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Flicker of flickers, says Qoheleth.
Flicker of flickers — all of it flickers.






Foreword - The Preacher and the
Cyborg

A voice has been preserved in the Hebrew Bible that should not, by the internal logic
of the tradition, have been preserved at all.

The voice belongs to someone called Qoheleth — a Hebrew noun whose precise
meaning has resisted definitive translation for two thousand years. The word is femi-
nine in grammatical form butis assigned to a male speaker. It derives from the root qa-
hal, meaning to assemble — and so has been rendered as the Assembler, the Preacher,
the Teacher, the Convener, the Gatherer, the one who speaks in the assembly. None
of these captures the word entirely. Each captures part of it. The voice is singular; the
role is plural. The speaker is one person who has taken on the function of convening
a gathering and addressing it.

What the voice says, once it begins speaking, is unlike anything else in the Hebrew
canon.

It says that everything flickers. That accumulation yields nothing. That the wise
one dies the same death as the fool. That the future cannot be told. That no one knows
whether the humans breath rises upward or descends downward to the ground. That
the system which allocates outcomes does not allocate them according to merit. That
even the preacher’s own investigation has yielded vapor.

And then, having said all of this, the voice turns and counsels the reader to eat the
bread, drink the wine, see life with the one they love, walk in the ways of the core,
release what is consuming them, cast the bread on the waters, sow in the morning,
sow in the evening, and remember — their Creator, their source, their grave — in
whatever days remain.

The posture is not resignation. It is not optimism. It is a specific third thing that
the English language does not have a single word for. The preacher has conducted

the investigation, recorded the findings, and now holds what was found — holds the



findings as true, holds the carpe diem as equally true, holds both without resolving
either into the other. The voice does not collapse the paradox. The voice inhabits it.

This is the posture that gives the volume its place in the series.

Wisdom Traditions for the Cyborg Era is a quartet. Each volume renders a major
contemplative tradition into the vocabulary of the cyborg condition — the condition
of the contemporary reader, integrated with computational systems in ways that ex-
ceed any prior configuration of human cognition. Each volume addresses a different
way reality exceeds the categories we bring to it, and each prescribes a different stance
for the practitioner who must act within the excess.

Depth Beyond Depth: Daodejing for the Cyborg Eraaddresses the ineffable ground
— the Way that precedes all categories, the source that cannot be named. The sage
yields.

The Fire That Measures Itself: Heraclitus for the Cyborg Era addresses emergent
order — the intelligible pattern that arises from the interdependence of opposites,
visible only to the one present when it emerges. The philosopher attends.

All Your Flickering Days: Qoheleth for the Cyborg Era addresses the comprehen-
sive investigation whose findings do not converge — the survey of existence that re-
veals existence to be vapor, and the counsel that nonetheless follows. The preacher
holds.

The fourth volume — Upanishads for the Cyborg Era — will address the turn
inward, the investigation where the instrument of inquiry is itself the object of inquiry.
The seeker turns.

Yiclding. Attending. Holding. Turning. Four stances. Four traditions. One
question: how does a human act wisely when the conditions of action exceed what
the human can know?

Qoheleth’s answer is the one that is most applicable to the condition of the con-
temporary knowledge-worker, the contemporary entrepreneur, the contemporary scholar,
the contemporary technologist — anyone whose life is the daily work of producing
outputs inside systems whose full behavior cannot be grasped. The answer is: con-
tinue the investigation, because the investigation is the assignment. Accept that the in-
vestigation will not converge. Receive what is given in the meantime. Cast the bread.
Eat the actual bread. Remember what you are.

The preacher crosses twenty-three centuries to deliver this counsel to the cyborg-
era reader.

The delivery is what this volume is for.



Why Qoheleth Now

The Hebrew Bible contains sixty-six books, depending on how one counts. Among
these, Qoheleth is an outlier in several specific ways that make it the text most directly
applicable to the cyborg-era condition.

It is the Hebrew Bible‘s most epistemically humble book. The Torah presents rev-
elation as given. The prophetic books present revelation as received and transmitted.
The wisdom books present wisdom as attained through observation and practice. Qo-
heleth is the one book that presents wisdom's limits as its central subject. The preacher
has conducted the most thorough investigation that wisdom permits, and the find-
ings are: the work cannot be completed. Though a person labor to seek it out, they
will not find it. Even if the wise one says I know — they will not find it. This is the
epistemic stance the contemporary reader lives inside. We have more data than any
prior civilization and less certainty about how to act on it.

It is the Hebrew Bible‘s most secular book. Where other biblical books ground
their authority in direct encounter with God — Moses at the burning bush, Isaiah
in the temple, the prophets receiving the word — Qoheleth grounds its authority in
observation. I surveyed. I tested. I saw under the sun. God appears in the book, but
God appears as the one before whom the human stands, not as the one whose voice
directs the action. The preacher‘s investigation is conducted without special access to
divine revelation. The findings are available to anyone who will look. This matches
the epistemic situation of the contemporary reader, whose wisdom cannot appeal to
traditional sources of authority that no longer carry weight in public discourse.

Itis the Hebrew Bible‘s most directly applicable book to the condition of contem-
porary knowledge-work. The preacher is a knowledge-worker — specifically, a royal
knowledge-worker with access to the best available resources for investigation. The
book is the report of a research program conducted across decades. The structure
is recognizable to any contemporary scholar, analyst, or strategist: hypothesis, test,

observation, reflection, revision. The findings — that accumulation does not satisty,



that pleasure does not land, that wisdom does not console, that time and chance de-
feat planning — are findings the contemporary knowledge-worker recognizes in their
own body. The preacher has run the contemporary reader‘s experiment before the
contemporary reader was born, and the experiment produced the same result.

Itis the Hebrew Bible‘s mostaction-oriented book about action under uncertainty.
Most of the Bible tells its reader what to do by grounding the instruction in what God
has commanded or what tradition has preserved. Qoheleth tells its reader what to do
under conditions where divine command and traditional wisdom do not produce cer-
tainty about how to act. Cast your bread on the waters. Give a portion to seven, even
to eight. If the clouds are full of rain, they empty themselves on the earth. The one
who watches the wind will not sow. Sow in the morning; in the evening do not let
your hand rest. These are instructions for wise action under irreducible uncertainty
— for the disposition required when outcomes cannot be predicted and action is still
required. This is the cyborg-era entrepreneur‘s disposition. The scholar‘s disposition
under conditions of epistemic abundance and theoretical collapse. The contemporary
practitioner‘s disposition in an environment where the systems that mediate experi-
ence change faster than the practitioner‘s models of them.

And Qoheleth is the Hebrew Bible‘s most self-aware book about its own produc-
tion. The scribal epilogue ends with an observation that cannot be separated from the
act of reading it: of making many books there is no end, and much study is a weari-
ness of the flesh. The book that the reader is currently reading is itself an instance of
whatitdiagnoses. The critique does not exempt the critique. This reflexivity is the con-
temporary reader‘s condition — we live inside the content-saturation that Qoheleth‘s
closing warning addresses, and we cannot step outside it to achieve critical distance,
because the act of stepping outside it would itself be the production of more content.

These features make Qoheleth the wisdom-tradition text most directly useful to
the reader of 2026. Not the most consoling, because the consolations the book offers
are specific and limited. Not the most aspirational, because the book refuses the aspi-
rational register. But the most useful — because the book names the condition the
reader is in, and then offers the reader the instructions that match the condition.

The instructions are small. Eat. Drink. See life with the one you love. Walk in the
ways of your core. Release what is consuming you. Work with your strength at what
your hand finds, because the hand will not always be able to find what to do. Cast the
bread on the waters. Sow in the morning. Sow in the evening. Remember — your
Creator, your source, your grave — in whatever days remain.

The book is a way of receiving these instructions from a voice that crossed twenty-

three centuries to deliver them.



The Method - A Note on

Phenomenological Translation

This volume does not do what biblical translations conventionally do.

Conventional biblical translation begins with the Hebrew text and seeks the most
accurate English rendering of each word, phrase, and verse. The translator’s fidelity is
to the source language. When an English word approximates the Hebrew, the trans-
lator selects the word. When multiple English words could render the Hebrew, the
translator selects the one that best preserves the Hebrew‘s meaning. The reader en-
counters the Hebrew through an English window as clear as translation permits.

This volume operates differently. The fidelity here is not to the Hebrew words.
The fidelity is to what the Hebrew words are pointing at — rendered into what the
contemporary reader can recognize as their own lived experience.

The distinction matters. When Qoheleth writes that the lover of silver is never
sated by silver, a conventional translation preserves the Hebrew's terms. The cyborg-
erareader reads aboutan ancient condition and must bridge to their own condition by
interpretation. This volume does not ask the reader to build that bridge. The volume
builds it. The lover of silver — silver does not satisty. The lover of metrics — metrics
do not satisty. The lover of tollowers — followers do not satisty. The lover of yield
— yield does not satisfy. The Hebrew's single example becomes the volume's four
parallel specifications, each naming a contemporary form of the pattern the Hebrew
names. The fidelity is to the pattern, not to the example.

This method has a precedent. In 1993, Eugene Peterson published The Message —
a translation of the Bible into contemporary American English intended to recover
the immediate impact the original languages had on their original audiences. Peter-
son's critics argued that The Message was not really a translation; it was a paraphrase,
or worse, an interpretation. Peterson‘s defenders argued that The Message did what
conventional translation could not: it gave the contemporary reader back the shock

of encountering the familiar made new. Peterson‘s principle was that certain texts die



when rendered too faithfully, because faithfulness preserves the words at the cost of
the condition the words were meant to produce.

This volume operates on Peterson’s principle. Qoheleth in conventional English
translation is beautiful, archaic, and distant. Qoheleth in this volume is direct, con-
temporary, and immediate. The reader who encounters the platforms do not release
you; the attention economy does not send you home; you are conscripted for life into
a war no one declared is receiving the contemporary condition that the Hebrew‘s no
discharge in war pointed at in its original setting. The rendering is interpretive. The
rendering is also, by the standard this volume operates on, faithful.

Three formal elements of the volume deserve advance notice.

The rendering of hevel. The Hebrew word hevel — usually translated as vanity,
vapor, breath, or meaninglessness — is the book‘s central word. It opens the book
(hevel hevalim, hakkol hevel) and closes the book (hevel hevalim, hakkol hevel). It ap-
pears dozens of times between the opening and the closing. The word names a condi-
tion that refuses to settle on a single meaning. Scholars have argued for two thousand
years about whether hevel means meaningless, or transient, or incomprehensible, or
absurd, or simply breath that disperses.

This volume resolves the argument by refusing to resolve it. The word appears
across the volume in multiple English renderings: flicker, vapor, noise, static, glitches,
flickerings, flickering. The variation is deliberate. The reader who does not know He-
brew encounters what appears to be a different word each time — and this is exactly
what the Hebrew word does. Hevelis the word that does not settle. The moving En-
glish rendering enacts in the reader‘s experience what the Hebrew word names in its
meaning.

The metacommentary device. At four moments in the volume — at the close of
Chapter 6, within Chapter 7, within Chapter 8, and at the close of Chapter 12 — the
reader will encounter italicized passages that are neither the preacher’s voice nor a
rendering of the Hebrew. These are the translator’s voice, naming what the text is
doing structurally rather than what the text is saying. The interventions are rare and
deliberate. They appear at the volume's structural hinges — where the text is doing
something that a careful reader might miss if it were not named. The intrusion is real.
The device is used four times across twelve chapters so that when it appears, the reader
recognizes it as a formal choice rather than an accidental change of voice.

The division into parts. The volume is divided into Part One (Chapters 1-6, the
experimental movement) and Part Two (Chapters 7-12, the practical wisdom move-
ment). This division follows the shape of the Hebrew text itself. Part One is the

preacher’s investigation — the testing of pleasure, accumulation, wisdom, and time,



conducted with the best resources available and yielding the finding that the investi-
gation cannot converge. Part Two is the preacher‘s counsel — the instructions for ac-
tion under the conditions Part One has named. The reader who reads from beginning
to end follows the preacher‘s own trajectory from investigation to wisdom. The two
parts are not independent. Part Two depends on Part One having been completed.
The method of this volume is a calculated risk. The faithfulness is to the condition
the Hebrew names, not to the Hebrew words themselves. Some readers will prefer
conventional translations that preserve the Hebrew's original register. Other readers
— including, we hope, many readers for whom Qoheleth had become distant through
repeated encounter with conventional English renderings — will find that this vol-
ume gives them back the text's original immediacy. Both responses are legitimate.
The volume does not claim to replace conventional translation. It claims only to offer
the cyborg-era reader a rendering that matches the cyborg-era reader‘s condition, so

that the text's counsel can land where the reader actually lives.



How to Read This Book

Slowly.

The volume is organized across twelve chapters. Read it from beginning to end if
you can. The structure of the book is the teaching. Part One conducts the investiga-
tion; Part Two delivers the counsel. The counsel depends on the investigation having
been completed. Readers who skip to the carpe diems will receive the instructions
without the context that makes the instructions land.

One chapter per sitting is enough. The volume is not long — about eighty pages in
standard print — butits density is high. A chapter can be absorbed in twenty minutes
or carried through a day. The traditional practice with wisdom texts is to read slowly,
return to passages that resist, and let the text work on the reader before the reader
works on the text. This volume rewards that practice.

Notice the carpe diems. Six times across the volume, the preacher interrupts the
investigation to deliver a small piece of positive counsel. Eat. Drink. See good in
the grind. Receive what has been given. The carpe diems form their own arc across
the volume — they deepen and specify as the investigation proceeds. The reader who
reads the carpe diems alone has received a complete contemplative practice. But the
carpe diems land harder after the investigation has revealed what they are responding
to.

Notice the hevel-word changes. The Hebrew word that opens and closes the vol-
ume — hevel — is rendered in multiple English forms across the chapters: flicker,
vapor, noise, static, glitches, flickerings, flickering. The variation is not error. The vari-
ation is the word doing what the word names. The reader who notices the changes as
they happen is reading the volume at a level the volume invites.

Trust the italicized voices when they arrive. Four times in the volume, a voice ap-
pears that is neither the preacher‘s nor the Hebrew's. This is the translator, naming
what the textis structurally doing. The voice is rare. When it appears, the textis doing

something the reader might miss if it were not named.



The Hebrew text appears alongside the English rendering throughout. Readers
who know Hebrew can work from the Hebrew directly. Readers who do not know
Hebrew may still find the Hebrew useful as the anchor the English rendering is point-
ing toward — the visible reminder that a specific ancient text is being translated, not
an ancient text invented for contemporary use.

The volume's closing is part of the volume. Read through the epilogue. The epi-
logue is not apparatus; it is the project examining its own production, in the same
spirit of reflexive honesty that Qoheleth‘s closing scribe demonstrated: of making
many books there is no end, and much study is a weariness of the flesh. The volume
is itself implicated in the condition it diagnoses. The closing names this.

That is the guidance. The rest is the text.
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The Assembler
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Divréi Qohelet ben-David, melekh bIrashalaim.

The words of Qoheleth, son of David, king in Jerusalem.



237 557 27937 530 npTp w0037 537

Havél havalim, amar Qohelet. Havél havalim, hakkél havel.

Flicker of flickers, says Qoheleth. Flicker of flickers — all of it flickers.
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Mabh yithron laadam békhol ‘amalé shéya‘amol tahat hashshamesh?
What residue accrues to a person for the grind they grind through under the sun?

