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Draft 

“Before All Things”: Savoring Plotinus’s Writing on the One 

 

Michael Wakoff 

 

I want to say something about what you have before you. I did not set out to write a conventional expository 

essay about some topic in Plotinus’s Enneads. Instead I began with one or two lines from the Enneads that I 

found inspiring, evocative, puzzling, or challenging. I then wrote for a fixed period of time, usually ten minutes, 

and if I didn’t want to stop, I wrote for another ten minutes, and so on. I followed the instructions for “writing 

practice” that Natalie Goldberg gives in her various books, such as Writing Down the Bones: write 

continuously, keep the hand moving, don’t go back, cross out, or edit. The idea is to allow our “wild mind” to 

communicate directly without allowing any space for the inner critic to censor, discourage, water down, etc. In 

one place she suggests starting with a line of poetry and letting our minds react to that line, engage with it, and 

see where it leads. I decided to try this with lines from the Enneads. However, unlike a writing practice, I 

constrained my mind to focus on the quote—it wasn’t free to hop from one thing to another. Still, I had no 

luxury to consult secondary literature, or even compare and contrast passages, which is indeed one of my 

favorite things to do! Needless to say, this naked way of writing made me uncomfortable at times, and sharing it 

with others even more so! I found that many times I wrote in the first person, as if I was at the level Plotinus 

was speaking to, or from. This was a bit unnerving, but the advice to write continuously served me well. This 

technique elicited a more personal, concrete engagement with the text than my more usual analytic and abstract 

mode, even when writing about topics that might seem terribly remote. 

 The passages I selected were originally part of research for a paper on the many ways that Plotinus 

describes the One, or Good, as active in relation to what comes after it. But as I continued with the writing, I 

moved on to some other topics, because I hungered for the kind of personal engagement with the text that this 

way of writing afforded. So in addition to writings on the One as giving and inspiring Intellect, there are many 

on the paradoxical statement that the One is all things and no one of all things, the One as the source and object 

of love, and the One as the source of freedom.  

This method doesn’t make for a linear exposition, and the material didn’t lend itself to being stitched 

together into one coherent essay. Thus, I have organized them by topic, and within a topic, the order is 

somewhat from those that are easier to follow to ones that are harder. But one mini-essay doesn’t lead into the 

next. 

 Looking back on them now, I still feel embarrassed at times by the openness of my heart and the kind of 
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naivete I approached each quote with, as if it were really possible for me to understand Plotinus’s deepest 

thoughts. But there is also something fresh and personal about them, which I hope will resonate with some 

readers. Perhaps someone with no background in Plotinus will be moved to pick up the Enneads and see for 

themselves what Plotinus is talking about. 

Of course, I worry that these short pieces don’t read like scholarly exegeses, that I may be getting 

Plotinus wrong, that my statements are not well defended—habitual reactions of someone trained in the 

Academy. Still, I have decided that publishing them in this fairly wild form might help others to see what I find 

beautiful, inspiring, valuable, and engaging about Plotinus’s writings.  

Finally, I should say something about how these pieces relate to Anthony Damiani’s teachings on the 

One. These pieces are not about Damiani’s original interpretation of Plotinus, which cries out for a book-length 

monograph of its own. Rather, they are tribute and witness to the inspiration he provided, the way he charged 

Plotinus’s text with such power that I have returned to it again and again over the course of  fifty years. If it 

weren’t for his passion for helping his students get a glimpse, or intuition, of the One, I would never have even 

come across Plotinus. And if I had, I most likely would not have realized that he was speaking about something 

so fundamental to the meaning of our human lives that it’s worth consecrating ourselves to “wakening from 

reasoning to its vision.” Sometimes Anthony spoke quietly and reverently, speaking from such depth that the 

memory of him brings tears to my eyes, these many years later. Other times he raged and stormed, trying to get 

us to see where there was a problem that we were evading. Still other times he sympathized with the anxiety 

and frustration that comes with trying to follow a spiritual genius who writes from depths that seem inaccessible 

to our limited minds. I can’t capture the stillness that hushed the room when he spoke about the One, quietly 

transmitting something that went beyond words, but perhaps something of the passion and dedication he 

inspired in me will come through. 

 

The One Is Before All Things, Not All Things 

 

5.5.8.15–17 “But he did not come as one expected, but came as one who did not come: for he was seen, not as 

having come, but as being before all things, and even before Intellect came.” 

 

Before all things.  

Before all things were, this IS.  

Before I speak, before I think, this IS.  

It doesn’t depend on my thinking it into existence.  
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It is before all things not just temporally.  

It is before even what has no beginning in time, what is eternal.  

How can there be a prior to eternal being?  

Being is somehow spoken, thought, it is dependent on THIS.  

Dependence means it couldn’t be without THIS.  

What is before all things, before eternality,  

is before even the eternal Idea of me— 

my true, authentic self or nature.  

It is the ground of this, more fundamental, more real, better.  

It was seen as not having come, not as one expected.  

We expect to see something appearing to our vison.  

We wait patiently, maybe without expectation,  

but still we think what is happening now while we wait  

is going to be different from what will happen when the wait is over.  

But if it is before all things, it’s before our waiting.  

So it is here while we are waiting for it.  

It can’t appear as something new, or as an object.  

We must cease the attitude of looking for something to know  

and instead relax into what is already here, before all things.  

So it’s before me.  

Before my birth into time is this which is before all things.  

It comes as what does not come.  

How to cease this expectant attitude?  

We must understand why it can’t appear as an object to our knowing  

before we can let go of looking for it.  

Then we can relax, or step back,  

and allow what is already, is always already here, to be what we are.  

It’s before even the divine Intellect came.  

The divine Intellect, most wise, beautiful,  

the all-togetherness of life and archetypes, in some sense comes.  

It pressed outward some little way from its source,  

and then it must try to remain in that no place  
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from which it emerged and on which it depends.  

Stepping back, looking within, turning toward its center of gravity,  

the depths that have no limits—to us a void— 

it’s in this nowhere that Intellect, and we with it,  

if we are so graced, must be to experience that which is before all things. 

 

*** 

3.9.4.8–9 “Because there must be one before all things, therefore he must fill all things and make all things, not 

be all the things he makes.” 

 

The One is before all things.  

What does this mean?  

Not as in front of, but prior in a different way.  

Not prior in time either.  

Since the things it is before are not things that begin in time but are eternal.  

So it suggests dependence.  

The One is before all things because they depend on it.  

In some sense, dependence also means they are in the One.  

“In” not spatially but as dependent on.  

“Before all things” is a powerful statement.  

It means that the One is the ground, the unchanging reality, the fundament.  

It has no coming or going.  

But not as if frozen.  

It is there, or really here.  

Not being dependent on what comes after it,  

nothing of it depends on what comes after.  

It would be what it is even if nothing else were in existence.  

Before all things.  

This is related to its being nowhere.  

The nowhere is what keeps the One from being all that depends on it.  

It is nowhere.  

In some sense, all else is somewhere.  



5 
 

5 
 

Again, not really a spatial somewhere.  

But nowhere is what keeps the One from being possessed by anything,  

from being part of anything.  

It is nowhere, so it can’t come or go.  

He also says the One is everywhere.  

How?  

Because all that is derives from it.  

