
Arcilla,” Journal of Philosophy of Education 55 (2021b); and Alexis Gibbs, “Somewhere without Language: 
Reflections on a Road Movie Education,” Journal of Philosophy of Education 55 (2021). 

99 René V. Arcilla, Wim Wenders’s Road Movie Philosophy: Education Without Learning (New York: Bloomsbury 
Academic, 2020), 132. 
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function as a formal grammar of education as ēdūcere. They name what must be in play for the 

experience of being led out to be recognizable as education at all. 

This relational grammar clarifies why safe space cannot be an environment in the thin sense 

of a physical or institutional container. A safe space is not primarily a place one enters; it is a field 

that is opened and sustained by relation. In a culture where schooling increasingly becomes 

transactional, relation tends to flatten into exchange: knowledge is delivered, received, measured, 

and converted into advantage. But leading out cannot be reduced to exchange, because its point is 

not transfer but transformation. Arcilla is explicit: at the heart of education is “a transformation of 

the person” brought on by the revelation and affirmation that one’s life has the form of “a mortal, 

meaningful destiny.” In other words, education is not a process by which one becomes more 

competent within the same orientation; it is a process by which one’s orientation—what counts as 

central and peripheral, essential and inessential—can be reorganized. 

This is where Arcilla’s language of destiny matters for the argument of this dissertation. 

Destiny, as Arcilla reads it in Wenders, is not deterministic fate that cancels agency. It is a 

disclosure of direction that is received rather than manufactured: a call that exceeds the self’s 

sovereign authorship and yet does not coerce, because it still leaves room for response, devotion, 

and refusal. Destiny, in this sense, names a form of orientation that one can recognize and answer 

only by entering into relation with what calls. That is why Arcilla can describe education not 

simply as finding a direction, but as being led “to a conversational family and an appearing home.” 

The home is not a conclusion of inference; it is the felt recognition of belonging—an orientation 

that reorganizes life, and that calls for devotion “for the foreseeable future.” 

Read alongside the earlier chapters, this Wendersian structure resonates with the existential 

reorientation that follows The Moment. Lukács’s sense of necessity names the felt presence of 
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essence that distinguishes the essential from the inessential and thereby reorders life. Weil’s 

attention names the posture by which one consents to what exceeds self-sovereignty. 

Kierkegaard’s faith names the existential power by which a paradox that cannot be resolved by 

thought becomes livable in ordinary life. Arcilla’s destiny, while articulated in a different register, 

names an overlapping structure: the disclosure of a direction that is not self-authorized through 

control, but received as a claim upon one’s life and sustained through a continuity of response that 

does not collapse into certainty. In the language of the Dialogues, we might say that destiny 

corresponds to the emergence of the feels-right sense—not a private preference, but a sensitivity 

to a direction that resists full justificatory closure and yet reorganizes what counts as central and 

peripheral in a life. 

At this point the educational question becomes more precise. If a safe space is a space of 

questions (4.1), and if being led out depends on a felt disclosure of direction that exceeds self-

sovereignty (Arcilla), then what must education do—or, more carefully, what must education 

sustain—so that this disclosure can be received rather than defended against? The answer, I suggest, 

lies in Arcilla’s emphasis on conversation. Wendersian education is “a story” in which the 

protagonist realizes that his or her past life has been led “to a conversational family.” Conversation 

is not an instrument for delivering information; it is the medium in which a life can become 

intelligible as a whole and become inhabitable as destiny100. A life is not a position frozen at a 

coordinate; it is movement—time-bound, historically sedimented, and irreducibly temporal. To be 

led out is to be led as a life, not as a bundle of competencies. Hence education concerns the way a 

life is gathered across past, present, and future—how one learns to speak one’s life truthfully as a 

whole, not by mastering existence, but by acknowledging what calls one beyond calculation. 

 
100 Ibid., 36. 
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This is why educational dialogue is not optional for a safe space. A genuine question does 

not remain open by willpower alone. Under the pressure of evaluation, competition, and 

performance, the self’s most natural reaction is to defend itself—either by forcing premature 

closure (“the answer is obvious”), by seeking refuge in technicalities (“this is merely a method 

problem”), or by displacing the question into moral display (“I already know the right stance”). 

These are different ways in which self-sovereignty reasserts itself. Educational dialogue, by 

contrast, can sustain a question without coercion precisely because it can provide relational holding: 

a way of being-with in which uncertainty and vulnerability can be borne long enough for self-

defensiveness to soften. 