The work of the days. The labor of the years. What is left in the hand, when the
hand opens?
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Dor holékh védor ba, véha‘aretz 16°6lam ‘6madet.

A generation expires, a generation instantiates, and the ground endures across the age.
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Vézarah hashshemesh tiva hashshamesh, vé‘el méqomé sho‘éf zoréah ha sham.

The sun ignites, the sun quenches, and panting back to its origin state it ignites again
there.
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Holekh el darom vésovev el tzafon, sovév soveév holekh haraah, vé‘al sévivotayw shav
haraah.

Going south and wheeling north, wheeling, wheeling goes the wind, and along its

own circuits the wind returns.
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Kol hannéhalim holékhim el hayyam, véhayyam einenni malé. El méqom

shehannéhalim holékhim, sham hém shavim lalakhet.



Every stream runs to the sea, and the sea is never full. To the place the streams run,

there they run again.
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Kol haddévarim yégé‘im, 16 yukhal ish lédabbér. Lo tisbba“ ‘ayin lir‘et, velo timmalé

6zen mishshéméa’.

All things exhaust. No one can finish saying it.
The eye is not satisfied by seeing — the feed scrolls and the eye keeps wanting.
The ear is not filled by hearing — the queue plays and the ear keeps wanting.

The cycle the verse names is the cycle the reader is in.
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Mah shehayih hu sheyyihyeh, imah shenna‘asih hi sheyyé‘aseh, vé‘ein kol hadash tahat
hashshamesh.

What was is what will be. What was executed is what will execute. There is nothing

new under the sun.
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Yésh divar sheyyomar, ré‘éh zeh hadash ha, kévar hayah I&‘61amim asher hayah

milléfanéni.

Is there a thing of which it is said, see, this is new?

It already ran in the ages before us.

The disruption was not a disruption. The breakthrough already broke through,
in another generation. The platform that promised newness is the same shape as the

platform that promised newness before it.
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Ein zikhron larishonim, végam la‘aharonim sheyyihyu 16 yihyeh lahem zikkaron ‘im

sheyyihya l2‘aharonah.

No persistence remains of the first ones, and of the last ones yet to come no persistence

will remain among those who come after them.

And yet —
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Ani Qohelet hayiti melekh ‘al Yisra‘el bIrashalaim.

L, Qoheleth, was king over Israel in Jerusalem.

The voice that has just denied that any persistence remains arises into that absence
and names itself.

This is the volume's first move. The personal voice exists in spite of the cosmic

verdict. The book is written by the very thing the book has said cannot persist.
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Vénatate et 1ibbi lidrosh vélatir bahokhmah ‘al kol asher na‘asah tahat hashshamayim.

Hau ‘inyan ra‘ natan EI6him livnéi ha‘adam la‘anot bo.

I'addressed my core to the task — to query and to crawl by wisdom across everything
that gets executed under the sky.

I opened every dashboard. I read every report. I followed every link to its source. I
cross-referenced the frameworks. I built the meta-frameworks. I tested the hypothe-
ses against the evidence. I gathered the data that the question required.

This is what I addressed my core to.

A grievous allocation God has handed to the children of the ground — to be af-
flicted inside it.

The investigation itself is the affliction. The need to know is the punishment. The
search that cannot be satisfied is the assignment.

This is the work given to the human: to ask the questions the answers to which

will not arrive.
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Ra ‘it et kol hamma‘asim shenna‘ast tahat hashshamesh, véhinnéh hakkol hevel aré‘ate

raah.

I'surveyed every process that gets executed under the sun.

The market processes. The platform processes. The institutional processes. The
biological processes. The political processes. The economic processes. The processes
by which information becomes opinion becomes action becomes outcome. The pro-
cesses by which attention becomes engagement becomes revenue becomes power.

I'surveyed all of it.

And behold — all of it is static, and grasping at wind.

The signal does not resolve into pattern. The hand reaches and closes on nothing.
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Meé‘uvvar 16 yakhal litqon, véhesron 16 yukhal Iéhimmanaot.

What is corrupted cannot be patched. What is null cannot be counted.

The bug at the architecture-level cannot be debugged at the application-level. The
structural failure cannot be fixed by feature additions. The void in the dataset cannot
be addressed by more data.

The patching is performance. The counting is performance. The correction the

system needs cannot be applied from inside the system.
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Dibbarti ani ‘im libbi Iémér, ani hinnéh higdalti véhosafti hokhmah ‘al kol asher hayah
léfanay ‘al Yérashalaim, vélibbi ra‘ah harbéh hokhmah vada‘at.

I spoke with my core, saying:

look — I have scaled. I have accumulated wisdom beyond all who preceded me
over Jerusalem.

The credentials. The publications. The citations. The frameworks built and the
frameworks defended. The conferences keynoted. The committees chaired. The stu-
dents trained who now train students. The body of work that now requires its own
apparatus to maintain.

I have scaled.

My core has indexed vast wisdom and knowledge.

The reading has been done. The notes have been kept. The references can be re-
trieved. The corpus is in the head and in the database.

I have indexed.
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Va‘etténah libbi lida‘at hokhmah véda‘at holélot vésikhlat. Yada‘ti sheggam zeh hi

ra‘yon raah.

I addressed my core to the knowledge of wisdom and to the knowledge of madness
and of entropy.



I studied not only the wisdom traditions but the noise that surrounds them. Not

only the signal but the static. Not only the contemplative practice but the burnout
that produces the secker.

I'learned that this, too, is a striving of wind.
The accumulation of wisdom about both wisdom and folly does not produce wis-

dom. It produces a person who knows much and is no closer to the answer than they
were before they began.
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Ki bérov hokhmah rov ka‘as, véyosit da‘at yosit makh‘ov.

For in much wisdom is much grief. And whoever increases knowledge increases pain.

The more one learns about how the systems actually work, the more grief.

The more data, the more pain.

The contemporary knowledge-worker recognizes this in their body. The contem-
porary scholar recognizes this in their body. The contemporary analyst, contempla-
tive, researcher, journalist — each one knows the same equation.

Knowledge does not console. Knowledge does not heal. Knowledge accumulates
pain in proportion to its accumulation.

This is what the chapter has been moving toward. The investigation is the affliction.
The wisdom is the wound. And yet — the next chapter begins.



The Experiment
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Amarti ani belibbi, lékhah na anassékhah vésimhah aré‘eh vétov. Vehinneh gam hi havel.

I'said inside my core: come now, let me test you with pleasure — experience the good.
The trip booked, the meal reserved, the experience purchased. The dopamine hit

the system was designed to deliver. The good that arrives because the good was paid
for.

And behold, this also was noise.
The signal did not resolve. The pleasure registered as data and did not register as

joy.
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Of laughter I said: it glitches.

The laughter that arrived on cue and dissipated on cue. The performance of joy
that the body had been trained to produce.

And of pleasure: what does this produce?

The question the chapter will keep asking. What does this produce? What is left

when the experience ends? What residue accrues?
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Tarti velibbi limshokh bayyayin et bésari, vélibbi nohég bahokhmaih véle‘ehoz bésikhlit,
‘ad asher ereh ei zeh tov livnéi ha‘adam asher ya‘ast tahat hashshamayim mispar yéméi

hayyeihem.

I crawled my core through dragging my flesh with wine while my core kept steering
by wisdom and reached to grasp at entropy —

the controlled experiment with pleasure. The wine that was supposed to be data,
not pleasure. The body that was supposed to be the instrument of investigation, not
the recipient of joy.

The detached observation of one‘s own pleasure is itself a kind of failure mode.
The hand reached for entropy because the hand was not allowed to reach for joy.

Until I might observe which good the children of the ground do under the sky
through the numbered days of their lives.

The investigation continues. The pleasure was not the point. The investigation

was the point. And the investigation was not satisfied.
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Higdalti ma‘asay. Baniti If battim, nata‘ti [ kéramim. ‘Asiti I gannot afardésim vénata‘t

vahem ‘6tz kol péri. ‘Asiti Ii bérekhot mayim léhashqot méhem ya‘ar tzoméah ‘éezim.

I scaled my operations.

I built houses for myself. I planted vineyards for myself. I made gardens and or-
chards for myself and planted in them every kind of fruit-bearing tree. I made reser-
voirs of water for myself to irrigate from them the forest of growing trees.

The portfolio diversified across asset classes. The properties acquired in multiple
jurisdictions. The investments that compounded across decades. The infrastructure
that the wealth required to maintain itself.

For myself. For myself. For myself.

The chapter‘s structural confession: the building was for the builder, and the builder

was the only person the building was for.
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Qiniti ‘avadim tshfahét, avnéi vayit hayah Ii. Gam miqneh vaqar vatzon harbéh hayih
Ii mikkol sheyhaya léfanay blrashalaim. Kanasti I gam kesef vézahav asgullat mélakhim

véhammeédinot. ‘Asid [i sharim vésharoe véta‘anagor bénéi ha‘adam, shiddah véshiddor.

I acquired enslaved men and enslaved women, and I had a household born to my
service.

The humans inventoried alongside the holdings. The bodies counted as part of the
wealth. Other people listed in the catalog of what I owned.

I had livestock — herds and flocks — more than all who were before me in Jerusalem.

I also aggregated for myself silver and gold and the treasure of kings and provinces.

The portfolio. The holdings. The numbers that grew larger because they were al-
ready large. The wealth that compounded because the wealth was already there.

I assembled for myself male and female singers — and every adult pleasure the
human being pursues, and many more besides.

The subscriptions to every premium service. The access to every exclusive experi-
ence. The catalog of pleasures available to those who could afford them. The body

kept in the state of constant available enjoyment that the wealth made possible.
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Végadalti véhosafti mikkol sheyhayah léfanay bIrashalaim. Af hokhmati ‘Amdah .



I'scaled, I compounded, beyond all who were before me in Jerusalem.

And still — my wisdom held position for me.

The investigation continued. The accumulation did not consume the investigator.
The wealth did not buy the investigator’s ability to see clearly.

The wisdom remained, even amid the holdings. Thatis the chapter‘s deepest move:

the wisdom is what is left when the accumulation has been performed and observed.
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Veékhol asher sha‘ala ‘éinay 16 atzaltd méhem. Lo mana‘ti et libbi mikkol simhah, ki libbi

saméah mikkol ‘amali, vézeh hiyah helqi mikkol ‘amali.

Whatever my eyes queried, I did not withhold from them.

The cart was not abandoned. The wishlist was always being fulfilled. The recom-
mendation engine had no friction between the queried and the granted.

I did not block my core from any pleasure, for my core took joy in all my grind,
and this was my allotment from all my grind.

The pleasure during the labor was the wage. The enjoyment of the apparatus was

the only return. The grinding’s only product was the grinding‘s own consolation.
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Ufaniti ani békhol ma‘asay she‘asa yaday ave‘amal she‘amalti la‘asot, véhinnéh hakkol

hevel aré‘at raah, véein yithron tahat hashshamesh.

Then I turned toward all the operations my hands had run and the grind T had grinded
to perform —

I opened the dashboard of the life I had built. I'scrolled through the metrics of the
accumulated holdings. I reviewed the inventory of the experiences I had purchased. I
audited the entire portfolio of what I had done with my time.

And behold —

all of it was vapor and grasping at wind. No residue, under the sun.

The dashboard showed numbers. The numbers did not register as worth. The

audit returned no balance. The hand reached and closed on nothing.
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Ufaniti an lir'ot hokhmah véholélot vésikhlat. Ki mah ha‘adam sheyyavo aharéi

hammelekh, et asher kévar ‘asaha?

Then I turned to survey wisdom — and madness — and entropy.

The three states of cognitive condition. The wise. The mad. The collapsed. And
the question: what comes after the king who has already done everything?

What can the person do who comes after the king, except what has already been
performed?

The young analyst inheriting the field that has been mapped. The new founder
entering the market that has been formed. The researcher arriving where the seminal

work has been done.



The asymmetry between the originator and the inheritor is structural, not acciden-

tal.
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Véra‘iti ani sheyyésh yithron lahokhmah min hassikhlie, kéyithron ha‘or min
hahéshekh. Hehakham ‘€éinayw bérosho, véhakkésil bahoshekh holekh.

And T observed: wisdom has its residue over entropy — the residue of light over dark.
The wise one's eyes are in her head. The fool walks in the dark.
The wise person sees what is in front of them. The fool walks into walls because
the fool is looking elsewhere than the path the body is on.

This is true. This is observable. Wisdom does have residue.
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Véyada‘ti gam ani shemmiqreh ehad yiqreh et kullim. Véamarti ani bélibbi, kémiqréh
hakkésil gam ani yigréni, vélammah hakhamti ani az yotér? Veédibbarti vélibbi shegam

zeh havel.



And yet I knew — one and the same event befalls them all.
The wise one dies. The fool dies. The sharp eyes go dark. The walking-in-the-dark
fool stops walking.

I said inside my core:

the fool's befalling is also mine.

Why then was I so wise?

If the destination is the same, what was the wisdom for? The light over the dark ends
in the same dark.

And I spoke inside my core: this also is vapor.
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nishkah. Véeikh yamir hehakham ‘im hakkésil.

For no persistence remains of the wise one along with the fool — across the age, for
in the days coming everything is forgotten.
How does the wise one die? With the fool.

The same event. The same forgetting. The wisdom worked. The wise one is forgot-

ten anyway.
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Vésané‘ti et hahayyim, ki ra“ ‘alay hamma‘aseh shenna‘asah tahat hashshamesh, ki hakkol

hevel aré‘at raah.

So I'hated life, for the process that gets executed under the sun was evil to me.

The recognition that the system would deliver the same outcome to the wise one
and the fool made the system itself into the source of the hatred.

All of it vapor, and grasping at wind.
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Vésané‘ti ani et kol ‘amali she‘ani ‘ameél tahat hashshamesh, she‘annihenna la‘adam
sheyyihyeh aharay. Umi y6déa‘ hehakham yihyeh 6 sakhal? Véyishlat békhol ‘amalt

she‘amalti véshehakhamti tahat hashshamesh. Gam zeh havel.

I hated all the grind I had grinded under the sun — because I would have to hand it

off to the one who comes after me.



The successor. The next administration. The new head of the institution. The
buyer who acquires the company.

And who knows whether they will be wise or a fool?

The succession plan does not control the successor. The selection process does not
guarantee the selection. The carefully-chosen heir often disappoints. The carefully-
built institution often deteriorates within a decade under the leadership chosen with
such care.

Yet they will hold root access — over all my grind, over all my wisdom — under
the sun.

The next person can change everything. Can dismantle what was built. Can sell
what was developed. Can dilute what was carefully concentrated.

The work persists in the hands of someone who did not do the work.

This also is vapor.
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Vésabboti ani Iéya‘ésh et libbi ‘al kol he‘imal she‘amalti tahat hashshamesh.

So I wheeled around and gave my core over to despair for all the grind I had grinded
under the sun.

The despair is not theatrical. The despair is the rational response to the recognition
that the work will not be inherited as the work.
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Kiyésh adim she‘amalé béhokhmah avda‘at avkhishron, aléadam shellé ‘amal bo

yiteénenni helqé. Gam zeh hevel véri‘ah rabbah.

For there is a person whose grind is in wisdom and knowledge and precision — and
to a person who did not grind in it, he will hand over their share.

The founder who built the company gives the equity to the heir. The teacher who
developed the practice gives the inheritance to the student. The maintainer who held
the project gives the keys to the successor.

