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Introduction

 Know, living being, that each
moment is changing—that every moment can never in possibility be
re-enacted exactly as it was.

Human beings
are blessed and cursed by being born directly on the midpoint of
two realities—the reality inside the mind, and the reality outside
of it. Most often we choose to be identified with our minds because
we understand nothing else and it is familiar and easier to do so.
The majority only experience connections to the reality outside the
mind through brief moments or flashes of realizations and
revelations. These brief bursts in time can also be called
awareness.

We are not our
thoughts.

Such a
wonderful task it is to attempt to render these realizations and
revelations tangible. For one to truly know, one must look beyond
speech, beyond writing, and beyond language. Consequently, there is
a limitation on any explanation.

Those fleeting
glimmers of awareness often startle us into total cognizance, even
if we are not aware that we are aware. However, if we pay attention
to these hints, they assist in rejuvenating and regenerating,
increasing our consciousness, allowing us to flourish as
individuals to our full potentials. The ultimate goal of the words
on these pages is to harness and capture completely those brief
flashes of insight so that in time those succinct bursts of
revelations will merge together into a constant stream of
everlasting awareness.


1. every era has its
flaws

i. REVELATION: resuscitation of
narratives

provided that
something unending of you

has been preserved or sustained,

the possibility of being recollected

does little to revive your existence.

for by word of mouth,
rumour, or narrative tells

limited, or nothing, pertinent

and of that
chance,

who of us, or others, might take interest?

and even then we are
skewed

by personalized
perceptions

and fragments of speculation.


delusional progress

The eras of
science

bring Earth rotating,

where we find ourselves

merely moving along

in resistance.

Their time is our
time—

nothing different

nothing different

This technological
age

is a joke

just as the humours

of the body were once

taken seriously.


asleep in the sun

Walking down the
street with the world in mind is to love those who live in
it,

and blame your impoverished life

for being blank.

For who can understand issues better than you?

Rank those subjects as
that which exhausts your strength,

and cross your arms at great length when you sigh.

Pity on you, for God's
sake,

try walking through the rain on sunny days.

If all that worries
you

is your composition and those exquisite shanks,

then why not worry of nothing at all.

Walking through the
rain

with a sunburnt frame,

to achieve that damsel-in-distress look of late.

To wail with empty
tears;

to gaze at your surroundings with a look of weary hate;

to have achieved understanding

and be bored of it.


remote
correspondence

Life stands
stagnant

when contemplation lifts long enough

things blend into one another

as undersea mud kicked
up into clouds

and ripples
disperse

into the sea.

The bond to whispers
and fallen stones,

to human bones






will turn noise of
traffic

into sounds of the ocean.


A glimpse of the
core/grotto

Although it is
fleeting,

we shall never wish it to cease

Although it is passing, we shall see

we shall never wish it to end

With its death over and over again

we shall find release

At both beginning and end

its being will define us

And all attempts to define it

cause a search to never end


there & gone
again

too many endings of
things that qualify new beginnings

where history is no longer present

in order to define the present

when moments no longer
merge into

what defines the present

the future then becomes a huge question mark ?

the fact that
ideas

can now always change

not only subconsciously now

but consciously; too

and history will never
always

merge with the present






which makes things a
lot more

clear yet seemingly

problematic.


one's eyes cannot be
pried open

Ex nihilo nihil
fit

so why do you insist
on things that "matter"

when our notion of the world around us has

expectations, visions of what is deemed right and wrong

and where we should go,

but, no

wu wei

—there are only illusions of progression

weighted upon us, thrown on our shoulders

when you see that as
truth—

the illusion of concepts, a creation of reality—

you will never see

so I must now forgive
you

for I wish your eyes could open,

to see with the same eyes

look with the same look

Nolite te bastardes
carborundorum
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