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	To the Origin of Thoughts,

	 

	 

	To the ones who dreamt this world into motion… To the

	ones still walking its reflections...

	and to the ones who have not “yet” remembered they were

	never apart from it.
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Prelude

	It’s one of those rare moments when the world feels quiet.

	You’re sitting outside,

	a soft breeze moving through the trees.

	The air is warm. The light is gentle.

	In this moment, there’s nothing you have to do,

	Nowhere else for you to be...

	You notice the slow rhythm of your breath.

	Above you, the sky stretches endlessly,

	The same sky that hangs over mountains,

	Oceans, and every life on this planet...

	Somewhere beyond it,

	There are stars, and worlds, and distances so vast.

	And here you are, in this small and peaceful

	moment...

	No name. No story. Just you, breathing...

	 

	Breathing in an endless universe.

	Then, deep in your chest,

	There’s a thought you can’t quite name,

	As if something inside you remembers a question you’ve been carrying

	All your life.

	A question you don’t know how to answer.

	From that stillness, it rises:

	Who am I?.. Why am I here?.. Why was I born?..

	You don’t rush to answer.

	You just sit with it...

	As the breeze keeps moving and the sky keeps holding everything.

	The clouds pass,

	And you let the thought pass too....

	 

	Just another shape drifting through the open sky of your mind.

	But what if we didn’t let it pass?

	What if we followed that thought,

	All the way to where it leads?
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Chapter 1 – The First Breath

	1.1 - Before The Thought

	 

	Let’s begin quietly.

	Not with an idea.

	Not with a claim.

	But with a question:

	 

	What if everything you’ve ever known was not outside you, 

	but inside?

	 

	Not a metaphor.

	Not a mystical suggestion. 

	A practical possibility.

	 

	What if what you call “the world” isn't something you walk through, 

	but something that walks through you?

	 

	What if reality

	as solid and sensory and sharp as it feels,

	is not what is,

	But what appears,

	When thought touches stillness?

	 

	This book is not about facts. 

	It’ s not about beliefs.

	It’s not a teaching or a system. 

	There is no technique to follow.

	 

	This is a mirror. 

	A way of looking, 

	Not at the world,

	But at the One who sees it.

	 

	We’ve been taught to think of thoughts as something small as a tool, 

	as a background hum.

	 

	Everything you touch every color, every sound, every face, 

	Every thought pass through the same place:

	Your mind.

	 

	And yet,

	You’ve rarely turned inward to see what the mind actually is.

	 

	Not your brain.

	Not your personality. 

	But the silent, 

	Restless “ripple1”,

	W here thought begins.

	 

	What happens when you watch that “ripple” before it becomes a wave? 

	 

	That’s where we’ll go.

	 

	Not forward, 

	But inward. 

	Not upward, 

	But beneath.

	 

	We will not start with the world. 

	We will not start with the body. 

	We will not even start with “you.”

	 

	We will start where all things start in the still, 

	Quiet space,

	Before the first “flicker2” of thought appears.

	 

	This book is not a journey from A to B. 

	There is no line to follow.

	Because the nature of thought is not linear. 

	It spirals.

	It reflects.

	It folds into itself.

	 

	What you are about to read 

	is not a story.

	It is a remembering.

	 

	Of something

	you’ve always known but forgot to notice.

	 

	So read slowly.

	Let each word settle.

	 

	And before we ask “What is the world?” 

	let’s return to the only place

	anything has ever happened:

	 

	your awareness.

	 

	 

	Now,

	Close your eyes.

	Take a breath.

	Not to calm yourself,

	But to feel the miracle of breath itself.

	 

	 

	In............. and      out

	In..............and      out

	In..............and      out

	 

	 

	And when you're ready... 

	Turn the page

	 

	Before the next thought takes over!
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