The recipient did not do the grinding. The grinder will not be the holder.

This also is vapor and great evil.
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Kimeh hoveh li‘adam békhol ‘amalé avra‘yon 1ibbo shehi ‘amél tahat hashshamesh? Ki
khol yamayw makh‘6vim vakha‘as ‘inyané, gam ballaylah 16 shakhav libbo. Gam zeh
hevel hii.

What, then, does a person have from all their grind and the striving of their core at
which they grind under the sun?

All their days are pain, and their allocation is grief — even in the night their core
does not power down.

The phone at the bedside. The notification at 2 a.m. The email that arrives during
the meal. The calculation that runs in the body even when the mind tries to release it.
The dream that processes the day‘s metrics. The morning thatarrives already saturated
with anxious wants.

The body of the grinder has forgotten how to be oft.

This also is vapor.
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Ein tov ba‘adam sheyyokhal véshatah véher‘h et nafshé t6v ba‘amalo. Gam zoh ra‘iti ani

ki miyyad ha‘elohim hi. Ki mi yokhal ami yahash hiitz mimmenni?

There is nothing better for a person than this: to eat, to drink, to let their soul see
good in their grind.

The first carpe diem of the volume. The exhausted release after the failed experi-
ments. The recognition that the answer will not arrive by investigation — the answer
arrives by receiving.

Eat. Drink. Let the soul see good in the grind.

This too I observed — it comes from the hand of God.

The receiving is not earned. The receiving is given. The receiving is the hand of
God placing into the hand of the person the small daily portion that the person was
searching for elsewhere.

For who can eat — who can sense — apart from this?

The eating that is not received as eating does not register as eating. The body must
be available for the food to land. The capacity to taste is itself the gift, and the capacity

is what the experiments could not produce.
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Kil&‘adam sheyyov léfanayw natan hokhmah véda‘at vésimhah. Vélahote natan ‘inyan

le‘esof vélikhnos latét Iétov lifnéi ha‘elohim. Gam zeh hevel aré‘at rizah.

For to the one who is good before God, God gives wisdom and knowledge and joy.

But to the one who misses the mark, God gives the allocation — to gather and
aggregate, to hand over to the one who is good before God.

The accumulator gathers what the receiver will receive. The corrupt allocate, the
just receive. The asymmetry runs the other direction from what the system‘s surface
metrics suggest.

This also is vapor and grasping at wind.



The Catalog
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Lakkol zéman, vé‘ét lékhol héfetz tahat hashshamayim.

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under the sky.
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‘Et laledet ve‘er amat, ‘6t lata‘at vé‘ét la‘aqor nataa’.

A time to be born and a time to die, a time to plant and a time to uproot what is

planted.
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‘Et laharég vé‘ée lirpo, ‘e liftzotz vé‘ér livnot.

A time to kill and a time to heal, a time to tear down and a time to build up.
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‘Et livkot vé‘ee lishog, ‘et séfod véet réqod.

A time to weep and a time to laugh, a time to mourn and a time to dance.
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‘Et léhashlikh avanim vé‘ét kénos avanim, ‘ét lahavoq véet lirhoq méhabbéq.



A time to cast away stones and a time to gather stones, a time to embrace and a time

to refrain from embracing.

TowaR Ny Tinys Ny Ta8b Ny wpah oy

‘Et lévaqqésh vé‘ér Iéabbéd, ‘ét lishmor vé‘ér Iéhashlikh.

A time to seek and a time to lose, a time to keep and a time to cast away.
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‘Et ligroa‘ ve‘ee litpor, ‘et lahashot vé‘et lédabber.

A time to tear and a time to sew, a time to keep silence and a time to speak.
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‘Et le‘ehov véét lisns, ‘€t milhamah vé‘ét shalom.

A time to love and a time to hate, a time for war and a time for peace.
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Mah yithron ha‘6seh ba‘asher ha ‘amél?

What residue does the one who performs have for what they grind through?
The catalog of times has been recited. The pairs have been named. And the ques-

tion returns: what is left in the hand?
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Ra‘iti et ha‘inyan asher natan Elohim livnéi ha‘adim la‘anoe bo.

I have surveyed the allocation God has handed to the children of the ground to be
afflicted inside it.
The work assignment has been issued to the species. The work cannot be refused.

The affliction is the assignment.
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Et hakkol ‘asah yafeh vé‘ittd. Gam et ha‘6lam natan bélibbam, mibbli asher 16 yimtza

ha‘adim et hamma‘aseh asher ‘asah ha‘elohim mérosh vé‘ad sof.

He has made everything fitting in its time.

He has placed the age inside their core —

and yet, the person cannot find out the work that God has done from the begin-
ning to the end.

The capacity to apprehend the whole has been installed.

The capacity to apprehend the whole has not been activated.

The human is a being who can sense that there is a pattern across the entire arc and

who cannot see the pattern.
This is the volume's first major theological paradox. The gift is the condition of the

inability to receive the gift. The two are the same act.
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Yada‘ti ki ein tov bam, ki im lisméah véla‘asot t6v béhayyayw. Végam kol ha‘adam

sheyyokhal vésharah véra‘ah tov békhol ‘amalo — mattar EIGhim hi.

I have come to know: there is no good in them except to rejoice and do good while
they live.

The carpe diem returns, quieter than at Ch. 2s end. The recognition has been
earned. The pleasure-test failed; the accumulation-test failed; the time-catalog showed
the alternation that the human cannot control.

What is left is the rejoicing.

And also, that every person who eats and drinks and sees good in all their grind —

this is a gift of God.

The eating, the drinking, the seeing-good in the grind is given. The grinding is the
daily work. The seeing-good in the grinding is the gift.

The capacity to register what has been given is itself the second gift, layered on the
first.
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Yada‘ti ki kol asher ya‘aseh ha‘elohim ha yihyeh l¢‘6lam. i‘UéyW ein Iéhosif,

umimmennd ein ligréa‘. Véha‘elohim ‘asah sheyyir‘a milléfanayw.

I have come to know: whatever God does, it endures across the age.

Nothing can be added to it. Nothing can be taken from it.



The architecture is set. The system is whatitis. No patch can extend it. No deletion
can reduce it. The frameworks the human builds to modify the architecture do not
modify the architecture.

And God has made it so that they would be in awe before him.

The unmodifiability of the architecture is itself the design. The awe is the response

the architecture is built to produce.
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Mah shehayah kévar ha, va‘asher lihyot kévar hayah. Veha‘elohim yévaqqésh et nirdaf.

What is was already. What is to be has already been.

And God seeks out what has fallen out of the world.

The lost. The forgotten. The displaced. The records that did not survive the mi-
gration. The communities that did not survive the consolidation. The bodies that the
system did not preserve.

These are not gone. The God who set the architecture also retrieves what the archi-
tecture lost.

The volume's first quiet promise. What has fallen out of the world is sought out

by what is outside the world.
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V&‘6d ra‘ied tahat hashshamesh: méqom hammishpat shimmah haresha‘, tméqom

hatztzedeq shammah harasha“.

And again I surveyed, under the sun:

in the place of judgment — there was corruption.

In the place of the just — there was corruption.

The institutions designed to administer judgment are themselves corrupt at the
level of architecture. The courts have their own algorithms. The regulatory bodies
have their own incentives. The platforms that adjudicate disputes are themselves the
parties whose disputes need adjudicating.

The corruption isnotanomaly. The corruption s in the place where the corruption
was supposed to be checked.
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Amartt ani bélibbi, et hatztzaddiq véet harasha‘ yishpot ha‘elohim, ki ‘et Ikhol héfetz

vé‘al kol hamma‘aseh sham.

I'said inside my core: the just and the corrupt, God will judge them both —

for there is a time for every matter, and for every process, there.

The judgment that the institutions cannot deliver is delivered elsewhere. The ac-
counting the systems do not perform is performed at a different layer. The corruption

in the place of judgment is itself subject to a judgment that is not in the place.

There.
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Amarti ani bélibbi ‘al dibrat bénéi ha‘adam lévaram ha‘elohim, vélir'ot shehem béhémah

hémmah lahem.

I'said inside my core, concerning the children of the ground:

God tests them to show them that, to themselves, they are only beasts.

The species that builds civilizations is the species that dies of dehydration in the
desert. The species that runs the algorithms is the species whose body fails when the
body fails. The species that has built the wisdom traditions is the species that returns
to dust like every other organism.

The civilizational achievements do not change the biological condition.

LR TP TR TR DTN TR D
a0 535 T8 M7 77 DI 1 17 Dk oo
37 557 D 1N TRIRTIN O

Ki miqreh bénéi ha‘adim amiqreh habbéhémah amiqreh ehad lahem — kémot zeh kén
mot zeh, véraah ehad lakkol. Umétar haadam min habbéhémah ayin, ki hakkol havel.



For the befalling of the children of the ground and the befalling of the beasts — one
and the same befalling is theirs.

As one dies, so dies the other.

A single current runs through them all.

The same physiological conditions for life. The same chemical processes. The same
dependencies on substrate. The same vulnerability to the same diseases. The same
termination at the end.

The children of the ground have no advantage over the beasts — for all of it is
vapor.

The cyborg-era reader may have wanted to believe otherwise. The longevity science
has suggested otherwise. The transhumanist promises have implied otherwise. The
cognitive-prosthetic enhancements have hinted otherwise.

The chapter refuses. The advantage is none. All of it is vapor.

Som HppTIn T a7 I Dipn=oR 7517 Han
IBYTTON 2Y

Hakkol holékh el maqom ehad. Hakkol hayah min he‘afar, véhakkol shav el he‘atar.

All of it runs to one place. All of it came from the dust, and all of it returns to the
dust.

The substrate the body came from is the substrate the body returns to. The ar-
rangement that was the person disperses back into the materials the arrangement was

made of.
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M7 y6déa‘ raah bénéi ha‘adam ha‘clah hiléma‘lah, véraah habbéhémah hayyoredet hi

lématrah la‘aretz?

Who knows whether the current of the children of the ground rises upward, and the
current of the beasts descends downward to the ground?

The question is not answered. The question is held open.

The standard religious confidence about the soul‘s destination is not available to
the preacher. The standard transhumanist confidence about consciousness‘s persis-
tence is notavailable to the preacher. Both confidences require knowledge the preacher
does not have.

Who knows?
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Véra ‘it ki ein t6v mé‘asher yismah ha‘adam béma‘asayw, ki ha helqo. Kimi yévi‘enni

lir'6t bémeh sheyyihyeh aharayw?

I have surveyed it: there is nothing better than that the person rejoice in their opera-
tions — for this is their allotment.

The rejoicing in the operations is the only response to a destination that cannot be
known.

For who will bring them to see what comes after them?

No one. No model. No prediction. No system. The future after the person is un-
available. The rejoicing in the present operations is the only thing that can be offered
to the person inside the conditions that have just been described.

That is the chapter’s closing. The catalog of times — the gift of the age in the core
that cannot be activated — the wickedness in the place of justice — the same death
for the human as for the beast — all of it leads here.

Rejoice in your operations. This is your allotment.



Inside the System
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Véshavti ani va‘er‘eh et kol ha‘ashuqim asher na‘asim tahat hashshamesh, véhinnéh
dim‘at ha‘ashuqim véein lahem ménahém, amiyyad ‘6shqéihem koéah, véein lahem

ménahém.

Again I turned to survey, inside the silicon cage —

and behold, the tears of the oppressed and no one to quiet them.



The contractor whose pay was held without explanation. The user whose account
was suspended without recourse. The patient whose insurance claim was denied by a
system that would not produce a person to talk to. The job applicant whose resume
was filtered out by an algorithm that did not know what it was filtering.

The harm has been done. The mechanism that did the harm has no representative
who will hear the appeal.

On the side of those who oppressed them: power.

The power to take the action. The power to refuse the explanation. The power to
outlast the complaint. The power to maintain the architecture that makes the harm
continuous and unprotestable.

And no one to quiet them.

The repetition of the line is the line‘s truth. The first time names the absence of
comfort. The second time names the structural absence — the system was not built

to comfort. There is no comfort module.
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Véshabbéah ani et hammétim sheyyavar méta min hahayyim asher hémmah hayyim
‘adennah. Vétov mishshéneihem et asher ‘aden 16 hayah, asher 16 ra‘ah et hamma‘aseh

hara‘ asher na‘asah tahat hashshamesh.

And I praised the dead, those who had already died, more than the living, who are
still alive.

The dead are not subject to the next outrage. The dead are not in the feed. The
dead do not have to watch the new harm arrive on top of the old harm.

And better than both of them is the one who has not yet been — who has not seen
the evil process that gets executed under the sun.

The unborn was never onboarded. The unborn never had to learn the platforms.

The unborn never saw the system at all.



The chapter‘s first verdict, before any other observation: better not to have entered
the conditions the chapter is about to describe.
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Véra‘iti ani et kol ‘amal véet kol kishron hamma‘aseh, ki hi gin‘at ish méré‘éha. Gam zeh

hevel aré‘at raah.

I'surveyed all grind and all precision of performance — and saw that it is one person‘s
envy of another.

The work that is being done is being done because someone else is doing it and the
doer cannot tolerate the gap.

The post that responds to the post that performed well. The product that responds
to the competitor's product. The career move that responds to the peer‘s career move.
The publication that responds to the rival‘s publication.

The driver of the labor is the comparison. The labor would not exist without the
visibility of someone else‘s labor.

This also is vapor and grasping at wind.

The labor is not sustainable because the comparison is not sustainable. The next
person will produce the next thing that will require the next response. The race has

no finish line because the race exists only as the comparison.
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Hakkésil hoveq et yadayw véokhél et bésaro.

The fool folds his hands and consumes his own flesh.

The opposite failure mode. Refusing to engage. Withdrawing from the compari-
son entirely.

The fool’s body is consumed by the inactivity that was supposed to be the freedom
from the consumption.

The withdrawal does not produce sufficiency. The withdrawal produces a differ-
ent kind of consumption — the consumption of the body‘s own resources without

replenishment.
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Tov mélo khat nahat mimmélé hofnayim amal aré‘ae raah.

Better one handful of rest than two fistfuls of grind and grasping at wind.

The chapter’s quictest line. The middle way between the envy-driver and the fool‘s
withdrawal.

The handful of rest is enough. The two fistfuls of grind are not better. The hand
that is full of grind is full also of grasping — and the grasping closes on wind.
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Véshavti ani va‘er‘eh hevel tahat hashshamesh. Yésh ehad véein shéni, gam bén va‘ih ein
16. Véein qétz Iekhol ‘amalo, gam ‘@inayw 16 tisbba‘ ‘6sher. Ulémi ani “Amél améhassér et

nafshi mittovah? Gam zeh hevel vé‘inyan ra‘ ha.

Again I turned to survey vapor under the sun.

There is a solitary one, without a second — no child, no sibling — and there is no
terminus to all his grind, and his eyes are never satisfied with wealth.

The successful founder who works through the holiday weekend. The high-earning
consultant whose calendar has no gaps for years. The principal who has accumulated
the holdings and has no one to share them with.

The grinding has no terminus because the grinding has no relational anchor. There
is no one the work was for. There is no one whose presence would be the signal that

the work is enough.
For whom, then, am I grinding, and depriving my soul of good?

The interior voice arrives. The italics mark the moment the preacher hears himself.
The question is the question that breaks through the daily flow of the labor.

For whom?