So as that which is the source of all and sustainer,  

it must be where they are.  

Not spatially at the place of each thing  

but nonspatially, it must sustain them in existence.  

This sustaining is not a diffusion of it into things—  

this would require it to divide itself.  

Its being everywhere is not even the presence of a common nature,  

for this would enable all things to share something with it— 

all would have the essence of the One.  

They would bear the same relation to the One  

as participants bear to the Idea they participate in.  

The Idea has a nature that is neither universal nor particular,  

and this nature is what is shared by the participants in the Idea.  

The Idea is really distinct from its own nature,  

which is what enables the Idea to have properties that its participants lack, such as eternality.  

But the One can’t have a nature,  

for then there would be a distinction within it between it and its nature,  

as there is in the Idea.  

Idea can have this type of internal multiplicity,  

but the One cannot.  

So the One is not in things in the same way that an Idea is in things.  

The One is nowhere, this before all things.  

It’s everywhere as the sustainer of all things.  

It’s nowhereness is what keeps it from being dispersed into things.  

It keeps it in itself.  
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But its everywhereness means that all things must be derived from it at every moment;  

is it present to them as their existence?  

Nowhere, no place, no coming or going, keeps all things distinct from the One.  

The One is not all things in the way pantheism or monism might assert.  

It’s not that the all is the One.  

It’s not that there is only one thing—the One.  

But it is before the all, which is all things.  

So then then are there two things, the One and the All? Maybe.  

The only sticking point is that the One is not related to anything— 

there is no otherness to it, or for it.  

So from its view, is there is no Intellect, no soul, etc.?  

From its point of view, is there only itself?  

Or are these included in it?  

They can’t be included in a way that makes them distinct  

or there would be multiplicity in the One.  

Plotinus is insistent that there is none.  

It is before all.  

So what’s wrong with saying that there is One and Intellect, etc.?  

That is how it looks to Intellect.  

Intellect nowhere says, “I am not; there is only the One.”  

It is and knows that it is and knows that it is derivative,  

an incomplete expression of the One.  

Maybe all that Intellect can ever be is found in the One,  

but Intellect as multiple is not in the One  

except in the sense that something is in the One insofar as it depends on the One.  

The One is intact, in itself, nowhere. 

 

*** 

3.9.4.6–9 “Why, then, is he not only everywhere, and is also, besides being everywhere, nowhere? Because 

there must be one before all things. Therefore he must fill all things and make all things, not be all the things he 

makes.” 
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Intimidating words!  

Everywhere and nowhere.  

Everywhere because no place, no thing, can exist without him.  

Nowhere because he is not all things but before all things.  

This is the true unborn, that which is before anything is.  

But this being before is not before in time.  

There is no time when eternal being began.  

So the One is unborn, but is also before what is unborn.  

How to make sense of this priority?  

It is before because Being is eternally dependent on the One.  

It is caused to be by the One.  

So as an effect that is sustained eternally by its cause, it depends on the One.  

The One makes Being to be,  

and its making Being is not so essential to it that its character depends on its making Being.  

If it did, then it would need the Being it produces and would not be self-sufficient.  

It can’t be that it was pregnant with Being and must give birth to it,  

though this might be true of Being’s production of soul and so on.  

The One has no need of Being.  

It was free to create Being,  

and having created Being, it was not essential to it to maintain Being.  

This sense of creation is unusual too— 

it is not material causality.  

The One’s stuff doesn’t become Being.  

For then there would be a sense in which the One was transformed into Being— 

that it was all things and not before all.  

So it’s not required by its nature to create Being.  

It’s free to create,  

and its freedom is itself,  

and is its love of itself.  

Loving itself, its love wishes to possess itself, and it creates in its fullness.  

Still, it’s hard to understand what the creation of eternal Being means.  

How is what is eternal created and dependent on the One?  
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Is it dependent on the One for what it is, all the interrelated essences?  

Or is it what it is from itself,  

but it’s not anything real unless the One grants it existence?  

Not all things.  

Some traditions say that the Absolute is all things; there is only Unity, only the Absolute.  

Plotinus says no.  

There is the Absolute and the relative Absolute, and the relative.  

The relative Absolute (Being) is not the Absolute.  

The One is not all things since it is what it is before all things  

(strictly speaking it is not what it is since it has no essence).  

But in a sense, it is all things since they come from it, he says.  

What is this coming from it?  

Here we get into Intellect’s determining itself as the intelligibles.  

Intellect is all things in a way that the One is not all things.  

So is he saying that the One has no otherness,  

so to it there is no Intellect that is other than it?  

But to Intellect, the One is other and is before it,  

and it knows this.  

Intellect has true knowledge that the One is.  

Plotinus says that Intellect is competent  

to know itself and what is prior to it.  

To Intellect, the One is known to be its source.  

And it knows that the One is virtually what it, Intellect, is actually.  

Yes, if that’s a truth, Intellect knows it. 

 

*** 

6.7.32.13–14 “Therefore it is none of these things and all of them: none of them because the real beings are 

later, but all of them because they come from it.” 

 

The One is none of all things.  

Why?  

Because if it were any of the things,  
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it would have form, shape,  

the limits of being this rather than that.  

It is none of all things in order that it can be the principle of all things.  

None of all things.  

Does this make it aloof?  

Does it destroy a wonderful monism in which all is one?  

Does it take away the sense that God is immanent in all things?  

I do worry that.  

So could it still be present to all things without being all?  

The second part says it is all things because all come from it.  

Coming from it doesn’t mean that it gives something and is thereby lessened.  

Plotinus is clear that when the One gives, it is undiminished,  

and that is why we are assured of eternal being.  

The One is always giving being,  

and so what it gives always is.  

At this very moment, the One is giving eternal being to me.  

I am because of the One’s activity sustaining me in existence.  

Not like a craftsperson making something and then departing  

while the thing can exist without the craftsperson once it has been created.  

What kind of creation is it where the thing is only insofar as it’s being created?  

Is it like our thoughts, which can be only if thought?  

Or a willed act— 

the act is only insofar as the willing is happening?  

I am only insofar as the One exists me, sustains me.  

But the One is not any of the things it is creating and sustaining.  

Yet it is all things.  

It is all things because they come from it.  

Is it all things because it is virtually what they are actually?  

They are just potentially in existence.  

This potentiality (dunamis) is something more real than their actuality!  

How can the way I exist in the One be more real  

than the way I exist as a product of the One?  
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I exist in the One virtually.  

But there I am not distinct from the One,  

for then the One would not be single or unitary.  

There would be a multiplicity in it,  

a distinction between the One and the things it virtually is.  

So I am in the One only as the One.  

So is this my annihilation or my more real existence?  

Whatever is most real in my essence is from the One,  

so it seems I as virtually in the One would be more complete  

than I am as eternal being.  

I feel a tension here:  

the soul longs for the Good, union with the Good.  

Yet Intellect is said to be fulfilled and completed by knowing the One;  

it attains the One by becoming Intellect  

actually knowing its own content, the intelligibles.  

Why isn’t its fulfilment its returning, or turning, to the One  

and ceasing to be Intellect actually?  

Intellect’s good is also the One,  

just as it is for everything.  

