
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Path of Unity

El Mehdi Channan

(Translation from the original French language, carried out with the help of AI)

Prologue – The Breath of Origin

“Before words, there was breath.

Before breath, there was light.

And within the light, all was already One.”

There is a whisper that crosses the ages — an invisible thread linking every being to the Source.

That whisper is the call of unity.

We have forgotten it, yet it has never forgotten us.

Then humankind believed it had to distance itself from the Whole.

It lost itself in the corridors of its own mind, building walls for reassurance,

seeking in noise what could only be found in silence.

But at the heart of silence,

unity remains.

Patient.

Still.

Like an ancient breath

that remembers everything.

A Personal Quest

This treatise is the reflection of a quest — my own.

Not the pursuit of an absolute truth, but of meaning — the kind that life reveals to those who learn to truly see it.

Each word laid here is not a certainty, but a trace;

the witness of a passage, a meeting, an instant of awakening.

My philosophy of life was built like a mosaic —

pieces received from my parents, my family, from those whom chance — or perhaps destiny — placed along my path.

Each of them left a mark within me: a word, a gesture, a silence.

And from these fragments, a way of being in the world slowly emerged.

What I share here is not a teaching, but an offering.

The thoughts that follow do not seek to convince;

they invite you to listen, to feel, to question.

They were born from an inner dialogue —

between what I have learned and what I have discovered on my own,

between memory and presence,

between reason and the heart.

Philosophy, to me, is not fixed knowledge.

It is an art of living, a breath to be tended,

a patient walk toward greater clarity, humility, and unity.

It feeds on ordinary life: on the trials that polish us,

the joys that elevate us,

and that invisible thread linking every experience to a deeper understanding of the self.

As you open these pages, I invite you to walk with me —

not to follow in my footsteps,

but to let your own resonate differently.

May my words serve as a mirror,

and reflect, if only for a moment,

your own light.
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Chapter 1 – To Contemplate
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The First Step: The Effort to See

From the moment we are born, life invites us to contemplate.

Before we even understand, we look, we listen, we breathe the world.

To see then becomes an act of love — an effort of attention and openness.

To contemplate is to learn to appreciate what surrounds us: faces, the light of day, the silence of night, the rhythm of the seasons.

It is to recognize beauty not in what is perfect, but in what is alive.

To know how to seek beauty around oneself, in everything, is perhaps one of the purest forms of intelligence.

For everything on this earth carries within it a fragment of beauty;

it only takes finding the right angle — the perspective of the heart.

The effort to truly “see” requires far more than opening one’s eyes:

it is to quiet the inner turmoil so that the senses may nourish the soul.

The search for beauty is a work of balance.

It demands that we calm the heart, make it available,

until that inner peace we all seek — often without knowing — begins to arise.

When that calm settles in, nothing can truly harm us.

We then enter a different relationship with the world — one of transcendence.

It is through beauty that the spirit rises above the material.

Work and Contemplation: Two Complementary Forces

At first glance, work seems to stand in opposition to contemplation.

The word “Work” — from the Latin “Tripalium”, an instrument of torture — has long carried the notion of suffering.

This etymology still weighs on our collective mindset:

we often associate work with constraint, pain, and the loss of freedom.

We believe that achieving excellence must necessarily demand sacrifice —

as if perfection could only be conquered through suffering.

But this vision is false.

It imprisons us in a logic of alienation,

where human beings become slaves to their own productivity.

In a world dominated by technology and artificial intelligence,

this belief grows stronger:

the human being, reduced to efficiency, gradually loses their humanity —

and with it, their capacity to contemplate.

Yet work and contemplation are not enemies.

They are two faces of the same movement.

One builds, the other illuminates.

One shapes matter, the other gives it meaning.

It is often said: “You can’t live on love and fresh water.”

But perhaps we have reversed the meaning of that saying.

For it is indeed love — and fresh water — that truly give life.

The Parable of the Spoonful of Oil

In “The Alchemist” by Paulo Coelho, a young man is given the task of walking through a magnificent palace without spilling the spoonful of oil he holds in his hand.

The first time, he keeps his eyes fixed on his task — not a single drop falls.

But when asked what he has seen of the palace, he admits he saw nothing.

The second time, he marvels at the gold, the carpets, the frescoes —

yet when he returns, the spoon is empty.

The lesson is simple and universal:

to live is to learn to hold together two opposing movements —

to fulfill one’s mission and to contemplate the beauty of the world.

If we look only at the task, we miss the meaning.

If we look only at the beauty, we forget the mission.

Wisdom lies in balance —

in the art of loving what we do,

and doing with love what we cherish.

––––––––
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MEDICINE: A SCHOOL of Contemplation

As a physician, I feel this tension every day.

There are times when I spend hours focused on numbers, electrocardiograms, guidelines, and protocols.

These data, like the spoonful of oil, demand rigor and precision.

But if I lose myself entirely in them, I lose the meaning.

I no longer see the patient.

I forget their gaze, their story, their fear.

Conversely, if I let myself be guided only by emotion and compassion, without scientific discipline,

I betray my mission.

Care is born in this balance —

the rigor of the spoon and the wonder of the palace.

To heal is to unite competence and contemplation,

knowledge and presence.

It is to “see” the patient in their wholeness —

not as a body to repair, but as a life to understand.

––––––––
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TO CONTEMPLATE — A Path to Knowledge

Many philosophers have seen contemplation as a necessary passage toward knowledge, joy, and ultimately, the divine.

Aristotle, in his “Metaphysics”, describes the “unmoved mover” —

an eternal principle that draws all things toward itself without ever moving.

By contemplating the world, he perceives an invisible structure, a precise order —

the proof of a primordial intelligence.

Everything that ceases to move dies;

everything that lives is moved by this love of beauty.

Saint Augustine, in “The City of God”, continues this idea:

to observe the order of the world is already to feel the presence of God.

Spinoza unites both notions into one:

“Deus sive Natura” — God or Nature —

for him, to contemplate nature is to contemplate the Creator.

And Henry David Thoreau, withdrawn in his cabin by the lake,

reminds us that stepping back from the turmoil of life to observe it

is a way of finding oneself again.

To contemplate is not to flee the world.

It is a school of inner freedom,

a way of loving life — by truly looking at it.

––––––––
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SACRED TEXTS AND THE Unity of Vision

The sacred texts — whether Biblical or Qur’anic —

remind us that to contemplate the world is already to contemplate God:

“Indeed, in the creation of the heavens and the earth,

and in the alternation of night and day...

in all this are signs for a people who reason.”

(Qur’an 2:164)

“Since the creation of the world, God’s invisible qualities —

his eternal power and divine nature —

have been clearly seen, being understood from what has been made.”

(Romans 1:20)

“The heavens declare the glory of God,

and the sky above proclaims the work of His hands.”

(Psalm 19:1)

––––––––
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THE FAITH OF THE GAZE

To contemplate is to refuse to reduce the world to a mere backdrop.

It is to believe that behind every visible thing lies an invisible presence.

We all carry our own spoonful of oil —

our responsibilities, our duties, our efforts.
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