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الأُسْطورَةُ الحَقِيقَةُ الهَرِمَةُ.. شمشونُ الحكايةُ، وسيزيفُ الإنسانُ

The myth, as I see it, in genesis, biography, and becoming, is an action that undoubtedly occurred. Time witnessed its birth, and the collective consciousness of people preserved its continuity throughout the ages. There was no written record at the time of the event, so people's tongues leapt forward to preserve it from the ravages of time. Everyone approached it as they desired. They loved an aspect of it, so they favored it with expansion and polishing. They denied its other aspects, so they obscured them and diminished their space in their narration.
As tongues passed it down through generations, a lock of magic was draped over the brow of the original event, and tresses of imagination were let loose upon its body. Embellishments multiplied, and fabricated details increased, until the authentic core was buried beneath a heap of additions. People were lost, unable to distinguish between a lived history and a comedy of fantasy. Despite the antiquity of both the event and its telling, the narrative pleasure remained the guarantee of its permanence and its everlasting immunity from the voracity of oblivion. Upon this, the myth-story was built, and through this, it will endure until the far ends of time.
Samson the Tale
For the giant Samson, there is no doubt that he once was. Among his people, he was great and possessed authority. He was awe-inspiring, abundant in strength, sound in body and stature. A woman of beauty and coquetry caught him off guard in a calamity of fate. She was not deprived of abundant cunning and guile, which she hid in a bundle and three baskets. She found fault with his glory and revealed his hidden secret to the people. She stripped him of the dignity he was long known for and shook the foundation of a kingdom that previously belonged to few others. So, the poor man became a steed for her seduction, and the valiant hero turned compliant to her whims. The result was degradation after degradation, and after it came the bitter death.
And there is also no doubt that an observing witness was saddened by this outcome. He pitied the noble man for his fall into degradation and profound humiliation. So, he directed his tongue to the ominous event. He mourned the afflicted hero, describing his state and circumstances to the people. The primary narrator might have been one who maintained neutrality as much as he could. He described the incident without expressing an opinion, showing bias, or passing judgment.
Then after him came one whose soul refused to accept the defeat of a man at the hands of a captivating conqueror. And perhaps he found himself in the man's misfortune. So, he wanted revenge for both of them and to gather what could be salvaged of lost honor. And since death was an act that had already occurred, he applied his fevered imagination to the very event of death. For his man could not die like this, alone and humiliated; he must, therefore, have company. Thus, his blood would be in exchange for a flood of evil blood. And this death ceremony would be a fitting reckoning for a stouthearted hero and, at the same time, soothe the wounds of a pained narrator.
And this is what happened. The thousands upon thousands of mockers were leveled with him under the rubble of the temple. And here is their scream deafening the ear of death, and their souls jostling on the slippery paths to Hell. As for his hero, he remained defiant against the machinery of death.
He planted his head firmly on the ground, his eyes gazing at the sky. He whispered two words into the hearing of the ether. Then he waited a moment, and departed. Your words still resonate in the expanses of existence, Samson! And the echo still casts them into our ears to this day (1).
And the narrator was not satisfied with that; he went to the extreme of heroism. He wanted death to be captive to the man's will. For it was Samson who summoned his death at the moment of ultimate revelation. He called it, and death came to him, submissive. He wanted the finale with his hero vanquishing his enemies, as well as vanquishing death itself. Such is the mark of the archetypal hero; he never ceases to amaze us with his strength and power. And perhaps our friend was possessed by the hero at that moment, so he wanted glory and laurels for both of them, even if on a painful lever, which is death.
And not long after that time, appeared one who attacked the woman, loading her with the sin of the catastrophic event. He elaborated on describing the cunning of this foreign intruder in his hero's life. He borrowed from Satan and clothed her with it. He borrowed from the Creator the ability to act and fulfill desires, and he bestowed it upon her lavishly. Here she is, being cunning, and her hope is never disappointed. She schemes, and her plot becomes a reality that accepts no exception. Until this woman became an everlasting symbol, and throughout the ages, a guide that never lacks influence.
Delilah... they named her. And from the fertility of their imagination, they colored and described her. They woven stories and tales around her. In guile, she became the headline, and in captivating hearts as well as minds, they made her the proof. She casts a piercing glance, and those she targets become prisoners of her love. She unleashes abundant cunning, and minds and souls become spoils for her deceit. Women desired her before men. They loved in her the embodiment of beauty and power, and men were infatuated with her, desiring proximity and intimacy.