So why is Intellect’s completion its being actively itself, distinct from the One,  

whereas soul’s fulfilment is being alone with the One and ceasing to be soul? 

 

*** 

6.8.8.12 “But we must say that he is altogether unrelated to anything, for he is what he is before them; for we 

take away the ‘is’ and so any kind of relations to real beings.” 

 

Unrelated to anything.  

Does this mean he is separate and aloof?  

Rather, I think this shows how he is intimate to us.  

He is not related as one object to another object.  

We can’t say here is the One and here is everything else.  

There is something misleading about thinking  
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that the One is connected to the all in some way. 

There is nothing in the One that could serve as the starting point for a connection.  

There is only the One as far as the One can see.  

It sees no otherness,  

nothing that would require a boundary  

between it and anything that would be bridged by a relation.  

Limitless, boundaryless, there is no thing it is other than,  

so how can it be related to something  

that itself needs to be demarcated and individualized to be?  

He is what he is before them. 

If the One is what he is before anything else,  

then nothing else can add anything to the One  

or contribute to being what makes the One what it is.  

He is before all things.  

So can anything, me, for example, be related to it?  

How can I be related to what makes me exist?  

Am I two things: myself and my existence?  

We take away the ‘is’.  

Tricky, taking away the ‘is.’  

The ‘is’ of raw existing— 

the difference between being and being a mere figment, a nonentity?  

Or taking away the limitation that makes me to be a distinct what?  

Taking away the essence?  

If I take away all essence from the One,  

then he can’t have an essence that includes any others,  

like a unified whole.  

Why does relation depend on ‘is’?  

Relation between two things depends on there being two,  

or at least the relation includes  

or perhaps makes them to be two to be related.   

If we take away the ‘is’,  

we take away the twoness, the otherness.  
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The One is before all things, so it’s not related to them;  

it doesn’t have such a relation as an attribute.  

So why is it not so unrelated as to be irrelevant to me?  

How can its being before all things somehow ensure  

it’s what is most real for me?  

Beings can be related to it without it being related to them.  

 

*** 

5.3.15.29–32 “It brought them into existence. How did it do so? By possessing them beforehand. But it has been 

said that in this way it will be a multiplicity. But it had them in such a way as not to be distinct.” 

 

The One has brought everything into existence.  

So the question is asked, how did the One bring all into existence 

if it is so truly one as to have no variety?  

If it doesn’t have what it produces, how can it produce?  

The intuition here is that if the One were empty of all content,  

then nothing could come from it.  

Even if it’s not empty in the sense of being a nullity but was homogenous,  

all the same, how could variety come from it?  

Even if it didn’t literally push something away from it or out of it,  

as emanation taken literally might suggest,  

how does the One produce anything, cause anything,  

if it doesn’t have something in it?  

Plotinus’s answer is that it does have within it,  

in some mysterious way,  

all that it produces.  

So the next question is  

how does it contain all that comes from it— 

the stunning variety we see in the universe,  

suns, planets, living creatures on earth, life teeming in unimaginable variety— 

without this multiplicity making the One multiple  

and thus no longer self-sufficient,  
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for its self-sufficiency depends on its not having anything.  

If it has something in it,  

then it needs what it has to be itself.  

Plotinus’s answer is that  

although it contains all beforehand,  

before they exist as determined things with essences  

that both individuate and relate them to everything else,  

it contains them in such a way as not to be distinct.  

So it has all things in a way that each thing is not distinct,  

either from other things or from the One.  

How can we understand this?  

It contains them such that they are not distinct.  

It is tempting to think of this as a kind of potential existence.  

But he distinguishes this potency or power from that of matter,  

which is potentially something prior to actually being made into a thing.  

It’s not a potency in this sense.  

Is it like a thought in the mind,  

something that is a residue from previous functioning?  

I do something and the doing leaves a residue of what was done in the mind.  

How would two different actions, now retained as memorized impressions,  

be distinct from each other, or from the mind?  

It seems the individualities must be retained  

or they would not have different effects.  

Still, it’s perhaps an analogy  

for how things can be held in the One without being distinct.  

If all distinctions were lost,  

or were never present in the first place,  

how has anything been explained?  

Aren’t we back to the difficulty that if the One were homogeneous,  

it can’t be the source of variety?  

Is it like a function in math that  

is virtually all the values it can take?  
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Not sure I understand this well enough.  

He doesn’t say this,  

but I think that the way all things are contained in the One  

as the productive power of all things  

must be more real than when these things have been given existence.  

For things are more real,  

the closer they are to the One.  

This is not just a ranking that is changeable— 

that I can be more real if I shift my identity  

from bodily “I’ to witness “I” to Overself.  

It’s also a hierarchy— 

Intellect is eternally closer and closest to the One,  

soul is eternally less close than Intellect  

but more so than the cosmos.  

So the way things are beforehand in the One  

as the productive power of all things  

is not different than the One,  

so it must be the most real way something can be.  

Still, it’s puzzling how I can be more real  

prior to having any being or being distinguishable from anything else. 

 

The One as Source and Object of Love  

 

6.8.16.13–16  (Bussanich trans.) “He penetrates, as it were, into his own interior, as if in love with himself, the 

‘pure radiance,’ being himself this which he loves; this is to say he brings himself into existence; since he is an 

abiding actuality and the highest object of love like Intellect.” 

 

The One penetrates into his own interior as if in love with himself.  

The interiority of the One.  

What could this be?  

He says it is the One loving himself.  

Nothing outward turned.  
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Striking that he says the One is active, as if moving inward.  

Usually, this kind of movement, or activity,  

would apply to lesser realities like Intellect or soul— 

they turn inward to reach their source,  

attain or realize their good.  

But here it is the One that is turning inward,  

moving toward itself.  

The basis of all our loves, all our longing,  

is to be found in the One’s love for itself.  

Love for itself here doesn’t connote need,  

as if it is incomplete and needs to be completed.  

And maybe this is a hint to us as well.  

That our inmost longing is not for something that completes us  

but is evidence that we are already that which we seek.  

PB says that the ego’s self-love  

is derived from the World-Mind’s love for itself.  

Without the latter,  

we would never love ourselves or God.  

Here, the One’s love for itself  

is almost identified with the One’s willing itself  

and its self-intention.  

Willing itself means that it is not trying to be something that has been imposed on it.  

Nor has the One happened to be such as it is.  

It is utterly free to be itself because until,  

as it were, it creates itself, there is nothing else.  

It is not all things but before all things.  

Willing itself, creating itself, and loving itself  

seem to come to the same thing.  

What does this tell us  

about the deep meaning of passionate love, eros?  

It originates with the One’s loving itself.  

What does the contrast of being borne to its own interior vs. proceeding outward,  
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having an intention outwardly directed mean?  

Outwardly directed would mean  

it seeks something that is not itself,  

such that even if attained, it would not be truly its own  

but would be an addition to it.  

Inwardly turned means nothing is imposed, foreign, an addition.  

Inwardly turned is perhaps the same as self-turned.  

Just as self-luminosity of knowing  

means it knows itself primally,  

and this is a condition of any outward knowing,  

so self-loving means it loves itself,  

and this is the basis for loving anything else.  

This seems to be a truth about human loving.  

Plotinus sees it as a metaphysical truth as well.  