What is at stake here is not comfort but endurance. A safe space is not a comfort-securing 

environment; it is a relational field in which honest trembling is possible. In such a field, the 

educational task is not to make students arrive at the correct answer to existential questions, but to 

help them remain present to the question without fleeing into distortion. This is exactly where the 

dissertation’s vocabulary of faith becomes pedagogically relevant. Faith, as developed in Chapter 

Three, is not a doctrinal assent that education could teach. Like The Moment, faith cannot be 

produced by human effort. Yet education can cultivate the practical stamina for a life that lives out 

paradox if faith is given: the habits of attention, honesty, courage, and humility by which one can 

bear contradiction without either denying it or resolving it by force. This cultivation is not 

moralistic character training in the thin sense of instilling virtues as behavioral traits. It is the 

relational practice of forming an ontological stance—a way of being before truth. 

Arcilla’s “conversational family,” then, can be read as the educational name for this 

practice. In a conversational family, one is neither left alone with the question nor compelled into 

an answer. One is held in relation: questioned, listened to, answered, and re-answered. Here 
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education becomes the sustained practice of receptivity—not as a replacement for faith, but as the 

pedagogical cultivation of the stance through which faith, if given, can be lived in the ordinary. 

The point is not that dialogue guarantees transformation; it is that dialogue can make it possible to 

remain with what threatens sovereignty—possible to stay in the presence of the question long 

enough for a direction to be disclosed, and for devotion to become thinkable. 

This also clarifies why, for Arcilla, education appears as destiny rather than as a sequence 

of achievements. The culture of accumulation trains the self to secure meaning by control: by 

having more, knowing more, proving more. But destiny, as Arcilla describes it, calls for devotion 

without guaranteeing outcomes. It asks for continuity of response “for the foreseeable future,” not 

because one possesses certainty, but because one has recognized a direction as real. This is 

precisely the existential structure that the Dialogues describe as life after The Moment: a life that 

cannot be grounded in total clarity, and yet is reorganized around a felt necessity—a truth that 

demands to be lived. Educational dialogue, when it functions as safe space, becomes a site of 

abiding for this structure: a way of living with questions such that one’s sensitivity to direction—

the feels-right sense—can be awakened and refined. 

One further clarification is needed. Nothing in this account confines education to 

institutional schooling. Education as destiny concerns life as a whole, and the relations that lead 

us out can arise wherever human beings speak and respond, call and answer, devote and be devoted. 

Yet if contemporary schooling is one of the most powerful institutional mechanisms by which the 

culture of accumulation is reinforced, then it is also a crucial site for asking whether another stance 

toward life can be made possible. The point, then, is not to reduce education to school, but to take 

schooling seriously as a dominant field in which a life’s orientation is repeatedly trained—toward 

accumulation or toward receptivity. 
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For this reason, the next section offers a classroom vignette—not as proof, and not as a 

model to be replicated, but as a phenomenological crystallization of what it can look like when a 

question is carried in relation. The vignette does not claim to produce The Moment, nor does it 

attempt to elicit faith. Any pedagogy that tries to secure such outcomes would only reinstall the 

very sovereignty this dissertation criticizes. 

What the vignette aims to show is something both more modest and more fundamental: 

how educational dialogue can open and sustain a safe space in which a student’s defensiveness can 

soften without coercion, and in which uncertainty and vulnerability can be borne long enough for 

a different stance toward life to become possible. In that space, the educational work is not answer-

production but stance-formation: the patient cultivation of honesty, courage, and humility as 

capacities for living with questions that do not yield to mastery. If faith is the existential power by 

which paradox becomes livable, then education can be understood as a site of abiding for the 

conditions under which such a life could be sustained—without claiming the authority to 

manufacture the life itself. 

The scene that follows therefore asks the reader to attend, not primarily to what conclusion 

is reached, but to what kind of relational field is formed: how the teacher receives a difficult 

question without humiliation, how the class is gathered into a shared seriousness without moral 

display, and how silence is allowed to do its work when a life’s ground begins to shift. 

 

4.3 Vignette: The Classroom as a Safe Space 

 

An eighth-grade social studies class. About twenty students are in their second week of a 

unit on fairness and justice. In the previous class, they studied the theoretical meaning of the 
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Principle of Equal Opportunity. Today, each student has brought an example of a policy or rule 

they researched in advance. They are classifying each example as either Formal Equality of 

Opportunity or Substantive (Fair) Equality of Opportunity, and then engaging in small-group 

discussion about the meaning of the policy, why it might be necessary, and where its vulnerabilities 

lie. 

 

Their teacher, Mr. Jin, walks between the tables where students sit in clusters, talking with 

energy. He stops from time to time, leans in slightly to listen, and responds with small gestures—

an attentive nod, a brief smile, a subtle shift in expression. He moves and pauses at a steady, 

unobtrusive pace. Then, at one moment, he comes to a halt at a somewhat unusual spot. His gaze 

lingers on one group of students, and it seems to deepen. 

