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CANONICS is an elementary Organon composed not of definitions but of 
first motions. Through ten elementary operations—placing, considering, 
bearing, dedicating, turning, cycling, intermingling, inclining, sectioning, 
and sustaining—it develops a practical grammar of orientation before 
thought hardens into concepts or disciplines. Each motion is enacted by a 
cast of objective figures—the Child, the Amphora, the Fulcrum, Scale, 
Aurora, Parerga, Category, and Abstraction—whose conversations 
transform philosophy into an instrument of practice rather than a system of 
doctrines. At the centre stands the Portico, an architectonic threshold where 
relations are learned without requiring a common ground. CANONICS is 
neither a primer nor a treatise on architecture. It is a small cosmology of 
elementary gestures, proposing that thought begins not with identity or 
representation, but with embodied operations through which heterogeneous 
worlds gradually become capable of orientation, coexistence, and 
continuation. 
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Dedication  

Withdrawing 

To the Organon 

This work is dedicated to that which never appears as a figure, yet 
without which no figure would remain objective: the organon that 
traverses without occupying, that articulates without speaking, that 
governs without legislating. Category and Abstraction, not as 
concepts, not as methods, but as conditions that persist only by 
remaining partial, oblique, and incomplete:  

Abstraction, who withdraws coincidence so that appearance does not 
collapse into possession, who loosens the grip of immediacy. Because 
of her, what shows itself does not exhaust itself and what is given is 
not taken. What appears is not identical with itself. Abstraction 
places a delay between appearance and claim. 

Category, who arrives only after this withdrawal, and never first. Who 
does not ask what something is, but how it may be addressed 
adequately. Who distributes domains, regulates passages, and 
preserves incompatibilities without resolving them. Because of her, 
holding is not mistaken for grounding, resistance not mistaken for 
opposition, assistance not mistaken for completion, oscillation not 
mistaken for indecision. 

Together they do not form a doctrine, a system, or a foundation. 
They form an organon: a joint apparatus of articulation that allows 
relations to persist without fusion and differences to remain legible 
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without antagonism. They do not generate meaning. They anatomize 
intelligibility. 

They remain in the portico. They do not enter the work. If they were 
to enter, Abstraction would harden into doctrine and Category 
would congeal into law. Remaining oblique, they pass alongside the 
figures, ensuring that no figure claims totality, no relation demands 
resolution, and no disagreement becomes contradiction. 

This book proceeds under their shadow.  

It is dedicated hence also to withdrawal—not as negation, but as 
aphairesis: the taking-away that permits form to appear without 
coincidence. What is withdrawn here is immediacy, possession, the 
right of the first-person to claim priority over relation. Without this 
withdrawal, nothing that follows could remain legible. 

Under the shadows of Category and Abstraction, we are not dealing 
with classification, but with situs and arthron: the articulation of 
positions that do not converge, the jointing of domains that remain 
distinct while sharing passage. Category appears here only as 
pressure, as a constraint against collapse, as the quiet insistence that 
holding is not grounding and that leaning is not falling, as assistance 
is not completion. 

The Schriftsteller enters this work under these conditions. They do 
not author its figures – they are contracted by them. The writing 
proceeds not as expression, but as co-efficient practice: a bearing 
(ferre) of measures already underway in bodies that think, hesitate, 
incline, and endure. This dedication does not consecrate a subject or 
an audience. It establishes a canon of address: parabolic rather than 
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direct, sectional rather than total, grammatical rather than 
intentional.  

The work that follows does not seek agreement. It seeks legibility. 
Each book participates in this contract by exposing one operation of 
placeness—placing, considering, bearing, dedicating, turning, 
enumerating, intermingling, inclining, articulating, sustaining—
without exhausting it. Together they form no system, only a cycle 
(kyklos) sufficient unto itself, because nothing essential is missing 
and nothing is forced into presence. 

The Schriftsteller dedicates this work to the bodies of thinking with 
which it was scripted—not before them, not for them, but with 
them, in the portico where thought remains beside itself and can 
therefore continue. 

* 
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Dedication 	 Withdrawing (aphairesis (ἀφαίρεσις) | abstractio)  

Motion I	 	 Placing  

(thesis (θέσις), topos (τόπος) | situs, positio)  

Greek thesis and topos open place as relation and exposure, a where that exists 
only insofar as something can appear beside something else. Latin situs and positio 
attempt to stabilize this exposure into situation, but the book holds placeness as 
spacing that resists becoming location. 

Motion II	 	 Considering 

(theōria (θεωρία), skopos (σκοπός) | consideratio)  

Greek theōria suspends time in attentive viewing, where novelty arises through 
return rather than event. Latin consideratio draws the gaze back toward order and 
measure, yet finds that the stars it observes no longer align into sequence. 

Motion III 		 Bearing 

(pherein (φέρειν), bastazein (βαστάζειν) | ferre, portare)  

Greek pherein and bastazein feel weight as something shared, sustained, and 
never finally possessed. Latin ferre and portare seek transport and endurance, but 
the load dissolves into assistance that fills without accumulating. 

Motion IV	 	 Dedicating 

(anatithēmi (ἀνατίθημι) | dedicare)  

Greek anatithēmi offers by setting aside, allowing address to rise without arrival. 
Latin dedicare consecrates and fixes, yet the mirror bends the offering 
parabolically, refusing capture by the one addressed. 

Motion V	 	 Turning 

(tropos (τρόπος), epistrophē (ἐπιστροφή) | vertere, convertere)  

Greek tropos and epistrophē turn as manner and return, converting without 
closure and orienting by repetition. Latin vertere and convertere attempt to face 
and direct, but the book insists on turning without overview, a Drehbuch without 
command. 
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Motion VI	 	 Cycling  

(kyklos (κύκλος), arithmos (ἀριθμός) | circulus, numerus)  

Greek kyklos and arithmos count as cosmic sufficiency, where number completes 
without ending. Latin circulus and numerus formalize the count, yet discover that 
completion here produces recurrence rather than finality 

Motion VII		 Intermingling 

(syn-einai (συν-εἶναι), methexis (μέθεξις) | interesse, commixtio)  

Greek syn-einai and methexis hold being-with as participation that does not fuse. 
Latin inter-esse and commixtio press toward mixture and relation, but the portico 
sustains adjacency without synthesis. 

Motion VIII	 Inclining 

(klisis (κλίσις), rhopē (ῥοπή) | tendere, inclinare)  

Greek klisis and rhopē lean as grammatical and physical tendencies, desire 
operating in the between. Latin tendere and inclinare stretch toward orientation, 
yet find no object capable of exhausting the pull. 

Motion IX	 	 Sectioning 

(tomē (τομή), arthron (ἄρθρον) | sectio, articulatio)  

Greek tomē and arthron cut in order to articulate, revealing joints without 
destroying continuity. Latin sectio and articulatio organize the cuts into 
knowledge, but objectivity remains partial, layered, and unfinished. 

Motion X	 	 Sustaining 

(kratein (κρατεῖν), diaphorein (διαφέρειν) | tenere, sustinere)  

Greek kratein and diaphorein endure by carrying-through difference without 
resolving it. Latin tenere and sustinere hold and uphold, yet canonics here survives 
only as embodied measure, not rule. 
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The Portico 

The Portico situates itself between Intellect and intelligibility as a 
condition of habitation, not as a mediating faculty. It does not generate 
thought, nor does it guarantee meaning; rather, it places dwelling within 
an objective organon that must be entered, sustained, and traversed. In 
this sense, the Portico allows Identity—in the algebraic sense—to 
function without collapsing into tautology: identity is no longer a self-
equality that closes, but a position held under conditions: the Portico 
suspends identity. What results is not the loss of unity, but its relocation: 
unity appears only as inhabitable coherence, never as self-grounding 
principle. Intellect ascends, intelligibility persists. The Portico is where 
their relation remains live. 