We must connect self-knowing, self-intention,  

penetrating into its own interior, willing itself,  

and awakening without an awakener.  

Penetrating into his own interior is convergence into a real one.  

Loving himself—it’s active.  

It’s not that the One just is.  

But it is the activity of loving, willing, intending.  

Self-love and self-luminosity converge. 

 

*** 

6.7.32.25–27 “Truly when you cannot grasp the form or shape of what is longed for, it would be most longed 

for and most lovable, and love for it would be immeasurable [without limits].” 

 

An immeasurable love, a love without limits.  

What limits love?  

Is it that we love some one person and not another?  

Is it that we love some one quality but not a different one?  

Is love for everything an unlimited love?  
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Or is the presence of something still a shape,  

still something that can be a limiting thing?  

We cannot grasp the shape of what is longed for.  

Why can’t we grasp it?  

Because it has no shape.  

We might think lacking shape is a spatial thing;  

if it lacks shape, it’s like water,  

which can take any shape but has no inherent shape.  

Water is shapeless is this sense.  

But we don’t long for stuff like water or sand or air,  

although these are shapeless.  

What makes our longing immeasurable?  

We long to unite with something that can’t be measured.  

What we long for is not shapeless like water,  

but it’s greater than shape.  

Shape is somehow a finitizing of that.  

It’s not that it is like a space  

that is so big that we can’t fathom it.  

But that having a shape is a reduction of it.  

So we long for something that is beyond shape.  

And that we can truly long for something beyond shape  

means there is something in us akin to that we long for.  

Something within us is beyond shape.  

We go beyond shape, beyond form,  

beyond even the, to us, formless Idea that is our being.  

We are akin to the source of all,  

the beyond in its fathomless depths of power.  

We love that which is beyond limits because we too are beyond limits.  

We are aware of our greatness in being dissatisfied with our limits.  

We know that we have become limited and this is not our nature.  

This knowing that we have hidden our unboundedness from ourselves,  

that we have been playing at being finite,  
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is why we can be aware of our limits and be dissatisfied with them.  

Conversely, we also dimly know that we are beyond this  

and thus long for an experience of our unboundedness.  

The longing is for that which can’t be limited in any way.  

We have that within us, so we long for union with, connection with, this beyond form.  

The longing is our evidence that the formless is Real.  

We long for that which has no shape. 

 

Our love is infinite.  

Something in us is infinite, goes beyond any definition.  

I am more than this named individual, of a given age and gender,  

beyond even the soul that gives life to this embodied person  

and all the other incarnations in my stream;  

beyond even Being, as the unique Idea of me held in the World-Mind.  

Our love will take us beyond the World Mind even,  

and as PB says, it’s the World Mind itself that bids us go beyond itself,  

for it knows clearly that there is a beyond that it can’t fully capture, express, or manifest.  

What to us is perfection— 

the all-timed fixity of the World Idea,  

prefiguring the evolution of galaxies, suns, planets, creatures on planets,  

this stunning variety, the inexhaustible teeming of life,  

beautiful beyond any beauty known on earth— is still form.  

Something in us knows that our longing is hardwired to go beyond this.  

Our love for the formless is implanted in us by the One  

as it creates us now, in the eternal present, happening this moment.  

Something in us longs to go beyond form.  

To be alone with Reality means nothing comes between us.  

It’s hard to know if nothing between us means there is no otherness.  

If so, how are we still something that can be with the One?  

Or is it a temporary going beyond form,  

and then we return to it?  

But this would imply there is no final rest for the soul,  
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no permanent satisfaction.  

But Plotinus does say Intellect is satiated, satisfied— 

it seeks nothing further.  

Can soul be so established in Intellect that it has the Good always?  

This wouldn’t mean it ceases producing, just as Intellect ever gives.  

But some sort of restlessness would end.  

The longing Plotinus describes, is it only ended for moments?  

Or can soul be like Intellect, always thinking and always not thinking?  

It seems that this is the condition of sages as PB describes them:  

permanent merger in Reality,  

although in the foreground worldly activities, inspired ones, continue. 

 

*** 

The One Fills, Completes, Colors, and Illuminates  

 

6.7.16.32 “Intellect came to be by being filled.” 

 

Being filled causes me to be, to be fulfilled, and to know reality.  

Reality is a kind of seeing, a seeing that lives, which includes everything.  

It is at once beauty, and life, and rest and motion.  

It is complete in that nothing of reality is missing from it  

and complete in that nothing it wants to be or become is missing.  

It is filled with reality and sees itself as reality.  

What does this mean to me?  

Being filled, I am, and I see.  

What kind of seeing is this?  

I see limitlessly, without constraints.  

I see inwardly— 

it is a kind of rest, knowing nothing needs to be sought.  

All is here.  

And this being all here is given and known to be given.  

So it’s also a kind of grace.  



20 
 

20 
 

To know all is here, that nothing is to be sought,  

that one has received in one’s inmost a sense of what is.  

It is given.  

I receive, see, and know, all at once.  

This would be true living.  

Does music teach me this, or beauty?  

I experience beauty as something elusive.  

I experience the uplift, the sense of profundity, of something  longed for.  

But what I long for is always beyond,  

or maybe it’s me that moves away from it?  

I can’t quite settle on it and stop.  

I want to rest and stop, but the music continues, so I follow it.  

But all the while, the sense of beauty’s presence is there.  

The sense continues.  

Now if beauty could be seen itself, known that it was always present,  

and known that the beauty which is itself is itself being received,  

that would be Intellect being filled and seeing.  

Beauty is filled and sees and is complete,  

or is completed and sees.  

Life too.  

Life too is filled and sees and is complete.  

Life seeing itself.  

What would it mean for life to see itself, know it is from something  

and be content and not need to seek?  

It’s always being filled, made whole.  

Life abundant, beautiful, knowing in a way that doesn’t divide itself from what it knows,  

yet doesn’t merge so completely that there is nothing to know.  

Life sees, life is filled, and being filled, it is complete,  

and being complete, it sees.  

How does being complete lead to seeing?  

It is complete as a living thing.  

Awareness is complete and so it sees.  
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Life, Intellect, Beauty are filled.  

Being filled, they see, become the archetype of all things.  

Symmetry, order, harmony are here.  

This then becomes the source of others being filled, and being filled, they see.  

Contemplation—seeing what is one’s source— 

one automatically gives, inspires, creates another being  

that receives, is filled, and sees.  

Cascading light, beauty, inspiration— 

a spring that ever gushes.  

We, at the lowest end still receive, and in receiving, we too see.  

This connection to contemplation is important— 

it gets at why we create.  

We create having been filled.  

Filling comes with the urge to expand, to fill something else, to give.  

Giving is rooted in the highest level, in the uttermost reality.  

Giving is also the power to produce.  

Plotinus says that all things generate when they are full,  

at the height of their power.  

So essential production, giving, and goodness are connected  

to inspiration, filling, giving, glorifying, coloring, and adorning the next level down.  

So I am filled, am completed, and see.  

Seeing, I give and fill others, inspire others to see and give.  

 

*** 

6.7.16.18–19 “It filled Intellect and was not just movement but movement satiated and full.”  

 

Satiated, not seeking anything else, satisfied.  

How is movement satiated?  

It is not needing to move toward anything because it has it already.  