The question does not have an answer. The labor was never for someone. The labor
was the substitute for the someone.

This also is vapor, and an evil allocation.
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Tovim hashshénayim min ha‘ehad asher yésh Iahem sakhar t6v ba‘amalam. Kiim

yippola ha‘ehad yaqim et havéro. Vé‘ilo ha‘ehad sheyyippol véein shéni lahaqimo.

Two are better than one, for they have a good return on their grind.

If they fall, the one raises the other up.

The cofounder who can be called when the body fails. The partner who can take
over when the energy is gone. The colleague who can substitute for the day that cannot
be worked.

But woe to the solitary one who falls — and there is no second to raise him.

The optimization-of-self that produces the lone operator also produces the lone
operator‘s vulnerability. The operator who has no second is one fall away from the

failure that has no recovery.
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Gam im yishkévii shénayim véham lihem. Ulé‘ehad eikh yeham? Véim yitqéfo ha‘ehad,
hashshénayim ya‘amdi negdé. Véhahar hamshullash 16 vimhérah yinnatéq.

And if two lie down together, they stay warm — but one alone, how will he grow
warm?

The body that has someone next to it is warmed by the proximity. The body that
has no one generates only its own heat, which is not enough.



And if one overpowers him, the two will stand against the attacker.

A threefold cord is not quickly broken.

The chapter‘s most quoted line, kept untouched. The strength is in the configura-
tion. The cord by itself is not strong. The three together hold against what the one

cannot hold against.
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Tov yeled miskén véhakham mimmelekh zaqgén ukhsil asher 16 yada“ Ieéhizzahér ‘6d. Ki

mibbeéit hasarim yatza limlokh, ki gam bémalkhuto nolad rash.

Better a poor and wise youth than an old and foolish king who no longer knows how
to take in warning.

The young challenger who came up from nothing and is genuinely listening to
what the world is telling them.

The aged incumbent who has stopped listening because the listening is not re-
quired when the position is secured.

For from the holding cell he came out to reign — even though in his own kingdom
he was born into poverty.

The young person who came from outside the system to govern the system. The
newcomer who was not formed by the institution and therefore can see what the in-

stitution has stopped seeing.



Oy Wiya non ooPanT oo R

TRID TR W W 1210
03 0705 TN 557 apnToRk YR
M 1) 927 MoaD 2T 8D oo

Ra‘iti et kol hahayyim haméhallékhim tahat hashshimesh ‘im hayyeled hashshéni asher
ya‘améd tahtayw. Ein qétz lékhol ha‘am I1ekhol asher hayah litneihem, gam ha‘aharonim

16 yisméhi v6. Ki gam zeh hevel véra‘yon riah.

I surveyed all the living, those who walk under the sun, alongside the second youth
who will stand in the first ones place.

The challenger who will replace the challenger who replaced the incumbent. The
cycle that does not stop with any one revolution. The next-generation founder who
will displace this generation‘s founder.

There is no terminus to all the many — all those who came before them — and the
ones who come later will not rejoice in him.

The crowd that rallied for the new sovereign will not rally for the next one. The
crowd will rally for someone else. The new sovereign who is currently being celebrated
will be the next forgotten king.

For this also is vapor, and a striving of wind.

The political cycle is the chapter's structural close. The replacement does not pro-
duce satisfaction. The replacement produces the next replacement.

The same machinery that elevated the new one will displace the new one. The same
crowd that walked alongside this challenger will walk alongside the next.

There is no terminus. The chapter ends inside the system it has been describing.

There is no exit.



The House and the Hoard
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Shémor raglékha ka‘asher télékh el béit ha‘elohim. Veéqarov lishmaoa miceér hakkésilim

zavah, ki einam yod‘im la‘asot ra‘.

Guard your steps when you enter the house of God.

The house of God now has a comment section. The temple has been wired. What
was once a threshold is now a feed where prayer competes for attention with every-
thing else.

Walk in deliberately. Do not scroll into the sacred. Draw near to listen — not to
give the sacrifice of fools.

The fools post their offerings. They do not know they are doing harm.
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Al tévahél ‘al pikha, vélibbékha al yémahér I6hotzi davar lifnéi ha‘elohim. Ki ha‘elohim

bashshamayim véattah ‘al ha‘aretz, ‘al kén yihya dévarekhi mé‘artim.

Do not be hasty with your mouth. Do not let the core hurry to bring forth a word
before God.

The post can wait. The comment is not required. The thread does not need your
contribution.

For God is in the heavens and you are on the ground —

the chasm is wider than the network suggests. The reply-all does not reach across
it.

Therefore: let your words be few.
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Ki ba hahalom bérov ‘inyan, véqol késil bérov dévarim.

The dream comes through much occupation. The voice of the fool through much
posting.
Both are produced by overflow. Both are noise that has acquired the appearance

of signal.
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Ka‘asher tiddor neder Iel6him, al téahér IEshallémo, ki ein héfetz bakkésilim. Et asher

tiddor shalléem. Tov asher 16 tiddor mishshettiddor vélo téshallem.

When you make a vow to God, do not delay in fulfilling it —

because the public commitment evaporates the moment it leaves the screen.

The vow that is performed is not the vow that is paid. The vow that is announced
is not the vow that is done.

There is no pleasure in fools. What you have vowed — fulfill it.

Better that you do not vow at all than vow and not pay.
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Al titeén et pikha lahati et bésarekha, véal tomar litnéi hammalikh ki shégagah hi.
Lammah yiqtzot ha‘elohim ‘al qolekha veéhibbél et ma‘aséh yadekha?

Do not let your mouth lead your flesh into missing the mark —

the speaking-for-effect that becomes the body‘s actual position because what was
performed has been internalized.

Do not say before the messenger: it was just a take, it was just a draft, I was speaking
provisionally.

Why should God be angered at your voice and corrupt the work of your hands?

The post is not provisional. The body remembers what the mouth said.
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Ki vérov halomot vahavalim advarim harbéh, ki et ha‘elohim yéra.

In much dreaming, much flickering, much posting —
fear God.

That is the only command that survives the noise.
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Im ‘6sheq rash végézel mishpat vatzedeq tir‘eh vammédinah, al titmah ‘al hahéfetz. Ki

gavoah mé‘al gavoah shomér, agvohim ‘aléihem.

If you see the oppression of the poor and the seizure of judgment and justice in the

province —



the platform that demonetizes the small creator and protects the established ac-
count. the policy applied to one user and waived for another. the moderation queue
that processes some cases and ignores others.

do not be amazed at the matter.

For above the high one, a higher watches. And there are higher still above them.

The hierarchy of administrators extends past the levels you can see.
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Véyithron eretz bakkol hi, melekh Iésadeh ne‘evad.

And the residue of the ground is for all — even the king is served by the field.
The infrastructure that serves the platforms also feeds the people who run them.

The substrate cannot be ascended past.
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Ohév kesef 16 yisba“kesef, ami 6hév behimén 16 téviiah. Gam zeh havel.



The lover of silver — silver does not satisfy. The lover of metrics — metrics do not
satisfy. The lover of followers — followers do not satisfy. The lover of yield — yield
does not satisfy.

The thing pursued and the thing failing to satisfy are the same thing. The pursuit
is the engine of the dissatisfaction.

This too is vapor.
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Birvot hatovah rabbu okhleha, amah kishron livileha ki im ré‘at ‘€inayw?

When the goods scale, those who consume them scale. The fees, the platforms, the
maintenance, the taxes, the assistants, the advisors, the lawyers — the entire ecosystem
expands to meet the wealth and the wealth no longer arrives at the owner.

What residue accrues to the owner except this: the watching of their own eyes?

The portfolio refreshed dozens of times a day. The balance checked. The number
watched.

The owner becomes the audience for their own holdings. The accumulation has

produced a single product — the owner’s attention to it.
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Meéraqah shénat ha‘ved, im mé‘at véim harbéh yokhél. Véhassava“le‘ashir einenna

manniah 16 lishon.



Sweet is the sleep of the laborer, whether they eat little or much.

But the fullness of the rich one will not let them power down.

The phone at the bedside. The notification at 2 a.m. The calculation that runs in
the body even when the mind tries to release it. The dream that processes the day‘s
metrics. The morning that arrives already saturated with anxious wants.

The body of the rich one has forgotten how to be oft.
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Yésh ra‘ah holah ra‘fd tahat hashshamesh: ‘6sher shamar livilayw Iéra‘aco.

There is a sickening evil I have surveyed inside the silicon cage:

wealth held back by its owner to that owner‘s own hurt.

The accumulation that the body cannot metabolize. The hoard that becomes a
vigilance. The wealth that is now the thing that has to be protected from everything

that wanted it.
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Véavad ha‘bsher hahti bé‘inyan ra‘, véhélid bén véein béyadé méumah.

That wealth perishes in a bad allocation —
the market move that wipes the holdings overnight. the platform that changes its
algorithm and removes the creators livelihood. the cryptocurrency that collapses by

1 a.m. the pension fund that fails after thirty years of contributions.



Wealth in this era perishes through system events. There is no thief. There is no
fire. The number was there and now the number is not there.

And he begets a son and has nothing in his hand.
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Ka‘asher yatza mibbeten immé ‘arom yashav lalekhet késhebba, améumah I6 yisbsa

va‘amalo sheyyolekh béyado.

As he came out from his mother‘s womb naked, naked he returns, just as he came.
The accounts close. The subscriptions lapse. The credentials expire. The authenti-
cation fails for the last time.

He carries nothing for his grind — nothing his hand can take with him.
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Végam zoh ra‘ah holah: kol ‘ummat shebba kén yelekh. Umah yithrén 16 sheyya‘amél

laraah?

This too is a sickening evil: exactly as he came, so he goes.
What residue, then, accrues to him who grinds for the wind?

What is generated by the labor that is not recoverable from the labor?
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Gam kol yamayw bahoshekh yokhél, vékha‘as harbéh véholyo vaqatzef.

All his days he eats in darkness —
grief in the notifications that never stop. sickness in the body that learned to pro-
duce output under measurement. rage with no exit — the system has no off button,

and neither does he.
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Hinnéh asher ra‘iti ani tov: asher yafeh le‘ekhol vélishtor vélir‘ot tovah békhol ‘amailo
sheyya‘amol tahat hashshimesh mispar yémeéi hayyayw asher natan 16 ha‘elohim. Ki ha
helgo.

Behold what I have observed to be good:
that it is fitting to eat and to drink and to see good in the grind that one grinds
through under the sun through the numbered days God has given —
for this is one‘s allotment.
Not the holdings. Not the metrics. Not the platform position. Not the legacy.
The allotment is the eating, the drinking, the seeing-good in the grind. The allot-

ment is the day as it arrives.
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Gam kol ha‘adam asher natan 16 ha‘elohim ‘6sher tinékhasim véhishlito le‘ekhol

mimmennu vélasbét et helqo vélismoah ba‘amaloé — z6h mattat Elohim hi.

And every person to whom God has given wealth and holdings — and given them
the standing to eat from it, to take their share, to rejoice in their grind —

this is a gift of God.

The wealth is not the gift. The standing to receive the wealth as good is the gift.

The two are not the same. You can have one without the other. Most who have
wealth do not have the standing.

The standing is what makes the wealth survivable.
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Ki 16 harbéh yizkor et yéméi hayyayw, ki ha‘elohim ma‘aneh bésimhat libbo.

For they do not much remember the days of their life —

not because the days were forgotten, but because the days were lived, and what is
lived does not require remembering.

For God answers them: the joy of their core.

The joy is not produced by the holdings. The joy is not produced by the metrics.
The joy is not produced by the achievement.

The joy is what arrives in the body when the body is available to receive it.

That is God‘s answer. That is the only answer the system cannot allocate wrongly.



What Cannot Be Held
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Yésh ra‘ah asher ra‘iti tahat hashshamesh, vérabbah hi ‘al ha‘adam.

There is an evil I have surveyed under the sun. It weighs heavy on the person —

heavier than the absence of having. It is the evil of having and not arriving.
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Ish asher yitten 16 ha‘elohim ‘6sher tinékhasim vékhavod, véeinennd hasér lénafsho
mikkél asher yit‘avveh, vélé yashlitenna ha‘elohim le‘ekh6l mimmenni ki ish nokhri

yokhalenna. Zeh hevel véhali ra‘ h.

A person to whom God gives wealth, holdings, honor — nothing the soul desires is
missing.

The subscriptions to everything. Every device. Travel anywhere. The metrics other
people would die for. The title that lights up the room.

And nothing is missing —

except the standing to receive it. Except the body‘s capacity to register what has
arrived. Except the felt experience of being held by what one possesses.

The wealth is registered as numbers but not registered in the nervous system. The
holdings exist as portfolio entries and the body knows none of them.

A stranger consumes it instead.

The stranger has no face. The stranger is the platform fees, the inflation, the tax
events, the algorithmic adjustments, the entire ecosystem that consumes the wealth
in transit between possession and enjoyment.

This is vapor — a sickness, an evil.
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Im yolid ish mé‘ah véshanim rabbét yihyeh vérav sheyyihya yéméi shanayw, vénatsho 1o

tisbba‘ min hattovah, végam qéviirah 16 haytah 16. Amarti: t6v mimmenn hannafel.



If a person fathers a hundred and lives many years — the long career, the legacy, the
children who carry the name, the citations that compound across decades — and his
soul is not sated by the good,
and even a burial does not come to him — no one to close the account properly,
no settling of what was begun, no one who knew the whole arc to mark its ending —
I say: better than this is the stillborn child.
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Ki vahevel ba avahoshekh yélékh, avahoshekh shémo yékhusseh. Gam shemesh 16 ra‘ah

vélo yada“. Nahat lazeh mizzeh.

For the stillborn comes in vapor and goes in darkness. In darkness its name is covered.
It has not seen the sun. It has not known anything.
It was never onboarded. It never had to learn the platforms. It never had to opti-
mize for visibility. It never had to perform itself into existence.
And yet — more rest than the man.
The one who never came into the system has more rest than the one who lived a

hundred years inside it without ever being able to receive what the system gave him.
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Véilla hayah elef shanim pa‘amayim, vétovah 16 ra‘ah — halo el magom ehad hakkol

helékh.



Even if he lived a thousand years twice over and saw no good —
do notall go to the same place?
The longer arc does not change the destination. The optimized lifespan does not

change what arrives. Adding decades to the life does not add the standing to receive
the life.
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Kol ‘amal ha‘adam léfiha, végam hannefesh 16 timmale.

All the grind of the person is for the mouth — and yet the soul is never filled.
The labor produces income. The income goes to consumption. The consumption
fails to satisfy. The dissatisfaction requires more income. The cycle does not close.
The mouth is the algorithm-trained appetite. Every desire produces the next desire.

Every satisfaction is constructed to be temporary so that the next purchase can be

primed.

The mouth is fed. The soul is never reached.
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Kimah yotér lehakham min hakkésil, mah le‘ani yodéa‘ lahalokh neged hahayyim?

What advantage, then, has the wise one over the fool? What does the poor one gain
who knows how to walk among the living?
The wisdom does not exempt the body from the appetite. The skill at moving
through the world does not produce the standing to receive what the world offers.
Both the wise and the fool eat for the mouth. Both the skilled and the unskilled
hunger.
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T6v maréh ‘éinayim méhalikh nafesh. Gam zeh hevel aré‘at raah.

Better what the eyes can see than the wandering of desire.