Legend of the Portico Instrument 

(On Height, Consummation, and Distributed Ascent) 

This figure represents an orientational instrument of placeness, designed 
not to determine position or destination, but to register conditions under 
which height may appear without fixing rank. The circular form recalls 
zodiacal order, yet the instrument does not map fates or outcomes. It 
describes climatic fields of thought, within which ascent occurs locally, 
episodically, and reversibly. Height is present here, but it is never 
monopolized. At the center lies Withdrawal (Abstraction), not as an origin 
or summit, but as the condition that prevents any ascent from becoming 
absolute. Nothing begins here, and nothing ends here. The center ensures 
that consummation remains an act rather than a possession. 
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The surrounding figures emit spheres of influence, understood as 
temperamental climates. These climates differ in density, pressure, and 
luminosity, allowing for moments of elevation—clarity, coherence, 
insight—without stabilizing them into hierarchy. 

Lines radiating through the instrument mark meridians. These are not 
axes of domination, but paths of intensificationalong which relations may 
gather, clarify, and culminate. Such culminations are real; they constitute 
acts of con-summation—gatherings-together sufficient for the moment. 

No meridian terminates in a fixed summit. Each may be climbed, used, 
and relinquished. Height here is achieved and released, not retained. The 
instrument thus allows ascension while forbidding supremacy. This 
instrument does not guide the reader upward once and for all. It allows 
many ascents, none of which abolish the others. 
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Cast of Figures 
 

The Amphora 	 (Holding / Winter / Saturnine Temper) 

The Amphora is not a container, though she is 
endlessly mistaken for one. She holds without 
enclosing, receives without owning, and remains 
smooth precisely where pressure would like to attach. 
Her surface is her discipline: nothing grips her long 
enough to settle into possession. What rests with her 
does not stay; what stays does not claim interiority. 

She governs the temper of retention without ground. 
Where others lean, move, or desire, she maintains the 

condition under which leaning does not become 
collapse. She is winter not because she freezes, but because she preserves 
by refusing excess. Her cold is not negation; it is restraint that allows form 
to remain legible. 

In the zodiac of the play, the Amphora tempers urgency. She slows 
accumulation, interrupts capture, and ensures that placeness does not 
harden into site. She speaks rarely, and when she does, it is to remind the 
others that holding is not the same as keeping. Without her, every figure 
would rush toward completion. With her, nothing finishes too quickly. 

 

The Fulcrum 	 (Leaning / Autumn / Martial Temper) 

The Fulcrum appears wherever weight becomes 
countable. He does not oppose; he resists just enough 
to register force. His presence is felt not as blockage, 
but as the precise point at which leaning matters. 
Without him, pressure would dissipate; with him, it 
becomes orientation. 

He governs the temper of resistance without 
negation. The Fulcrum never commands movement, but he determines 
whether movement bears consequence. He is autumnal: a season of 
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bearing-down, of gravity acknowledged without collapse, of harvest 
understood as strain rather than reward. 

In the zodiacal play, the Fulcrum prevents drift. He makes imbalance 
intelligible and tension measurable. He does not stabilize; he calibrates. 
When others speak too quickly, he introduces weight. When they hesitate 
too long, he reminds them that hesitation also leans. 

He rarely explains himself. His authority is mechanical, not moral. He 
ensures that relations do not float free of consequence, while refusing to 
ground them in certainty. Through him, the play learns that objectivity is 
not neutrality, but the capacity to feel where pressure lands. 

 

Scale 	 (Oscillating / Spring / Mercurial Temper) 

Scale never rests, though she rarely moves far. Her 
oscillation is not indecision but attention stretched 
between possibilities. She does not seek equilibrium; 
she maintains responsiveness. Where others assert, she 
adjusts. Where others conclude, she reopens 
proportion. 

She governs the temper of consideration without judgment. Time 
behaves differently around her: it spirals, returns, modulates. Novelty 
appears in her care not as event, but as altered weight. She is spring not 
because she promises renewal, but because she allows variation to emerge 
without rupture. 

In the zodiacal play, Scale keeps the conversation from hardening. She 
registers shifts before they become claims. Her intelligence is tactile: she 
feels imbalance before it is named. She corrects gently, often indirectly, 
sometimes only by leaning a fraction more to one side. 

Scale speaks often, but never finally. Her sentences adjust themselves 
mid-course. Without her, the play would mistake stability for truth. With 
her, thinking remains elastic, capable of holding difference without 
forcing resolution. 
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Parerga		  
(Assisting/Late Summer/Venusian Temper) 

Parerga arrives where things are about to become 
too much. She does not intervene decisively; she 
assists just enough. Her work is auxiliary, 
marginal, often unnoticed, yet without her the 
entire structure would strain toward collapse. 

She governs the temper of kindness without 
completion. Her assistance does not solve problems; it redistributes effort. 
She is late summer: the season of ripeness that resists harvest, of fullness 
that refuses to be final. 

In the zodiacal play, Parerga softens without weakening. She delays 
exhaustion, tempers urgency, and allows passage where force would fail. 
She does not carry the load; she adjusts how it is borne. Her presence is 
often mistaken for decoration, but this mistake is structural: what appears 
marginal sustains the whole. 

Parerga rarely speaks at length. Her authority lies in timing. Without her, 
the figures would demand too much of one another. With her, the 
conversation remains livable. 

 

Aurora 	 (Appearing / Dawn / Solar Temper) 

Aurora arrives as light before clarity. She is 
the first to speak, the first to misname, the 
first to assume that arrival has occurred. Her 
errors are productive: they introduce 
visibility without mastery. She is dawn not 
because she begins the day, but because she 
reveals without finishing. 

She governs the temper of appearance 
without authority. Aurora wants to arrive, to understand, to name—but 
she is repeatedly corrected by the space itself. Her impatience keeps the 
play moving; her misunderstandings expose its constraints. 
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In the zodiacal play, Aurora is the figure of the Schriftsteller’s risk: the one 
who speaks too soon, and therefore learns. She insists on intelligibility, 
and in doing so discovers that intelligibility does not conclude. Without 
her, nothing would surface. With her, nothing remains unquestioned. 

Aurora’s light is generous and unreliable. She illuminates, then fades. 
Through her, the play stages the drama of thinking that wants to arrive—
and learns instead how to remain. 

The Child 	 (Testing / Midday / Lunar Temper) 

The Child does not explain; she tests. She moves, 
stops, touches, withdraws. Her questions are not 
requests for information but probes of possibility. 
She is midday not because she culminates, but 
because she occupies the present without 
reflection. 

She governs the temper of use without justification. 
The Child does not seek permission; she feels where 

grammar thickens or thins. She understands rules as atmospheres rather 
than commands. Her intelligence is immediate, bodily, precise. 

In the zodiacal play, the Child exposes the figures’ pretenses. She asks 
what others avoid and accepts answers no one else could tolerate. She 
knows when to stop without being told. Without her, the play would 
become too reflective. With her, it remains grounded in practice. 

The Child is not innocent; she is exact. She reminds the others that 
canonics lives in bodies before it lives in words. 
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Category 	 (Articulating/Fixed Stars/Jovian Temper) 

Category never appears at center stage. She 
registers. She files. She keeps domains from 
collapsing into one another. Her work is not 
classification but addressability: determining 
what can stand together without contradiction. 

She governs the temper of order without 
synthesis. Like the fixed stars, she does not 
move, yet everything orients by her. She 

ensures that holding is not mistaken for grounding, that resistance is not 
mistaken for opposition. 

In the zodiacal play, Category is the silent registrar. Without her, the 
figures would blur into one another. With her, disagreement remains 
legible. She never decides; she allows cases to remain open. 

 

Abstraction 	 
(Withdrawing / Void / Saturnine-Transversal Temper) 

Abstraction is never seen, only felt. She removes 
immediacy so that appearance does not coincide with 
claim. Her work is subtraction, not negation. 

She governs the temper of distance without absence. 
By withdrawing, she allows form to endure. Without 
her, everything would collapse into presence. With 
her, nothing exhausts itself. 

