
The impossibility of truth 
An 7 ½ piece exhibition by Pablo Saborí o 

 

“The impossibility of truth” is the result of 10 years of research and 

study within philosophy, history, science, the fine arts and 

comparative religion. It is a blunt recognition that absolute truth is 

not to be found in this life and that the only certainty we have is of 

our own death. It is a symbol of the emptiness in which one lives 

when doubt envelops everything. It is a cry in the dark – beseeching 

others to recognize the futility and dreamlike character of existence. 

 

“The impossibility of truth” is my attempt to make visible the 

unreality of life.  

 

Each painting has a poetic/philosophical text to accompany it. My 

intent is for the viewers to take a slip of paper with the text, read it in 

front of the corresponding painting and have the option to keep it, if 

desired. My hope is that the experience of “impossibility” will not be 

confined to the exhibition alone, but that the viewers will take with 

them a drop of its essence.   

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1. nothing can be known  

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 

What can be known is always relative to the epoch of one’s life. There are no compelling certainties in existence. 

There are assumptions, opinions, approximations. A truth today is myth tomorrow. The answers one finds are 

vague and incomplete. We are only certain of the incomprehensibility of our sojourn on this earth. 

 

 

 



2. memento mori   

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 
 “…it is too late to be wise, that in any case it would serve no purpose, 

for the same abyss will engulf us all, wise and foolish alike, sane and mad…” 

 

E.M. CIORAN 

 

Feel the beating of the prison heart? The days keep pounding, a tick of brutal rational abstraction that frames the 

irrational motion of life.  And here we are before valiant works of art? As if art could redeem or justify our feeling 

of emptiness. Art is a game we take up to squander time. A colorful disguise to conceal the blank meaninglessness 

within. But it does not matter. Our experiences are short-lived and will disappear when the heart becomes a soft 

dead stone that beats no more.  



3. Futile breath, or Hofmeyr Skull  

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 

To have existed 37,000 years ago in the Late Pleistocene sub-Saharan Africa. Full of fury and hunger. To have 

glimpsed a parcel of the cosmos, to have breathed the cold air before dawn. To shut the eyes one last time and 

return to the silent earth as white rock.  

 

 

 

 



4. life is an absurd interval between two 
blind eternities 

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 

I leave you with Voltaire: 
“You see how it is our fate to die almost as soon as we are born; our existence is a point, our duration an instant, our 

globe an atom. Scarcely have we begun to acquire a little information when death arrives before we can put it to use. I 

myself do not venture to lay any schemes; I feel like a drop of water in a boundless ocean. I am ashamed, especially 

before you, of the absurd figure I make in this universe”  - (Voltaire in Micromegas) 



5. of all men alive, who knows anything  

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 

‘Mankind is perverted and has no judgment 

Of all men alive, who knows anything 

They do not know whether they do good or evil’ 

Excerpt from an ancient Babylonian Psalm.  

 

If there were knowledge there’d be no action. Only pure surrender. I know we cherish the denial of our times, like 

young nihilists. I dug for truth, through turd and stink. Seeking the gold of meaning, the diamond of certainty. 

Years have not been wasted – we see our excavations. Emptiness. Holes. Awakening. There is nothing. We’ve dug 

holes, nothing more; philosophical pits. The cradles of our deaths. They are beautiful, waiting, obvious. The 

discovery of nothing: the day everything changed. What do you seek? What value? What supreme encounter? Now, 

it’s too late. Death is not speculation but the premise. All postulates inevitably incomplete. I fear that conclusion. But 

it is here. Like a spark, like lightning. Like love and ephemeral: Nothingness. 



6. Our knowledge is a receding mirage in an 
expanding desert of ignorance  

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 

‘Consciousness is the mere surface of our minds, 

 of which, as of the earth, we do not know the inside but only the crust”  

- Schopenhauer  

 

Has man any recognition of this life as a dream inside the edifice of infinity ? The sun is drowning in yellow essence. 

Everything sleeps like a butterfly in flight within this lucid shapeless earth. 

 

 



7. the nihilist’s stroke 

 
(acrylic on canvas 150x150cm) 

 

Total Truth (a poem): 

 

The greatest liberation 

came when I dropped 

the pretension to happiness. 

It was freedom from category, 

from hope, from knowledge, 

from purpose. 

I immediately recognized 

that reality has no meaning, 

no destination, no description. 

All happiness seemed trivial in its 

relation to one condition or 

circumstance. 

I preferred truth. 

I did not find it in philosophies, 

religions 

or sciences. 

The dawn of despair set in, 

total and unequivocal, 

but despite the existential ache that 

ensued, 

it brought with its gloomy light the 

necessary 

vision to initiate in truth: 

the denial of all former values. 

If existence was factually beyond 

the reach of words, 

it could not be grasped in recorded 

knowledge; 

it could not be explained by the 

logical sequence 

of premises and postulates; 

if it had a truth, it needed to be 

immediate and self-evident. 

Truth cannot be imposed onto reality, 

it would distort it otherwise. 

Reality is the only truth – 

and to discover what it is 

I had to drop all attempts to define 

it… 

 

merely become aware of it 

and allow its transmutations 

to speak its truth. 



 

 7.5 - “The feeling of emptiness”  

 
 

(emptiness [hole] on canvas 60x60cm) 

 

 

 

 

You do not exist. 