*   *   * 

After about thirty minutes of group discussion, the class shifts into whole-group sharing. 

Each group takes a turn: they select one policy or rule that they think generated the most 

meaningful conversation, and they share with the class the question that proved most difficult to 

answer within their group. As the students exchange controversial questions and divergent 

thoughts, and Mr. Jin continues the conversation with them, his eyes repeatedly settle—briefly—

on one place, then pass on. 

With about ten minutes left in class, when the room falls into a short lull, Mr. Jin turns 

toward the place he has been watching. With a pleased expression and a gentle, caring voice, he 

says: 

Mr. Jin: Yes, Sophie. Do you want to share something? 
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[At his question, students’ heads turn. There, with a faintly troubled look, a girl has raised 

her hand halfway. Sophie begins to speak.] 

Sophie: (carefully, with a slightly worried expression; she hesitates for a moment) Um… 

Mr. Jin. I’m not sure if it’s okay to ask this… but I have a question I can’t stop thinking about. 

[Mr. Jin looks at Sophie with warmth and seriousness, and gives a small nod. As if to say 

he can wait—she can take her time—he holds his gaze on her, calm and open. The students, too, 

wait quietly.] 

Sophie: (still cautious, but now with a steadier voice, as if she has made up her mind) When 

we learned about equal opportunity last time, I really thought a principle like that is necessary for 

our society. But today, when my group brought up affirmative action in college admissions… 

honestly, I felt uncomfortable. I understand the purpose. But we really work hard. We really 

prepare. And if someone who doesn’t really make that kind of effort gets into a good university 

that I might not be able to get into even after working so hard… it feels unfair. I don’t really 

understand how, in that case, fairness and justice can have enough justification. 

[As Mr. Jin listens to Sophie’s words—words saturated with a complicated sincerity where 

apology, discomfort, resentment, and guilt are tangled together—he continues to look at her with 

a warm, caring gaze. Slowly, he turns his eyes to scan the faces of the other students. Some look 

at Sophie; others meet Mr. Jin’s eyes. In their expressions and glances, Mr. Jin reads a mixture: 

active sympathy, a certain relief, and also indifference.] 

[He looks back at Sophie.] 

Mr. Jin: Sophie, you’ve been thinking hard about this. Thank you for putting that into 

words. Questions like this can feel risky to say out loud, and you’re not the only one here who may 
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be holding something similar. Let’s treat your question carefully—without rushing it into a quick 

answer. 

[A few heads bob up and down. Some students even smile at Sophie. Watching this for a 

moment, Mr. Jin turns to the whole class.] 

Mr. Jin: Sophie has given us a really important—and really difficult—question. Should 

we think about it together? 

[The students respond with small, affirmative gestures. Mr. Jin continues.] 

Mr. Jin: As we said last time, questions of fairness and justice are difficult because they 

don’t yield to a single answer that settles everything once and for all. So instead of trying to close 

it too quickly, let’s stay with it a little longer. I want to offer a story—not as an answer, but as a 

way to widen the question.  

[Sophie—and the other students—look at Mr. Jin with curious eyes.] 

Mr. Jin: I’m going to begin a story now. Listen closely, and I hope you’ll think through 

this with me. But before I start—Sophie, what’s your schedule like after school today? 

Sophie: Today I’m going straight to my English academy. 

Mr. Jin: And after that? 

Sophie: Right after English, I go to math academy. 

Mr. Jin: So when do you get home? 

Sophie: After math, around eight. Then I eat dinner. 

Mr. Jin: And then you do homework and study and go to sleep? 

Sophie: Yes… after academy homework and school homework, I think I usually go to bed 

around one. 
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Mr. Jin: Whew… that’s a tight day. (He looks around at the class.) What about you all—

similar? 

[Responses come from different corners of the room: “I get home at ten.” “I’m not going 

today.” “I sleep at two.” “I just sleep.” Mr. Jin waits briefly for the voices to settle, then continues.] 

Mr. Jin: There’s an eighth-grade boy—just like you. (He glances at a student in the front 

row and smiles slightly.) Actually… he kind of looks like Lukas. This boy goes straight home after 

school every day. He doesn’t hang out with friends. He has a sick grandmother at home. Last 

winter, she slipped on ice on her way to work, and after that she couldn’t move well. Until the boy 

gets home, she can’t even get out of bed. So every day, as soon as school ends, he goes home, 

checks on her, clears away the lunch she ate—prepared in the morning before he left—and then 

makes dinner for her. 

After he makes her dinner, he goes out to work. He doesn’t have parents who can support 

the household. His grandmother raised him, but now she can’t work—so he has to earn money. 