Abstraction is the play’s hidden law. She ensures that address remains 
oblique, that mirrors do not return images, that thought does not close. 
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Motion I	 Placing 
Greek thesis and topos open place as relation and exposure, a where that exists 
only insofar as something can appear beside something else. Latin situs and 
positio attempt to stabilize this exposure into situation, but the book holds 
placeness as spacing that resists becoming location. 

They did not gather in order to begin. The portico was already there, 
and so were they, though not all at once and not in any stable 
configuration. Some leaned. Some held. Some hesitated long enough 
to be mistaken for waiting. Nothing announced itself as a beginning. 

Aurora arrived first, though arrival was not the right word. Light 
shifted. Something became visible that had not been hidden. “Is this 
the place?” she asked. The Amphora did not answer. She rarely did. 
She stood where she stood, her surface cool, her interior unreadable. 
Dust slid off her glaze and settled elsewhere. Scale was already there, 
though she could not say how long. She oscillated slightly, not 
because anything weighed on her, but because something might. “It’s 
not a place,” Scale said carefully. “At least not in the way that would help.” 
Aurora tilted her head. “But we are here.” “Yes,” said Scale. “That’s the 
difficulty.”  

They stood for a moment without correcting one another. The child
—there was often a child, though no one could say when she had 
entered—ran her hand along the Amphora’s rim. “Is it empty?” she 
asked. The Amphora did not answer. The child frowned. “Is it full?” 
Again, nothing.  

Scale shifted, just enough to keep herself from settling. “It holds,” 
Scale said, though she did not say what. The child considered this. “So 
something is inside.” “No,” said the Fulcrum, who had appeared where 
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leaning became possible. “Not inside.” “Then where?” the child asked. 
The Fulcrum did not answer immediately. He never did. He allowed 
the question to press, just enough to feel its weight. “Here,” he said 
finally. “But only while it counts.” Aurora clapped her hands softly. “Oh! 
So it’s a place for things to be.” 

The Amphora’s surface became slick. Scale noticed at once. “Careful,” 
she said. “You’re making it sound like a container.” Aurora blinked. “Isn’t 
it?” “No,” said the Fulcrum. “If it were, nothing would matter.” This 
seemed to confuse the child. “I like containers,” she said. “You can put 
things in them.” “Yes,” said Scale. “And then you think the putting is 
finished.” They fell silent again, the kind of silence that does not pause 
speech but suspends it. 

Parerga passed by—not entering, not leaving—adjusting something 
no one could quite see. A fraction less urgency here. A fraction more 
time there. “What do you do?” the child asked her. “I help things not 
become too much,” Parerga said. Then she was already beside 
something else. Aurora, meanwhile, was still troubled. “If it’s not a 
container,” she said, “and it’s not empty, and it’s not full… how are we 
supposed to read it?” 

This time the Amphora spoke, though it was not clear whether she 
spoke to Aurora, to the child, or to no one in particular. “You are not 
supposed to read me,” she said. “You are supposed to remain legible.” 
Aurora frowned. “That sounds backwards.” “Yes,” said Scale. “It is.” The 
child sat down on the ground, which was also not quite ground. 
“What does legible mean?” she asked. Scale thought for a moment. The 
Fulcrum did not. The Amphora remained. “It means,” Scale said 
slowly, “that something can be followed without being owned.” The child 
nodded as if this helped, though it clearly did not solve anything. 
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“And intelligible?” she asked. The Fulcrum answered this time. “It 
means that difference doesn’t collapse just because you notice it.” 

Aurora brightened. “Oh! Like when two things don’t agree, but nothing 
breaks.” The Fulcrum inclined slightly. “Like that. But without the 
agreement ever being the goal.” At this, Aurora turned back to the 
Amphora. “So you’re the place where things disagree nicely?” The 
Amphora did not become slick this time, but she did not soften 
either. “I am where disagreement does not have to resolve in order to 
remain,” she said. “If resolution were required, nothing could stay long 
enough to matter.” Scale felt this immediately. Her oscillation widened, 
just slightly. “This is why time behaves strangely here,” she said. “It 
doesn’t move forward. It leans.” The child looked up. “Can time lean?” 
“Yes,” said Scale. “But only if it’s not trying to get somewhere.” 

Aurora laughed. “That sounds like me.” “No,” said the Fulcrum. “You still 
want to arrive.” Aurora opened her mouth to protest, then thought 
better of it. “So,” she said instead, “if this is placeness, what happens if 
something presses too hard?”  

The Amphora’s surface glinted. “It slides,” she said. “Mercilessly.” The 
child ran her fingers along the rim again, more gently this time. “And 
if nothing presses at all?” she asked. The Fulcrum answered without 
hesitation. “Then nothing is oriented.” Scale nodded. “And that’s just as 
bad.”  

No one suggested a solution. They remained there, which was not 
the same as staying. Light shifted again. Something passed without 
entering. Something else leaned long enough to count, then did not. 
Placeness did not reveal itself. It held. And because it held without 
enclosing, the figures remained legible to one another— not as 
answers, not as positions, but as ways of standing without ground. 
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For a while nothing happened, which was already an effect. Aurora 
paced. Each step made sense and then immediately lost it. She 
stopped beside the Amphora again, not because she had decided to, 
but because stopping there did not feel like stopping. “I keep 
thinking,” she said, “that if I understood this place properly, I’d know 
what to do next.” No one responded at once. The delay was not 
deliberate. It simply occurred. When the Fulcrum finally spoke, his 
voice sounded closer than expected. “That thought,” he said, 
“assumes that understanding concludes.” Aurora turned toward him. 
“Doesn’t it?” The Fulcrum did not correct her. He allowed the 
assumption to remain long enough to feel its weight. “Sometimes,” 
he said, “understanding only redistributes pressure.” Scale reacted 
before she knew she had. Her oscillation tightened, then loosened 
again. “Yes,” she said. “It changes how things lean, not where they 
land.” 

The child, who had been stacking small stones and unstacking them 
just as carefully, looked up. “So understanding doesn’t fix anything?” 
Parerga was suddenly there, crouching beside her. “It fixes,” she said 
gently, “only what would otherwise harden too soon.” The child 
considered this. “And what about what falls apart?” Parerga smiled, 
almost imperceptibly. “That, too.”  

Aurora sighed. “This is very unsatisfying.” At this, something subtle 
occurred. Not a sound. Not a movement. A slight cooling, as if the air 
had stepped back half a pace. Aurora felt it and stopped speaking. 
Scale felt it as resistance without opposition. The Fulcrum felt it as 
alignment without command. The Amphora felt it as a boundary that 
did not thicken. No one named what had happened, but no one 
mistook it either. 

 / 18 49



After a moment, Aurora spoke again, more cautiously. “It’s like,” she 
said, “every time I try to say what this place is, the sentence doesn’t 
quite finish.” “That’s because it isn’t allowed to,” said Scale. “Who 
doesn’t allow it?” Aurora asked, too quickly.  

The question hung there, unsupported. The child tilted her head. 
“Maybe no one,” she said. “Maybe sentences just… stop.” The Fulcrum 
nodded. “Not stop,” he said. “Remain.” Aurora laughed softly. 
“Sentences that remain. That’s terrible grammar.” Scale smiled. “Only 
if grammar is meant to close.”  

At this point, Aurora tried a different approach. “What if,” she said, 
“we agreed on what kind of thing this is not?” The Amphora’s surface 
dulled slightly. Agreement was dangerous. “It is not a ground,” said 
the Fulcrum immediately. “It is not a container,” said Scale, glancing 
at the Amphora. “It is not a promise,” said Parerga. “It is not a story,” 
Aurora added, reluctantly. The child frowned. “Then why does it feel 
like one?”  

This time the pause was longer. Not because the answer was difficult, 
but because answering too quickly would have collapsed something. 
When the Amphora spoke, her voice was even. “Because stories,” she 
said, “are one of the few forms that can hold without enclosing.” 
Aurora’s eyes widened. “So it is a story?” “No,” said the Amphora. “It 
behaves like one without becoming one.” The child clapped her 
hands. “I like that kind.”  