Does the movement continue?  

A full movement.  
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Like a gesture, dancing.  

A full movement is very expressive.  

The arms swinging, the arms opening.  

Wide—embracing all— or giving to all.  

Joy, exultation.  

A movement satiated that becomes all things.  

The movement is one that conceives, becomes pregnant.  

It started as movement toward, an expectation,  

a looking to something, hoping to receive, to see.  

Seeing as a movement—the seeing goes out.  

Or maybe in.  

The movement of attention inward in hopes to catch oneself.  

And surprisingly, this indrawing of attention  

toward something without form is filling, fills.  

The formless fills one.  

Paradoxically, that nothingness can satisfy, satiate.  

Filled so one has offspring and gives birth.  

Gives birth to wisdom.  

From this inward attention, wisdom is born.  

Paul Brunton says that God’s thinking is  

“a movement of an infinite wisdom within an unlimited range.”  

Born from a movement that is satiated.  

Movement is living attention,  

a living toward what gave birth to the living.  

From the vast formless source, wisdom is born.  

Wisdom content with itself.  

Not weary.  

Not having its fill and then ready for something else.  

Or wishing it wasn’t full.  

Contentment in what has been brought forth within oneself.  

Satiated as delighting in this inspiration.  

Breathing in— 
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it has breathed in something from the formless.  

It has been inspired to become wisdom and truth.  

Moving within, it continues to move.  

Doesn’t rest or stop.  

It’s a movement that is satiated.  

Not a stopping of movement or life.  

The life is filled full and continues.  

A centered life about its source.  

Why doesn’t it stop?  

Why does life continue when it has been filled, or fulfilled?  

It is fulfilled in being movement.  

It is circular movement, centered,  

so it doesn’t move away from what fills it. 

 

*** 

6.7.22.5–8 “For each is what it is by itself; but it becomes desirable when the Good colors it, giving a kind of 

grace to them and passionate love to the desirers.” 

 

Coloring something gives it a tinge.  

The color is not part of it but plays about it.  

Hovers.  

The dawning light colors the leaves, flowers, dew.  

The sparkling light draws the eye and we pause in wonder.  

Delighted by this spectacle, our breath stops.  

Why does this engage us so?  

The light draws us to something deep within.  

The light, the coloring, does something to us.  

The light is magnetic, magnetizing our soul to its true north, its source.  

The sun gives desire to us.  

The desire to behold.  

Or is it more?  

What is kindled in us by the coloring of things?  
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We want to go on looking forever, to gaze with no satiety.  

Struck dumb, entranced, but not in a stupefied way.  

It tells us something about ourselves.  

We feel intimate with what we behold.  

The object seems part of us, or we it.  

The passionate desire— 

it is a longing.  

Not easily satisfied.  

What would satisfy the passion of the soul?  

To live more fully.  

To live authentically.  

To be at peace.  

No longer goaded by inner compulsions.  

To be stable in a way— 

anchored in reality, rooted.  

To know we are not captive,  

not in illusion.  

Finally to know we will not be deceived,  

will not be rudely awakened:  

“Oh, that too was a dream, not permanent.”  

We love reality and long for it.  

This is the passionate desire we are given— 

to know Reality, to abide in it, to be free of illusion.  

The passionate desire is given by Reality.  

Isn’t this amazing!  

We are given the desire to know, abide, see,  

and participate in Realty  

by Reality itself!  

It makes itself desirable to us by coloring what we know  

with something of itself.  

The light is telling of itself:  

“This is what I am if you would know me.”  
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Passionate love; it’s not tepid.  

It’s whole, full, involves all of my being. 

*** 

6.7.30.32–33 “Its cause is what colors and shines upon and glorifies the intelligibles.” 

 

What a marvel!  

To see what is real and true as glittering and radiant! 

Why is reality beautiful? 

What does it receive that makes it beautiful?  

Its nature is not in itself beautiful.  

It is shone upon, made beautiful.  

The beauty hovers about it, tinges it,  

as if indicating that it comes upon it, it is not bound into it.  

This tinging or infusing is what interest me.  

How are truth and wisdom illuminated and made beautiful?  

What does this point to?  

The call of the beautiful, the sense that it comes from elsewhere, is intriguing.  

But here Plotinus tells us that the intelligibles,  

which he often identifies with Beauty,  

are themselves glorified, that they receive something,  

or are seen in a new light.  

Glorified, glittering, radiant,  

like light shining on flowers in the sun— 

the tulip’s radiance as it begins to blossom.  

Still enclosed, it seems to shine more than when it is fully opened.  

The glitter of sun on a dewdrop at the tip of a blade of grass.  

Like music that resonates with one’s depths;  

the resonating is a tuning into and a being attuned.  

Beautiful music sings of intimacy— 

the beauty is not far away.  

You hear it as an extension of yourself.  

So the intelligibles are made beautiful,  
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are shone upon, made glorious.  

The intelligibles are wisdom, so wisdom is glorified.  

What is added to wisdom by this illumination?  

The power to know. Truth. Harmony.  

The harmonization of all truths with each other.  

Coming into a whole.  

Friendship— 

there is no warring or conflict in the intelligible cosmos.  

No competition.  

No division.  

This is what wisdom receives.  

Truth is added to the mixture.  

The mixture is harmonized.  

The wisdom is harmonized with us.  

This is what it is to be glorified. 

 

*** 

6.7.32.31–32 “Therefore the productive power of all is the flower of beauty, a beauty which makes beauty.”  

 

The flower of beauty seems to be beauty blossoming forth,  

a radiance that spellbinds the beholder.  

But is the flower of beauty what beauty produces  

or is it the essence of beauty?  

The flower is the distillation,  

the fruit, the sap,  

the juice of beauty.  

The flower is beauty’s quintessence.  

The productive power of all is what all come from— 

the power that makes all.  

This power is the essence of beauty,  

so beauty is what makes everything to be!  

Imagine that— 
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beauty is what all come from, all return to.  

Beauty is what all are virtually.  

This is a marvelous insight.  

Beauty, power, vitality, flowering— 

all come to the same thing.  

The flower of beauty is a radiance.  

It looks like the flower is what is produced,  

but in fact the flower of beauty is what produces.  

The tulip’s glistening glow is not a quality of the tulip— 

it produces the tulip!  

The source of the tulip is the flower.  

It flowers as beauty because it is the soul of beauty.  

What could be meant by this?  

That which has flowered forth is not what he means by the flower of beauty.  

It is the soul of beauty that manifest as the flower.  

The productive power of all is the flower of beauty.  

This power is not active power, actually producing.  

It’s the quintessence that always is,  

always is beautiful;  

all other beauty is a pale imitation,  

something that breaks up the oneness of beauty.  

The productive power does result in all, but how?  

The productive power is the virtuality of all.  

It is not yet broken up into the array of beautiful things,  

yet all beautiful things are displaying a hint of it, a trace of it.  

A flower— 

it is the final display of what the plant is.  

But here Plotinus turns this all on its head— 

the flower is the source of the seed. 

 

*** 

6.9.9.18–20 “[Beauty, righteousness, virtue] It is these the soul conceives when filled with God.”   
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These the soul conceives when filled with God.  

How glorious!  

How we long to be filled with God!  