And this Delilah perhaps possessed a share of beauty in her creation, and two shares of sweetness of spirit and company. No more than that, and no less. Without denying her a little of the cunning and coquetry that no female, however great, is without. For they are the legacy of Eve in her daughters, an inevitable part of a project and an aim. So, the man was infatuated with her and wanted with her, and with her, to seclude himself from the world of endeavors. He ascended a mountain with her and built for her a retreat from the wood of poplars. He planted for her a garden of roses and basil, and crowned her head and feet with wreaths of jasmine.
And as always, there were those troubled by the beautiful woman's winning over the master of the people, Samson. And others whose interests were not safe from harm that had occurred. So they all gathered to disparage and mock the two lovers. "The master of the people has lost his mind," "The seductress has destroyed what remained of his honor and prestige," "This mighty giant has fallen at the hands of a playful schemer," and many other things that the minds of the envious losers produce. And the crux of the matter is two lovers racing on the paths of jasmine, playful, frolicking, happy. They wanted life, they wanted love... nothing more. But alas, alas! For whom do you read your psalms, O David?!
At the same time, or a little or much later, I don't know, came one who read in the story of the two lovers, Samson and Delilah, solace for himself and salvation from a shame that had befallen him. For he had fallen one evening into the sin of love. Another Delilah had captivated him, seizing the very core of his heart. She stripped him of his mind and all its accessories and left him not a shred of honor. So, the millstone of the people ground him, and kneaded him in the mire of seasoned folly. Then, on a fortunate day, he happened upon a narrative relic; he happened upon the tale of Samson.
Samson, the noble of his people, is pelted with the pebbles and tongues of his people. He is the master of his people and a banner of his time. Nay, he is a superhuman hero, of great stature. The beast slumbers on his shoulders, and death hides behind curtains of long, braided hair... This way the story is better! Let Samson be a god, or the son of a god at the very least, so the share of wonder is greater. And let us keep Delilah as people described her, full of cunning and guile, no harm in that. Then, the fall of Samson, son of the gods, on the threshold of beauty becomes resounding and clamorous. Perhaps its fragments will one day reach the ears of the people where my love was cursed, and the pride of a broken lover was shattered. Yes, this narrative suits the purpose more; straying far in glorifying the lover-victim. He is the son of a god, yet he fell, and the archer was merely the glance of a beautiful woman. Could there be a greater tragedy than that?!
And Sisyphus the Human
And in a place other than the place, and in a time other than time, a sage sat on a hillock facing a larger sister hill. He watches a wretch rolling a heavy stone, ascending with it to the summit of the hill (2). And in a moment of his inattention, the rock slips from his firm grip, and the depths of the valley receive it, mocking and defiant. Then our fellow repeats the cycle twice or thrice, but fails in his frantic endeavor to place it where he wanted. And our sage watches the scene from his near-yet-far seat. He smiled compassionately, then let his gaze go far into the sky of existence.
"How similar this wretch is to many wretches, for they are in the same state of misery and toil. Their paths have varied, but the essence is one and the action is one. This cycle of misery is repeated upon them over the days, months, years, and perhaps epochs. It varies in guise, but the name is one; the cycle of human misery. They are as numerous as the sequences of night and day, the dualities of human oppression, and the cycles of life and death. Active and effective, as long as there is a pulsating artery in a human. It knows no rest, and allows no other to rest. It squeezes everyone; no one escapes it, be it human, animal, or plant.
"So here they are, rising in the morning from their rough beds. They plunge into their day in the arena of labors they themselves perform. After that comes their black, sad night. It devours them and their pains, then spews them out in the morning on the threshold of a new cycle. A cycle similar to its predecessor, and its successor is no better. And so it goes on, in a periodicity of human misery that does not end as long as the sun rises upon this human.
"That is not all, for a human does not spend his day, or his life, on a constant emotional or mood-related horizon. Were that the case, perhaps the pain of his daily life would be lighter, and his coping with living conditions would be better. However, reality does not suggest such constancy. For a human is constantly oscillating, fluctuating between the two covers of existential dualities whose stream is unending: health and sickness, fear and security, joy and sorrow, etc.