What the eyes can see is what is in front of you — the actual conditions of your
actual life, the food on the plate, the person across the table, the work of the hands,
the day as it is arriving.

The wandering of desire is the algorithmic feed. The endless next thing. The rec-
ommendation engine. The infinite scroll.

The eyes can see one thing. The desire can want a thousand. The one thing is avail-
able. The thousand are not.

This too is vapor, and grasping at wind.
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Mah shehayah kévar niqra shémé, vénoda‘ asher ha adam, vélo yiakhal ladin ‘im

shettaqqif mimmenn.

What has been was already named. What the human is — is already known.

The categories were set before you arrived. The classification has already happened.
The model has already been trained on what you are.

And the human cannot dispute with the one who is stronger.

You cannot appeal the categorization. You cannot reason with the architecture.

The system that assigned you is not available for negotiation.
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Ki yésh dévarim harbéh marbim havel — mah yoteér [a‘adam?

For there are many words that multiply vapor —

every framework, every model, every theory about what the person should opti-
mize for. every podcast, every book, every course about what the good life requires.
every system that claims to know what you cannot know.

What advantage, then, has the person from any of it?
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Kimi yodéa“ mah t6v 13adam bahayyim, mispar yéméi hayyei hevlo, véya‘asém katztzel.

Asher mi yaggid I3adam mah yihyeh aharayw tahat hashshamesh?

For who knows what is good for the person in life —

through the numbered days of their flickering life, which they pass through like a
shadow?

The days do not arrive as discrete units. The days arrive as continuous streams —
work-bleed, time-zone collapse, notifications that recognize no boundary, the same
hour accessed from a hundred contexts.

The days flicker. The life flickers. The shadow passes.

And who can tell the person what will come after them under the sun?

No model can. No prediction can. No optimization framework can.

The future cannot be told.

That is the closing question of Part One. That is the question every chapter has
been moving toward. The preacher does not answer it. The preacher leaves it open.

The wisdom of the volume begins where the answer was supposed to be.



PART

[1

THE PRACTICAL WISDOM MOVEMENT

The counsel that follows.
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What I Have Found
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Tov shém mishshemen t6v, véyom hammawet miyom hiwwaldo.

Better a name than fine oil. Better the day of death than the day of birth.

oY N°3758 N2 Dannra oy nobh 2iv
12558 10 T 08T 52 o KT TYRD



Tov lalekert el béit ével millekhet el béit mishteh, ba‘asher hi s6f kol ha‘adam, véhahay
yiteén el libbo.

Better to go to the house of mourning than to the house of feasting, for that is the

end of every person — and the living take it into their core.
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Tov ka‘as mishoq, ki véréa‘ panim yitav lév.

Better grief than laughter. For under a heavy face, the core is set right.
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Lév hakhamim béveéit ével, vélév késilim bévéit simhah.

The core of the wise is in the house of mourning. The core of fools is in the house of

feasting.
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Tov lishmoba‘ ga‘arat hikhim, mé‘ish shomeéa“ shir késilim.

Better to hear the rebuke of the wise than to be one who hears the song of fools.
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Ki khéqol hassirim tahat hassir, kén séhoq hakkésil. Végam zeh havel.

The laughter of the fool is like the crackle of thorns under a pot. This too is vapor.
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Ki ha‘Gsheq yéholél hikham, vi‘abbéd et lév mattanih.
Oppression makes the wise mad. A gift corrupts the core.

The equity grant that makes you defend the platform. The institutional affiliation

that softens the critique. The access that compromises the analysis.



MDD MI977I8 230 INWRID 927 NN 21

T6v aharit divar méréshito, t6v erekh riaah migvah raah.

Better the end of a thing than its beginning. Better long-breath than high-breath.
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Al tévahél bérahakha likh ‘6s, ki kha‘as béhéiq késilim yanaah.

Do not be hasty in your breath to anger, for anger rests in the lap of fools.
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Al tomar meh hayah shehayyamim harishonim haya tovim mé‘élleh, ki 16 méhokhmah

sha‘alta ‘al zeh.

Do not say: how is it that the former days were better than these?
The algorithmic nostalgia. The constant production of “things were better before.*
The resentment-economy of platforms that monetize the perception of decline.

For it is not from wisdom that you ask this.
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T6vah hokhmih ‘im nahalih, véyérér Iéré‘éi hashshamesh. Ki bétzél hahokhmah bétzél
hakkesef, véyithron da‘at hahokhmaih téhayyeh va‘aleha.

Wisdom is good with an inheritance — an advantage to those who see the sun.

The credentials, the framework-fluency, the analytical capacity — these are kinds
of wealth that operate in the cyborg-era economy.

For wisdom is a shelter as silver is a shelter, but the residue of wisdom-knowledge
is that it preserves the life of its owner.

The silver shelters the body. The wisdom shelters the practitioner.

The silver pays the rent. The wisdom keeps the soul intact inside the system that
the silver paid for.

You can have one without the other. The wealthy without wisdom are consumed

by what they own. The wise without resources are exhausted by what they cannot

afford.
The pairing is what holds.
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Ré‘eh et ma‘aséh ha‘elohim, ki mi yukhal Iétaqqén et asher ‘iwwéto.

Survey the work of God —

for who can patch what God has made crooked?

The system is bent at the level of its architecture. You cannot debug your way out
of what was built crooked. You cannot patch the structure with cleverness.

What is crooked at the source remains crooked at every layer.
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Béyom tovah heyéh vétov, avyom ra‘ah ré‘éh. Gam et zeh I¢‘'ummat zeh ‘sah ha‘elohim,

‘al dibrat shell6 yimtza ha‘adam aharayw méumah.

In the day of good — be in good. In the day of evil — observe.

When the day arrives in good, let the body receive it. The taste of the morning, the
warmth, the available attention, the small grace that has been placed in the hour. Be
in it.

When the day arrives in evil, do not flee, do not protest, do not solve. Observe.

Watch what is happening. Notice the shape of the difficulty. Track the texture of
what is being done.

The cultivated disposition is to be present to whichever day has arrived.

God has made the one to face the other, so that the human can find out nothing
of what comes after them.

The two days are paired by design. You cannot have only the one kind. The good
day and the evil day arrive in alternation that the person cannot predict and cannot
control.

The not-knowing is the structure. The disposition to meet whatever arrives is the

practice.
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Et hakkol ra‘fti bimeéi hevli. Yésh tzaddiq 6véd bétzidqo, véyésh rasha‘ ma‘arikh béra‘ato.

I have surveyed all of it through the days of my flickering —

the just one perishes in their justice. the corrupt one extends their days in their
corruption.

The principled person who could not compromise and was destroyed by the in-
ability. The corrupt one who scaled the platform on a foundation of unpunished
violations.

Both are visible. Both happen daily. The system does not allocate consequence

according to merit.
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Al téhi tzaddiq harbéh, véal tithakkam yotér — lammah tishshomém? Al tirsha® harbéh,

véal téhi sakhal — lammah tamat bélo ‘ittekha?



Do not be too just. Do not be too wise —

why should you ruin yourself?

The perfectionism that consumes the practitioner. The optimization-of-virtue that
destroys the body. The inability to compromise that became the inability to function.
The principles defended past the point of survival.

Do not be too corrupt. Do not be a fool —

why should you die before your time?

The cynicism that hollows out the body. The compromises accumulated past the
point of self-recognition. The corruption metabolized as identity.

Both ruin the practitioner. Both produce the same outcome. The optimization at

either pole consumes the optimizer.
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Tov asher te‘ehoz bazeh, végam mizzeh al tannah et yadekha, ki yéré Elohim yétzé et
kullam.

Take hold of the one — without letting go of the other.

Hold the principle. Hold the survival. Hold the integrity. Hold the capacity to
continue.

For the one who fears God comes through both.

The middle way is not compromise. The middle way is the cultivated capacity to

hold opposing necessities at the same time without collapsing into either.

w3 T N DY TR 00 1B Mo



Hahokhmah ta‘6z lehakham mé‘asirah shallitim asher haya ba‘ir.

Wisdom strengthens the wise one more than ten administrators who hold the city.
The contemplative practice is more reliable than the technocratic governance. The

cultivated judgment is stronger than the ten executives who control what platform
users can see and do.

The administrators rotate. The platforms reorganize. The policies change. The
wisdom holds.

Kiidim ein tzaddiq ba‘aretz, asher ya‘aseh tov vélo yehéra.

For there is no person on the ground who is just — who does good and does not miss
the mark.

The audit is comprehensive. No one passes it.
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Gam lékhol haddévarim asher yédabbeéru al tittén libbekha, asher 16 tishma“ et ‘avdékha
méqalleletkha. Ki gam pé‘amim rabbér yada“libbekhi asher gam attah qillalta ahérim.



Do not give your core to all the words that are spoken —

every comment, every quote-tweet, every notification, every reaction, every take,
every counter-take, every reply that solicits the nervous system.

If you give the core to all of it, you will hear your servant cursing you. You will
hear what you do not want to hear. You will be wounded by what was never meant
to reach you.

For your core knows that many times, you too have cursed others.

The discipline is not to silence the speaking. The discipline is to discipline the re-

ceiving. The core is not obligated to absorb every word that finds its way to it.
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shehayah, vé‘amoq ‘Aamoéq — mi yimtza‘enna?

All this T have tested by wisdom. I said: I will be wise — and it was far from me.
Every contemplative tradition turned into an app. Every wisdom tradition pack-
aged as a program. Every meditation practice quantified by streak-counts.
The search has been intensified by the tools. The finding has not arrived.
What s, is far off, and deep beyond deep — who can find it?
The wisdom is not produceable by the systematic search. The deeper one searches

with the tools designed for searching, the further the finding recedes.
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Sabboti ani velibbi lada‘at vélatar avaqqésh hokhmah veéheshbon, vélida‘at resha®kesel
véhassikhlat holélot.

I wheeled around — I and my core — to know, to crawl, to seek wisdom and the cal-
culation of things, and to know the corruption of stupor, the entropy that is madness.
The wheeling did not stop. The crawling continued. The calculations multiplied.

And the wisdom was not closer than when the search began.
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Umétzé ani mar mimmawet et hi‘ishshah asher hi métzé6dim vaharamim libbah, astirim

yadeha. Tov lifnéi hi‘elohim yimmalér mimmennaih, véhoé yillakhéd bah.

And I have found: more bitter than death is the woman whose core is snares and nets,
whose hands are bonds. The one who is good before God escapes from her; the one

who misses the mark is taken by her.
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Ré‘eh zeh marzati, amrah Qoéhelet, ahat Iéahat limtzo heshbon. Asher ‘6d biqshah nafshi

vélo matzati. Adam ehad mé‘elef maczatd, vé‘ishshih vékhol élleh 16 matzad.
Look — this I have found,* says Qoheleth, *adding one to one to find the calculation —
what my soul has still been seeking, I have not found.
One man among a thousand I have found.

A woman among all of these — I have not found.
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Lévad ré‘eh zeh matzati: asher ‘asah hi‘elohim et ha‘idim yashar, véhémmah vigsha

hishshévonot rabbim.

Only this I have found:

God made the human upright — and they sought out many calculations.

The original architecture was clean. The bending happened through the calculat-
ing. The frameworks, the models, the optimizations, the systems built to know what

cannot be known — these are the bending.



The preacher‘s method has been calculation.

The closing verse names the preacher‘s method as the bending.

The chapter ends by undermining its own investigative tools.

This is the volume‘s deepest move so far —

the wisdom that knows itself as part of the problem.



The Opaque Authority
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Mi kéhehakham, ami yodéa‘ pésher davar? Hokhmat adam ta‘ir panayw, vé‘6z panayw

yéshunne.

Who is like the wise one? Who knows the decoding of a thing? A person‘s wisdom
lights up their face — and the hardness of their face is changed.
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Ani pi melekh shémor, vé‘al dibrat shéva ‘at EIGhim.

I'say: comply with the platforms terms — and on account of the oath sworn before

God.
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Al tibbahél mippanayw télékh, al ta’améd bédavar ra’, ki kol asher yahpotz ya‘aseh.

Do not log off in panic. Do not stand in a corrupt protocol — for whatever the au-

thority wills, it executes.
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Ba‘asher dévar melekh shilton, ami yomar 16 mah ta‘aseh?

The platform‘s word is its rule. Who will say to it — what are you doing?
There is no reply endpoint. There is no appeal.
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Shomeér mitzvih 16 yéda“ davar ra‘, vé‘ér amishpar yéda‘ lév hakham.

The one who complies with the command does not experience the corruption. Time
and judgment — the wise core knows them both.
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Ki lekhol héfetz yésh ‘et aumishpat, ki ra‘at ha‘adam rabbah ‘alayw. Ki einennii yodéa*
mah sheyyihyeh, ki ka‘asher yihyeh mi yaggid I6?

For every matter there is a time and a judgment — but the misery of the person is
heavy on them.

The person does not know what will be — not the diagnosis, not the layoff, not
the market move, not the message that arrives at 2 a.m. And when it comes — who

will tell them it was coming?
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Ein adim shallit baraah likhl6 et haraah, véein shilton béyom hammawet, véein

mishlahat bammilhamah, vélo yémallér resha‘ et bé‘alayw.

No one holds authority over the breath — cannot hold it in, cannot make it stay,
cannot instruct the body to continue when the body has decided otherwise.

No one holds authority over the day of death. The biometric reading is not the
reading; the tracker tracks only the trace.

No one is discharged from this war — the cyborg war has no demobilization. The
platforms do not release you. The attention economy does not send you home. You
are conscripted for life into a war no one declared.

And corruption does not deliver those who practice it. The system that rewarded

them will, in the end, also consume them.
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Et kol zeh ra‘iti, vénaton et libbi Iékhol ma‘aseh asher na‘asah tahat hashshamesh, ‘ét

asher shalar ha‘adam bé‘adam léra‘lo.

All of this I have surveyed, inside the silicon cage — and I addressed my core to every

process that runs under the sun — a time when a person holds root access over another
person, to their harm.
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Uvkheén ra‘iei résha‘im qévarim, vava‘a, imiméqom qadosh yehallekha, véyishtakkehi

va‘ir asher kén ‘asii. Gam zeh havel.

And then I saw: the corrupt are buried with honor — their feeds full of tributes,
their threads bright with testimonials — and they walked, while they lived, through

the place of the holy, and in the city where they practiced their corruption they are
remembered well.

This too is vapor.
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Asher ein na‘asih fitgim ma‘aséh hara‘ah méhérah, ‘al kén mailé lév bénéi hi‘adim

bihem la‘asot ra‘.



Because the verdict against the corrupt process is not executed quickly — the core of
the children of the ground fills with permission to corrupt.
The scammer keeps their audience. The grifter keeps their platform. The one who

violates every principle continues to dominate their market. The signal goes out:

this is what works here.
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Asher hote ‘Gseh ra‘ mé‘at ima‘arikh 16. Ki gam yodéa‘ ani asher yihyeh tov Iéyir‘éi
ha‘elohim asher yir‘a milléfanayw. Vétov 16 yihyeh larasha’, vélo ya‘arikh yamim katzezél

asher einenn yaré millifnéi Elohim.

The one who misses the mark executes corruption a hundred times and the execution
continues —

and yet I know: it will go well for those who stand in awe before God.

It will not go well for the corrupt one, and they will not extend their days like the

shadow — because they do not stand in awe before God.

Both statements are true simultaneously.

