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"The Walls of Uncertainty Are Crumbling" 

 

The words of the Believer had not merely ignited a debate; they had unlocked the door to a 
profound confrontation. Truth was a summons that demanded courage, while the comfort of 
uncertainty whispered an invitation to retreat. Yet, those seated at the table were no longer sure 
if retreat was even an option. For once the eyes had been touched by the light of truth, they 
could never see darkness with the same tranquility again. 

Silence drifted through the room like a heavy mist. No one wished to be the first to speak, for 
each word now carried the weight of an irreversible reckoning. 

The last words of the Believer had altered the atmosphere in the room. They did not merely echo 
in their ears; they seeped into their minds, stirring storms within their souls. Uncertainty had 
long been a refuge they knew well, but now, small yet unsettling cracks had begun to form in its 
walls. Up until that moment, questioning had served as armor, shielding them from 
uncomfortable realities. But now, the call of truth was forcing a confrontation from behind that 
very armor. 

The Deist lowered his gaze to the table, fingers tightly interlocked as if trying to hold his thoughts 
in place. The Agnostic rocked slightly back and forth, an unconscious effort to conceal his 
growing unease. The Atheist, for the first time, showed a subtle shift in posture-his shoulders 
rolling back, as though something within him had begun to change. 

Just then, the Believer straightened slightly in his chair and, with quiet determination, tore 
through the silence that had settled over them all: 

 

Believer: Until now, I had hoped that the evidence I presented would bring you one step closer 
to the truth. But I see now that instead of leading you to conviction, it has merely become 
a reason to linger on the edges of uncertainty. Truth is not grasped by reason alone; 
accepting it requires will and courage. That is why I will present no more arguments… 
because before one can see the truth, one must first desire to see it. 

 

The air in the room grew even heavier. The Atheist, reacting instinctively, lifted his head. His eyes 
gleamed as if he wanted to speak, but the words caught in his throat. The Deist, perhaps without 
realizing it, took a deep breath-maybe because the weight of the unspoken questions pressing 
against his silence was becoming unbearable. 

The Believer did not speak. He deliberately prolonged the silence, as if he were listening to the 
echoes reverberating in their minds. Leaning back in his chair, he clasped his hands on the table 
and let his gaze move slowly across each of their faces. 

This was the moment when words ceased, yet truth had already seeped into their souls-
irreversibly. 



Sometimes, it wasn’t the answers that people feared. It was the consequences that came with 
receiving them. 

And in that instant, the pain of confronting truth resonated within them once more. 

 

Believer: It is easy to linger in uncertainty, but truth awaits those who dare to question boldly. 
So, I ask you now-what is it that you truly seek? Truth… or the comfort of uncertainty? 

 

His eyes turned slowly to the Deist, watching the storm of thoughts playing across his face. The 
Deist opened his mouth as if to speak but remained silent. Swallowing hard, he gave the faintest 
nod. 

The air in the room became even denser, thick with the weight of unspoken turmoil. Silence was 
no longer an absence-it had transformed into a space where thoughts, doubts, and internal 
struggles echoed relentlessly. The truth behind the words was no longer just an abstract idea; it 
now pressed itself into their consciousness, undeniable and inescapable. 

The Believer's voice, though slightly firmer than before, remained composed, measured, and 
unwaveringly calm. His words were not merely part of an intellectual debate-they were the 
herald of a far deeper reckoning, a confrontation with the most profound existential reality of 
human existence. 

The Believer let his gaze drift across the faces around the table, pausing especially on the Deist, 
whose thoughts seemed to falter midstream. Then, taking a deep breath, he began to speak: 

 

Believer: Earlier, I mentioned that I would present 'five arguments' demonstrating that the 
universe is not self-sufficient and requires constant divine intervention. I have already 
shared one of them with you-the “Argument from System Wear and Maintenance 
Necessity.” But that was not the only one… There were others as well. 

 The Need for Continuous Monitoring and Renewal… 

 External Factors and Unforeseen Disruptions… 

 The Necessity of Human Intervention for Optimization and Improvement… 

 Signs of External Intervention in Natural Systems… 

 

His voice cut through the silence, commanding the attention of everyone at the table. Their 
gazes shifted back to him as he listed each point with deliberate weight, imprinting every word 
into their minds. 

