
Tunnels 

What is philosophy? The question is simultaneously poorly posed and necessary. This 
is indicative of many regions in its own realm. Philosophy is self-contained and 
implicit in the foundations and peripheries of every discipline. Too much can be 
made of the apparent contradiction of the law of non-contradiction1. The 
implication (another problematic notion) that there is a thing such that it is 
philosophy is of course part of the problem. The word summons the territory but the 
territory decries the discretion. Elsewhere we have called this phenomenon the 
incoherent coherence and the coherent incoherence.  

Let us consider though that common-to-the-point-of-banality translation of the 
word ‘philosophy’: love of wisdom. What wisdom do philosophers love? Do they love 
wisdom really (and truly)? What is the being of wisdom? Let us take this nauseating 
realm and attempt a tentative answer: ‘wisdom is wise words or actions’. But this 
definition is nothing but infuriating -which makes it likely we are on a good 
philosophical trail. The problem with the definition is of course that it tells us 
nothing but how wisdom is conveyed and not what wise words or actions are. But 
how can we be expected to say what they are other than that wisdom is wise words 
or actions. What else can it be? What else could be expected? Of course what is 
expected is to say something about what the content should be and, possibly, how it 
differs from unwise words and actions.  

Maybe we will want to appeal to something like truth as belonging to wisdom: 
‘Wisdom is wise actions and words that are true’. Does this help? Not really, indeed it 
makes things more problematic, for one, we now have the notion of truth which in 
all probability we are not very clear about and two, just because something is true 
does not make it wise; science might uncover many things we would be happy to say 
are true but that does not entail we would feel appropriate in saying they were wise. 

                                                           
1 Is this true? It depends really on whether we consider the law to be of any 
paramount importance. If it is of singular importance it should rather read ‘not 
enough is made…’ if not maybe the statement isn’t strong enough! Possibly ‘Far too 
much is made…’ or ‘It is nothing short of a philosophical outrage how much is 
made…’ 



Yet there is a further problem here insofar as the definition ‘love of wisdom’ makes 
any sense at all (because philosophers love to talk about truth); indeed they are often 
more excited by what we can say that is true2 than what we can say that is wise. In 
this sense the wisdom that we speak of in philosophy must at least have a fibre 
connecting it to truth. I think there is another clue in what we have written above. 
This clue is in the word ‘feeling’. We said that we would not feel it was appropriate 
to say certain kinds of factual statements felt wise. They might feel true, but not wise.  

Another avenue to pursue is the notion of goodness. For surely we expect that which 
is wise to help us in some wise –or way. And what is helpful if not good? If not it 
would be neutral or unhelpful, and hence not good. Of course immediately the 
problem arises that we do not know what is good. Short term help may yield long 
term reliance and hence (if we privileged independence) not good. The classical left-
right dichotomy easily emerges. Goodness too, then must confess of incoherence. 
Localised Wittgensteinian ‘that feels good’ ‘it was good of you to do the shopping for 
me’ is all that is on offer. The extract of goodness after the fact into an assimilative-
accretion is a post re affair where re is inappropriate as there was no ‘thing’ until it 
was formed by the actions and then abstracted. 

Wisdom of goodness or truth might be a kind of side aim for philosophy. An attempt 
to construct after the doing, or an attempt to find a common denominator –in search 
of an essence. But this is not the wisdom [my?] philosophy is after. Wisdom here can 
only mean the absence of knowing, for this is surely what the philosopher loves. 
Socrates is wise because he knows he knows nothing. Philosophy entails the double 
motion of wanting to know how to know nothing. The process by which it tries to 
know nothing is by knowing something with certainty. This investigation endlessly 
leads it round a labyrinth in which any escape is curtailed by the fellow wanderers 
who immediately cut Ariadne’s thread or block the exit. There is a crucial difference 
though here from the maze at Knossos, the wanderers of this maze are not unhappy, 
indeed they like it in here –this is the love of Sophia.  

