












































































The unknown thing to be known appeared to me 
as some stretch of earth or hard marl, resisting 
penetration... the sea advances insensibly in 
silence, nothing seems to happen, nothing 
moves, the water is so far off you hardly hear it... 
yet it finally surrounds the resistant substance."

"The years of anxious searching in the dark, 
with their intense longing, their intense 
alternations of confidence and exhaustion and 
the final emergence into the light—only those 
who have experienced it can understand it."



The effort to understand the universe is one of the very few things which lifts human life a 
little above the level of farce and gives it some of the grace of tragedy.



There is such a thing as truth, but we often have a vested interest in ignoring it or 
outright denying it. Also, it's not just thinking something that makes it true. Truth is 
not relative. It's not subjective. It may be elusive or hidden. People may wish to 
disregard it. But there is such a thing as truth and the pursuit of truth: trying to 
figure out what has really happened, trying to figure out how things really are.



 And so Beethoven came to the end of this long symphonic journey, at least, for 
one movement. Imagine a lifetime of this struggle, movement after movement, 
symphony after symphony, quartet after concerto after sonata. Always probing and 
rejecting and this constant dedication to perfection, to the principle of inevitability. 
Somehow this is the key, the only key we can have, to the mystery of a great artist. 
That for reasons unknown to him, or to anybody else for that matter, he will give 
away his life and his energies just to make sure that one note follows another with 
complete inevitability. Seems rather an odd way to spend one's life, but it isn't so 
odd when we think that the composer, by doing this, leaves us at the finish with a 
feeling that something is right in the world, that checks throughout. Something that 
follows its own law consistently. Something we can trust that will never let us 