"They are the dualities of man's perpetual anxiety. They toss him mercilessly between their palms, and the poor human staggers between the two banks, going back and forth. They do not tire, nor do they want rest for the inhabitant of this expanse. They give with one hand, while the other rummages in his corners and secrets for spoils to plunder. They make him happy for a while, and sadden him many times. They soothe one wound, while the other is busily engaged in reopening wounds for him. They make him happy with a lover who has come, then sadden him over a dear one who has passed away. Joy does not last in his heart for long, while sorrow has laid the foundations and raised the edifice everywhere. The sweet does not stay in his feeling, while the bitter, foul-taste, clings. How I pity you, O human! For they are the constants of your anxiety, the tools of your ordeal and your test. You carry them under your arm wherever you are, in whatever guise you appear. There is no escape from them; they are your fate, your companions as long as you remain.
"And in the cycle of life and death, you toil, O human! Beginnings and endings, an unwearying stream and unending sequences. No sooner does one end than it begins anew. A naive childhood, then a playful youth, then a responsible middle age, then incapacity and frantic waiting, and an inevitable, falling finale. And between that beginning and its end, the cycles of night and day succeed upon your wounded soul. Competing for your weary head are the dualities of your anxiety and your test. Each is responsible, each is an agent of your misery. The test of permanence and worthiness is harsh, with no leniency. And salvation is only for a fortunate one who works for it night and day.
"One cycle after another, they succeed as long as time turns. They pass the torch of torment among themselves. The preceding one bequeaths to her succeeding sister the misery of this human. She whispers in her ear, mockingly, that misery is vowed upon this creature. He is disobedient; he dared to defy the gods and ventured shamelessly into forbidden prohibitions. His test is arduous, and the ascent to salvation is stubborn. So blessed is every striving, steadfast one who refused anything but liberation and deliverance from the cycles of misery."
It is a set of visions that the wise narrator willed when he narrated. He saw the event, but he saw beyond that. He saw the human toiling, and what he saw exhausted him from unceasing cycles of misery. Many saw Sisyphus striving, but he was the only one who narrated. He narrated it when he saw it in the misery of man since eternity, and in the fluctuation of his conditions throughout the course until the appointed time. He narrated it when he saw the misery of man when he exists, having done to him what the Almighty willed for him to be.
He narrated it when thought awoke from a long slumber, so it set out searching for purposes and anticipating ends. He narrated it when the darkness lifted from the eye, so it invaded the horizon, searching and probing for the alphabets of existence. He narrated it when he became certain that human life on this earth is an act of punishment. Uncovering the sinful act eluded him, but he ascertained the act of retribution.
The Result: The Vision
The myth, as I see it, is a tale raised in the lap of time. Reality wrote a line or two in it, and imagination completed the weaving of the rest of the story. The myth is a solid ball of rock and iron. It slipped from the grasp of fate, so it slid down the pathways of time and roamed the terrain of space and its twists. It picked up a minute detail from every era, and a particular from every valley. Then it reached us as a ball, or nearly so, adorned with numerous minutiae, buzzing with great details.
And the myth, as I always like to describe it, is a beautiful child who saw the light of truth one morning. Time came upon it and robbed it of its truth. It tailored it to its own measure and according to its desires. It wrote on the tin of its body what imagination wished, and stamped its face with the marks of passage. Then it spat it out to us as a decrepit old woman, from whom freshness had deserted the cheeks and features. An old woman, whose truthful speech is mixed with the conjectures of the aged. But how impossible it is for a listener to extract the truth of the narrative from the ornamentation of the new! And how utterly impossible for a discerning person to discern in the features of the old woman that child she was in bygone eras and past ages.
The essential truth was lost in the crowd of desires. Everyone wanted the narrative for themselves, so they applied the tongue of imagination to it. They loaded it with what they wished of condensed thought and dense wisdom. Time passed over it, so its visitors and disciples multiplied, while it is the compliant midwife. So the poor thing became pregnant with various meanings. Therefore, it is incumbent upon the listener, if he ever approaches a myth, to comprehend this multitude of partnerships, and to attribute the multitude of meanings and implications to the multitude of founding fathers.
……………………………………………………………………..
(1) "Upon me and upon my enemies" were the last words Samson uttered into the ear of the ether, and then he departed. And the echo of these words still deafens ears to this day.
(2) The reference here is to the legend of Sisyphus for anyone who missed the meaning.
… … … …
In other contexts, you can also read the following articles:

	[bookmark: _Hlk203816959][image: video]
	DOI
	The Spinal Reflex, New Hypothesis of Physiology

	[image: video]
	-
	The Hyperreflexia, Innovated Pathophysiology

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Spinal Shock 

	[image: video]
	-
	The Spinal Injury, the Pathophysiology of the Spinal Shock, the Pathophysiology of the Hyperreflexia

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Upper Motor Neuron Lesions, the Pathophysiology of the Symptomatology

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Hyperreflexia (1): Pathophysiology of Disproportionate Motor Response

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Hyperreflexia (2): Pathophysiology of Bilateral-Response Hyperreflexia

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Hyperreflexia (3): Pathophysiology of Extended Hyperreflexia

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Hyperreflexia (4): Pathophysiology of Multi-Motor-Response Hyperreflexia

	-
	DOI
	The pathophysiology of Triple flexion Reflex

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Clonus, 1st Hypothesis of Pathophysiology

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Clonus, 2nd Hypothesis of Pathophysiology

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Clonus, Two Hypotheses of Pathophysiology

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Nerve Transmission through Neural Fiber, Personal View vs. International View 

	[image: video]
	-
	The Nerve Transmission through Neural Fiber (1), The Action Pressure Waves

	[image: video]
	-
	The Nerve Transmission through Neural Fiber (2), The Action Potentials

	[image: video]
	-
	The Nerve Transmission through Neural Fiber (3), The Action Electrical Currents

	[image: video]
	[bookmark: _Hlk194431116]-
	The Function of Standard Action Potentials & Currents

	[image: video]
	-
	The Three Phases of Nerve transmission

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Neural Conduction in the Synapse (Innovated)

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Nodes of Ranvier, the Equalizers

	[image: video]
	-
	Nodes of Ranvier, the Functions

	[image: video]
	-
	Nodes of Ranvier, First Function

	[image: video]
	-
	Nodes of Ranvier, Second Function

	[image: video]
	-
	Nodes of Ranvier, Third Function

	[image: video]
	-
	Node of Ranvier, The Anatomy

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Vesicular Dynamics: A Unifying Theory for Wallerian Degeneration and Neural Regeneration

	[image: video]
	-
	The Wallerian Degeneration

	[image: video]
	-
	The Neural Regeneration

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Wallerian Degeneration: Affects Motor Axons while Sparing Sensory Axons

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Sensory Receptors

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Electroneurography vs. Neural Reality: Hidden Fallacies in Nerve Conduction Studies

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Piriformis Muscle Injection: Personal Approach

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	In Philosophy of Nerves: Pain First!

	[image: video]
	DOI
	In Neurodoctrines: Form is Necessity!


	[image: video]
	DOI
	Pronator Teres Syndrome, Struthers-Like Ligament

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Ulnar Nerve, Congenital Bilateral Dislocation

	[image: video]
	-
	Posterior Interosseous Nerve Syndrome

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Multiple Sclerosis: The Causative Relationship Between
The Galvanic Current & Multiple Sclerosis?

	[image: video]
	-
	Cauda Equina Injury, New Surgical Approach

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Carpal Tunnel Syndrome Ends Its Adherence: Complete Median Nerve Transection

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Biceps Femoris' Long Head Syndrome (BFLHS)

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Barr Body, The Whole Story (Innovated)

	[image: video]
	-
	Adam's Rib and Adam's Apple, Two Faces of one Sin

	[image: video]
	-
	Adam's Rib, could be the Original Sin?

	[image: video]
	-
	Barr Body, the Second Look

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Who Decides the Sex of Coming Baby?

	[image: video]
	-
	Boy or Girl, Mother Decides!