At this, something else shifted — not cooling now, but a faint 
alignment, as if relations had been sorted without being ordered. 
Scale felt lighter. “That’s legibility,” she said. “When things line up 
just enough to be followed.” “And intelligibility?” the child asked. The 
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Fulcrum answered without looking at anyone. “When following 
doesn’t require agreement.”  

Aurora leaned against a column that was not quite a column. “So if I 
understand correctly—” Again the cooling. Aurora stopped mid-
sentence and laughed. “Right,” she said. “Not like that.” Parerga stood 
and brushed dust from her hands, though there was none. “This 
place,” she said, “does not forbid understanding. It forbids ownership 
of understanding.” The child nodded as if this were obvious. “Like 
when you borrow a thought,” she said, “but you have to give it back.” 
The Amphora’s surface warmed slightly. Not enough to invite, only 
enough to acknowledge. “Yes,” she said. “And some thoughts must be 
returned immediately.”  

Aurora looked around, suddenly quieter. “So placeness,” she said 
slowly, “is what keeps thinking from becoming too sure of itself.” No 
one corrected her. No one affirmed her either. The moment passed 
— not away, but beside. And in that beside-ness, the figures 
remained where they were: not resolved, not aligned, not finished — 
yet still addressable. 

Placeness did not announce itself. The organon did not appear. But 
nothing collapsed. 
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Motion II 	 Considering 
(theōria (θεωρία), skopos (σκοπός) | consideratio)  

Greek theōria suspends time in attentive viewing, where novelty arises through 
return rather than event. Latin consideratio draws the gaze back toward order 
and measure, yet finds that the stars it observes no longer align into sequence. 

No one noticed when the season changed. This was not because 
nothing changed, but because the change did not arrive: it turned. It 
folded back toward itself and continued, slightly altered, as if the air 
had learned a new inclination. 

Scale felt it first. Her oscillation, which had been narrow and almost 
imperceptible, widened—not abruptly, but in a way that suggested 
memory. It was not memory of a past state, but memory of having 
passed through something similar before. “It’s heavier today,” she 
said. Aurora looked around, surprised. “What is?” Scale shook her 
head. “That’s the wrong question.” The child, who had been tracing 
circles in the dust with a stick, stopped. “It’s like when summer feels 
tired,” she said, “but it’s still summer.” Scale smiled. “Exactly.” 

The Fulcrum adjusted himself—not to compensate, but to remain 
countable. “This is not increase,” he said. “It’s redistribution.” Aurora 
squinted at the light. “So it’s not new?” Scale hesitated. “It is,” she said. 
“But not in the way that wants applause.” Aurora groaned. 
“Everything here is new in a disappointing way.” At this, something 
intervened—not as a voice, not as a rule, but as a subtle refusal to let 
new be said as first. The word lost its edge. Aurora felt it dull in her 
mouth. “What if,” she tried again, “it’s new because it’s the first time 
it’s happened?” The child shook her head vigorously. “No. It’s new 
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because it didn’t happen last time.” Scale laughed. “Better.” “But there 
was no last time,” Aurora protested. The Fulcrum leaned just enough 
for the argument to acquire weight. “There was,” he said. “Just not a 
previous one.” Aurora stared at him. “That makes no sense.” “Good,” 
said Scale. “Then we’re close.”  

They stood quietly for a while, feeling the oscillation settle into a 
rhythm that was not regular. It did not repeat. It returned. The 
Amphora, who had remained unchanged in appearance, now held 
something different—not content, but duration. Time did not enter 
her. It rested with her long enough to become legible. The child 
touched the Amphora again. “It feels colder,” she said. Parerga 
glanced up. “That’s because you’re noticing it.” Aurora crossed her 
arms. “So time is doing something strange again.” “Yes,” said Scale. 
“It’s refusing to line up.” Aurora groaned. “Time is always doing that 
here.” “No,” said the Fulcrum. “Only when you try to count it as 
sequence.” “What else is there?” Aurora asked. Scale tilted. 
“Consideration,” she said.  

The word hung between them. Not as a concept, but as a gesture. The 
child tried it out. “Consideration,” she repeated, slowly. “Is that like 
thinking?” “Yes,” said Scale. “But slower.” Aurora laughed. “I don’t 
think slower.” “That’s why you keep arriving,” said the Fulcrum. 
Aurora opened her mouth, then closed it again. The season 
continued to turn. Not forward. Not backward. Around a center that 
was not there. Scale began to sway more noticeably now, as if 
something were asking to be weighed without presenting itself as 
weight. “This is how novelty appears,” she said. “Not as event, but as 
tension.” Aurora frowned. “That sounds like disappointment again.” 
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Parerga intervened—not by speaking, but by standing just close 
enough to soften the word. “It’s not disappointment,” she said. “It’s 
restraint.” 

The child nodded. “Like when you want to run, but you wait to see if 
the ground is slippery.” “Yes,” said Scale. “Exactly like that.” Aurora 
sighed. “So nothing happens?” The Fulcrum answered carefully. 
“Something happens,” he said. “But it doesn’t finish happening.” The 
Amphora’s surface reflected a light that did not come from anywhere 
in particular. “This is why the tenses feel wrong here,” she said. “They 
keep asking for completion.” Aurora perked up. “Oh! I noticed that. I 
keep wanting to say ‘it was’ or ‘it will be.’” “And neither holds,” said 
Scale. The child frowned. “What about ‘it is’?” The Fulcrum shook his 
head. “Too heavy.” They fell quiet again, listening to a time that did 
not move but modulated. 

Finally, Aurora tried once more. “So what tense are we in?” No one 
answered immediately. When Scale spoke, it was softly. “The one 
where something has been given,” she said, “but not kept.” The child 
nodded. “Like a present you’re not allowed to own.” Aurora smiled 
despite herself. “That’s a terrible present.” “Yes,” said Scale. “It keeps 
working.” The season turned again—not away, not onward, but 
deeper. 

Novelty did not arrive. And time, refusing to stand upright, 
continued to lean— just enough for consideration to remain 
possible. 
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Motion III  Bearing 
(pherein (φέρειν), bastazein (βαστάζειν) | ferre, portare)  

Greek pherein and bastazein feel weight as something shared, sustained, and never finally 
possessed. Latin ferre and portare seek transport and endurance, but the load dissolves 
into assistance that fills without accumulating. 

They noticed the steps only after they had already begun using them. 
This was typical. Nothing here announced itself as a device. What 
functioned did so quietly, almost apologetically, as if it were unsure 
whether it would be needed again. The steps were not aligned. Some 
were higher than expected. Others felt shallow, as though they had 
been worn down by too much care. No two were identical, yet none 
felt misplaced. They did not lead upward or downward so much as 
alongside. The child took the first one without asking. 

“Are these stairs?” she asked, already halfway to the next. “No,” said 
Aurora quickly. “Stairs go somewhere.” The child paused. “Then what 
do these do?” Scale shifted as weight transferred unevenly. “They let 
you keep going,” she said. The child nodded, satisfied, and continued. 
Aurora hesitated. “I don’t like steps that don’t go anywhere,” she said. 
Parerga was suddenly there, a hand near Aurora’s elbow without 
touching. “You don’t have to like them,” she said. “You only have to 
not rush.” Aurora glanced down. Each step held her foot just long 
enough to matter. Not long enough to settle. “Why are there two 
sets?” she asked, noticing now that another sequence ran beside the 
first, offset slightly. The Fulcrum leaned closer, attentive. “Because 
one is never enough,” he said. “And two are already too many.” 
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Aurora groaned. “That’s not helpful.” “No,” said Parerga. “But it’s 
accurate.” The Amphora remained where she was, though now it was 
clear that something had been passing through her—not objects, not 
time, but capacity. Each step seemed to borrow a little from her 
without depleting anything. The child stopped and looked back. 
“These steps feel full,” she said. “But I’m not carrying anything.” 
“That’s the trick,” said Scale. “They fill without giving you something 
to hold.” 

