A Journey Beyond the Jar, by Dermot Murphy

Sing, O Muse, of the struggle of thought,
of those who, like Odysseus of old,
would seek to navigate the seas of mind,
to bring order to the chaos of the world,
yet find their craft ill-suited for the task.
Not with metrics, nor numbers, nor scales of weight
Shall we tame the unruly storm of life.
For systems vast, like the gods’ cruel games,
mock our mortal measures, twist our desires.

Behold Pandora, cursed by the gods’ design,
Opening the jar not in malice, but in fate.
She, like us, sought meaning in the world,

Yet unleashed chaos, complex and unbound.

So too do we, in modern days, believe
that with metrics and measures we can chain
the chaos of systems, make them obey
the logic of numbers. But Adorno speaks,
A voice from distant lands, to tell us true:
That in our quest for control, we lose sight
of power’s unseen hand, the mind’s cruel chains.

Zeus himself, the father of gods and men,
could not bend all fates to his mighty will,
yet we, mere mortals, with our reason weak,
would think to master all with metrics bare.
Odysseus, wise and cunning though he was,
could not escape the wrath of gods unseen,
for systems vast, like Poseidon's wrathful sea,
Elude the grasp of any mortal hand.



Thus, Adorno warns us: Beware the lure
of instrumental reason, that tempting path
where we believe that numbers tell all truths.
The paradigm that binds us, like the spells
of Circe, turns us into swine, unknowing.
For in our obsession with control and weight,
we forget the deeper powers at play.
The unseen structures, built by hands of power,
shape our lives, much like the gods of old
Shaped the fate of Ilium’s mighty walls.

Hark to Donella Meadows, who, like Cassandra,
speaks truths unheeded by the common ear:
That changing minds, not numbers, shifts the world.
The power of paradigms, unseen, unknown,

Is greater far than any measured gain.

For like Odysseus, when his journey’s end
Seemed near, yet far, we are blinded still
by hope misplaced in numbers, metrics false.

Think of Heracles, who in his labours twelve
Did not prevail through brute force alone.

No, his strength lay in knowing when to bend

to fate, and when to break the chains of thought.
So too must we, in our systems, strive

Not to reduce the world to simple means,
but to embrace the contradictions deep,

the conflicts that, like Hydra’s heads, return

Each time we think we’ve vanquished them for good.



Conflict, as Adorno teaches us, reveals
the flaws in systems, cracks within the jar.
Yet modern minds, like Pandora’s kin,
Fear to confront the evils they’ve unchained.
But wisdom lies not in denial’s sweet balm,
nor in the numbers that promise control,
but in the shifting of the mind’s own frame,
The breaking of the chains that hold us fast.

Sing then, O Muse, of the dangers we face,
not from the chaos loosed from Pandora’s jar,
but from the blindness to the gods’ own hand,

The structures deep, unseen by mortal eyes,
that shape our fates, despite our measured will.
For only when we question power’s root,
and seek to shift the paradigms of mind,
shall we, like Odysseus, find our home.

Yet know, as Odysseus found at last,

His home was not the same as when he left.
So too with systems: When we shift the mind,
The world itself must change, not to return
to what it was, but to something new, unseen.

In the end, O Muse, remind us well
That systems yield not to simple means,
Nor to metrics cold, but to the shift of sight.
For in the heart of change, like Pandora’s hope,
there lies the power to shape a better world,
if only we are brave enough to see.
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