Filled to the brim so we overflow.  

We have so much to give, to express, to pour forth, to body forth!  

But first we must be filled with God.  

Filled when we are silent, open, widened, loosened, unmoored, expanded, strengthened— 

weakened too.  

We are filled when we are out of the way.  

We conceive  beauty, become pregnant with it.  

The seed is there.  

It has power to grow and be birthed outside the soul.  

Not totally outside.  

The conception is not the birth,  

though maybe here being filled with God  

is to be reborn, rebirthed, reconceived, reconfigured.  

Something must shift.  

It begins in this moment of power.  

New power is received.  

Power to make changes to accommodate this influx.  

The soul conceives when it is filled with God.  

What is God here?  

It is more than Intellect.  

Intellect itself is said to be generated in this same type of conception.  

It is filled by that which is beyond form,  

beyond itself as Intellect.  

Formless reality fills a formless soul, a receptacle, a knowing point.  

Filled with God.  

Filled means no spot is left empty.  

God reaches into all of me, all of my soul or mind.  

Filled to the brim.  
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Filled so nothing separates me from God.  

This is union with the most desired,  

what we have always sought,  

since it is our source.  

Filled with our source,  

we conceive right conduct for the first time.  

Before this, we don’t really know what to do and what not to do.  

We have rules received from others.  

Now, we know directly, with surety and ease.  

God speaks in my soul.  

What he says empowers me to live beautifully— 

and achingly,  

since we know there is so much more than what we can express, create, live. 

 

*** 

6.9.9.57–59 “Then one can see both him and oneself as is right to see: the self glorified, full of intelligible 

light—but rather itself pure light—weightless, floating free, having become—but rather, being—a god, set on 

fire then.” 

 

To be weightless.  

Free of burdens and care.  

Not weighted down.  

Uplifted. Inspired. Joyful.  

What is being weighted?  

Feeling the sensations of the body?  

No, being fastened to them, claustrophobic,  

giving them weight and ignoring all else.  

Now I am floating free.  

Weightless is a way to describe joy.  

Full of intelligible light.  

The light illumines the meaning of things, order, clarity.  

It all makes sense.  
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Full of light; being a god!  

Being a god in the sense that one is restored to one’s natural state.  

No longer human, or better, no longer profane.  

On fire.  

Being on fire in the sense of passion stirred,  

a steady stream, in the flow.  

I am on fire— 

the flow is unhindered.  

Creative.  

Maybe this is not the ultimate union  

but a description of the soul  

as it is inspired and uplifted in a penultimate stage.  

I see then as much of the One as it’s right to see.  

Is there a limit to what I can see?  

Or is it that the One is infinite  

and so the limit is not really a partial glance?  

I look forever and there is still more,  

though at every point it seems as if nothing is missing.  

So there is no felt lack,  

yet a movement to continue the looking.  

And I see also myself in seeing the One.  

Why?   

The One is what I most truly am.  

The One is what I am before I become other.  

The self sees itself in seeing the One.  

On fire, weightless, glorified.  

Why glorified?  

The soul is made beautiful by this visioning.  

Why?  

Consider what makes the soul less beautiful:  

Not so much a descent into body as a descent into partiality— 

being fascinated with objects of attention,  
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ignoring itself as seer.  

That’s why we are advised to focus on the seer.  

This frees us, makes us weightless, full of clarity.  

On fire.  

 

The Good as Source of Freedom 

 

6.8.13–15 “Every being in its desire for the Good wants to be that Good rather than what it is, and thinks that it 

is in the highest degree when it participates in the Good, and in such a state each being will choose for itself to 

be insofar as it has being from the Good.” 

 

Each being wants to be the Good.  

That from which we all come is what we most desire to be.  

We want to be that more than we want to be what we are as distinct from it.  

We are in the highest degree when we participate in the Good.  

Well, aren’t we always participating in the Good?  

What allows for degrees of being?  

It seems he’s speaking not of whatever unity we have in order to be at all  

but something we can achieve and choose.  

We can choose to be.  

What could that mean?  

In the depths of the heart, I, as the Overself,  

at every moment, or eternally, choose to be.  

There’s something good about being.  

The Overself knows that it is always rooted in the source,  

knows how it is nondifferent than It and that it is forever safe;  

nothing can happen to it.  

In such a state, it enjoys freedom.  

Is its freedom the freedom to manifest as anything  

since it can never depart from itself?  

Is choosing my own being an eternal act by which soul causes itself?  

Not caused by the Good,  
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it receives from the Good not just its being or its unity  

but the Good’s freedom to create its being,  

to will its being,  

to know that its being is in a sense not for itself but for the universe.  

If we participate in the Good,  

then we participate in all its so-called aspects.  

So my portion of the Good  

includes the Good’s power, its beauty, its self-love,  

its superknowledge, its formlessness,  

its wakefulness that is one with its being.  

We can’t participate in some aspects of the Good and not others  

since the Good is not really made up of these aspects.  

So if I have a portion of the Good,  

I have all these aspects too.  

This sounds unbelievable and runs the risk of being arrogant.  

PB says we share the nature of Mind  

but not its power or amplitude.  

And this must be taken into account.  

The expression of the portion of the Good in being and the universe may be limited.  

And this is especially difficult to understand when it comes to autonomy:  

how can we each will different things without each limiting the other’s autonomy?  

Maybe the idea is that at this level,  

all necessarily will the Good and the result is always harmonious?  

Harmony because the Good somehow ensures a coordination between them?  

 

If I have a portion of the Good,  

I necessarily have all the aspects of the Good.  

I can’t have unity from the Good  

without also having power, hypernoesis, self-love, formless beauty.  

But does the way I have them necessarily limit them,  

so that its superknowledge becomes the Nous’s knowledge in me,  

its formless beauty becomes my intelligible beauty,  
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its self-love becomes my love of the Good.  

This seems to undercut the idea that it’s really a portion of the Good I have,  

turning it into an image of the Good. 

  

What does it mean to say that it’s an achievement to participate in the Good?  

That it is only when I have a portion of the Good that I freely choose to be?  

I achieve the Good—how?  

Is it a surrender of self-willing?  

Is it going beyond even the self-knowledge of the Nous?  

Before this happens,  

does this mean all my activities are not wholly free?  

Plotinus suggests soul is free when it acts so as to desire or pursue the Good— 

when it makes the Good its primary object.  

So this achievement would be quite rare.  

I’m pulled.  

On the one hand, the Overself always has a portion of the Good,  

and it freely chooses or wills its being eternally, or pre-eternally.  

It has already willed its being freely.  

On the other hand, as a human being, I don’t always chose the Good.  

I don’t even recognize what the Good is so that I may choose it.  

I’m too mixed up with what I want and don’t want,  

what I think I should do, what others expect, what my roles require.  

I don’t have autonomy.  

The free willing at my heart is not made effective in my life.  

I experience a split.  

But is there a hint of this divine autonomy in my life?  

Is choosing to live moment by moment a hint,  

the deep knowledge that life is precious, life has meaning?  

I know that I’m safe,  

which is why I take the risk of being embodied on this earth.  

It’s important to find out how the Overself’s freely willing its substance,  

as part of the World-Mind,  
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and as cooperating with its divine purpose,  

is subtly at work in my life.  