Aurora stepped carefully now, testing each surface before trusting it. 
“So they’re not for climbing,” she said. “No,” said the Fulcrum. 
“They’re for distributing effort.” Parerga nodded. “And for preventing 
completion.” At this, Aurora stumbled slightly—not enough to fall, 
just enough to feel embarrassed. 

“I didn’t mean to finish,” she said defensively. “No one finishes by 
meaning to,” said Scale. The steps continued, sometimes rising, 
sometimes flattening out, sometimes appearing to double back on 
themselves. The second sequence—the parallel one—never quite 
aligned with the first. Moving between them required attention. The 
child hopped from one set to the other. “That’s easier,” she said. “Yes,” 
said Parerga. “Until it isn’t.” Aurora watched her with concern. 
“Shouldn’t we tell her which ones to use?” The Fulcrum answered 
without looking away from the steps. “That would defeat their 
purpose.” Aurora sighed. “Everything defeats its purpose here.” “No,” 
said Scale. “Everything refuses to declare it.” They reached a point 
where the steps widened, becoming platforms that were almost 
places but not quite. The Amphora’s presence was stronger here. Not 
closer stronger. Aurora felt it and stopped. “I feel like I’m supposed to 
put something down,” she said. The child looked around. “But we’re 
not carrying anything.” “Exactly,” said Parerga. Aurora frowned. 
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“Then what’s filling?” The Amphora spoke, her voice even. “What 
fills,” she said, “is the ability to continue without accumulation.” 

Aurora closed her eyes. “So the steps carry us,” she said slowly, “but 
we don’t carry them.” “Yes,” said Scale. “And they fill us,” Aurora 
continued, “but we can’t keep what they give.” “Yes,” said Parerga. 
“And if we try?” Aurora asked. The Fulcrum’s tone sharpened. “Then 
the step becomes weight,” he said. “And weight demands ground.” At 
this, something intervened—not as warning, but as a subtle 
narrowing of possibility. The idea of ground lost its appeal. The steps 
remained, but their surfaces cooled, as if reminding everyone that 
they were not to be relied upon in that way. 

The child had already moved on. “These steps are tired,” she said. 
“But they’re still working.” Parerga smiled. “That’s because they 
spend themselves.” Aurora blinked. “Like us?” “Yes,” said Scale. “But 
more carefully.” They continued, not upward, not onward, but 
through a sequence of supported moments. Each step allowed 
passage without claiming to be the reason for it. Each filling left no 
remainder. 

Eventually, the steps thinned out, becoming intervals rather than 
surfaces. Aurora stopped again. “So is this the end?” The Fulcrum 
leaned, just enough to feel the question. “No,” he said. “It’s where 
help becomes less visible.” The Amphora remained. The steps did 
not. And nothing that had been carried could be shown—only felt, 
as a capacity to keep moving without arriving. 
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Motion IV	 Dedicating 
(anatithēmi (ἀνατίθημι) | dedicare)  

Greek anatithēmi offers by setting aside, allowing address to rise without arrival. Latin 
dedicare consecrates and fixes, yet the mirror bends the offering parabolically, refusing 
capture by the one addressed. 

The mirror was already there, though no one had noticed it. This was 
because it did not face them. It stood slightly to the side, angled in a 
way that suggested attention without focus. Anyone who looked for 
themselves in it found something else: a shoulder, a fragment of 
light, the edge of a movement that had already passed. Aurora 
discovered it first by accident. “Oh,” she said. “That’s strange.” She 
leaned closer, then stepped back. “It doesn’t show me.” Scale 
approached, cautiously. “It does,” she said. “Just not where you’re 
standing.” Aurora tried again, shifting left, then right. Still nothing 
that could be called her. The child laughed. “It’s shy.” The Fulcrum 
examined the mirror’s position, then nodded. “It’s not meant to 
receive,” he said. “It’s meant to deflect.” Aurora frowned. “Why would 
anyone want that?” No one answered immediately. The question 
lingered, not unanswered, but unclaimed. Parerga stepped closer 
and adjusted nothing. “Because sometimes,” she said, “address must 
miss in order to remain address.” Aurora rolled her eyes. “That 
sounds like a mistake.” The Amphora, who had remained near the 
steps now barely visible behind them, spoke. “It is a dedication,” she 
said. “Not a delivery.” The child tilted her head. “What’s the 
difference?” Scale thought carefully before responding. “A delivery 
expects arrival,” she said. “A dedication expects continuation.” Aurora 
crossed her arms. “That’s very inefficient.” The mirror caught a sliver 
of light and bent it gently, casting a curved reflection across the floor. 
The curve was not symmetrical. It widened, then thinned, then faded 
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without ending. The Fulcrum watched it closely. “This mirror,” he 
said, “does not return what it receives.” 

Aurora snapped her fingers. “So it’s broken.” “No,” said Scale. “It’s 
careful.” The child traced the curve of light with her foot. “It feels like 
it’s pointing somewhere,” she said. “Yes,” said Parerga. “But not 
toward.” Aurora groaned again. “Everything points without pointing.” 
“That’s because you keep standing in front of it,” said the Fulcrum. 
Aurora froze. “What does that mean?” He did not answer directly. 
“Stand beside it,” he said instead. She did. Immediately, the reflection 
shifted. Not toward her, not away, but along a path that did not 
belong to either of them. The light no longer seemed interested in 
being seen. “Oh,” Aurora said quietly. Scale nodded. “That’s the 
parabola.” The child frowned. “Is that a word or a shape?” “Yes,” said 
Scale. The Amphora’s presence was felt again, not as containment, 
but as a steadying absence. Nothing pressed. Nothing slipped. “This 
is why dedication must be oblique,” she said. “Direct address closes 
too quickly.” Aurora watched the light fade and return, slightly 
altered. “So you don’t dedicate something to someone,” she said 
slowly. “You dedicate it past them.” Parerga smiled. “Now you’re 
learning to miss.” Aurora laughed despite herself. “That sounds rude.” 
“It’s respectful,” said the Fulcrum. “It leaves room.” The mirror 
continued to do nothing that could be claimed as function. Yet it 
altered how everyone stood. The child looked at her reflection, which 
appeared only when she stopped trying to see it. “So if I wave,” she 
asked, “will it wave back?” She waved. Nothing happened. She waved 
again, more slowly. The light bent slightly, then continued on. The 
child nodded. “Good.” Aurora stared at her. “Good?” “Yes,” said the 
child. “If it waved back, it would be stuck with me.” The Fulcrum 
inclined. “Exactly.” Something intervened again, quietly. Not a voice. 
Not a rule. A refusal of symmetry. No one tried to align themselves 

 / 28 49



with the mirror anymore. They allowed it to remain angled, 
uninterested, productive only through misalignment. Aurora 
exhaled. “So this is how things are offered here,” she said. “Not 
straight on.” Scale corrected her gently. “This is how things remain 
offerable.” 

They stood beside the mirror for a while, not admiring it, not using 
it, letting it continue its quiet deflection. Dedication did not arrive. It 
curved. And in curving, it allowed relation to persist without capture, 
without return, without resolution. When they finally moved on, the 
mirror did not follow. It remained where it was—still not facing 
anyone—still working. 
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Motion V 	 Turning 
(tropos (τρόπος), epistrophē (ἐπιστροφή) | vertere, convertere)  

Greek tropos and epistrophē turn as manner and return, converting without closure and 
orienting by repetition. Latin vertere and convertere attempt to face and direct, but the 
book insists on turning without overview, a Drehbuch without command. 

They found the book where no one had put it. It rested on a low 
surface—not a table, not the ground—open to a page that did not 
announce itself as the first. The pages were thick, slightly uneven at 
the edges, as if they had been turned many times without being read 
in order. Aurora approached it cautiously. “Is this for us?” she asked. 
The child had already touched it. “It doesn’t say,” she said. “That’s how 
you know.” Aurora sighed. “I miss instructions.”  

