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I. The Geometry That Found Me 

I did not go looking for the tesseract. I did not build my life's work around a symbol I 
chose. The pattern found me, and it found me slowly, across more than sixteen years 
of work, before I had enough of it in front of me to see the shape. 

Looking back now across documentary films, courses, nonfiction books, a memoir, 
novels, an archetype card deck, a six-phase alchemical vocabulary, and a web 
application, I can see a single structural gesture returning at every level, in every 
medium: a differentiated plurality of N related parts, plus a single integrating term of 
a different logical type entirely. Not one more peer among the N. The condition 
under which the N coheres as a field at all. N + 1. 

The pattern only became visible to me after enough work had accumulated to reveal 
it, the way a depth-psychological pattern reveals itself in retrospect, or the way a 
mandala reveals its character only once enough of its petals are in place. 

The cleanest, most exact instance of this grammar is the tesseract, the four-
dimensional hypercube. Its thirty-two edges are not a chosen or culturally 
constructed number. They follow by strict deductive necessity from the formula. You 
can verify it against every lower dimension: a line has one edge, a square has four, a 
cube has twelve, and the tesseract has thirty-two. Anyone in any culture, on any 
planet, in any era, who constructs the four-dimensional analogue of a cube will arrive 
at the same number. It is forced. 

The tesseract's center, by contrast, is not an edge. It is not a vertex, not a face, not a 
cell. It belongs to a categorically different logical type from every other element of the 
figure. Place the tesseract in standard position, and its center rests at the origin, 
equidistant from every single vertex, at a distance equal to the edge length itself. 
Buckminster Fuller identified the three-dimensional analogue of this condition and 
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called it the vector equilibrium: the zero-reference of energetic geometry, the balanced 
configuration from which every asymmetric departure is measured. The four-
dimensional version inherits the same status. The center is not simply outside the 
edge-count. It is the position of perfect radial balance from which the entire structure 
of differentiated edges becomes visible and meaningful at all. 

This is the thirty-third position. Not a thirty-third edge. Not a member of the count. 
The witness, the one position in the figure that is categorically different from 
everything it holds in view. 

 

II. Why Consciousness 

The geometric pattern would be an interesting curiosity if it lived only in 
mathematics. What makes it compelling is the company it keeps. 

Eugene Wigner famously called it the "unreasonable effectiveness of mathematics." 
The mystery is not that mathematics is useful, it is why a formal language composed 
of abstract relationships should map onto physical reality at all. The Mathematical 
Universe Hypothesis offers one answer: perhaps the universe is, at some level, a 
mathematical structure. But this raises a further question: if the universe is a 
mathematical structure, what accounts for the fact that this structure can be 
understood as true, meaningful, and unified? 

Gödel's incompleteness theorems and Tarski's undefinability theorem establish a 
related point with precision: any sufficiently rich formal system contains truths it 
cannot prove from within its own resources. These results don't prove that 
consciousness exists outside the universe, but they establish something precise. There 
is a difference between a formal structure and the standpoint from which that 
structure can be interpreted, evaluated, or described as a whole. A description of the 
universe is not identical with the meaning of that description. A formal operation is 
not identical with the apprehension of its truth. 

This is exactly the shape of the thirty-third position. The thirty-two edges represent 
the differentiated structure, the relations, dimensions, and forms through which 
reality becomes articulable. The thirty-third position is not another item in the series. 
It is the witness of the series: the awareness in which the many are recognized as one 
intelligible whole. Consciousness is not an additional object appended to the 
universe. It is the ground that allows a universe to appear as a universe at all. 

 



III. The Discipline of the Ledger 

I want to be rigorous about what this pattern does and does not establish. In The 
Compass and the Lyre I introduce what I call the Invariant Ledger: a discipline of 
distinguishing three categories of claim that must never be blurred together. 

Mathematical necessity: The tesseract has thirty-two edges. This is a theorem. It 
cannot be otherwise under any convention. 

Empirical or structural observation: The periodic table, in its full 32-column 
extended form, has rows of thirty-two elements, a consequence of quantum-
mechanical shell structure. Real and significant, but softer than the tesseract's edge-
count; it depends on which tabulation convention is in view. 

Cultural or interpretive construction: The thirty-three degrees of the Scottish Rite, 
the tradition that Christ's ministry lasted thirty-three years. Meaningful, but meaning 
conferred by institutional history, not discovered as an independent fact about the 
world. 

The pattern I am tracing is not a magic number. It is a structural grammar: 
differentiated multiplicity, plus an integrating position of a different logical type. 
The number thirty-two is where the tesseract makes this grammar exact and 
necessary. The grammar, not the number, is what I am asking you to look at, and the 
Ledger is what keeps me honest about which instances are forced and which are 
interpretive. 

 

IV. What the Fiction Completes 

There is a scene in Simulacra: RETURN, the final novel of my Simulacra trilogy, which 
contains the clearest dramatization of the tesseract structure I have ever written. I did 
not quite plan it this way; fiction takes on a life of its own. 

Two characters, Adrian and Mira, sit at the center of a dissolving city. Around them, 
the world-simulacrum they have spent years inhabiting is spinning down. Adrian 
closes his eyes and sees the deepest architecture of what has contained them: the 
tesseract, the hidden skeleton of their reality. He traces the thirty-two edges, the 
fermion masses, the force coupling constants, the mixing angles, the thirty-two free 
parameters of the Standard Model, the bars of the cell. At the center, where the 
diagonals cross and the geometry folds in on itself, is a point that has no dimension. 
Not an edge. Not a parameter. He calls it the Origin Point, the 33rd Degree of 



Freedom, the Planck scale, the threshold at which the concepts of "location" and 
"before/after" cease to be meaningful. 