He’s not legally old enough to have a proper job, so he helps out at a small neighborhood restaurant 

and gets paid little by little. It’s not even a real hourly wage. But if he doesn’t do it, they can’t get 

by. There is some government support, but it’s nowhere near enough for him and his grandmother 

to live with any comfort. 

Anyway—he comes home from work around nine. Then he cleans up after dinner and starts 

on the housework that has piled up. Cleaning, laundry—everything is his. When he finishes, 

around eleven, he sits down at his desk to study. Life is exhausting, but he doesn’t want to give up 

on school. And he also feels the pressure that if he gives up on studying, he might never escape 

poverty. So even though his eyes keep closing from fatigue, he forces himself to study for two or 
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three hours—at least—and finally falls asleep late into the night. And the next day, the same day 

is waiting for him again. 

If his grandmother recovers, will his life get better? But she will likely become weaker. 

And for the next five years—until he graduates high school—won’t it be more likely that he keeps 

living in a pattern not so different from this? 

[Mr. Jin notices a few students making dissatisfied faces—faces that seem to accuse him 

of being unfair, of going too far. But as he speaks, Sophie does not take her eyes off him. She 

listens without a word. The complicated emotions that had made her uncomfortable throughout 

the class seem to have receded. Her face is quiet.] 

Mr. Jin: I know. This might sound like an extreme example. That may be true. And among 

the students who are the target of affirmative action at the schools you want to attend, there may 

not be many like this. 

[Sophie is still staring at Mr. Jin, silent—her expression slightly drained.] 

Mr. Jin: But doesn’t the question we need to think about stay largely the same? Either way, 

that boy studied less than three hours today. That really is not enough study time to get into a good 

university. So here’s where I want to return to your question. When we say “effort,” what exactly 

are we counting—and what are we leaving out? And when we say “opportunity,” what conditions 

make effort possible in the first place? If we hold those questions together, how does the meaning 

of “fairness” shift—if it shifts at all? 

*   *   * 

Mr. Jin feels his own voice begin to tremble. That tremble is not the result of an obligation 

to instruct Sophie. It is an involuntary reaction of someone who has been swept into the deep space 
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her sincere struggle has opened. Slightly worried about whether the students might have noticed 

the tremor, Mr. Jin watches Sophie’s face. 

And then he senses it: a fine crack. 

The eyes that had been fixed on him waver, as if their focus has loosened. For a moment, 

it even seems as though her eyes might redden—but she does not cry. She remains silent, but it is 

clear that something is moving in her. The pen she had been clutching throughout the story now 

lies forgotten on the desk. Mr. Jin watches her for a long moment—his expression partly concerned, 

yet tender—and then glances around the room. 

The students sit with their own expressions, but the atmosphere is no longer the same: no 

longer the bustling noise of small-group discussion, and no longer the confidence that had begun 

to rise as Sophie’s question first surfaced. Instead, a subtle, indescribable weight—something both 

heavy and hallowed—had quietly settled over the room. 

When the bell rings, the students suddenly become noisy again, as if waking from a spell. 

Sophie remains in her seat. Something is going on in her, but she does not look anxious or 

uncomfortable. Mr. Jin, who has been watching her with a steady, serious gaze, walks over without 

a word and gently pats her shoulder. Sophie looks up. Their eyes meet. Mr. Jin looks at his student 

with affection. 

He adds nothing. 

He is simply with her—in that silence. 

*   *   * 

This vignette is offered as a concrete scene in which the central claim of this chapter 

becomes visible: education as a safe space is a space of questions that is sustained in dialogue, 

where uncertainty and human vulnerability can be borne and self-defensiveness can be laid down 
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without coercion. What is held open here is not an answer but a question—one that exposes a 

student’s lived investment in fairness, effort, and recognition, and one that cannot be resolved 

without touching the deeper existential ground of how a life is oriented. 

The educational work performed in the scene is therefore not the transmission of a correct 

view, nor the moral correction of a student’s attitude. Mr. Jin does not treat Sophie’s question as 

an error to be fixed; he receives it as a real question whose sincerity deserves protection. In doing 

so, he accomplishes a fragile but decisive educational act: he makes it possible for Sophie to remain 

present to what she herself finds deeply difficult to bear. That presence is precisely what the culture 

of accumulation, with its demand for performance and closure, most often makes impossible. 

The story Mr. Jin tells does not function as a weapon. It is not deployed to win an argument 

or to shame Sophie into agreement. Rather, it widens the field of what the question must include—

expanding the horizon within which “effort,” “opportunity,” and “fairness” can be thought without 

distortion. The point is not that the story supplies the right answer; it is that it interrupts reflex of 

the self to secure fairness through sovereign calculation and allows another possibility to appear: 

the possibility that the question is larger than one’s current framework can contain. In that 

interruption, something like a fissure opens—a moment in which self-certainty loosens and the 

student becomes capable of being addressed by what exceeds her prior terms. 