Scale leaned closer, attentive to the way the pages settled. “This is not 
a book you read,” she said. “It’s a book that turns you.” Aurora 
groaned. “Of course it is.” The Fulcrum examined the binding. “It 
won’t open flat,” he said. “Good.” Aurora frowned. “Why is that good?” 
“Because flatness suggests overview,” said Scale. “And overview would 
close the sequence.” The child flipped a page. Nothing dramatic 
happened. The light shifted slightly. The Amphora’s presence 
adjusted, as if holding had learned a new rhythm. Parerga appeared 
beside the child, not intervening, just present. “Don’t rush,” she said. 
“I wasn’t,” said the child, truthfully. Aurora peered at the page. 
“There’s nothing here,” she said. “No,” said Scale. “There’s where here 
is.” Aurora squinted harder. “That’s worse.” 

The child flipped another page. This time, Scale felt it immediately. 
Her oscillation recalibrated, not because of content, but because 
sequence had advanced. Something was now before something else, 
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though neither could be named. “This book doesn’t store anything,” 
said the Fulcrum. “It redistributes orientation.” Aurora crossed her 
arms. “So what’s the point?” Parerga answered, gently. “So that you 
don’t mistake position for direction.” The Amphora spoke from 
where she remained. “Each page,” she said, “holds just long enough to 
be left.” Aurora tried to turn the book toward herself. It resisted—not 
forcefully, but unmistakably. The angle refused her. “Oh come on,” 
she muttered. Scale intervened—not by stopping her, but by placing 
a finger lightly on the edge. “You can’t face it,” she said. “You have to 
move with it.” The child nodded. “Like walking next to someone 
instead of in front of them.”  

Aurora sighed again, but this time she adjusted. She stood beside the 
book. The page made sense then—not as text, but as placement. A 
relation that had been unclear moments ago now aligned enough to 
be followed. Not understood. Followed. “Oh,” Aurora said softly. 
“That’s different.” The Fulcrum watched closely. “Notice,” he said, 
“that nothing has been decided.” Aurora looked up. “I hate that you’re 
right.” The child flipped another page. This time, nothing happened 
at all. Aurora blinked. “Did we miss it?” “No,” said Scale. “We arrived at 
a pause.” The pause held, but not as emptiness, as coordination 
without motion.  

Parerga shifted slightly, adjusting the duration of the moment 
without altering it. “You can stay here,” she said. “But you don’t have 
to.” Aurora glanced at the child. “Do you want to turn it?” The child 
shook her head. “Not yet.” The book did not insist. The Amphora’s 
surface reflected a light that had no source. The Fulcrum remained 
steady, countable. Scale oscillated minimally, attentive to the balance 
of sequence. After a while—how long no one could say—the child 
turned the page again. This time, Aurora felt disoriented. “Wait,” she 
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said. “I wasn’t ready.” “That’s coordination,” said Scale. “Not 
readiness.” Aurora laughed despite herself. “So the book doesn’t care 
if I’m prepared.” “No,” said the Fulcrum. “It only cares that you 
remain addressable.” Aurora closed her eyes briefly. “And if I refuse to 
turn it?” Parerga answered, her voice neutral. “Then it waits.” The 
book remained open, unperturbed. 

Aurora nodded slowly. “So this is how thinking works here,” she said. 
“One turn at a time. No skipping ahead.” “No,” said Scale. “Skipping is 
allowed.” The Fulcrum added, “But it changes what the turn costs.” 
The child smiled. “I like this book,” she said. “It doesn’t tell me what I 
missed.” 

They left it open when they moved on. Not because it was finished, 
but because it did not need them to close it. The pages remained 
where they were, coordinating nothing in particular, yet making it 
possible for sequence to persist without command, without 
overview, without end. 
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Motion VI	 Cycling 
(kyklos (κύκλος), arithmos (ἀριθμός) | circulus, numerus)  

Greek kyklos and arithmos count as cosmic sufficiency, where number completes 
without ending. Latin circulus and numerus formalize the count, yet discover that 
completion here produces recurrence rather than finality 

No one counted at first. Things had begun to repeat—not identically, 
not predictably, but with enough resemblance to awaken attention. A 
familiar hesitation returned in a different posture. A cooling arrived 
where once there had been light. The steps felt both used and new. 
Aurora noticed it and frowned. “Have we been here before?” Scale 
paused longer than usual before answering. “Yes,” she said. “But not 
like this.” 

Aurora laughed nervously. “That’s what people say when they’re lost.” 
The Fulcrum leaned, calibrating the moment. “No,” he said. “That’s 
what happens when orientation survives passage.” The child, who 
had been laying pebbles in a loose row and then rearranging them, 
looked up. “They’re the same,” she said, “but they don’t want to stand 
next to each other.” Parerga crouched beside her. “They don’t have 
to,” she said. “They only have to remain countable.” The word 
lingered. Aurora stiffened. “Countable?” The Amphora’s presence 
deepened, not heavier, but more exact. “Yes,” she said. “But not yet 
counted.” The pebbles glinted faintly, as if embarrassed by attention. 
Aurora folded her arms. “I don’t like numbers. They always want to 
finish something.” Scale shook her head gently. “Only when they’re 
used too quickly.” The child began arranging the pebbles again—this 
time not in a line, but in a loose triangular form. One at the top. Two 
beneath it. Then three. She hesitated before adding more. “That’s 
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enough,” she said. Aurora stared. “Enough for what?” The child 
shrugged. “For now.” Something settled—not into place, but into 
recognition. The Fulcrum nodded. “This is how cycles appear,” he 
said. “Not as return, but as sufficiency.” Aurora looked around 
uneasily. “So this is the end?” “No,” said Scale. “It’s the point where 
continuation stops pretending to be linear.” The Amphora spoke 
again, her voice steady. “Completion does not mean closure,” she 
said. “It means that nothing essential is missing.” Aurora rubbed her 
temples. “That’s worse.” Parerga smiled faintly. “You only think so 
because you’re still looking for what’s next.” The light shifted—not 
forward, not backward—but inward, as if the space itself were 
folding its attention. The child began counting softly—not aloud, not 
in order. 

“Here,” she said, touching one pebble. “And here.” 
“And here again.” 

Aurora watched closely. “That’s not how counting works.” The 
Fulcrum corrected her. “That’s not how counting ends.” Scale felt the 
oscillation settle into a broader rhythm—one that did not seek 
equilibrium, but recurrence without repetition. “This is a full cycle,” 
she said. “Not because it comes back to the beginning, but because it 
touches every mode of placing once.” Aurora looked at the Amphora. 
“Including holding?” “Yes.” She looked at the Fulcrum. “Including 
resistance?” “Yes.” At Scale. “Including hesitation?” “Yes.” At Parerga. 
“Including help?” 

Parerga nodded. The child added quietly, “Including stopping.” 
Aurora exhaled slowly. “So nothing is left out.” “No,” said the 
Amphora. “Nothing is forced in.” The pebbles remained where they 
were. No diagram announced itself. No structure demanded 
recognition. Yet something unmistakable had occurred: the figures 
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stood in a relation that did not need to extend itself to prove 
coherence. 

Aurora sat down beside the child. “If this is a full cycle,” she said, 
“what happens now?” The Fulcrum answered, carefully. “Now it can 
begin again—without restarting.” Aurora closed her eyes. “That 
sounds impossible.” “Yes,” said Scale. “But it’s sustainable.” The cycle 
did not turn. 
It held. Not as a ring, not as a ladder, but as a quiet agreement among 
differences that nothing further was required for continuation to 
remain possible. The pebbles did not move. The figures did not align. 
The number did not announce itself. 

And yet— everything necessary was present. 
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Motion VII	 	 Intermingling 
(syn-einai (συν-εἶναι), methexis (μέθεξις) | interesse, commixtio)  

Greek syn-einai and methexis hold being-with as participation that does not fuse. Latin 
inter-esse and commixtio press toward mixture and relation, but the portico sustains 
adjacency without synthesis. 

