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The Cloudy Book1 

 
The book about clouds is also a book of clouds. A book-cloud. 

The book about clouds is a book – a persistent, metamorphosing 

cloudy mass, a mass of potentiality and intensity. 

The cloudy mass of the book. 

 
The book about clouds is a book that experiments, that is, examines 

the potentiality of a particular concept/figure: in a multitude of genres, 

aspects, forms of thought. 

 

Besides being a difficult, if not paradoxical, object of science or figure 
of representation, or a privileged poetic image, could the cloud also be a 

philosophical concept? Yes, is the answer of philosophical fantastic. Yes – 

the latter reiterates – because every concept is a cloud. 

 

The book of clouds is a book: a book that thinks itself, a book that 
opens up space for the nebula of thought to unfold its form. 

 

*** 

 

We need a new form of fiction. We also need a new form of 

philosophical fiction: philosophical fantastic. 
New philosophy means a new form. 

That is why the book about clouds, the cloudy book, is also a 

prolegomenon to a new philosophy of form. 

A book about the energy of thought to produce forms and to take 

form. A book about what we may call a form or nebula – an intense 
dynamic form – of thought. A book about a liminal mode of thought 

thinking itself – or self-fascinating fascination – namely, the image-
concept. The cloud not as an image of-, or illustration, but as an altering 

                                                        
1 This text is part of my book Clouds. Philosophy of the Free Body (Sofia: Metheor, 2017) 

[Боян Манчев, Облаци. Философия на свободното 
тяло (София: Метеор, 2017)]. The English version, translated by Katerina 

Popova, is forthcoming in 2018. 



6/
18

/2
01

8 

ALIENOCENE – THEORY/FICTION 

 
 

2 

expressive figure of the very intensity of the concept, expanding – dissolving 

by solidifying – condensing – its image-matter. The form of the cloud as 
a form of thought. The mode, the aspect that inclines the intensity of matter. 

And how this thought of thought, this fascination of fascination, 

unfold their matter of the image as a matter of language – that is, how this 

unfolding, ex-tension – becomes a book. 

 
The book as a cloudy mass. 

 

*** 

 

A book about clouds should be at once light and intense. Its drama is 
that the clearer a form becomes, the heavier it becomes. How are we to 

persist in the ethereal lightness of the form without dooming it to insipid, 

loose semi-being? How are we to persist in ethereal intensity? 

Only a powerful thought, only an intense formative power can resist 

the force of lightness. 
Excess is lightness itself. 

The cloudy book begins with an excess; it must end with an excess. 

 

*** 

 

Ontology of the Cloud 
 

The cloud is a more solid foundation for ontology than any other 

element. Anaximander knows that crossing the boundless inevitably leads to 

an area eternally shrouded in clouds. The boundary is a cloudy space, 

condensed space. There, time bends and warps. 
 

Anaximander walked in our footsteps. He rode our waves. He drank 

of our breath, encountering our cloud, our mist that soaked the sea, pale-

pink swirls rolling along its shimmering surface at dawn, accompanied by 

the hollow murmur of the dark water, by the silence of the gloomy depths. 
The unknown and the frightening visit us in these liminal spaces, in these 

spectral places. The ship sails on, every breath abates, as though air slides on 
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air, there’s no momentum, no acceleration, nor is there inertia without a 

force. When the mist clears, what will we see there? 
 

*** 

 

Epistemology of the Cloud  

 
When Aristotle replaced the image that crystallizes into a concept 

with the crystal of the pure concept, the latter itself shone forth as an image 

of thought. Aristotle reframed thought, and its angle would never be the 

same again. But what happened with the apeiron after Aristotle? What 

happened with the fire of Heraclitus and Empedocles? Aristotle thinks the 
image-concept as a concept; he conceives of it through the crystal of 

abstraction; he solidifies the spectral mist of the image, capturing the spectre 

in a consistent form. Aristotle knows the image. The consistency of his 

conceptual plane is unthinkable without knowledge of the materiality of the 

image; without the immanent before the spectral consistency. That is why 
we cannot think abstraction as transcendence of the image, but as its 

modality, as its condensation and solidification produced by Aristotle. 

 

To understand Aristotle, one must understand not only the 

consistency of his thought but also the force that moves it and the conditions 

in which it was set in motion. One must understand the nebulosity of this 
plan of thought. Aristotle’s thought itself reveals the cloud. 

 

Thus, thinking the material images after Aristotle is difficult but 

unavoidable. The apeiron and fire demand and impose their presence on 

thought in much more dynamic gravity after the passage of the ray of the 
magic lantern, after the focus of the Stagirite’s philosophical crystal. 

 

And the material image that comes after him, the thinker of 

potentiality, substance, form, is the cloud. 

 
The cloud because: 

The cloud is dynamic consistency. 
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The cloud is neither solid nor fluid. 

The cloud is neither pure matter nor pure form. 
The cloud is neither extension nor intensity. 

The cloud is not pure energy, but neither is it an inert mass. 

The cloud is neither potentiality nor actuality. 

The cloud is neither diaphanous nor dense. 

The cloud is not past, but neither is it future. 
 

The cloud is an actuality that is at once past and future. It is an 

actuality that persists in change. 

 

*** 
 

Chaos, Cloud 

 

Chaos, as a cloud of clouds, or gas of gaseous forms, is neither a 

beginning nor a principle. The force that divides is the force that unites. The 
cloud is neither a form of being of the spirit nor a volatile substance of the 

body that rises towards the ether. Neither a Hyperborean nor a white 

horseman, the cloud is an enigma which, before being thought, thinks us. 