This is where the dissertation’s vocabulary of faith becomes educationally relevant. Faith, 

as developed in Chapter Three, is not a doctrinal assent that education can teach, and it cannot be 

produced by pedagogical technique. Like The Moment, it cannot be manufactured. But education 

can cultivate the stance without which faith—if given—cannot be lived: honesty that refuses self-

deception, courage that bears trembling without flight, and humility that relinquishes sovereign 

mastery of meaning. The “fine crack” described in the scene does not name a completed 
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transformation, still less a guaranteed one. It names a threshold: the beginning of a different 

relation to the question, and thus the beginning of a different relation to life. 

The vignette also shows that such a space requires a particular kind of teacherly restraint. 

The teacher does not force speech when silence becomes necessary; he does not demand 

confession; he does not translate vulnerability into a measurable outcome. He simply stays with 

the student. That being-with101 is not sentimental comfort. It is the relational steadiness that makes 

honest trembling possible—precisely the kind of steadiness that transactional schooling, oriented 

toward efficiency and proof, cannot easily tolerate. 

In this sense, education as a safe space is not a technique for producing outcomes but a 

relational practice of leading out (ēdūcere): opening a field in which a student can be led beyond 

defensiveness toward a more truthful orientation of life. Education cannot promise faith, but it can 

prevent the self from fleeing into the distortions of sovereignty. It can keep the question alive long 

enough for a life to become capable of welcoming truth when it arrives. And this—rather than the 

delivery of answers—marks the educational meaning of the scene: the formation of an ontological 

stance, through dialogue, by which human beings may become more truly themselves precisely by 

risking being not themselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
101 See David Hansen, Reimagining The Call To Teach: A Witness to Teachers and Teaching (New York: Teachers 
College Press, 2021), for a resonant account of teaching as Being-with. 
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Conclusion to the Thesis 

 This dissertation began from an anxiety internal to the contemporary imperative “be 

yourself”: despite unprecedented emphasis on authenticity, becoming oneself often proves 

increasingly difficult under conditions of acceleration, incessant comparison, and the culture of 

accumulation. I argued that this difficulty is structural. When becoming oneself is tacitly equated 

with filling oneself up—through ever more learning, achievement, and acquisition—the self is 

trained into a sovereign stance that seeks to secure meaning by control. The paradox at the center 

of this study is that such sovereignty, pursued as the condition of selfhood, can become precisely 

what prevents the self from being true to itself. Against this additive logic, I developed a counter-

intuitive thesis: becoming oneself, in a more truthful sense, begins not through filling but through 

loss—specifically, through the loss of self-sovereignty before a truth that is neither produced nor 

controlled. 

 

Answering the Research Questions 

 
The dissertation’s guiding questions were: “How can one become more truly oneself by 

not being oneself—by losing self-sovereignty?” and “How can education preserve and sustain 

the possibility of such a life?” These were unfolded through three sub-questions: how the self is 

reconfigured through the loss of self-sovereignty; how such a life is lived out within the 

ordinary; and what this life asks of education. 

 
(1) How does the loss of self-sovereignty reconfigure the self? 

Chapters One and Two clarified the structure of The Moment as a truth-event in which 

the self’s ordinary claim to interpretive mastery is interrupted. Drawing on Heidegger’s account 
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of truth (aletheia) and the relation between ontological and existential truth, I argued that The 

Moment occurs where the everyday constitution of meaning is loosened: not as an inference or 

an achievement but as an exposure to what is. This exposure suspends the sovereign posture by 

which the self normally secures itself through interpretation, judgment, and management. 

Lukács enabled a second clarification. Through his metaphysics of tragedy, The Moment 

was illuminated as a “great moment” in which a sense of necessity is encountered: the felt 

presence of essence that judges and reorders a life by distinguishing the essential from the 

inessential. Here the loss of self-sovereignty is not mere passivity or collapse; it is an existential 

reorientation. What appears is not simply a new content of belief but a new ordering of the 

world—one that challenges the self’s habitual priorities and exposes the self’s prior 

arrangements as contingent, evasive, or distorted. 

Taken together, these analyses answered the first sub-question by showing that the self 

becomes more truly itself not by acquiring a more refined self-image but by undergoing a 

qualitative reconfiguration of its ground: the self’s sovereignty before meaning is interrupted, 

and the self is repositioned as answerable to a truth that precedes and exceeds it. 

 
(2) How can such a transformed life be lived out within the ordinary? 