	[image: video]
	-
	Oocytogenesis

	[image: video]
	-
	Spermatogenesis

	[image: video]
	-
	This Woman Can Only Give Birth to Female Children

	[image: video]
	-
	This Woman Can Only Give Birth to Male Children

	[image: video]
	-
	This Woman Can Give Birth to Female Children More Than to Male Children

	[image: video]
	-
	This Woman Can Give Birth to Male Children More Than to Female Children

	[image: video]
	-
	This Woman Can Equally Give Birth to Male Children & to Female Children

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	[bookmark: _Hlk197971733]-
	Eve Saved Human Identity; Adam Ensured Human Adaptation

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	COVID-19: Beyond the Crisis—Is It Targeting Our Genes?


	
	DOI
	Fibromyalgia

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	-
	Mitosis in Animal Cell

	[image: video]
	-
	Meiosis

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	-
	Universe Creation, Hypothesis of Continuous Cosmic Nebula

	[image: video]
	-
	Circulating Sweepers

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	-
	The Black Hole is a (the) Falling Star?

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	-
	Pneumatic Petrous, Bilateral Temporal Hyperpneumatization

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Congenital Bilateral Thenar Hypoplasia

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Ulnar Dimelia, Mirror hand Deformity

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Thumb Reconstruction Using Microvascular Second Toe to Thumb Transfer

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Surgical Restoration of a Smile by Grafting a Segment of the Gracilis Muscle to the Face

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Mandible Reconstruction Using Free Fibula Flap

	-
	DOI
	Free Fibula Flap for Bone Lost Complicated with Recalcitrant Osteomyelitis

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Presacral Schwannoma

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Liver Hemangioma: Urgent Surgery of Giant Liver Hemangioma
 Due to Intra-Tumor Bleeding

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Free Para Scapular Flap (FPSF) for Skin Reconstruction

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Claw Hand Deformity (Brand Operation)

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Algodystrophy Syndrome Complicated by Constricting Ring at the Proximal Border of the Edema

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Non- Traumatic Non- Embolic Acute Thrombosis of Radial Artery (Buerger’s Disease)

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Isolated Axillary Tuberculosis Lymphadenitis

	[bookmark: _Hlk204570425][image: video]
	DOI
	The Iliopsoas Tendonitis... The Snapping Hip

	
	
	

	-
	DOI
	Peri- Menopausal Breast Lesions: Towards a More Decisive Approach

	
	
	

	
	[image: video] To read the original Arabic version of the article, click on:

	
	
	

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The New Frankenstein Monster

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Lone Wolf

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Delirium of Night and Day

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Delirium of the Economy

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Ovaries in a Secure Corner… Testicles in a Humble Sac:
An Inquiry into the Function of Form

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Eve Preserves Humanity’s Blueprint; Adam Drives Its Evolution

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Manufacture of the Unconscious

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Ballad of Eternity

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Two Truths Woman Would Never Accept

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The 'Iddah (Waiting Period) in Islamic Law: A Comparative Analysis of its Rationale for Divorced Women and Widows

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The IVF/ICSI-Conceived Child: A Biologically Suboptimal Outcome

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Nature's Relentless Couriers

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Triad of Intelligence... A Traveler's Provisions!

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Zero-Value Equations: Modernity’s Hidden Costs and False Promises

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Dialectic of Meaning and Meaninglessness

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Societal Schizophrenia: The Delirium of Our Time

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Rational Mind and the Abstract Mind

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Electric Lamp: Between Abstraction and Application - A Journey of a Thousand Years!

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Thus spoke Abraham, the Friend: The Eternal... and the Ephemeral

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Crisis of an Intellectual Who Lost His Identity Under Piles of the Read and the Heard

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Polygamy and Right-Hand Possession

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Quranic Revelations

	[image: video]
	DOI
	And the Profession... is a Martyr!

	[image: video]
	DOI
	After Death and Before the Final Drive: Either Metamorphosis or Liberation!

	[image: video]
	DOI
	The Junction of the Two Seas: An Isthmus Between Two Lives... The Story of Moses Who Lost His Fish

	[image: video]
	DOI
	Absurd Wars: The Dualities of Existential Anxiety... Eternal Torment or a Sustained Test?



[image: video]



08/10/2025
image1.png