"To the mind of the ego, it looked like a Void. A terrifying, black nothingness. A deletion. A 
paradox. But Adrian knew better now. It wasn't empty. It was the Absolute. It was the white 
page upon which the black ink of the universe was written. It was the silence that allowed the 
music to exist within its embrace." 

Adrian and Mira compress their consciousness to the Planck scale and pass through. 
What they find is what I borrowed from the Heart Sutra: It was empty. It was full. It 
had no qualities. 

A third character, Elena, refuses. 

Not because she lacks the knowledge. She has seen the code. She knows every world 
has always been a simulation. She understands the geometry Adrian and Mira now 
stand inside. But her son Jona, grown now, a botanist, happy, in love, asleep in a 
tower that is beginning to dissolve, still believes the sun is hot and the ground is solid. 
If she leaves, who keeps the lights on? Who holds the walls for someone who doesn't 
know he's dreaming? 

Elena makes the Bodhisattva vow. Not as doctrine, but as a mother's love written into 
the code of a collapsing reality. She plants her feet on the dissolving stone, rendered 
in high definition, and watches Adrian and Mira go. 

Adrian looks back at her with a recognition that surprised me when I wrote it: "He 
had found the Wisdom, the structural knowledge of the Tesseract. She had found the 
Compassion, the gravity that held the structure together. And perhaps, in the end, they were 
the same thing." 

This is the ethical hinge of the entire structure. The thirty-third position is not only 
an exit. It is also the position from which the differentiated many are held open, 
visible, and cared for. Elena occupies it not by dissolving into the origin but by 
remaining solid because someone else is still in the dream. The thirty-third position 
can be known without being taken, and sometimes staying to tend the thirty-two is the 
higher act. 

 



V. What AI Cannot Occupy 

I want to be precise here, because the argument about artificial intelligence is easy to 
get wrong in both directions. 

One wrong direction: dismiss AI as "just a tool" and therefore irrelevant to questions 
of integration. This is naive. The capability of current AI to traverse the 
differentiated field of human knowledge, producing fluent outputs in every register, 
across every archetype, is genuinely unprecedented. The challenge it poses to any 
notion of a distinctive human integrating function is real and must be taken 
seriously. 

The other wrong direction: grant AI sovereignty over meaning, allow it to occupy the 
integrating position in a human life. This is the structural error the cartography is 
built to prevent. 

The four-axis framework developed in The Compass and the Lyre makes the distinction 
precise. Along the axis of evidence and outward action, AI is extraordinary. Along the 
axis of formal pattern and intelligibility, it is strong. Along the axis of felt meaning 
and affective resonance, it produces language that reads as emotionally intelligent 
with remarkable fidelity, though whether the system experiences that meaning is 
precisely the hard problem of AI consciousness, and the cartography does not 
pretend to settle it. 

The fourth axis is where the sharpest distinction falls. I call it A Viviori, the axis of 
lived temporal duration, of continuity through time, of the accumulation of 
irreversible consequence. It is not a fourth kind of output. It is the lived context within 
which actions are suffered, repented, renewed, and sometimes forgotten: a life in 
which choices have real stakes for an irreplaceable subject who cannot be rolled back, 
forked away from, or restored. A long context window is not sufficient evidence of 
that. Technical persistence is not mortality. 

AI can produce fluent outputs across all thirty-two edges of the differentiated field. 
What it has not demonstrated, and what the cartography requires for the integrating 
position, is the lived center that holds the other three axes together across an 
irreplaceable, non-copyable duration. Fluency in the vocabulary of lived duration is 
not the same as lived duration. 

The appropriate relationship I call non-sovereign AI: AI's contributions to the 
differentiated field are valued and used, as an extraordinary mirror of archetypal 
plurality, a tool for surfacing aspects of the field that unaided introspection would 



not reach, while the integrating position is preserved for the being that can hold all 
four axes together across a lived life. The AI is the orchestra. The human must be the 
composer who occupies mortality and responsibility. 

To mistake the mirror for the witness is to make the same error Adrian almost makes 
before Elena's refusal corrects him: mistaking the map for the mapper, the hall of 
thirty-two mirrors for the singular position from which they are seen. 

 

Coda: The Open Eye 

Thirty-two winds is the old name for the complete compass rose, the full set of 
named directions from which the world can be approached. The name assumes that 
all directions have been found. The direction that remains is not on the compass. It is 
the hand that holds the rose. 

Thirty-two edges can describe a world of passage: public action and inward pattern, 
felt affect and temporal duration, instinct and institution, descent and return. They 
cannot describe the one who passes through them and, on the far side, finds themself 
still here. 

What the cartography cannot do, and is built to acknowledge it cannot do, is place 
you in the thirty-third position. It can describe the position. It can show you its 
coordinates in the geometry. It can illustrate it in fiction, voice it in essay, rotate it in 
the companion application. But the position itself is not inhabited by understanding 
the map. You are already there in the territory. It is inhabited by living a life: by 
choosing what to remain in, as Elena remains for Jona; by keeping the eye open 
through seasons of data and seasons of rain; by holding all the instruments without 
letting any one of them become the only one. 

The deepest claim of the whole cartography is not that consciousness is "number 
thirty-three." The deepest claim is this: any adequate map of consciousness eventually 
encounters a structural paradox. The consciousness that makes the map possible 
cannot be fully represented as one more object on the map. The cartographer is not 
on the cartography. The witness is not among the witnessed. The integrator is not 
one more integrated part. 

This is not a failure of cartography. It is the structural fact that makes the kind of 
cartography I am attempting possible in the first place. 



The Thirty-Third Position is not the completion of the count. It is the recognition that count 
and witness were never two. 

The map is here. The instrument is online. The reader is the one who decides which 
direction to face. 
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