A crucial risk named throughout the dissertation is that revelation can be neutralized—

converted into a possession, a self-confirmation, or a new instrument of control. Dialogue Two 

and Chapter Three therefore turned from revelation to continuation: how what is disclosed 

persists as lived truth rather than collapsing back into self-defensive distortion. 

Here Kierkegaard was decisive, not as a provider of doctrinal content but as an analyst of 

existential form. If paradox is not to be solved but to be lived, then the central question becomes: 

How can a life remain with a truth that cannot be mastered? The dissertation developed faith as 
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the existential power to live out paradox without converting truth into possession or sovereign 

control. Faith, so understood, is not assent to a proposition but an ongoing mode of existence: the 

capacity to continue in the direction disclosed by truth even when certainty cannot be secured. 

Weil’s attention and consent clarified the posture by which such continuing becomes 

possible in ordinary life: not a heroic self-assertion but a disciplined readiness to be addressed—

an ontological yielding to what is necessary without pretending that necessity can be grounded in 

one’s own calculations. Lukács’s sense of necessity, read alongside Weil and Kierkegaard, 

disclosed the temporal structure of life after The Moment: a life reorganized by what feels 

unmistakably essential, yet lived under conditions of finitude, trembling, and uncertainty. 

In this way, the dissertation answered the second sub-question by showing that life after 

The Moment is not an episodic afterglow but a form of life sustained over time: a life that lives 

out paradox through faith, resisting the reflex to restore sovereign control. 

 
(3) What does this life ask of education? 

The third sub-question required a shift: from the existential structure of truth and faith to 

the educational conditions under which such a form of life might become inhabitable. The claim 

here was deliberately strict. Education cannot produce The Moment. Nor can it guarantee faith. 

Any educational attempt to manufacture either—by technique, moral pressure, or curricular 

design—would reinstall the very sovereignty this dissertation criticizes. The educational task is 

therefore not the production of truth but the cultivation of a stance before truth—a stance that 

becomes indispensable if faith is given and if life is to endure in the paradox it must live. 

I named this stance in three interwoven terms: honesty, courage, and humility. Honesty is 

the refusal of self-deception: the willingness to let one’s evasions, masks, and rationalizations be 

exposed when truth unsettles them. Courage is the capacity to remain present to trembling—
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without fleeing into denial, cynicism, or premature closure. Humility is the relinquishment of the 

self’s claim to be the primary author of meaning: an ontological yielding, answerability to a truth 

that exceeds and judges one’s existence, distinguishing the essential from the inessential. These 

are not moral virtues in the thin sense of traits that can be installed. They name an ontological 

orientation: a way of being before oneself, others, and the world when the ground of meaning is 

not secured. 

Education matters precisely because such a stance cannot be cultivated in private 

monologue alone. The sovereign self is perennially prone to the comforts of self-deception; it 

can always narrate itself back into control. A shared field is required not because relation 

guarantees truth, but because the presence of others—together with the subject matter that 

addresses us—introduces irreducible resistance to one’s monological narrative. Only in this 

relational encounter can evasions be checked, questions returned to, and vulnerability tested 

without coercion. 

 

Chapter Four Reframed: Education as a Safe Space 

 
Chapter Four argued that contemporary schooling, under a culture of accumulation, risks 

becoming a site of reification driven by the sovereign impulse to secure certainty: where what 

matters most—formation, orientation, the meaning of a life—becomes structurally difficult to 

name, let alone to sustain. The critique of transactional logic in the field of education today was 

not merely sociological but ontological: once the other is treated as a bearer of outcomes, the 

teacher–student relation is displaced from formation into exchange, and the conditions for 

pedagogical authority and genuine address deteriorate. 
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Against this, I proposed education as a safe space: not a comfort-securing environment, 

and not a politically idealized purity, but a relational field in which existential questions can be 

endured without coercion and without concealment. Safety here does not mean the removal of 

discomfort; it names the possibility of bearing discomfort truthfully—without humiliation, 

without forced closure, and without the demand to convert anxiety into performance. 

Higgins and Arcilla were brought together not as a list of influences but as an internally 

necessary pair. Higgins clarifies the formal structure (form) of education as a space of 

questions—an orientation in which uncertainty is sustained rather than neutralized. Yet such a 

space is fragile under transactional pressure; it does not hold itself in place. Arcilla supplies the 

relational grammar (grammar) by which that form can endure: education as ēdūcere, “leading 

out,” opened and sustained in educational dialogue. Where Higgins names what a safe space 

must be as a space of questioning, Arcilla clarifies how such a space can be kept open against the 

impulse toward closure: through relations thick enough to hold what a life cannot bear alone. 