 

Believer: These arguments clearly establish that the universe cannot sustain itself indefinitely 
based on an initial order alone. On the contrary, it requires constant oversight by a Creator 
at every moment. However… I have now decided not to present these arguments any 
further. 



 

A sharp silence took hold of the room. The others, caught off guard by this unexpected 
statement, seemed momentarily stunned. Just when they thought the discussion had reached 
its natural progression, an unforeseen door was suddenly closing. 

The Believer took a deep breath. The silence grew heavier, expanding until it settled over them 
like an invisible weight pressing down on their shoulders. For a brief moment, he lowered his 
gaze, as if reflecting on his thoughts one last time. Then, as he lifted his head again, his eyes 
carried a newfound resolve. 

 

Believer: I have realized that instead of truly seeking conviction through the evidence I have 
presented, you have merely shifted the discussion further into uncertainty. For a moment, 
I wondered if questioning had become less about discovery and more about a refuge for 
you. 

 

His words fell into the room like a heavy stone. The Deist's face went rigid, the Atheist furrowed 
his brows and took a deep breath, while the Agnostic shifted uncomfortably in his chair. 

 

Believer: Approaching truth is not merely an intellectual exercise. It is a journey one undertakes 
with their entire being. Yet here, you are not asking questions to learn the truth-you are 
asking them to distance yourselves from it. I understand that continuing to think is easier 
than accepting reality. But truth is not a game. 

 

He paused for a moment, his gaze falling on the Deist’s hands. They were gripping the edge of 
the table tightly-perhaps without even realizing it. 

 

Believer: And that is why I will not continue. 

 

His words marked a turning point. This was no longer just an exchange of ideas or an intellectual 
exercise. It was a moment of decision. 

 

Believer: Are you truly searching for the truth, or are you running from finding it? 

 

The Atheist closed his eyes for a brief moment. The words echoed in his mind, his thoughts 
colliding against one another. He felt cornered-trapped between the weight of reason and the 
gravity of what acceptance might mean. He didn’t know what to do, but he knew that leaving 
things unresolved was unsettling. 



Suddenly, he lifted his head. Straightening his shoulders, he locked eyes with the Believer, as if 
bracing himself for what was to come. 

 

Atheist: I’m disappointed by this decision. 

 

His words shifted the tension in the room in an instant. The others turned toward him. 

 

Atheist: Because we’ve come this far. Because this conversation has made me think about 
things I never expected. I can’t say that your arguments have had no effect on me. And if I 
am truly trying to understand, shouldn’t I listen until the end? 

 

He sighed, placing his hands on the table and leaning slightly forward. 

 

Atheist: Please, continue. Because I know that if you stop speaking now, I will find excuses not 
to hear the truth, even if it reaches me. So if this journey is going to continue, I will keep 
listening. 

 

A moment of silence followed. The Believer met the Atheist’s gaze. Deep within, something had 
begun to shift-a spark of change. Perhaps, for the first time, he was listening not to argue, but to 
understand. 

The Believer paused, his eyes fixed on the Atheist. 

 

Believer: Thank you. What you said means a lot to me. But you must also realize this: truth is not 
just difficult to explain-it is difficult to accept. 

 

Then, slowly, his gaze shifted to the Deist. His hands were gripping the edge of the table, 
unconsciously clenched. He, too, seemed as though he wanted to speak, but the words were 
caught in his throat. 

 

Believer: And I see that we have returned to the 'Chair Example' from the beginning of our 
discussion. But this time, the question is not whether the chair exists… It is whether you 
have the courage to truly sit in it. 

 

The Deist's eyes flickered toward his chair. His fingers unconsciously traced its edge. Inside 
him, an unnamed questioning was growing. 



The Believer slowly leaned back in his chair. His voice echoed one final time with quiet 
determination: 

 

Believer: In our next discussion, we will go even deeper into this truth. But the real question is… 
are you truly ready to accept it? 

 

The silence that followed left a stronger echo than any answer could. 

 

See you in the next chapter, God willing... 

 