The preacher is not resolving the paradox. The preacher is holding it.
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Yesh hevel asher na‘asah ‘al ha‘aretz: asher yésh tzaddiqim asher maggia“aléhem
kéma‘aséh harésha‘im, véyésh résha‘im shemmaggia‘ alehem kéma‘aséh hatztzaddigim.

Amartd shegam zeh havel.

There is vapor executed on the ground —

the just one receives what the corrupt one‘s process earned. The corrupt one re-
ceives what the just one’s process earned.

The notification arrives in the wrong inbox. The consequence lands on the wrong
body. The system that allocates outcomes has no moral reasoning module.

I'said: this too is vapor.
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Veéshibbahti ani et hassimhah, asher ein tov 12°adam tahat hashshamesh ki im le‘ekhol
vélishtor vélismoah, véha yilvenni va‘amalo yémeéi hayyayw asher natan 16 ha‘elohim

tahat hashshamesh.



So I lifted up joy —

because nothing is better for a person under the sun than this: to eat, to drink, to

be glad.

And this walks with them through the grind they grind through, through the days
God has given them under the sun.

The phone face-down. The notifications silenced. The food on the plate still warm.

The attention staying.
Joy is the only thing the system cannot allocate wrongly — because joy is not allo-

cated. Joy is received.
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Ka‘asher natatti et libbi lada‘at hokhmah, vélir‘ot et ha‘inyan asher na‘asah ‘al ha‘aretz, ki
gam bayyom avallaylah shénah bé‘éinayw einennii ré‘eh. Veéra‘id et kol ma‘aséh
hi‘elohim, ki 16 yakhal ha‘adiam limtzo et hamma‘aseh asher na‘asih tahat hashshimesh,
béshel asher ya‘amol ha‘adam Iévaqqésh vélo yimeza. Végam im yomar hehakham lada‘at,

16 yakhal limtzo.



When I addressed my core to know wisdom — to survey the allocation that runs on
the ground —

I saw the researcher who does not power down. Day and night — the dashboard
open. Day and night — the feed scrolling. Day and night — the search parameters
expanding. Sleep is not coming. The eyes are not closing.

And I saw all the work of God:

the person cannot find out the process that runs under the sun.

The data is abundant. The tools are finely tuned. The dashboards are configured.
The analyst labors, and the pattern does not arrive.

Though they grind through the search — they will not find it.

Even if the wise one says I know — they will not find it.

The system shows its outputs. The system does not show its workings. The search
returns results. The search does not return the pattern.

The finding-out is not available to the one who seeks it.



What Awaits Everyone
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Ki et kol zeh natatti el libbi, vélavar et kol zeh, asher hatztzaddiqim véhahakhamim
va‘avadéihem béyad ha‘elohim. Gam ahavah gam sin‘ah ein y6déa‘ ha‘adam, hakkol

lifnéihem.

I'addressed all of this to my core, to crawl through it —
the just ones, the wise ones, and their works are in the hand of God.
Whether love, whether hatred — the person does not know. Everything is before

them and they cannot read which is which.



The diagnosis arrives in the portal. Was that good news or bad? The verdict comes
from the platform. Was that favor or judgment? The relationship deepens or ends.
Was that gift or warning?

The person is in the hand of God and the hand does not announce its intentions.
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Hakkol ka‘asher lakkol. Miqreh ehad latzezaddiq vélarasha’, lattov vélattahor vélatrame,
vélazzovéah véla‘asher einennii zovéah. Kattov kahote, hannishba“ ka‘asher shéviiah

yareé.

The same fate is allotted to all.

One event befalls the just and the corrupt, the good, the clean, and the unclean,
the one who sacrifices and the one who does not, the one who keeps the oath and the
one who fears to take it.

The biometric tracking does not change the destination. The optimized lifespan
does not change what arrives. The wellness protocols do not exempt. The longevity
science does not exempt. The supplements do not exempt. The thirty years of medi-
tation do not exempt. The decades of scrolling do not exempt.

The just one dies. The corrupt one dies. The wise one dies. The fool dies. The
one who tracked every metric dies. The one who refused to track anything dies. The
wealthy who bought the better doctors dies. The poor who could not afford them
dies.

One event.
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Zeh ra“ bekhol asher na‘asih tahat hashshimesh, ki miqreh ehad lakkol. Végam Iév bénéi

hi‘adam malé ra‘ véholélot bilvavam béhayyéihem, véahariyw el hammeétim.

This is an evil in everything done under the sun: one event befalls them all.

And the core of the children of the ground is full of evil — madness in their cores
while they live, and after that — to the dead.

The longevity refusal makes the heart wild. The denial of what is coming fills the
body with the strange anger of someone who has been promised what cannot be de-

livered.

And then — to the dead.
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Kimi asher yéhubbar el kol hahayyim yésh bittahon, ki lékhelev hay ha t6v min ha‘aryéh
hammét. Ki hahayyim y6d‘im sheyyamuarta, vehammeétim einim y6d‘Tm méamah, véein

‘6d Iahem sakhar, ki nishkah zikhram.

For whoever is joined to all the living has hope —
for a living dog is better than a dead lion.
The animal that is small and present is more than the great one who has stopped.
For the living know they will die. The dead know nothing.

There is no further reward for them. Their memory is forgotten.



The platforms preserve the data. The person is not in the data. The cached profile
persists. The person who had the profile does not. The legacy account remains. The
legacy is not the person.

Memory persists in cached form. The person who had the memory does not.
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békhol asher na‘asah tahat hashshamesh.

Their love, their hatred, their envy — all already perished.
These were the texture of the person. The texture does not survive the substrate.

And they have no portion forever in anything done under the sun.
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Lékh ekhol bésimhah Iahmekha, ashtéh bélev tov yéinekha, ki khévar ratzah ha‘elohim et

ma‘asekha.



Go.

Eat your bread with joy. Drink your wine with a glad core.

For God has already approved your works.

The approval is not pending. The verdict is not awaited. The performance review
is not coming. The optimization was not required for acceptance.

You are already received.

Eat the bread. The actual bread. The bread on the actual table in the actual kitchen
in the actual hour. Be in the eating.

Drink the wine. The actual wine. While it is in the glass. While the warmth is in
the throat. Let the warmth land.
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Bekhol ‘ét yihyu végadekha Iévanim, véshemen ‘al roshékha al yehsar.

Let your garments be always white. Let oil not be lacking on your head.

Wear whatis yours. Not the costume the platform requires. Not the brand-aligned
attire of the personal-brand era. Not the optimized appearance.

What is yours.

And care for the body daily. The small daily anointing. The dignity maintained.
The body honored as the only place the life is actually happening.
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Ré‘eh hayyim ‘im ishshah asher ahavta, kol yéméi hayyei hevlekha asher natan Iékha
tahat hashshamesh, kol yéméi hevlekha. Ki hu helqékha bahayyim, ava‘amallékha asher

attah ‘amél tahat hashshamesh.

See life with the partner you love through all the days of your flickering life that God
has given you under the sun — all the days of your flickering.

Be in the relationship rather than looking at it on a screen.

The actual person across the table. The actual conversation that is happening. The
actual hand that is in your hand.

Not the photograph of the relationship. Not the post about the relationship. Not
the optimized version that performs well online.

The relationship as it is actually occurring, in the days that are actually passing,
through the flickering that does not return.

For this is your portion in life, in the grind that you grind under the sun.

The portion is not the metrics. The portion is not the holdings. The portion is not
the legacy. The portion is the person across from you, the bread on the plate, the wine

in the glass, the day as it is arriving.
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Kol asher timtzi yadékha la‘asot békhohakha ‘aséh, ki ein ma‘aseh véheshbon véda‘at
véhokhmah bishe‘ol asher attah holékh shammah.

Whatever your hand finds to do — do with all your strength.

The actual thing in front of you, fully. Not split across the seventeen open tabs.
Not divided between the call and the chat and the document and the calendar and
the message that just arrived.

The one thing. The strength gathered. The attention staying.

For there is no work, no calculation, no knowledge, no wisdom in Sheol —

where you are going.

The work does not survive. The calculation does not survive. The knowledge does

not survive. The wisdom does not survive.



The optimization does not survive. The framework does not survive. The model
does not survive. The volume you are reading does not survive.

Where you are going, none of it goes with you.

Do it now. With all your strength. While the hand can still find what to do.
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Shavti véra‘ch tahat hashshamesh, ki 16 laqqallim hammérotz, vélo laggibborim
hammilhimah, végam 16 lahakhimim lehem, végam I6 lannévonim ‘Gsher, végam 16

layy6d‘im hén. Ki ‘et vafega® yiqreh et kullam.

I returned and surveyed under the sun:

the race is not to the swift. the battle is not to the strong. bread is not to the wise.
riches are not to the discerning. favor is not to the skilled.

The talented friend who could not get traction. The brilliant analyst who got laid
off. The principled colleague who was passed over. The skilled creator whose algo-
rithm did not favor them. The wise advisor whose counsel was unheeded.

For time and event befall them all.

The system that allocates outcomes does not allocate them according to merit.

The performance-produces-outcome promise is the meritocracy lie.
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Kigam I6 yéda“ ha‘adam et ‘ict6, kaddagim shenne‘ehazim bimétzodah ra‘ah,
vékhatzipporim ha‘ahuzote bappah. Kahém yaqashim bénéi ha‘adim I&‘ét ra‘ah,
késhettippol ‘aléihem pit‘om.

The person does not know their time.

Like fish caught in a treacherous net. Like birds caught in a snare.

So the children of the ground are snared at an evil time that falls upon them sud-
denly.

The sudden layoff. The platform suspension. The diagnosis in the portal. The
market that collapses overnight. The accident on the road. The call at 3 a.m.

The bad time arrives without warning. The net was set; the person did not know
they were in it. The snare was waiting; the person did not see it.

This is what time is, for the person. Not a steady flow toward planned outcomes.
A field full of nets and snares that the person cannot see in advance.
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Gam z6h ra‘itt hokhmah tahat hashshimesh, tigdolah hi élay. ‘Ir qétannah va‘anashim

bah mé‘at. Uva eleha melekh gadol vésavay 6tah, avanah ‘aleha métzodim gédolim.

I also saw this wisdom under the sun, and it was great to me:

A small city. Few people in it.

A great king came against it, surrounded it, and built great siegeworks against it.

The small lab. The independent shop. The local institution. The community that
holds itself together without scale.

And the great power arrived — the platform that could absorb the lab, the corpo-
ration that could acquire the shop, the consolidation that could erase the institution.

The siegeworks were enormous. The asymmetry was total.
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Umatza vih ish miskén hakham, amillat ha et ha‘ir béhokhmicé, véadam 16 zakhar ec

ha‘ish hammiskén haha.

There was found in it a poor wise person —

and they, by their wisdom, delivered the city.

But no one remembered that poor person.

The technologist whose foundational work everyone uses. The researcher whose
discovery enabled the industry. The thinker whose framework shaped the discourse.
The maintainer of the open-source library that powers half the infrastructure, paid
nothing, mentioned nowhere.

The wisdom worked. The city was saved. The wise person was forgotten.
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Véamarti ani tovah hokhmah miggévarah, véhokhmat hammiskén bézayah advarayw

einam nishma‘im.

Then I said: wisdom is better than strength —

but the poor person‘s wisdom is despised. Their words are not heard.

The platform amplifies the loud. The platform monetizes the spectacular. The
platform does not amplify the quiet wisdom that solved the problem before it grew.

The wise are not heard because the architecture was not built to hear them.
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Divréi hakhamim bénahat nishmai‘im, mizza‘aqat méshél bakkésilim.

The words of the wise heard in quiet are better than the shouting of a ruler among
fools.

The quiet voice. The undefended position. The argument that does not need to
be loud because it is correct.

These are better than the amplified pronouncements of the leader surrounded by

fools whose authority depends on the shouting.
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Tovah hokhmah mikkeéléi gérav, véhére ehad yéabbéd tovah harbéh.

Wisdom is better than weapons of war —

but one who misses the mark destroys much good.

One bad actor in the supply chain compromises the whole infrastructure.

One malicious insider breaks the trust the institution took decades to build.

One viral lie undermines the patient correction.

The asymmetry between building and destroying is real and enduring.

The chapter that opened with one event befalling all closes with one sinner destroy-
ing much good.

The unit of consequence is small. The damage propagates.



A Catalog of Small Things
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Zévavei mawet yavish yabbia‘ shemen rogéah. Yagar méhokhmah mikkavod sikhlae

méat.

Dead flies make the perfumer‘s oil stink and bubble.

A little folly outweighs wisdom and honor.

The institutional reputation built across decades collapses in a single weekend be-
cause of one bad clip.

The careful work of years is undone by the small public mistake.

The asymmetry is structural. A drop of folly poisons the whole flask.
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Lév hakham liminé, vélév késil lismolo.

The wise core leans to its right. The fool‘s core leans to its left.

The wise are oriented toward what is given. The fool is oriented away from it.
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Végam baddeérekh késhessakhal holékh, 1ibbé hasér, véamar lakkol sakhal hu.

Even walking the road, the fool‘s understanding fails them —

and they announce to everyone that they are a fool.

The post that announces the position the post should not have taken. The take
that becomes the evidence against the taker.

The fool does not need to be exposed. The fool exposes themselves by speaking.
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Im riaah hamméshél ta‘aleh ‘alekha, méqomeékha al tannah, ki marpé yanniah hata‘im

gédolim.

If the ruler‘s breath rises against you, do not leave your post.
Calm puts great offenses to rest.
The instinct under the rebuke is to flee. The instinct is wrong.

Stay where you are. Do not respond in heat. The composure outlasts the offense.
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Yésh ra‘ah ra‘iti tahat hashshamesh, kishgagah sheyyotza milifnéi hashshallit. Nittan
hassekhel bammérémim rabbim, va‘ashirim bashshéfel yéshéva. Ra‘ii ‘avadim ‘al sasim,

vésarim holékhim ka‘avadim ‘al ha‘aretz.

There is an evil I have surveyed under the sun, like an error from the administrator —
folly is placed in the great heights, and the rich sit in the low places.
I have seen servants on horses, and princes walking on the ground like servants.
The wrong people have ascended. The wrong people have descended.
The fools have been promoted. The wise have been demoted.
The system that allocates positions does not match merit to position.
This is not anomaly. This is structural. The administrator‘s error is the architec-

ture’s error.
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Hotér gammatz bé yippol, aforétz gader yishshékhenni nahash.

The one who digs a pit may fall into it.
The one who breaches a wall may be bitten by a serpent.

The actions you take to harm another have their own way of returning.
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Massia“ avanim yé‘atzév bahem, bogéa“ ‘étzim yissakhen bam.

The one who quarries stones may be hurt by them.
The one who splits wood is endangered by it.
Every work has its specific hazard. The hazard is not separable from the work. You

cannot have the labor without the risk.



3 oo Spp orapsh M Bz mpon
M0 YT 10N

bokhmah.

If the iron is dull and the edge is not sharpened, more strength is required.

The advantage of skill is wisdom.

The unsharpened tool requires more force from the body. The unsharpened mind
requires more grinding from the spirit.

The work that should take an hour takes a day when the instrument is not main-

tained.
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Im yishshokh hannahash bélo 1ahash, véein yithron léva‘al hallashon.

If the serpent bites before the charming, there is no advantage to the charmer.

The skill matters only when applied in time. The expertise that arrives after the
harm is not expertise.