How to detect this freedom that is at my core?  

Where to look for it? 

 

*** 

6.8.13.20–21 “[And as long as each individual did not have the Good it wished something else,] but in that it 

possesses the Good, it wills itself.” 

 

Each individual wills itself in that it has the Good.  

My having the Good allows me to will myself?  

My having the Good gives me the freedom to will myself?  

My having the Good is identical to my freedom to will myself?  

The Good doesn’t just bestow unity, or existence, to me.  

Having unity, or existence, is not an effect that makes me powerless, inert.  

I am not just a product of the Good.  

Having the Good gives me the power of the Good to freely will, act,  

to be before all things, not one of them.  

Having the Good is empowering.  

Maybe mentalism would say that because I am a mind,  

I have the creative power of mind to fashion environments.  

The creativity manifest in dreaming is an indication of this.  

The insight here is that in participating in the Good,  

we participate in its activity,  

its boundless activity that creates beings.  

The Good is one with its being  

but also its being insofar as its willed is subservient to the willing.  

That’s why Plotinus says that the One is not subject to its own being or nature.  

Could we have the same freedom?  

We have the Good,  

or when we have the Good,  

we have freedom to will our being.  
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If we are speaking of eternal being,  

then it seems it’s not open to us to change anything.  

But something must be wrong with conceiving of eternal being as past being.  

So if I share in the Good, I can freely will eternally?  

But then what would it mean to not possess the Good now but to achieve it later?  

Somehow I shift from powerlessness and unfreedom  

to power and freedom. 

 

*** 

 

6.8.15.20–25 “If we ever see in ourselves a nature of this kind. . . .This alone has self-mastery and self-disposal 

by the active presence of a light in the form of good, and good, and greater than that which belongs to Intellect. . 

. . When we ascend to this and become this alone and let the rest go, what can we say of it except that we are 

more than free and more than independent?” 

 

We can ascend to something that is more than free.  

What is this?  

A nature in ourselves.  

So it’s not outside us.  

It’s possible.  

We don’t have to abandon something that is close.  

Not a giving up of our nature.  

It has self-mastery and self-disposal.  

There is nothing determining this nature.  

Not even the world-idea?  

Is it beyond any role it must play in the universe?  

Is it beyond even the vision that the soul has of itself as an intelligible being,  

for the fulfilment of which it undertakes this journey into embodiment life after life?  

It is free of all chance.  

OK, but the intelligible is not chance either.  

But he says we have self-mastery  

because of the presence of a light in the form of good  
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that is greater than that which belongs to Intellect!  

We are free because of the presence of the Good to us.  

As us?  

The form of the Good, Good-like.  

Something like the Good is bestowed on us that make us free,  

free to will even our being as celestial gods, or beings in Intellect.  

Can this really be true?  

What is this light in the form of good,  

light that it like the Good?  

Usually Intellect is said to be like the Good.  

Plotinus says that souls are stirred to desire the Forms  

once the Forms are made like the Good by receiving a light from it.  

This light is said to be Good-like (agathoeides).  

This light is what tinges the Forms and makes them desirable to soul  

and is also what gives soul the passionate, erotic desire  

to pursue the intelligibles, to contemplate them.  

Without this, the souls are said to be uninterested in the Forms.  

So this light makes the souls into lovers  

and makes the Ideas into something Good-like.  

It’s something they receive from the Good.  

It would be surprising if there were something in between the Good and Intellect,  

something not the Good yet not Intellect.  

So what is this light in the form of Good  

that makes Ideas lovable and beautiful  

and makes us free, self-mastering, autonomous?  

We ascend to this alone  

and discover we have the freedom that it seems only the Good enjoys.  

 

Can there be more than one thing with this kind of freedom?  

Certainly, whatever a being freely wills can’t limit what the One wills,  

since nothing can limit the will of the One.  

But all the same, he says we are more than free  
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when we ascend to this and become this alone.  

Have we become that which is in the One “beforehand”?  

Is our nature the best example  

of how something can be more real  

when it is included in the One’s productive power  

than when it distinguishes itself from it?  

 

*** 

6.8.19.1–2 “Raised up, then, towards that by what has been said, one should take hold of that itself, and he will 

see also himself and will not be able to say all that he wishes.” 

 

We are raised up, inspired, and encouraged  

by what Plotinus has said about the One.  

Even though Plotinus has told us that he is speaking incorrectly  

when he describes the One as making itself, loving itself, willing itself, intending itself,  

his words lift us so we can take hold of the One.  

Why or how, should what he says raise us up, have effect?  

His speech raises us up.  

It inspires us.  

It makes us feel something that resonates with the truth.  

Even though, or perhaps because, it is inadequate, incorrect speech  

it still has the power to move us upward toward the One.  

It is hard to find meditation practices or spiritual methods in Plotinus.  

Perhaps listening to and trying to follow  

his reasoned yet revelatory speech is his method par excellence.  

It is necessarily symbolic  

because all thinking is necessarily dualistic.  

Plotinus provides entry points for realization of the truth.  

And because we have something like it in ourselves,  

upon hearing his words,  

we can recognize what they point to.  

Symbols evoke something beyond what our binary-loving minds can grasp.  
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Yes, but it’s more than a stimulus or a prod  

that causes the ascent without the need for understanding.  

The precise way he uses language matters.  

Plotinus is careful in his expressions,  

sometimes employing metaphor and brilliant images to convey his meaning.  

He has taken hold of the One  

(not possessing it but being together with it)  

and now is trying to instruct us, guide us— 

those who have not yet seen.  

He has seen and all that he has seen  

is not easily conveyed to those who have not.  

He is a master at leading us up  

by formulating a view, then correcting it,  

trying to reduce its inaccuracy,  

even if some amount is unavoidable.  

He wants us to ascend and see.  

He cares about his students.  

Elsewhere he writes that “we speak and write impelling towards it,”  

so that we will awaken from our reasoning to vision.  

The purely negative way of not saying anything about the One  

or not saying anything positive,  

the way of negations,  

is inadequate to impel us toward it.  

Why would we pursue, or aim at, a blankness, a void— 

unless we thought existing to be such a pain or misfortune  

that having it end would be better than continuing to live?  

Permanent and effective suicide  

(“ending the rounds of rebirth”),  

the individual liberation described in some Buddhist texts,  

is thought by some to be the goal.  

But here Plotinus wants to encourage us,  

to tell us that the goal of the Good is worthwhile to pursue;  
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there is nothing to fear.  

We will not find ourselves in a nothingness  

nor will we end in a principle that lacks freedom and self-determination.  

It is the liberator because it’s absolute freedom.  

The One is master of itself  

without there being an itself that is mastered.  

Its freedom is itself and originates from itself.  

Raised up toward that by what has been said,  

we are prepared to go beyond what our minds can discern by thinking about the One.  

We won’t then be able to say all we wish.  

And yet we are not speechless— 

we want to say something,  

and we have something worth saying.  

Intellect is the same.  

It, too, wants to say what it sees,  

but its speech is charged with almost infinite power,  

and its speaking creates the universe.  

It is the Logos.  

We too, if we have the vision,  

will be charged with power.  

Our speech, like Plotinus’s,  

will carry the power to inspire others to awaken and see. 