But this is not the end of the story, this joyful endless labyrinth wandering, this 
knowing-not-knowing that is so appealing is related to the nature of the wanderers 

                                                           
2 That is they are excited by the possibility or not of truth. 



themselves. This immediately raises a problem: we must assert that the wanderers 
have a nature in order to assert this. Does this make an essentialism raise its head? 
Maybe in part, maybe a phenomenological essentialism that immediately itself 
cannot decide between a manifest nature-nurture opposition. Is a philosopher born 
or made? There is no answer - which should be a happy event for the philosopher. 
All that can be said is that not everyone enjoys this labyrinth and hence the 
difference shows itself.  

Let us try a further assertion. The knowing-not-knowing is the interface with the 
world. The truth of the nature of the interface is unknowable; idealist and realist 
solutions founder equally on incoherence. The solution is not what is desired, what is 
desired is to be close to the interface, to wander in its [non]presence. Most people do 
not care for the interface, they use the interface without even seeing it. When one 
notices the interface and gets lost in its labyrinth one is a philosopher. There is no 
assertion as to whether there is anything positive about this, this is just an attempt at 
a description of the situation and this situation is one in which desire has become 
attached to the notion of the interface.  

Concept, meaning, information, correlation, these are all terms for the notion of the 
interface. Considerations of the nature of the discipline always focus on what the 
supposed goal of the discipline, but the discipline does not really want to establish 
any of the things it investigates, it wishes only to establish structures that are 
necessarily not knowable whilst ignoring the disposition of the being that brings it 
into being. Philosophy is done by philosophers and the Sophia is exactly what cannot 
be known. The female (accreted) nature of the name is no accident –the existence of 
the few recognized female philosophers philosophy must acknowledge its 
patriarchal indebtedness. It is not amor sapientiae, it is philosophy. Sophia is the 
cathectic object of the philosopher. She3 is the mistress of us all onto whom we may 

                                                           
3 But now there is another omission. What of the homosexual male-philosopher? 
They do not desire a female Sophia. The answer lies again in the Abrahamic 
accretion of Man as hetero-sexual and dominant. Hence the accreted Sophia 
becomes flirtatious elusive female, neither of these accretions tell us of the actual 
plurality of possibility that male and female energies (as heuristically distinct) may 
embody in their various forms. 



project our vain conceptual constructions, for she is empty4 in her entirety and our 
knowledge that this is the case is both the fulfilment and the engine of our endless 
motion. 

But is this correct? Let us look closer with the example of the branch of philosophy 
known as ethics. In this realm problems are brought to analysis under various 
ethical schemas. Should we lose our only child to save a whole family? Such 
agonising in endless combinations of course is not just a luxury exercise, these 
decisions have existed and will exist again. What is false is the sense that any 
decision receives the blessing of truth. This is obvious, it is stupidly obvious. The 
decision must still be made, the agonising in a sense can only be worth it so as to 
show effort has been expended upon the problem. How many moves ahead must we 
compute? What criteria are we employing? Bias and impossibility of certainty rule 
this realm. Honesty answers that we cannot know what is ‘for the best’ as we cannot 
even know what the ‘best’ means. That people should expend effort acquainting 
themselves with so many ethical territories that they can nimbly wander from theory 
to theory in an attempt to solve an insolvable problem. What is the grammar of a 
problem? That it can be solved. An ethical dilemma cannot be solved. Therefore it’s 
not a problem? That doesn’t sound right. Since ethicists presumably take the 
problems as real yet simultaneously know they are unsolvable, are they then 
disingenuous heartless faux problem-solvers?  

There is no need to be so cruel, the spirit of justice that may possess them could be 
seen as exactly that non-metaphor. The spirit of justice is an egregore formed of the 
various spirits of punishment, fairness, goodness (each equally incoherent). The 
abstractive accretion is wholly incoherent, though this does not stop its existence. 
The possession by such spirits is the ethicists worthy desire to solve such intractable 
issues. 