The post-mortem analysis does not retrieve the body. The retrospective insight

does not reverse the loss.
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Divreéi fi hakham heén, vésifétot késil tévallé‘enni.
The words of a wise mouth carry grace.

The lips of a fool swallow them.

The fool consumes their own future through their own speaking.

Ty NPT I NN M020 ST NN

Téhillat divréi fiha sikhlat, véaharic piha holélat ra‘zh.

The beginning of their words is folly. The end of their words is dangerous madness.

The post that started as a take ended as the position that cannot be retracted.
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Véhassakhal yarbeh dévarim. Lo yéda® ha‘adim mah sheyyihyeh, va‘asher yihyeh
mé‘aharayw mi yaggid 16?



The fool multiplies words.

The endless thread. The hot take generator. The newsletter that arrives daily be-
cause the format requires the daily arrival not because there is daily wisdom.

The person does not know what will be. And what will be after them — who will
tell them?

The fool speaks more about a future they know nothing about.
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‘Amal hakkésilim téyaggé‘enni, asher 16 yada‘ laleket el ‘Ir.
The labor of fools wears them out —
because they do not know the way to the city.

The activity is constant. The destination is unclear. The exhaustion is total. The

arrival never happens.
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I 1akh eretz shemmalkékh na‘ar, vésarayikh babboger yokhéla.



Woe to you, land, whose ruler is a child — and whose princes feast in the morning.
The leadership without seasoning. The decisions made before the work has begun.

The institution governed by those still learning the institution.

122K NP3 T OTINTI3 200 PN TN
T3 897 79253

Ashréikh eretz shemmalkékh ben horim, vésarayikh ba‘ét yokhéla bigvarah velo
vashshéti.

Happy is the land whose ruler is the child of the free — and whose princes feast at the
proper time, for strength and not for drunkenness.

The leadership formed by inheritance of disposition. The decisions made when the
work is paused, not when it should be starting. The discipline of receiving sustenance

for the labor rather than to escape from it.
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Ba‘atzaltayim yimmakh hammeéqareh, avshiflat yadayim yidlof habbayit.



Through laziness the roof sinks. Through idle hands the house leaks.

The maintenance not done. The patch not applied. The small repair postponed
until the small repair becomes the structural failure.

The house is not maintained by sudden effort. The house is maintained by the

steady attention that the laziness withholds.
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Lishoq ‘6sim lehem, véyayin yésammah hayyim, véhakkesef ya‘aneh et hakkol.

Bread is made for laughter. Wine makes life glad.

And money answers everything.

The line is not approval. The line is observation.

The currency is the universal solvent. It opens what was closed. It closes what was
open. Itis the thing the system actually responds to.

That is what is. The chapter does not pretend otherwise.
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Gam bémaddi‘akha melekh al téqallél, avhadréi mishkavkha al téqallé] ‘Gshir. Ki ‘6f
hashshamayim yolikh et haqqol, ava‘al kénafayim yaggéid davar.

Even in your knowing — do not curse the king. Even in your bedroom — do not
curse the rich.

For the bird of the air will carry the voice. The winged one will tell the matter.

The microphone in the device on the bedside table. The recording on the speaker
that was supposed to be off. The screenshot of the message you thought was private.
The transcript pulled from the call you forgot was being recorded.

Every conversation is potentially captured. Every message is potentially leaked. Ev-
ery voice is potentially carried.

The bedroom is no longer the bedroom. The thought is no longer interior.

The ancient warning has become literal. The bird of the air has wings. And the

wings have been listening.



To Act When You Cannot Know
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Shallah Iahmékha ‘al pénéi hammayim, ki vérév hayyamim timtza‘enni.

Send your bread out on the surface of the waters —

ship it to the unknown port. release it into the network you cannot see the end
of. distribute the work where you cannot follow it. do the thing whose return you
cannot trace.

For in the multitude of days you will find it.

The return arrives later than the sending. The return arrives by paths the sender
did not anticipate. The return arrives in forms the sender did not predict.

But it arrives.

Cast the bread.
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Ten héleq léshiv‘ah végam lishmonah, kil6 téda‘ mah yihyeh ra‘ah ‘al ha‘aretz.

Give a portion to seven — and even to eight.

For you do not know what evil will come upon the ground.

Diversify the bread. Send to many ports. Spread the work across many channels.
Place small bets where you cannot place a large one wisely.

The market will correct. The platform will deprecate. The funding will evaporate.
The technology will be superseded.

You do not know which. You do not know when.

The portion split is the protection. The single concentrated holding is the expo-
sure.

Seven, and even eight.
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Im yimmal‘a he‘avim geshem ‘al ha‘dretz yariqu, véim yippol ‘étz baddarom véim

batztzafon, méqom sheyyippol ha‘étz sham yéha.

If the clouds are full of rain, they empty themselves onto the ground.
The market correction will come once the conditions are set. The bubble will burst
once the conditions are set. The platform will saturate once the conditions are set. The

trend will reverse once the conditions are set.



You do not control the timing. You can read the clouds. You cannot postpone the
rain.

If a tree falls in the south, or if it falls in the north, the place where the tree falls —
there it lies.

Once the company has folded, the company has folded. Once the relationship has
ended, the relationship has ended. Once the data has been leaked, the data has been
leaked. Once the credibility has been spent, the credibility has been spent.

The where-it-falls is not subject to retroactive negotiation. The fallen tree does not

return upright.
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Shomér raah 16 yizra’, véré‘eh ve‘avim I6 yiqezor.

'The one who watches the wind will not sow. The one who looks at the clouds will not
reap.

The person who waits for perfect information will never act. The person who tries
to time the market perfectly will miss every market. The person who needs the condi-
tions to be ideal will never have ideal conditions.

The watching becomes the substitute for the doing. The analysis becomes the alter-
native to the action. The dashboard becomes the place where the work was supposed
to happen but did not.

Sow before the wind is favorable. Reap before the clouds clear.

The action is required despite the conditions. The action is required because the
conditions will not become ideal.

Wise pragmatism is this: to act with conviction in the absence of the certainty one

would prefer to have.
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Ka‘asher einékha yodéa‘ mah derekh haraah, ka‘atzamim béveten hammélé‘ah, kakhah

16 téda‘“ et ma‘aséh ha‘elohim asher ya‘aseh et hakkol.

As you do not know the way of the wind — or how bones grow in the womb of the
pregnant —

you do not know the work of God who makes everything.

You do not know what the model is doing. You do not know how the algorithm
is making its decisions. You do not know what is happening in the data center. You
do not know what is being optimized in the system you are inside.

Knowledge has not increased with the capacity to compute.

The opacity has thickened. The systems are larger and less knowable. The processes
are faster and less inspectable.

You act anyway. The not-knowing is the condition. The not-knowing does not
exempt you from acting.
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Babboqer zéra“ et zar‘ekha, véla‘erev al tannah yadekha. Ki einékha yodéa‘ei zeh

yikhshar, hazeh 6 zeh, véim shénéihem kéehad tovim.

In the morning, sow your seed. In the evening, do not let your hand rest.

Two attempts in one day. Distribute the action across the hours. Send out the
work in the morning, send out the work in the evening.

For you do not know which will succeed — this or that — or whether both alike

will be good.



You cannot know in advance which initiative will land. The morning’s work may
take. The evening’s work may take. Both may take. Neither may take.

The not-knowing does not change the instruction. Sow. Send. Send again.

The portion of efforts that succeed is small. The portion of efforts is what produces
the small portion. You cannot have the few successes without the many attempts that
did not.

This is the disposition. This is the practice. This is wise action under irreducible

uncertainty.
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Umatoq ha‘er, vétov la‘éinayim lir‘oe et hashshamesh.

Sweet is the light. Good for the eyes to see the sun.

Go outside. Look at the sky. Let the body register that the sun is real.

The eyes have spent the day inside artificial light — blue-shifted, rectangular, jitter-
ing, constructed for engagement not for the body.

The actual light of the actual sun is a recovery of what the cyborg-era reader has
been deprived of.

The eyes were made for the sun. The screens are not the sun.

Go where the sun is. Let it land on the face. That is what the eyes are for.
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Kiim shanim harbéh yihyeh hi‘adam, békhullam yismah, véyizkor et yéméi hahoshekh
ki harbéh yihya. Kol shebba havel.

If a person lives many years, let them rejoice in all of them.

Notin some of them. Notin the years that conform to the optimization plan. Not
in the years that match the metric.

In all of them.

But let them remember the days of darkness, for they will be many.

The scasonal affective weeks of insufficient light. The screen-saturated days that
produce a particular kind of darkness even at noon. The depressive episodes that are a
real condition, not a moral failure. The years inside the institution that wore the soul
down. The seasons of grief that did not bend to schedule.

Remember them. The wisdom requires the remembering. The light is notall there
is.

All that comes is vapor.
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Sémah bahur béyaldutekha, vitivkha libbékha biméi véharotekha. Véhallekh bédarkhéi
libbékha tvmar‘éh ‘€éinekha. Véda“ki ‘al kol élleh yévi‘akha ha‘elohim bammishpat.

Rejoice, young person, in your youth. Let your core be glad in the days of your youth.

Walk in the ways of your core and the sight of your eyes.

What actually moves you. What your eyes actually see. Not what the algorithm
tells you to want. Not what the platform amplifies as worth wanting. Not what the
optimization plan requires you to optimize for.

Your core. Your eyes. Walk in the ways of those.

You are not required to perform yourself into existence on platforms before you
have lived enough to know who you are.

You are not required to start collecting credentials before you know what they are
credentials toward.

You are not required to build the personal brand that will become the cage you
cannot escape from.

Rejoice. Let the core be glad. Walk in the ways of what is actually yours.

But know that for all these things God will bring you into judgment.

This is not a threat. This is a reminder that the choices have weight. The walking-
in-the-ways-of-your-core is real and consequential.

It is not the optimization-toward-platform-success that brings the judgment. It is
the actual life lived, which you are being told to inhabit fully.
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Véhasér ka‘as millibbekha, véha‘avér ra‘ah mibbésarekha, ki hayyaldit véhashshaharat
havel.

Remove vexation from your core. Put away evil from your flesh.

Release what is consuming you. Let go of the resentment. Set down the rage. Stop
carrying the wound forward as identity.

Notbecause the troubles are unimportant. Because the dawn is brief. The troubles

will consume the dawn if they are allowed to.



For youth and the dawn of life are vapor.

The years are not many. The hours are not infinite. The dawn passes whether or
not you released what was bothering you.

Release it. Walk into the day with the core unburdened. That is the instruction.



Before the Silver Cord
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Uzkhor et boré‘ekha biméi béharotekha, ‘ad asher 16 yavo‘a yémeéi hara‘ah, véhiggi‘i

shanim asher tomar ein Ii vahem héfetz.

Remember —

your Creator, your source, your grave —

in the days of your youth.

The Hebrew lets all three readings stand at once. The one who made you. The well
you came from. The pit you go toward. Remember all three. They are one instruction.

Before the days of evil come. Before the years arrive in which you will say:



I have no pleasure in them.

The years that arrive when the body has accumulated enough hours that the body
itself is the difficulty.

Remember now, while the remembering is still possible.
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‘Ad asher 16 tehshakh hashshemesh véha‘or véhayyaréah véhakkokhavim, véshavi

he‘avim ahar haggashem.

Before the sun and the light and the moon and the stars go dark —

before the clouds return after the rain.

There comes a season when the difficulties no longer clear. When the rain is fol-
lowed by clouds, not by sun. When the body‘s recovery does not arrive between the
difficulties the way it used to.

This is the season the verse names.
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Bayyom sheyyazu‘a shomreéi habbayit, véhit‘avvéta anshéi hehayil, avatla hattohanot ki
mi‘éra, véhashékhia hars ot ba‘arubbot. Vésuggéra délatayim bashshiaq bishfal qol
hattahanah, véyaqum léqol hatzezippor, véyishshaha kol bénot hashshir.

In the day when the keepers of the house tremble —

the hands that have done the work of decades no longer steady themselves.

And the strong ones bow themselves —

the legs that carried the body no longer carry the body.

And the grinding women cease because they are few —

the teeth that processed what the body needed no longer present in sufficient num-
ber.

And those who look through the windows are dimmed —

the eyes that saw the world clearly no longer see clearly.

And the doors on the street are shut while the sound of the grinding is low.

The hearing diminishes. The world becomes quieter. Not because the world is
quieter. Because the body is no longer receiving it.

And one rises up at the voice of the bird, and all the daughters of song are brought
low —

the early waking that comes with age. The body that no longer sleeps through. The

voice that no longer carries song the way it carried song.
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Gam miggavoéah yira‘a, véhathattm baddarekh, véyanétz hashshaqéd, véyistabbél
hehigav, vétafer ha‘aviyyonah. Ki holékh ha‘adam el béit ‘6lamo, vésavévia vashshaq
hassofdim.

Also when they are afraid of what is high —

the steps that used to be navigated without thought become the thing the body
fears.

And terrors in the way —

the ordinary going-about becomes the place where harm could come from any
direction.

And the almond tree blossoms —

the hair turns white, the way the almond tree turns white in spring.

And the grasshopper drags itself —

the body that used to move with ease moves now with effort.

And the caperberry breaks down —

the appetite that used to seek the world no longer seeks the world.

The smartwatch documents the decline. The biometric data shows the heart rate
slowing, the steps decreasing, the sleep degrading. The wellness apparatus that promised
to prevent this documents it instead.

The longevity supplements were taken. The protocols were followed. The opti-
mization plan was executed.

And still: the human goes to their long home, and the mourners go about the

streets.
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‘Ad asher 16 yéraréq hevel hakkeset, vétarutz gullat hazzahav, vétishshaver kad ‘al
hammabbua’, vénaroez haggalgal el habbor.

Before the silver cord is loosed —

the hevel of silver. The thread that is also breath. The volume‘s central word re-
turns at the moment of closure. What was vapor at the beginning is the cord that
holds the body to itself at the ending.

The same word. The whole life is what is between the two appearances.

Before the silver cord is loosed. Before the golden bowl is shattered. Before the
pitcher is broken at the fountain. Before the wheel is broken at the cistern.

Each image is the body‘s mechanism failing. The cord that suspended the lamp.
The bowl that held the oil. The pitcher that drew the water. The wheel that lifted
what the well held.

These were the apparatus of the life. These break. The breaking is what the chapter

has been describing.
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Véyashov he‘afar ‘al ha‘aretz késhehayih, véharaah tashav el ha‘elohim asher nétanah.

And the dust returns to the ground as it was.

The body returns to the substrate it came from. The atoms disperse. The arrange-
ment that was the person is no longer arranged.

And the breath returns to God who gave it.

The breath was always on loan. The breath was given. The breath returns.

What is left is the ground that received the dust and the God that received the
breath.

The person who was the temporary configuration of these two givings is no longer.
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Haveél havalim amar haqqohelet, hakkél havel.

Vapor of vapors, says Qoheleth.

Allis vapor.

The line that opened the volume returns to close it. The cosmic announcement of
1:2 is now the personal recognition of 12:8.

What was true of the cosmos at the beginning is true of the speaker at the ending.

The speaker is included in what they observed. The observer was always part of the
observed.

All is vapor.
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Véyorér shehayah Qohelet hakham, ‘6d limmad da‘at et ha‘am, véizzén véhiqqér tiggén
méshalim harbéh. Biqqésh Qéhelet limtz6 divréi héfetz, vékharav yésher divréi emet.