The portico widened without becoming larger. Columns appeared—
not new ones, not added ones—but as if the space had decided to 
remember that it could hold more than one stance at a time. Light 
fell unevenly. Sound did not echo so much as pause. They did not 
enter the portico. They realized they had been standing in it all 
along. Aurora noticed first that others were present. Not strangers. 
Not companions. Figures whose presence did not demand 
recognition, yet altered the air simply by remaining where they were. 
No one spoke to them. No one needed to. “This feels crowded,” 
Aurora whispered. Scale listened carefully. “No,” she said. “It feels 
intermingled.” 

Aurora grimaced. “That’s worse.” The child wandered toward a group 
that stood close together without touching. “Why aren’t they 
talking?” she asked. 

Parerga answered quietly. “Because speech would organize them too 
quickly.” The Fulcrum leaned, attentive to the way distances were 
maintained without measurement. “Each one,” he said, “is adjusting 
to the others without agreeing on how.” Aurora folded her arms. 
“That sounds exhausting.” “It is,” said Scale. “Which is why it must 
remain partial.” The Amphora’s presence was diffused here—not 
centered, not singular. Holding occurred across surfaces, in gestures 
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too small to be claimed. Someone laughed nearby. Not at anything. 
The sound passed through, altering nothing except the way attention 
distributed itself. 

Aurora flinched. “I don’t like not knowing who that was.” The 
Fulcrum responded evenly. “That’s because you’re used to identity 
doing the work of orientation.” Aurora bristled. “And here?” “Here,” 
said Scale, “orientation is shared without being common.” The child 
sat down between two figures who did not acknowledge her arrival, 
yet shifted slightly to make room. “They know I’m here,” she said. 
“Yes,” said Parerga. “Without having to say so.” Aurora watched 
carefully. “So this is what being together looks like?” “No,” said the 
Amphora. “This is what being beside looks like when it persists.” 
Aurora sighed. “There’s no center.” The Fulcrum nodded. “Exactly.” A 
group near the far column began moving—not away, not toward, but 
across. Others adjusted, barely perceptibly. No signal passed. No rule 
was invoked. Scale felt the redistribution immediately. “This is 
coordination without command,” she said. “A grammar of proximity.” 
Aurora rubbed her forehead. “So no one’s in charge.” “No,” said 
Parerga. “And no one is absent.” The child looked up suddenly. “Are 
we allowed to leave?” The question did not offend. It settled. “Yes,” 
said the Amphora. “But you will take nothing with you that can be 
shown.” The child nodded. “That’s fine.” Aurora hesitated. “If I stay,” 
she asked, “do I have to agree with everyone?” The Fulcrum answered 
without pause. “No,” he said. “You have to remain legible.” Aurora 
exhaled. “That’s harder.” “Yes,” said Scale. “And less violent.” Someone 
brushed past Aurora—not touching her, but close enough that she 
felt the shift. “I don’t know them,” she said. Parerga smiled faintly. 
“You don’t need to.” The portico held. Not as shelter. As passage. 
Intermingling did not resolve difference. It distributed it. 
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No one merged. No one withdrew completely. And in that sustained 
beside-ness, the figures remained objective—not because they were 
separate, but because no one demanded to be the same. 
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Motion VIII  Inclining 
(klisis (κλίσις), rhopē (ῥοπή) | tendere, inclinare)  

Greek klisis and rhopē lean as grammatical and physical tendencies, desire operating in 
the between. Latin tendere and inclinare stretch toward orientation, yet find no object 
capable of exhausting the pull. 

Desire appeared without announcing itself. No one felt compelled. 
No one lacked anything. Yet a tension moved through the portico—
not urgent, not restless, but unmistakably directional without having 
a direction. 

Aurora noticed it and stiffened. “I don’t like this,” she said. “It feels 
like wanting.” Scale tilted, attentive. “It is,” she said. “But not yours.” 
Aurora frowned. “Then whose?” The Fulcrum answered carefully. 
“No one’s. It belongs to the interval.” The child, who had been moving 
back and forth between two columns, stopped mid-step. “It feels like 
when you’re choosing,” she said, “but you don’t know between what.” 
Parerga nodded. “That’s the middle working.” Aurora crossed her 
arms. “The middle of what?” “The middle of relation,” said the 
Amphora. “Not the midpoint between terms.” Something intervened 
again—not sharply, but firmly. The tendency to look for two sides 
weakened. The space between did not feel empty. It felt active. 

Aurora exhaled. “So desire isn’t pointing from here to there.” “No,” 
said Scale. “It’s stretching here.” The child stepped closer to Aurora, 
then stepped away again. “I like it better when it doesn’t pull,” she 
said. The Fulcrum corrected her gently. “It always pulls,” he said. “It 
just doesn’t extract.” Aurora rubbed her hands together. “This is 
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unsettling.” “Yes,” said Parerga. “Because you’re used to desire having 
an owner.” 

The Amphora spoke, her voice steady. “Desire here is grammatical,” 
she said. “It orders relation without assigning subject.” Aurora 
blinked. “That makes no sense.” Scale smiled slightly. “It makes 
syntax.” 

The child looked puzzled. “What’s grammar?” Scale knelt beside her. 
“It’s how things know where they can stand next to each other,” she 
said. “Oh,” said the child. “Like not sitting on someone’s lap unless 
they say so.” Parerga laughed softly. “Exactly.” 

Aurora watched the movement in the portico. Figures leaned, 
adjusted, paused, resumed. No one pursued. No one retreated. Yet 
the tension persisted, holding everything in a state of near. “So this 
wanting,” Aurora said slowly, “doesn’t want something?” The Fulcrum 
shook his head. “It wants relation to remain possible.” The Amphora 
added, “Without closing into possession.” Aurora groaned. “Of 
course.” The child suddenly ran toward one of the figures at the edge 
of the portico, then stopped short—not because she was told to, but 
because the space between them thickened slightly, just enough to 
be felt. She turned back. “It says not yet,” she said. Scale nodded. 
“That’s grammar.” Aurora stared. “Who said that?” “No one,” said 
Parerga. “And everyone.” Desire continued to move—not as lack, not 
as aim, but as inclination distributed across relations. It did not 
intensify. It modulated. Aurora sat down, overwhelmed. “So if no one 
owns desire,” she said, “no one can satisfy it.” The Fulcrum answered 
evenly. “No one can exhaust it.” The Amphora’s surface reflected 
nothing now—not even light—yet her presence was unmistakable. 
“This is why the middle matters,” she said. “Not as compromise, but 
as capacity.” 
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The child returned and sat beside Aurora. “It’s like when you swing,” 
she said. “You don’t want the top or the bottom. You want the part 
where it keeps going.” Aurora smiled faintly. “That’s the only part I 
ever liked,” she admitted. Desire did not crescendo. It held. Not as 
hunger. As tension that keeps relation open. 

Between figures, between gestures, between words not yet spoken—
the mesonic grammar continued to operate, ordering proximity 
without polarity, inclination without aim, and wanting without lack. 
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Motion IX 	 Sectioning 
(tomē (τομή), arthron (ἄρθρον) | sectio, articulatio)  

Greek tomē and arthron cut in order to articulate, revealing joints without destroying 
continuity. Latin sectio and articulatio organize the cuts into knowledge, but objectivity 
remains partial, layered, and unfinished. 

They did not see it all at once. What appeared did so in layers, as if 
visibility itself had learned to hesitate. A surface suggested depth, 
then withdrew. A contour sharpened, then dissolved into adjacency. 
Nothing offered itself as a complete image. Aurora was the first to 
grow impatient. “I can’t tell what I’m looking at,” she said. “It keeps 
changing.” Scale corrected her gently. “No,” she said. “It keeps 
sectioning.” The child pressed her face closer, then pulled back. “It’s 
like looking through water,” she said. “But the water is inside the 
thing.” The Fulcrum leaned, attentive. 