 

Not sure whether to include and where 

 

5.3.16.15 “There must therefore be a concentration (converging, coalescing) into a real one outside all 

multiplicity and any ordinary type of simplicity, if it is to be really simple.” 

 

Concentration into, convergence into, coalescing into.  

There is some activity here.  

It’s not static, not accomplished.  

This concentrating and converging  
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is the opposite of the line above,  

proceeding towards greater multiplicity.  

Without this concentrating,  

this drawing all inward, or deeper,  

we don’t have a unity but a unified multiplicity.  

It’s not an ordinary simplicity.  

An ordinary simplicity would be something  

that is just one thing, an element perhaps.  

To be really simple, it can’t be dead, an effect.  

It must be active.  

And its activity is a remaining inward-turned.  

It’s a concentrating activity, a unifying activity, a converging.  

Tricky since there is nothing to be unified or drawn into.  

It is the One’s loving itself.  

It’s a simplifying without anything being simplified.  

The converging is the One’s willing itself, its self-intention.  

If it was turned outward, it would lose its peculiar manner of being.  

This is no ordinary simplicity— 

it’s simplicity is not like that of a monad, a point,  

as if it were so small it has no parts.  

It’s an activity of self-tending, self-willing, self-loving  

that includes all that will later be revealed as wisdom and intelligibility.  

The converging into something that is really one, 

 really simple in a way that is really a mystery.  

Have we ever come across such a simplicity, such an activity?  

Our own ‘I’ might be a clue.  

Is my sense of being complex?  

Can I detect any parts that are being unified?  

I am before all that I know.  

I seem not to owe anything to what I know.  

Is my ‘I’ a converging into a one?  

Is it self-intending?  
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How is it different  

from the unfathomable power of the One’s simplicity?  

Without it, nothing of the multiple world is known. 

Is it the One or an image of the One?  

What enables me to know and see is the light from the One.  

So there’s something to this idea  

that the I, the awareness that enables me to know, is sourced in the One. 

 

*** 

6.8.16.30–33 (Bussanich trans.) “If then his actuality did not come to be but was always and is like awakening 

without another awakener, an eternal awakening and super-intellection, he is thus as he awakened.” 

 

Awakening (egeirein) here has the connotations of being aroused,  

stirred into activity, an awakening of a power,  

so it’s not a reference to waking consciousness,  

as one of the four states of consciousness.  

It suggests the ultimate in arousal,  

becoming aware, not being asleep,  

not being in a state of potency or hidden.  

Like a sudden flash of insight  

or the arousal caused by a sudden pain  

that awakens us from torpor, inertia, dull contentment, standing still— 

all faculties now awake and alert— 

though, in this case,  

not filled with fear and anxiety as a result.  

It would be a heightened state if it occurred in us.  

The One’s activity, energeia, its pre-eternal act,  

its bringing itself to be,  

is being described as like an eternal awakening,  

an eternal awakening that is without the duality  

of someone who wakes up and the activity of waking up.  

This activity that never came to be is said to be a like an eternal stirring up,  
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an awakening without the duality of subject and its activity  

and super-intellection, hypernoesis.  

Noesis is the highest form of dual knowing.  

This is a super form of it.  

Not a beyond knowing but a greater version of it.  

Intellect’s knowing is an image of it,  

so it hints at this hyperintellection.  

The pair of hyperintellection and eternal awakening,  

a knowing that is what it knows  

and an inner quasi-subjective state of eternal arousal and awakening  

are identified or compared.  

Or rather the One’s eternal activity or actuality  

is said to be like an eternal awakening and a super-intellection.  

Awakening without an awakener,  

also an awakening without a prior condition of sleep, potential, or torpor.  

So it can’t be understood literally.  

The eternal act of waking up,  

perhaps imagined as a waking up in a timeless now,  

as if always awakening.  

The awakening tells us of the moment of awakening,  

the “aha” of seeing clearly.  

Distill the essence of waking from sleep,  

waking into using a power that had been only potential,  

add the joy of this awakening,  

and strip it of the prior condition,  

so it is just awakening without a prior ignorance or sleep.  

This would hint at the One’s activity,  

which is what it is:  

a uniform concentration on itself  

that is a fullness we can’t imagine,  

a simple concentration on itself,  

like an eternal awakened clarity and a super-intellection. 
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*** 

Astronoesis, Outline of the One, p. 22 “But unity may be so complex even in its undifferentiated simplicity or 

pure intelligence (turiya) as to suggest immense mysteries .  . tracings in the dark.” 

 

Unity that is complex in its undifferentiated simplicity.  

Complex means not simple,  

intricate, interrelated, many factors.  

A complex problem has many dimensions to it.  

Complex—it is many together.  

Yet here is a complexity that is still a unity and without difference.  

Nor can it be a unity made up of related items,  

which is the type of complexity appropriate to Intellect;  

its one-manyness is the All as unified.  

But the One is a unity in a different way.  

It can’t be a holding together of many.  

Why is it complex then?  

The complexity is to suggest that it is not a blank kind of homogeneity.  

It can’t be thought of as a kind of stuff, 

For this would not be capable of producing anything.  

But the One is the most powerful of all.  

It has unfathomable depths of power,  

power inconceivable and infinite.  

And this power produces.  

It’s not an ability to produce that is never used, always potential.  

It’s always producing, although not a process in time.  

So a pre-eternal activity that results in all that is not itself:  

Intellect, soul, body, matter.  

The source of all is not a nothing in the sense of absolute nothing,  

for such a nothing is not an activity nor could it have any effects.  

So its unity is not that of nothingness  

nor is it like the unity of something complex and then unified.  
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Its unity, not made up of things that are themselves unified, is unique.  

Nothing else has this kind of unity;  

all else is unified:  

it is something and then unified.  

Sort of.  

So the One is said to be complex  

to ward off our thinking it to be a lifeless static lump of homogeneity.  

Its complexity is its power to be all things virtually without actually being them all.  

It is all things in a transcendental way.  

Now its undifferentiated simplicity suggest mysteries, tracings in the dark.  

You can’t see tracings in the dark.  

Are they there if not seen?  

There is an activity that is not visible.  

like the tracks of a bird in flight,  

but there is a sense in which there is something very subtle.  

The complexity keeps us from thinking of the One as homogeneous and incapable of being a cause.  

But its being undifferentiated keeps us from thinking that there are many items stored in it,  

even items as subtle as Ideas and Forms.  

Immense mysteries— 

the mystery is what can’t be fathomed, grasped, understood.  

But there is something there— 

nothing from which nothing can come is not a mystery.  

Infinite complexity— 

the most amazing intelligence, wisdom, life, beauty hints at this complexity.  

But the mystery is how something without parts,  

without differentiation,  

can be the source of infinite complexity and intelligence,  

not a source of chaos and randomness.  

Plotinus says that the One is not as it happened to be.  

Nothing determines it, and so it wills itself.  

This willing of itself is the same as this complexity of unity,  

a complexity that is without difference,  
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like nothing we can compare it to.  

Willing itself, it wills its complexity, or rather wills its undifferentiatedness  

in such a way that it can be the source of all,  

willing itself as an immense mystery,  

inconceivable power that is the actual principle of all,  

prior to the duality of potency and act. 

 


