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  Notes on the Artwork



The images in this book are part of the journey. 
The images in this edition have been prepared for black-and-white print to suit library and archival circulation. Where colour carried essential symbolic meaning, images have been thoughtfully reworked for monochrome so that their intent remains clear through contrast, texture, and form. 
They were created through a blend of digital illustration and AI-assisted creative tools as instruments for shaping the symbolic language that runs alongside these essays. Many of the themes explored here, silence, longing, identity, ancestry, and transcendence, resist literal depiction. When guided with care and intention, these tools allow metaphor to take visual form, giving shape to what is often unseen.

The visual works accompanying the essays are not illustrations in the traditional sense. They function as symbolic visual meditations, designed to echo the metaphysical, existential, and spiritual questions explored in the text rather than to explain or depict them.

All visual works were conceived, directed, and curated by the author as integral components of the book’s contemplative structure.

Each image is intended to be encountered slowly, in the same contemplative spirit as the writing. They are placed at the threshold of each essay, offering a pause: a quiet doorway between the reader’s daily life and the interior landscape the chapter invites them to enter.

All images are original works created specifically for this book and are used with full commercial rights.

These artworks are not decorative. They are invitations.

If the essays are meditations, the images are the breath before them.
To engage with the artwork:
• Pause before reading.
Let the image settle. Notice its mood, its texture, its silence.
• Observe what it stirs.
A memory, a question, a feeling which are all part of the conversation.
• Let the symbols work quietly.
Not every meaning needs to be named; some are meant to accompany you rather than explain themselves.
The artwork and the writing are two halves of a single gesture both reaching toward what cannot be spoken directly. Together, they create a visual and contemplative path through The Lost Art of Silence trilogy.
These books are not only meant to be read but to be experienced.

Breath.
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  Prologue


Before every beginning, there is a hush. 
The world waits, as it did before light first trembled across the waters, before the first cry named the first dawn. That same hush lingers still, hidden beneath the engines of our busy days. It hums beneath the noise of traffic and speech, beneath our endless need to explain. And if we listen carefully, we can hear it: the soundless pulse from which everything rises, the heartbeat of the unspoken.
We live in an age of perpetual declaration: every thought broadcast, every silence filled. Yet some truths cannot be told, only tended. The ancients knew this. They built temples where echo and emptiness were integral to the design, where prayer was not merely words but also posture, breath, and presence. They understood that silence is not absence but origin. It is where the soul learns its first vocabulary: waiting, wonder, awe.
This book is a map through that inner landscape. It does not promise answers, only clarity. It follows the pilgrim through three movements of stillness: the Long Silence of listening, the Offerings of illumination, and the Return to grace. Each part is both a descent and an ascent, a turning of the same circle. You will not find doctrine here, only the quiet companionship of reflection. A reminder that every voice needs an echo, and every echo begins in silence.
To read these pages is not to escape the world but to meet it differently, to walk slower, to see deeper, to breathe as if each inhale were prayer. For silence is not the opposite of sound; it is the soil from which sound draws its meaning. Without it, the world becomes a blur of unanchored noise. With it, everything holds its proper weight: the call of a bird, the strike of a match, the whisper of someone you love saying nothing at all.
In every life, there comes a moment when words can no longer hold what the heart knows. That is where this journey begins. The pilgrim stands at the edge of speech, empty-handed, listening. Behind him, the world of explanations; ahead, the vast uncharted realm of being. He steps forward, not to conquer, but to remember.
The art of silence is the art of returning to breath, to body, to belonging. It teaches us that to be still is not to withdraw, but to awaken. And somewhere in that stillness, the ordinary becomes luminous: the curve of a leaf, the warmth of sunlight through a window, the steady rhythm of a sleeping heart. All of it prayer. All of it praise.
So, before you turn the page, pause. Listen.
Let the noise settle. Let the hush speak.
For everything worth hearing begins here.
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  The Man of Clocks


The clocks of our lives do not tick outward but inward.
At the edge of a courtyard, beneath a quiet sun, stands a sculpture of a man on a bicycle. His entire body is covered in miniature clocks, each one frozen at a different hour. Time has gathered upon him like dust, like memory. It has taken shape and weight and become almost human. 
He sits upright, calm, his gaze fixed on an invisible horizon. Behind him trail bronze vessels, tear-shaped and glimmering, bound to his bicycle by thin chains. They tug gently, as if heavy with what they hold. Watching him, I feel a strange paradox: a man built from time itself, yet bound to stillness, forever poised between motion and rest.
He reminds me of us. We live layered with the sediment of our own hours, shaped not by how much time we use but by how much time has used us. The clocks upon his body do not mark the passing of days; they mark the making of a soul. Each small dial holds an experience. Each frozen moment is a memory turned to metal.
Dalí once painted clocks melting into the landscape, symbols of decay and impermanence. Here, the clocks have hardened. They no longer droop or flee the body. They cling to it. Time, in this sculpture, is not dissolving but accumulating. Yet both visions tell the same truth: time cannot be conquered. Whether it melts or hardens, whether it slips away or weighs us down, it outlasts the body that carries it.
And still, there is peace in this figure. Though he is made entirely of clocks, he does not strain beneath them. He seems reconciled with their burden, as though he has made a quiet covenant with time. Perhaps that is what it means to grow older: to carry our hours openly, to accept both rust and shine, to let the years mark us without shame.
As I turn to leave, the light shifts. The bronze figure glows faintly gold. For a moment, the clocks shimmer as though alive, not ticking in unison, but in a soft, imagined harmony, each marking a breath within a breath. Time continues, as it must. Yet in that small moment, it feels as if it pauses, not stopping but simply breathing.
We, too, move through time like riders on an unseen bicycle, our bodies veined with the moments that shaped us. We travel through seasons, sometimes swiftly, sometimes wearily, but always onward. The miracle is not that we reach the horizon, but that we continue despite the weight we carry. Each breath is a quiet tick; each heartbeat a reminder that even as time melts, something within us endures.
The man of clocks is not a warning. He is a benediction: a reminder that our meaning is not found in outrunning time, but in accepting its companionship.
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  Nature’s Naked Truth


Nature does not hurry, because it already belongs to itself.
There are mornings when the earth seems to stir before us. The air trembles with a kind of listening, and the light is so pure it feels awake. In such moments, the world strips itself of all ornaments, no noise, no spectacle, just presence. That is nature’s naked truth: it exists not to impress but to remind. 
To stand before a mountain, or a field washed by rain, or a leaf trembling in a pool of sunlight, is to realise how little we comprehend endurance. Nature does not hurry, yet everything in it transforms. The seed breaks open in the dark; the river carves through stone; the bird trusts the wind without question. It is we who have forgotten how to belong to time.
We chase permanence, in buildings, in fame, in data stored on invisible clouds, yet nature shows us that all genuine beauty depends on change. The flower that never fades is not immortal; it is artificial. The tree grows by shedding. Even decay, seen rightly, is a kind of prayer, a return of form to source, of life to the soil that formed it.
Once, walking after rain, I saw the earth steaming like a body exhaling. Each droplet clung to a blade of grass like a tiny lens, refracting whole worlds within. I thought of how little we notice such wonders. We speak of nature as if it were scenery, but it is scripture, written in sunlight and shadow, revised daily, endlessly renewed.
If the





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
THE LOST ART
OF SILENCE

Awakening to
Wonder






OEBPS/images/59c76488-4707-4763-a155-1cba52840eef.jpeg





OEBPS/images/fccd0bf6-ead8-4471-8dc0-ccb32d3b5fc9.jpeg