Within this reframed account, education’s work is primarily negative and sustaining: 

resisting premature closure, weakening sovereign defenses, and holding open a space of 

questioning sustained in educational dialogue. The point is not to guarantee a successful response 

to The Moment, but to clear the ground so that, if faith is given, it can be lived in the ordinary 

rather than collapsing into self-defensive distortion. The classroom vignette served not as a 

method to produce transformation but as a phenomenological crystallization of what it can look 

like when a question is carried in relation long enough for self-defensiveness to soften and a 

different orientation to become thinkable. 
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Contributions 

 
The dissertation’s contributions can be stated in three claims. 

First, it offers a philosophically articulated account of an ordinary yet radical truth-

event—The Moment—as the loss of self-sovereignty before truth, understood not as cognitive 

acquisition but as a reconfiguration of the ground of life. 

Second, it clarifies life after revelation as a distinct existential form: a life that lives out 

paradox through faith, resisting the temptation to convert truth into possession or sovereign 

mastery. This account integrates Lukács’s necessity, Weil’s attention and consent, and 

Kierkegaard’s faith into a single structure of lived continuation. 

Third, it reframes the educational question. Education is not the transmission of truth as 

information nor the production of outcomes. It is the relational cultivation of an ontological 

stance—honesty, courage, humility—through which faith, if given, can be lived. In this sense, 

education is not a technology of making but a practice of abiding: clearing ground, keeping 

questions open, and sustaining a space where truth may become real in a human life. 

 

Educational Meaning: Individual and Communal Dimensions 

The educational significance of this argument is twofold. 

On the individual level, education as a safe space concerns existential identity formation: 

helping persons become truthful to themselves by practicing the stance that can endure 

irreducible uncertainty without distortion. This is not self-expression as performance but 

selfhood as answerability: learning to live without reinstalling sovereignty as the ground of 

meaning. 
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On the communal level, the argument implies an ontological stance for ethics: being 

truthful to others and the world. This is not primarily the inculcation of moral virtues as 

behaviors but the cultivation of a mode of coexistence in which prejudice, vulnerability, and 

conflict can be faced without concealment. A safe space, in this sense, is a relational practice that 

makes ethical life possible not by guaranteeing moral correctness but by sustaining the 

conditions under which truthfulness—toward oneself, others, and the world—can be risked and 

shared. 

 

Limits and future work 

 
This dissertation has limits. It does not offer a full political theory of “safe space,” nor 

does it attempt to adjudicate all contemporary debates surrounding the term. It also does not 

claim that educational dialogue is sufficient for transformation; it claims only that, without 

relational conditions that resist closure, the stance required for living truth is structurally difficult 

to inhabit. 

Future work is needed in at least three directions: (1) a more extended engagement with 

empirical and institutional constraints on dialogue in schooling under meritocratic pressure; (2) a 

deeper account of power and inequality within spaces of questions, including how certain voices 

are authorized or silenced; and (3) a further elaboration of how the existential vocabulary of faith 

can be responsibly translated into educational practice without becoming moral pressure or 

covert technique. 

Ultimately, this question is most urgent in K–12 public schooling, where the culture of 

accumulation is institutionally entrenched and where most lives undergo their longest period of 

public formation. Crucially, this is also the developmental interval in which the stance required 
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for living with truth—honesty, courage, and humility—tends to be habituated as a default 

orientation. When sovereignty hardens into habit at this stage, later “correction” is not merely 

difficult but structurally costly: it often requires undoing what schooling has already installed as 

the conditions of intelligibility, value, and self-relation.102 

 

Closing Remark 

 
Despite these limits, the dissertation’s central claim stands. Becoming oneself is not 

secured by the sovereign accumulation of achievements. It begins, paradoxically, where self-

sovereignty is interrupted by truth. Faith names the existential power to live out what has been 

disclosed without possessing it. 

Education cannot produce The Moment and cannot guarantee faith. But education is not a 

technology of achievement; it is an act of hope: a slow tending of the ground and a patient 

sowing of possibilities, in trust that the truth one may someday meet can take root in a life. By 

sustaining a safe space, we may finally envision a world in which “Be Yourself” is no longer a 

slogan of self-production, but a confession spoken with quiet conviction—livable, shareable, and 

true. This is how human beings may become more truly themselves precisely by risking being 

not themselves.  

 
102 Especially in K–12 schooling, the invitation to endure uncertainty cannot be idealized: the pedagogical work of 
holding questions open is entangled with pain, vulnerability, and asymmetries of power. Any account of a safe space 
must therefore remain alert to the danger of romanticizing suffering or converting existential vocabulary into covert 
technique. This is why the dissertation construes education’s role as a negative and sustaining work rather than as a 
technology of transformation. See Chris Higgins. “The hermeneutic straightaway,” Journal of Philosophy of 
Education 55 (2021): 734. 



