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There are questions that do not arrive with answers.

They arrive quietly, taking residence at the back of the mind, waiting for a moment when silence is louder than certainty.

Some questions are ignored for years.

Others refuse to leave.

This is the story of one that refused.

It did not begin as a search for philosophy.

Nor did it begin as an attempt to understand humanity.

It began with an unsettling thought.

A simple question.

You know me?

The answer appeared before I had the courage to understand why.

Doubtfully.

From that moment, one question became another.

What does it mean to know another human being?

Can a single moment introduce an entire person?

Does judgment describe who we are...

Or only who we were?

Can love exist without imprisoning another inside yesterday?

Can wisdom exist without humility?

I did not write these pages because I possessed answers.

I wrote because the questions refused to remain silent.

If, somewhere within these pages, you find your own questions awakening...

Then perhaps they were never mine alone.
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How do we come to know another human being?

What gives us the confidence to stand in a courtroom, raise our hand, and declare, "I know him," or "I know her"?

What evidence is enough for such certainty?

What have I revealed that allows someone to say they know me? 

What have they seen, heard, or experienced?

And even if they have witnessed much, have they truly known me, or only a version of me that existed during a particular moment in time?

Perhaps knowing is measured in layers rather than absolutes.

We meet people during seasons. We witness fragments of their lives.

We observe their reactions to particular circumstances. 

We hear stories they choose to tell and fill the silence with assumptions. 

Then, almost without noticing, we conclude that we know them.

But do we?

Is there such a thing as a fixed person?

Or are we all changing with every experience, every disappointment, every joy, every loss? 

If that is true, then perhaps the person you knew yesterday no longer exists in exactly the same way today.

Maybe we never know a person in full. 

Maybe we only know the version that crossed our path.

I write these thoughts without claiming knowledge. 

They are questions more than conclusions.

Perhaps I already know both the question and the answer, yet I keep searching for a sign.

After all, we often say we know what we have seen.

We trust our eyes more than our ears.

But should we?

If I cannot completely trust what I see or hear when judging another person, then what of those who cannot see or hear at all?

Upon what foundation is their judgment built? 

Perhaps it is something deeper than the senses something quieter, something closer to the spirit.

Their spirit becomes their witness.

I possess sight. 

I possess hearing.

And perhaps I, too, possess that same spirit.

Yet with all these gifts...

I remain doubtful.

Maybe doubt is not the absence of knowledge.

Maybe doubt is the beginning of wisdom.
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Where does wisdom come from?

Does it come after courage has walked through doubt? 

Does it arrive after long moments of silence and thought?

Or does it reveal itself only after we have spoken what seemed obvious from the beginning?

There are moments when the mind interrupts the heart, and the heart interrupts the mind.

In those moments, judgment becomes difficult.

A conclusion can no longer be made solely by what the eyes have witnessed.

I know what I have seen.

I know what I have heard.

Yet why do emotions continue to argue against my certainty?

What is it that they know which my eyes have failed to capture?

Are thoughts such as these merely an escape when the truth stands plainly before me? 

Or are they a reminder that reality is often greater than what appears on the surface?

Should I listen only to my senses?

Or should I also listen to my heart... and to my mind?

If I already know what I have seen, why do I still feel uncertain?

Do I know less than I thought?

Or is wisdom simply the patience to admit that today may not reveal the whole story?

Perhaps my doubt is not a lack of wisdom.

Perhaps it is the refusal to imprison a person within a single moment in time.

Everything happens within a season.

Every season passes.

And another begins.

What I witnessed may have been true.

But it may not have been the whole truth.

Maybe that is what I hope to see—not a different reality, but a greater one.

I know what I have seen.

Yet I still wonder what remains unseen.

So I ask again...

––––––––
[image: ]


You know me?

––––––––
[image: ]


Doubtfully.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

YOU 


[image: ]


While wrestling with this conflict within me, I remember what was spoken by my elders.

They would often say,

"Once a person shows you their true colours, believe them.

Never doubt who they are, for they will never change."

Those words settled somewhere deep within me. 

They became a command passed from one generation to another.

A truth that asked not to be questioned.

But if that is true...

Then was I also given a sentence?

Was I told, without anyone saying it directly, that I too could never change?

Again, my questions refuse to end.

I find myself pausing at a single word.

Change.

What does that word truly mean?

Is it a word we use because it comforts us?

A word that makes our sentences sound hopeful?

Or is change something real?

Can a human being truly change?

Or do we simply become better at revealing different parts of ourselves?

If I have shown you my worst moment, will you carry it as my permanent identity?

Will that single moment become the evidence by which I am remembered?

And if you have shown me yours...

Am I justified in believing that moment is all you will ever be?

If so, then none of us are allowed another chapter.

None of us are allowed another season.

Yet life itself refuses to remain still.

Children become adults.

The fearful become brave.

The selfish become generous.

The broken become healers.

The ignorant become wise.

If everything in creation changes, why should
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