Does a judge possess justice or does justice possess a judge? The law as she 
encounters it was prior to her (insofar as time obtains). The metaphysical right of the 
law must be accepted and then the law must be allowed in. What control do they 
have over this law once it is allowed in? Apart from maybe some minor 

                                                           
4 She is La Rue Elle as Seranoga wrote. 



ameliorations, virtually none. What is the written, conceptual law but the access to 
the ethereal egregore which was only created temporally after the particular 
instance. But surely the drive for revenge, or the desire for fairness preceded the 
egregore? Yes, but not the accretion of the notions together under justice. Is justice 
wisdom? Surely just justice is wise. When justice is just we agree by a feeling and not 
by an analytic agreement upon what is the case. Is this feeling the same as in case in 
which we felt something to be wise as opposed to the factual. It would certainly seem 
to be the case. But here is no appeal to feeling as the great usurper of philosophy.  

There is a grand contradictory problem here, consider: ‘it feels wrong’. It feels wrong 
to do something means a nebulous sensation of imminent guilt possesses me with 
respect to this potential action. Yet we know so readily that a nebulous guilt can be a 
product of some parental accretion and not access to some realm of truth. But it is 
my truth! How is it your truth if it is guilt instilled within your by an external 
power? Is there not part of the spirit of justice: guilt, determining/possessing your 
being? Nietzsche presses hard at our heels.  

I ask again ‘what is philosophy?’ and you say ‘love of wisdom’. And I say ‘but wisdom 
is empty, she is naught but that which I have made her and yet I love her still’. And 
you reply to me that I made her no more than the judge made the law and yet the 
judge loves the law; the judge is possessed by the law and you are possessed by 
philosophy and this you allow willingly –and both these desires are futile. Yet the 
manifestation of the former may sometimes results in a feeling (in itself determined 
by that same egregore) of justice and the other results in a feeling of a satisfying lack 
of all truth. Is the ethicist a judge? Is the judge a philosopher? The ethicist is not a 
judge but surely they are by the manner in which their discipline fails so 
spectacularly a philosopher. Though only by this admission of failure may they be 
called thus.  They must admit the analytic indetermination of their results and their 
own historical bias in the concepts employed.  

What we call bias of course is just further possession by a concept and in saying this, 
is this maybe the final step we need? Philosophy can become a closure insofar as it 
becomes a discourse in which the powers that speak through the temporal human 
can be seen to speak themselves or at least nearly. The judge still speaks as judge. The 
judge may love the law but the philosopher loves himself only because he/she is 



Sophia. He is the contingent a priori, the inter-face in Levinas’ sense. He may still 
believe himself a self (unique special concept) but he knows all too readily if he but 
uses his own tools against this notion it will fall. Every concept speaks its own 
clamouring incoherence. The philosopher speaks incoherence with knowing and 
self-love. 

But what is this descent into such language of affection? It leaves a bad taste in the 
mouth. Self-love? The issue is the struggle to say something about the narcissistic 
potential of philosophy. If we try to lay it out we might mean something like: because 
the philosopher cannot aim at developmental disciplines in an ontic sense, all 
discoveries operate in a sphere which evades any such satisfying sense. The 
satisfying sense then comes from wandering in this most indefinite territory. With 
respect to the love (or maybe obsession is better)…  

In this last instance this is the crux of everything. All of this piece is a deception, a 
barrage of normal philosophy worth no note. The attempt is to dress up an 
experience as characterising that of philosophy in general – a horrible futility. A 
sense of philosophy as a security blanket I dare not put down and an exhilaration 
from thinking that simultaneously leaves me hollow and filled (the prose degenerates 
again). The phrase love is there to give voice to an inability to leave it alone, an 
associate above all human associations, an associate that is also yourself. This 
associate is fickle and unfaithful and gives favours to no one uniquely (I dare not 
write lover). Yet this associate gives precious gifts, gifts that are guarded jealously. 
This associate has given many different gifts and all of the recipients believe their 
gifts to be the best – the truest, the wisest. An argument ensues between the 
associate’s suitors.  

This argument is philosophy. 

 