144 
 

References 

Allen, Diogenes, and Eric O. Springsted. Spirit, Nature, and Community: Issues in the Thought of 
Simone Weil. Albany, NY: State University of New York Press, 1994. 

Arcilla, René V. “Education as Destiny.” Philosophy of Education 74 (2018): 1–14. 

Arcilla, René V. Wim Wenders’s Road Movie Philosophy: Education Without Learning. New York: 
Bloomsbury Academic, 2020. 

Barber, Michael D. “On the Epoché in Phenomenological Psychology: A Schutzian Response to 
Zahavi.” Journal of Phenomenological Psychology 52, no. 2 (2021): 137–156. 

Caprioglio Panizza, Silvia. "Epiphanies: An Ethics of Experience." Philosophical Investigations 47, 
no.1 (2024): 158–161. 

Chappell, Sophie Grace. Epiphanies: An Ethics of Experience. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 
2022. 

Critchley, Simon. Mysticism. New York: New York Review Books, 2024. 

Davis, Bret W. Heidegger and the Will: On the Way to Gelassenheit. Evanston, IL: Northwestern 
University Press, 2007. 

Gibbs, Alexis. “Somewhere without Language: Reflections on a Road Movie Education.” Journal 
of Philosophy of Education 55 (2021): 740–746.  

Hansen, David T. Reimagining the Call to Teach: A Witness to Teachers and Teaching. New York: 
Teachers College Press, 2021. 

Heidegger, Martin. Discourse on Thinking. Translated by John M. Anderson and E. Hans Freund. 
New York: Harper & Row, 1966.  

Heidegger, Martin. “On the Essence of Truth.” In Pathmarks, edited by William McNeill,136–
154. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1988. 

Heidegger, Martin. Being and Time. Translated by John Macquarrie and Edward Robinson, with 
a new foreword by Taylor Carman. New York: Harper Perennial Modern Thought, 2008. 

Heidegger, Martin. Introduction to Metaphysics. 2nd ed. Revised and expanded translation by 
Gregory Fried and Richard Polt. New Haven: Yale University Press, 2014. 

Higgins, Chris. The Good Life of Teaching: An Ethics of Professional Practice. Oxford: Wiley-
Blackwell, 2011. 



145 
 

Higgins, Chris. “The hermeneutic straightaway.” Journal of Philosophy of Education 55 (2021):734–
739. 

Introna, Lucas D. “Ethics and the Speaking of Things.” Theory, Culture & Society 26, no. 4 (2009): 
25–46. 

Kierkegaard, Søren. Fear and Trembling / Repetition. Edited and translated with introduction and 
notes by Howard V. Hong and Edna H. Hong. Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 
1983. 

Kwak, Duck-Joo. 교육적 관계와 가르침의 존재론 (Pedagogical Relation and the Ontology of 
Teaching). Seoul: Kyoyook-Kwahak-Sa, 2020. 

Lear, Jonathan. A Case for Irony. Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 2011. 

Lukács, György. Soul & Form. Edited by John T. Sanders and Katie Terezakis. Translated by 
Anna Bostock. New York: Columbia University Press, 2010. 

Moran, Dermot. Introduction to Phenomenology. London: Routledge, 2002. 

Roberts, Peter. “Review of Wim Wenders’s Road Movie Philosophy: Education Without Learning, by 
R. V. Arcilla.” Studies in Philosophy and Education 41 (2022): 375–377. 

Sacconaghi, Rocco. “Ideen I in Italy and Enzo Paci.” In Husserl’s Ideen I in Italy and Enzo Paci and 
the Milan School, Contributions to Phenomenology, vol. 66, edited by Lester Embree and 
Thomas Nenon, 161–176. Dordrecht: Springer, 2012. 

Smith, Carol. “Safe Space,” The Radical Teacher 128 (Spring 2024): 75–76. 

Taylor, Charles. The Ethics of Authenticity. Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1991. 

Wahl, Rachel. 2021a. “Seeing the Appearing World: René Arcilla’s Pedagogy of Availability.” 
Journal of Philosophy of Education 55: 721–733. 

Wahl, Rachel. 2021b. “Ways of Seeing: Materiality and Grace in Wim Wenders’s Road Movie 
Philosophy by René Arcilla.” Journal of Philosophy of Education 55: 710–713. 

Weil, Simone. On Science, Necessity, and the Love of God. Edited, translated and collected by 
Richard Rees. London: Oxford University Press, 1968. 

Weil, Simone. Gravity and Grace. Edited by Gustave Thibon. Translated by Emma Crawford. 
Additional notes by Mario von der Ruhr. London and New York: Routledge Classics, 
2002. 

Zahavi, Dan. Husserl’s Phenomenology. Stanford, CA: Stanford University Press, 2003. 