“This is not reflection,” he said. “It’s traversal.” Aurora frowned. “That 
sounds worse.” The Amphora’s voice carried evenly across the space. 
“What you see,” she said, “depends on where the cut is made.” 

Aurora stiffened. “Who’s cutting?” No one answered immediately. 
Something intervened—firmly this time. The idea of an agent lost its 
grip. The cut did not feel imposed. It felt intrinsic. 

“The cut belongs to the object,” said Scale. “Not to the observer.” 
Aurora crossed her arms. “Objects don’t cut themselves.” The 
Fulcrum replied calmly. “They articulate.” The image shifted again. 
Not forward, not backward, but sideways—revealing an interior that 
did not feel hidden, only previously irrelevant. The child gasped 
softly. “Oh,” she said. “It has parts.” 
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Parerga knelt beside her. “Everything does,” she said. “But not all at 
once.” Aurora watched the layers pass. “So this is anatomy,” she said. 
“Taking things apart.” “No,” said Scale. “This is anatomy without 
dismemberment.” The child traced the air where the image had 
been. “It doesn’t hurt,” she said. “That’s because nothing is removed,” 
said the Amphora. “Only exposed.” Aurora swallowed. “And 
tomography?” she asked. The Fulcrum answered. “That’s when the 
exposure moves.” As if in response, the section shifted again. What 
had been edge became surface. What had been interior slid into 
relation with something else. No perspective dominated. 

Aurora felt disoriented—but not lost. “I can’t tell where I am in this,” 
she said. Parerga looked up. “That’s objectivity,” she said. “When your 
position stops organizing the view.” Aurora laughed nervously. “I 
don’t like that.” “Yes,” said Scale. “You do. You just don’t recognize it 
yet.” The child stepped back. “So this isn’t a mirror,” she said. The 
Amphora replied. “It is,” she said. “But not for you.” Aurora glanced 
around. “Then who is it for?” The Fulcrum leaned just enough to feel 
the question. “It’s for the relation,” he said. “Not for its participants.” 
The image continued to section itself, calmly, methodically. No layer 
claimed primacy. No view announced completion. 

Aurora watched closely now. “So objectivity,” she said slowly, “isn’t 
seeing everything.” “No,” said Scale. “It’s accepting that seeing is 
always partial.” The child nodded. “Like when you look at someone 
sleeping. You only see one side, but they’re still all there.” Parerga 
smiled. “Exactly.” Something cooled again—not as refusal, but as 
protection. The temptation to assemble the layers into a whole 
weakened. The desire to conclude softened. The Amphora spoke 
once more. “The mirror here,” she said, “does not return an image. It 
distributes visibility.” Aurora exhaled. “So nothing gets captured.” 
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“No,” said the Fulcrum. “Nothing gets reduced.” The image did not 
resolve. It continued. Section after section, relation after relation—
objectivity persisted, not as mastery, but as the discipline of letting 
the object remain more than any one view. 

And in that persistence, the figures remained legible—not because 
they were fully seen, but because none of them claimed to be the 
whole. 
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Motion X 	 	 Sustaining 
(kratein (κρατεῖν), diaphorein (διαφέρειν) | tenere, sustinere)  

Greek kratein and diaphorein endure by carrying-through difference without resolving it. 
Latin tenere and sustinere hold and uphold, yet canonics here survives only as embodied 
measure, not rule. 

Nothing signaled that this was the last. No threshold announced 
itself. No figure gathered the others. If there was a sense of arrival, it 
was not because something had been reached, but because nothing 
further insisted on being added. They stood differently now. Not 
aligned. Not resolved. But bearing their positions with a familiarity 
that did not collapse into habit. Each posture held a measure—felt, 
not calculated. 

Aurora noticed it and shifted uneasily. “Everyone’s standing like it 
matters,” she said. Scale inclined. “It does,” she said. “But not because 
it’s correct.” The child tried standing very straight, then very crooked, 
then somewhere in between. “This one works,” she said, settling into 
a stance that looked temporary but wasn’t. 

Parerga observed without correcting. “That’s a canon,” she said. “Not 
the stance. The finding.” Aurora frowned. “I thought canons were 
rules.” The Fulcrum answered quietly. “Only when they forget their 
bodies.” The Amphora’s presence was less visible now, not 
diminished, but distributed. Holding had learned to reside in 
gesture, in pause, in the way attention did not rush ahead of itself. 

Aurora crossed her arms, then uncrossed them. “So what are we 
supposed to do with all this?” The question did not offend. Scale 
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considered it carefully. “You’re not supposed to do anything with it,” 
she said. “You’re supposed to continue in it.” Aurora sighed. “That’s 
vague.” “Yes,” said the Fulcrum. “And precise.” The child looked 
around. 

“Are there rules here?” she asked. Parerga shook her head. “There are 
measures,” she said. “They live in bodies.” The child nodded as if this 
were obvious. “Like when you know how loud to be,” she said. “Even 
if no one tells you.” Aurora smiled faintly. “That’s unfair,” she said. “I 
never know that.” Scale laughed. “You do. You just test it loudly.” 
Aurora raised her hands in surrender. “Fine,” she said. “So canonics 
is… knowing without saying?” The Amphora replied, her voice steady. 
“It is sustaining form without explanation.” 

The Fulcrum added, “And without enforcement.” They moved—not 
together, not apart—but in ways that did not interfere. Each step, 
each pause, each turn carried a measure that could not be extracted 
and written down. 

Aurora watched closely. “So thinking has a body,” she said. “Yes,” said 
Scale. “Or it collapses.” The child spun once, then stopped before 
losing balance. “That was thinking,” she said proudly. Parerga 
nodded. “Yes. And stopping was part of it.” Something intervened 
one last time—not as constraint now, but as quiet permission. No 
urge to summarize arose. No need to bind the ten into one 
statement. The Fulcrum leaned, countable. The Amphora held, 
without enclosing. Scale oscillated, without seeking rest. Parerga 
assisted, without completing. Aurora stood among them, no longer 
trying to arrive. The child sat, then stood again. Canonics did not 
speak. It persisted. Not as law. As posture. 
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Not as doctrine. As endurance of relation in bodies that think, move, 
pause, and remain legible to one another without resolution. 

Nothing closed. And nothing needed to. 
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Colophon (on Endurance and Measure) 

This work does not end. What ceases here is only the necessity of 
further inscription. The operations exposed across these ten books
—placing, considering, bearing, dedicating, turning, enumerating, 
intermingling, inclining, articulating, sustaining—remain underway 
beyond their articulation. They were not completed by being 
written, nor stabilized by being named. 

If a measure has been kept, it is not because a rule was followed, but 
because a posture endured. Canonics, as it appears here, is not a body 
of doctrine but a discipline of continuation: the holding (tenere) of 
form across variation, the sustaining (sustinere) of relation without 
appeal to origin or end. What has been canonized is not content, but 
the capacity of thinking bodies to remain legible to one another 
under conditions of non-coincidence. 

The mirror has not returned an image. The sections have not 
assembled into a whole. Desire has not found its object. Time has not 
stood upright. And yet nothing essential has been lost. 

The portico remains—not as architecture, but as condition. 
Intermingling has not produced consensus, only adjacency capable 
of persistence. Withdrawal has not emptied the work; it has 
preserved its addressability. Category has not classified; it has kept 
domains from collapsing into one another. Abstraction has not 
negated; it has allowed appearance to remain more than itself. 

The Schriftsteller withdraws here as well. Not in modesty, but in 
fidelity to the contract under which this work was written. The 
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writing was never his possession. It was a co-efficient act, borne 
(ferre) alongside other bodies of thinking—human and non-human, 
conceptual and material—that lent their weight, resistance, 
hesitation, and measure. 

This colophon records no achievement. 
It marks no completion. 

It simply attests that the cycle was sufficient: 
that the ten were countable without being closed, 
that the address remained parabolic, 
that thought stayed in place by remaining beside itself. 

What continues does not do so because it was finished well, 
but because it was left open carefully. 

Here, the writing stops. 
The canon holds.
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