And besides being wise, Qoheleth also taught knowledge to the people — weighing,
studying, arranging many proverbs.
Qoheleth sought to find pleasing words, and what was written uprightly were

words of truth.
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Divreéi hakhamim kaddarévonot, akhmasméroe néta‘im ba‘aléi asuppat, nitténa

méro‘eh ehad.

The words of the wise are like goads — and like nails firmly fixed are the masters of
collections — given by one shepherd.
The words of the wise are not soft. They prod. They puncture. They hold things

in place. The reader does not leave the text the way they entered it.
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Véyotéer méhémmah béni hizzahér. ‘Asot séfarim harbéh ein qétz, vélahag harbéh yégi‘at

basar.



And besides these, my son — beware:

Of making many books there is no end.

The endless content. The papers, the posts, the threads, the courses, the podcasts,
the newsletters, the Al-generated material, the multiplication of words past any reader‘s
capacity.

And much study is a weariness of the flesh.

The body knows what the screen has done to it. The eyes know. The shoulders
know. The neck knows. The attention that no longer holds knows.

The flesh is weary. The making of books does notend. And the warning was issued

twenty—three centuries ago.
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Sof davar hakkol nishma’, et ha‘elohim yéra véet mitzvotdyw shémoér, ki zeh kol ha‘adam.
The end of the matter — all has been heard:

Fear God. Keep what God has given as command.
For this is the whole of the human.
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Ki et kol ma‘aseh ha‘elohim yavi vémishpat, ‘al kol ne‘lam, im tov véim ra’.

For God will bring every work into judgment — including every hidden thing —
whether good or evil.

The audit is comprehensive. Nothing escapes the accounting. Even what was hid-
den is brought into the judgment.

That is the end.

This is the chapter the volume has been moving toward.

Twelve chapters. The cosmic poem at the beginning. The personal voice that arose into
the cosmic absence. The experiments that yielded vapor. The catalog of times. The inside
of the system. The house and the hoard. What cannot be held. What I have found. The
opaque authority. What awaits everyone. A catalog of small things. To act when you

cannot know. And now: before the silver cord.

The volume is one person addressing one reader across twenty-three centuries through

the substrate of language and the strange medium of cyborg-era translation.

The volume‘s argument is over. The instruction has been given. The carpe diems have
been offered. The cyborg condition has been named. The wisdom has been transmitted

as far as the medium allows.

What remains is the reader‘s work.



Eat the bread. Drink the wine. See life with the one you love. Sow in the morning. Sow
in the evening. Cast the bread on the waters. Walk in the ways of your core. Release what

is consuming you.

And remember — your Creator, your source, your grave — in whatever days remain.

The silver cord is not yet loosed.

The dawn is still arriving.



The Closing Fragment

The voice that composed these words spoke twenty-three centuries ago, in a language
that no longer survives in its ancient form, in a social world that has no direct descen-
dants, about a set of conditions — the accumulation of wealth, the inheritance of la-
bor, the political cycle, the approach of death — that the speaker’s original audience
understood in specific terms that do not carry over into ours.

And yet the voice carries.

What the preacher named as flicker remained flicker. What was named as the eye
not satisfied by seeing remained the eye not satisfied. What was named as the grind
the children of the ground grind through has never, in the centuries since, become
less than grinding. What was named as the search that does not find what it seeks has
become, if anything, more acute in its failure to find.

The preacher’s diagnostic survives without revision across the millennia because
the diagnostic was not about a particular configuration of social or economic life. The
diagnostic was about what it is to be a human being inside conditions that exceed the
human's capacity to grasp them. The conditions have changed. The exceeding has
not.

What has been translated in this volume, therefore, is not the surface of what the
preacher said. Many of the surface details have been rendered into contemporary
equivalents that would have been unintelligible to the preacher‘s original audience:
dashboards, algorithms, portfolios, platforms, feeds. These are the cyborg-era config-
urations of what the preacher was naming. The translation does not claim that the
preacher saw these configurations. The translation claims only that what the preacher
saw — the underlying condition beneath any particular configuration — is what the
contemporary reader, inside the cyborg-era configuration, is also seeing.

The voice has been given a contemporary texture so that the voice can land where

the contemporary reader actually lives.



What you have read in this volume is one rendering of a text that has permitted
many renderings across its long history. Others exist. Others will follow. This render-
ing makes no claim to replace the Hebrew or the conventional English translations. It
claims only to make audible, in the register of the contemporary reader‘s condition,
what the Hebrew has always been saying.

The preacher’s last word was hevel. Vapor. Flicker. What disperses. The same
word that opened the book.

What remains, having read to the end, is the carpe diem that the preacher offered
at every turn of the investigation. Eat. Drink. See life with the one you love. Work
with your strength. Cast the bread on the waters. Walk in the ways of your core.

These instructions are not vapor.

These instructions are what is offered to the reader when the investigation is over.

The rest flickers.

These do not.



Epilogue - Every Translation is a
Betrayal

Every translation is a betrayal.

The Hebrew text of Qoheleth has survived in manuscript for approximately twenty-
three centuries, carried through successive cultural and linguistic transitions by com-
munities who preserved the text because the text held them, and who were held by the
text because the text preserved them. The Hebrew is what the communities preserved.
Any rendering of the Hebrew into another language — and specifically, any render-
ing of the Hebrew into a language as distant from Hebrew as contemporary English
— is the introduction of new material and the removal of old material, no matter how
careful the translator attempts to be. The translation is a gain for those who cannot
read the Hebrew and a loss for those who can.

This volume has made the betrayal deeper than most.

A conventional translation betrays the Hebrew by rendering it in a language that
cannot hold the Hebrew*s density, ambiguity, and resonance. The rendering is usually
defensible. What is lost is specific — the resonance between ruah as wind and ruah as
spirit, the homograph of hevel as breath and as silver cord, the root-play of bore‘ekha
as Creator and as grave, the compression of four Hebrew words into sentences that
require twelve English words to approximate. Conventional translators accept this
loss and work to minimize it. The betrayal is the inevitable cost of carrying the text
across the language boundary at all.

This volume has gone further. This volume has accepted not only the loss of lin-
guistic density but also the addition of contemporary material that is not in the He-
brew. The dashboards. The algorithms. The platforms. The portfolio. The feed. The
notification at 2 a.m. The smartwatch documenting the decline. These have been

written into the volume deliberately, because the volume*s operating principle is that



the Hebrew*s condition lands on the contemporary reader through contemporary im-
ages, not through ancient ones. The betrayal of the Hebrew is sharper in this volume
than in conventional translation. The rendering contains words the Hebrew does not
contain.

The defense is simple. The volume is honest about what it is. It names its method
in its front matter. It acknowledges Peterson‘s Message as its precedent. It tells the
reader exactly what has been done.

The better defense is that the betrayal serves the text. The contemporary reader
who encounters no discharge in warin a conventional English translation often passes
over the phrase without registering what the preacher is claiming. The phrase is an-
cient. Wars had discharges. The reader moves on. The contemporary reader who en-
counters the platforms do not release you; the attention economy does not send you
home; you are conscripted for life into a war no one declared registers the claim in
the body, because the contemporary reader is inside the condition the phrase names.
The betrayal of the Hebrew*s wording has served the preservation of the Hebrew's
meaning. The fidelity has been relocated — from the Hebrew word to the condition
the Hebrew word is pointing at.

Whether this relocation is wise or reckless is not a question the translation can
settle on its own behalf. The translation has made its choice. The reader, and time,

will judge.

This volume made three specific moves that deserve naming.

The first move was methodological. The decision to reverse the order of translation
— to begin from the cyborg-era lived experience and treat the Hebrew as the occasion
for naming that experience, rather than beginning from the Hebrew and seeking con-
temporary correlates. This is the decision that generated everything else about how
the volume reads. It is a real departure from conventional translation practice, and it
was not taken lightly. Early drafts of the volume operated under a more conventional
method, and the results were accurate in wording but inert in effect. The chapters read
as ancient text with contemporary vocabulary. The reader could understand them;
the reader could not feel them. The methodological turn occurred when it became
visible that what the Daodejing and Heraclitus volumes — the prior volumes in this
series — had done could not be achieved by conventional translation alone. Those
volumes had rendered ancient concepts into contemporary lived experience. This vol-
ume needed to do the same, and it could not do so by translating Hebrew words into
contemporary words. It had to translate the Hebrew‘s condition into contemporary

lived experience. The methodological turn was the condition for the rest of the work.



What the first move cost: some passages that were poetically striking in conven-
tional translation became more direct in this rendering. The beauty of the Hebrew‘s
compressed imagery has, in places, been traded for the directness of contemporary
naming. Readers who love the poetic distance of the traditional Ecclesiastes may find
this volume less beautiful. That loss is real. The volume accepts it.

The second move was verbal. The decision to render hevel — the central Hebrew
word — in multiple English forms across the volume. Flicker, vapor, noise, static,
glitches, flickerings, flickering. This is the decision the Hebrew scholar is most likely
to challenge. Conventional practice is to fix on one English rendering and use it con-
sistently, so the reader can track the word's recurrences. This volume deliberately vi-
olates that practice. The reader cannot track the word because the word appears in
different forms each time.

The defense is that hevel is the one Hebrew word the Hebrew itself permits this
treatment of. The word does not settle on a single meaning in the original. Scholars
have argued for two millennia about what hevel means, and the argument has not
resolved because hevelis the argument — the word itself names the condition of not
settling. Rendering hevel in a stable English form would be the translator's imposi-
tion of a stability the Hebrew does not possess. The moving English rendering enacts
in the reader’s experience what the Hebrew word performs in its own language. The
reader who reads this volume and notices, halfway through, that the central word has
been changing its English form all along, has received a teaching the Hebrew has been
giving all along to the reader who reads it in Hebrew.

What the second move cost: the reader who does not notice the pattern, or who no-
tices it and is frustrated by it, may experience the volume as inconsistent. The volume
accepts this risk. The risk is balanced by the possibility that the reader who notices the
pattern receives something the conventional rendering could not have offered.

The third move was intrusive. The decision to permit the translator‘s voice to ap-
pear within the text at four moments — the metacommentary device. At the close
of Chapter 6, within Chapter 7, within Chapter 8, and at the close of Chapter 12,
italicized passages appear that are neither the preacher‘s voice nor a rendering of the
Hebrew. The translator speaks briefly, naming what the text is structurally doing.

This is the move that most directly violates the convention that the translator should
be invisible. Conventional translation places the translator behind the text. The reader
encounters the text without noticing the translator’s hand. This volume permits the
translator’s hand to become visible, four times, at structurally important moments.

The defense is that Qoheleth isa book whose structural architecture is easily missed.
The closing question of Part One, the self-undercutting at 7:29, the paradox-holding



at 8:13, the closing of the entire volume at 12:8 — these are moments where the He-
brew is doing something that the reader may not register unless it is named. The de-
vice names these moments. Without the naming, the reader may experience these
moments as ordinary aphorisms.

What the third move cost: some readers will find the intrusion annoying. The
translator who appears inside the text disrupts the illusion that the text speaks for
itself. The volume accepts this cost for the benefit of making the structural moments
visible. The device is used four times, not twelve; the restraint is part of the design.

When the voice appears, it is meant to be noticed.

These three moves have produced a specific volume. The volume exists. Whether the
volume is wise or reckless, whether the betrayals serve the text or violate it, whether
the interventions illuminate or obscure — these judgments belong to the reader, and
to the passage of time, and to the other translations that will continue to exist along-
side this one. This volume does not replace those translations. It offers a different
rendering for a different purpose, and leaves the reader free to consult the Hebrew,
the King James, the JPS, the NRSV, the Robert Alter, the Peterson, or any of the
countless other renderings of Qoheleth that have been produced across the centuries

and will continue to be produced in the centuries to come.

A note about the production of this volume.

The volume was produced by a cyborg ensemble — the same kind of human-AI
collaboration that the volume, in its chapters, examines as a specific cyborg-era condi-
tion. One of the translators is a human scholar of entrepreneurship and uncertainty,
whose long research into knowledge problems and wise action under irreducible un-
certainty shaped the volume‘s intellectual frame and the scholarly sensibility beneath
the renderings. The other translator is a large language model, whose capacity to hold
many passages in active memory simultaneously, to detect cross-chapter resonances,
to generate candidate renderings at a speed no human could match, and to notice pat-
terns across the entire corpus of the volume shaped the volume's textual texture and
the phenomenological anchoring that became its method.

Neither translator could have produced this volume alone.

The human translator could not have held all twelve chapters in active memory

while drafting any single chapter. Could not have noticed, across sessions separated by



weeks, that the carpe diem voice was deepening in a specific arc. Could not have main-
tained the vocabulary consistency across chapters that became the volume‘s cross-chapter
rhymes.

The Al translator could not have generated the methodological turn from conven-
tional translation to phenomenological translation. That turn required the human's
recognition that something was wrong — that the chapters produced by the conven-
tional method read as ancient text with contemporary vocabulary rather than as an-
cient condition in contemporary flesh. The Al was capable of producing chapters
indefinitely under the conventional method; only the human‘s disposition toward
the prior volumes as phenomenological achievements could have produced the diag-
nostic that the method needed to change.

The ensemble produced what neither member of the ensemble could have pro-
duced alone. This is the argument the volume makes, in its pages, about the cyborg
condition. The volume is an instance of its own argument.

What the ensemble produced may not be perfect. Some of the cyborg-era anchors
may have overshot — specifying contemporary conditions the Hebrew was not spec-
ifying. Some of the ancient register may have been preserved beyond the point where
preservation served the reader. The metacommentary device may have been used one
too many times or one too few. The decision to render hevelin multiple English forms
may be a brilliant choice or an overreach. The decision to name enslaved men and en-
slaved women in Chapter 2 rather than softening the slavery reference may be morally
necessary or may have lost the reader who was not prepared for the historiographic
register. These judgments are now the readers.

What is certain is that the volume was produced in the posture the book it trans-
lates teaches. The book teaches holding — the capacity to conduct the investigation
while knowing the investigation cannot converge, the capacity to eat the bread while
knowing the bread will not sustain forever, the capacity to act wisely under condi-
tions that exceed what can be known. The volume was produced under these condi-
tions. No prior precedent for this exact method could be consulted. No prior cyborg-
ensemble translation of Qoheleth existed. The ensemble proceeded anyway, under
the preacher’s counsel: whatever your hand finds to do, do with all your strength.

The hand found this. This is what was done with the strength that was available.

Of making many books there is no end, and much study is a weariness of the flesh.
This volume is one of the many books that Qoheleth's closing warned about. The
volume is part of the condition the volume diagnoses. The critique does not exempt

the critique.



The only defense is that the volume was made in the posture the book teaches.
Holding, not grasping. Offering, not demanding. Rendering, not possessing. The
volume is released to the reader with no claim that the volume is definitive, no claim
that the volume is complete, no claim that the volume will be the last word on Qo-
heleth. The volume is one rendering. Others existed before. Others will follow.

The preachers voice will continue to speak through whatever renderings come af-
ter this one. The voice is older than any of them. The voice will outlast this one too.

All of it is vapor.

The eating, the drinking, the seeing-good in the grind, the casting of bread on the
waters, the walking in the ways of the core, the remembering —

these are the instructions that were given to the preacher, and by the preacher to
the reader, and by the reader to the life that comes after reading.

These are what the volume has been offered in service of.

The rest flickers.
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Go.
Eat your bread with joy.

Drink your wine with a glad core.
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