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Energy, elusive and eternal, moves through time like a great unseen river, reshaping itself with every heartbeat of the cosmos. It takes form, then sheds it—only to rise again as something new. A stone becomes sand, a cloud becomes rain, a seed becomes a tree, and the tree becomes ash. People are born, live, and vanish like echoes—yet something of them always remains, reformed in memory, in dust, in stardust. Planets spin into being, suns flare into brilliance, then fall into darkness. Everything is always arriving and departing, appearing and dissolving into something else.

And through it all, we watch and wonder. We try to name the current that carries us, the hidden hands behind the changes. Some call it God—an eternal mind shaping the world with purpose. They bow their heads and speak into silence, believing that words, when weighted with faith, can ripple through the unseen and bring change. Prayer, in this view, is not just pleading—it is participation. It is the act of bending raw energy toward hope, of giving longing a direction, of carving reality with the chisel of the heart.

I remember a time when we, too, became entangled in this dance of belief and intention. We joined a network marketing group, drawn by the lure of possibility, of something more. In their induction meetings—half sermon, half seminar—we were told to dream in pictures. To find an image of the life we wanted, cut it from a magazine, and pin it to the wall. A shiny red car, maybe. A beach house. A perfect life frozen in ink. “Look at it every day,” they told us, “and want it with all your might. The universe will respond.”

At first, it seemed naive—childish, even. But there was something hauntingly ancient in it, too. The idea that wanting, when distilled and purified, could become a force. That thought could be shaped like clay. That if you gave your dream a face and stared at it long enough, it would begin to take shape in the waking world.

Some might laugh at it, but I’ve come to believe there is power in the way we direct our desire. Not in the wall photos or the slogans, but in the human impulse behind it—the belief that energy listens. That deep within the chaos, there is a quiet rhythm that responds when we lean toward it with clarity and courage.

We are all sculptors of the invisible, each day brushing our intentions into the fabric of the world. Whether through whispered prayers, vision boards, or the stubborn fire of ambition, we shape energy. And in turn, it shapes us. What we yearn for begins to live within us, changing how we walk, how we speak, how we dare. And slowly—sometimes imperceptibly—the outer world begins to reflect the inner one.

In the end, perhaps it’s not about whether we get the car or the house. Perhaps it’s about becoming someone who is capable of reaching, someone who dares to believe that the formless can be formed. That even in a world of impermanence, something lasting can be made—not from stone or steel, but from the quiet, radiant force of desire made real.

*  *  *
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I was a solitary child, wrapped in silence like a second skin. The world around me felt distant, hollowed of connection, as if I had been placed at its edge to observe but never quite touch. With no sibling to share my secrets, no partner in mischief or wonder, I learned early to become my own companion. Imagination became my brother, dreaming my sister. I built whole worlds inside myself—vast and intricate—where I could wander freely, unjudged and unseen.

Our schools were remnants of a grey era, dull and denigrated, their walls echoing more with rules than with revelation. Girls existed, but only faintly—like distant stars half-hidden behind clouds. We shared the same city, the same air, but rarely the same moments. There were few chances for conversation, fewer still for connection. So I retreated further inward, my sanctuary filled with books and stories, the scent of old pages like perfume to my soul. I devoured tales of distant lands, of heroes and quests, of shipwrecks and kingdoms, letting fiction replace the closeness I lacked.

For a long time, girls were merely abstract—a word, a category, not a presence. Until, of course, the tide of boyhood turned, and the quiet river of childhood surged suddenly into the ocean of desire. Puberty came like a storm at sea—unexpected, unyielding. I still remember the precise moment when I first saw a woman not as just another figure in the crowd, but as something... other. It was her shape, her motion—specifically the curve of her hips, the poetry of her body in motion. The world tilted, and I never quite saw it the same again.

Yet still, I had little contact with girls. My yearning had no outlet, only air. So I dreamed. Oh, how I dreamed. I would walk for hours, letting my feet carry me across the city, choosing distance over convenience just to save the fare for the tram. But more than that, I walked to feed the fires within me, to drift into reverie. I imagined meetings that never happened—accidental glances, shared umbrellas in the rain, a girl dropping a book as she passed, and me stooping to return it with trembling fingers. I gave these imaginary girls faces, names, laughter. I spoke to them in my mind. I told them everything I had never said aloud.

And as the years passed, the dreams grew stronger. More vivid. More urgent. By the time I reached my late teens, the absence of real intimacy had turned those dreams into something tidal. They spilled into my nights, into the cracks of my days, longing wrapped in tenderness, in ache, in unbearable beauty. I could feel the pressure building, as if my very skin had become too small to contain all that longing.

Something had to give.

What I did not know then—but somehow sensed in my bones—was that the universe had begun to stir. The energy around me, once still and subdued, had become restless. There was a trembling in the web of things, a soft wind rising in the invisible. Without any plan or awareness, I had called something forth. The dreaming had shaped the air around me, carved out a space that begged to be filled.

And slowly, the current began to shift. The hush before the unfolding. The moment before the bloom.

The world was getting ready to answer.

*  *  *
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It was a warm evening in the mid-1960s, and I had just stepped out of the dim amber hush of the cinema, the closing credits of Blue Hawaii still flickering behind my eyes. Elvis had filled the screen with sunshine and song, surrounded by hibiscus-scented breezes and women so radiant they hardly seemed real. I lingered a moment under the marquee lights before turning toward home, the streetlamp halos stretching shadows across the pavement like pools of memory. As was my custom, I walked—thirty quiet minutes through the sleeping city, letting the film linger in my mind like the taste of something sweet on the tongue.

My thoughts wandered lazily, replaying scenes of Elvis laughing, flirting, serenading under palm trees—how easily he moved through that world of beauty and desire. I imagined
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