 

*** 

 
Cloud, Script 

 

The cloud isn’t a mysterious script (as Theophrastus believes), a 

hieroglyph, an ideogram in the open book of the sky. The book of celestial 

omens, the alphabet of paranoiacs, of necessity, fate and determinism, has 
been outlined by the Chaldean readers ever since the first Morning Star lit 

up the night of reason. But no, the cloud is neither a secret code nor a 

primitive alphabet. A dynamic of meaning of the adventure-here, it is a 

meaning which, before writing and drawing, before meaning anything, 

persists in metamorphosis, in an unravelling form; it paints, swirls, thickens, 
strikes and attacks. The meteor is a stellar cloud, or stellar lightning. It isn’t 

an omen, it is a rupture of the fabric of omens, of the looming signs. It rips 
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a hole in the void where the cosmos draws the stunned gaze into the vortex 

of the void. 
 

*** 

 

The cloud isn’t a script, a cryptogram of fate, a meteor, a comet, an 

avenging supreme force, a giant brain in the sky – its vapors, a thinking 
cosmos, solaris, a plastic brain of matter; it is a neuronal dispersion, an 

agency, a subject without a place and in a synchronous time that unfolds in 

parallel times and spaces, an alter-actualization that sediments matter in 

anachronous forms, an immanent dynamic, an unimaginable technique, 

volcanic cartography. 
 

Yes, the cloud isn’t a writing system but it is an agency of writing, it 

is a force of cosmic history, it is an author of the revolution, being also its 

effect. It is a front of Chaos – the cloud of all clouds that stretches along 

the ridge of the Universe as its unbeginning but also unending core – it is a 
force not of the finality but of the counter-finality of the world. 

 

The cloud isn’t only a part of the meteorological system, it is a force 

of the metabolism of the biosphere, of the noosphere, of neuronal, insect-

like dispersion. 

 
*** 

 

Cloud – Matter 

 

There is no substance of the cloud, there is energy. 
There is a physics of the implausible. 

The modality of the cloud is implausible. Metamorphosis, pleasure, 

indifference, passion. A storm. 

 

The cloud is a form that stretches in all directions. That is why it is 
the mass of dynamic itself. The cloud is the matter that classical thought 
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wants to think, but which was suspended in the abyss of semi-being after 

the Neoplatonic condemnation of matter. 
In fact, what Plotinus condemns as matter is the other name for the 

cloud: “Imitations of real beings pass into and out of it. It is a wraith-like 

and feeble and have no thrust; nor does matter thrust against them, but they 

go through without making a cut, as if through water, or as if someone in a 

way projected shapes in the void people talk about.”2 
 

Here are the Arab Neoplatonists, too: “Rest is more in accord with 

the concept of matter than motion, because matter, though having six sides 

(i.e. three dimensions), cannot move simultaneously in all six directions.”3 

 
But the cloud can. It is a fragment of chaos. 

 

*** 

 

Chaos – Form 
 

The cloud is transformation as a beginning. A multitude within which 

the cycle of transformation operates, but without returning to itself. Not a 

front but the force that appears as a form. A form-force. A form-dynamic. 

Transformation precedes substance precisely as an initial modal potentiality 

– the relation that divides and creates a relation. A form-manifesting vortex 
of forces, a cloud. What’s more, a form-manifesting vortex that activates 

the very condition of the force, that is, its inclination. The cloud: the force 

inclined as a form. The incline of the force. 

 

                                                        
2 Plotinus, Ennead III.6. “On the Impassibility of Things without Body,” trans. A. H. 

Armstrong, Loeb Classical Library (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1967), 243. 
3 Friedrich Dieterici, “Die Lehre von der Weltseele” in Die Philosophie der Araber im 9. und 

10. Jahrhundert, Band 8, Leipzig, 1872, S. 127, quoted in Max Jammer, Concepts of Mass 
in Classical and Modern Physics (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1961), 32–

33. 
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That is why the cloud of all clouds is Chaos: the matter of pure 

difference without substance. 
 

Hence also the ontological challenge of the cloud, the fascination of 

the cloud for sensory potentiality: the cloud is a challenge not just to the 

imagination, but more generally to the capacity for grasping form. The cloud 

displays the theatre of forces as a spectacle of form-formation. 
 

The cloud: force-matter-form. Matter as energy, force as form. 

 

*** 

 
Cloud, Presence 

  

The sublime boundary – the sky of a planet eternally hidden by 

clouds and shaken by lightning, the sky of Venus. 

Is there a cloud where the cloud layer never breaks? Is the ontology 
of the cloud identical to its physics? 

The demons of the cloudy inferno of Venus, those drenched doubles 

of desire, never dry out. Eros has been pouring acid rain on them for 

hundreds of millions of years, while the sky of Venus has never exposed them 

to the agoraphobic terror of the Milky Way. Nestled in this cloudy bosom, 

they do not know the other side of the world. 
  

The cloud is the alter-potentiality of the void. It is the consistency of 

the diaphanous, which is intensified into mass. The cloud is the other side of 

the world – there, where matter and void do not play the game of difference 

but of alteration. 
 

Alteration is a pleasure. 

 

*** 

  
At the Cloudy End of the World, Wind 
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Anaximander’s waves lash Ovid’s shores. The wind swoops in from 

the wilderness across the sea and strikes. Like a black dress of fuel oil 
bursting into a lace of foam, the element swallows the ship. The black fleece 

of the billowing waves shines like death-life. The name of this bow that cuts 

across the horizon, a sword and a meteor, is death, but life is its work. 

The Black Aurora, the black dawn of the revolution, a black herb, 

gas. 
 

The fractals of the sea spray, crossings of the shore, a meteor above 

the horizon of the Black Sea, sun and moon, the world of the apeiron begins 

and ends here. 


