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            The crack does not run through the world, but through consciousness.
And what breaks through is light."
— Stefan Tokic
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Foreword – The Awakening of Awareness
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Something within me speaks—sometimes softly, sometimes with a force that leaves no choice.

It arranges what lives inside me. It calls before I understand.

When I read the words from Revelation—

“I was in the Spirit on the Lord’s Day...”—

I knew: that is me.

Not in a historical sense, but in a living one.

Because that state is real—

the moment when thought falls silent and consciousness itself begins to speak.

I have written many books—each from a different phase,

yet all from the same source.

They are testimonies of a path

on which the outer loses meaning

and the inner begins to take form.

This work is an invitation.

For what John experienced happens in every human being:

the hearing behind oneself, the seeing inward, the recognition of the true light.

Revelation is not a book about the end of the world—

it describes the awakening of the divine consciousness within man.

When you read this book, do not read it with the mind.

Read it with your inner being.

Let the words sink into you as if they were memories you already knew—

because they are.

One day you too will say:

“I was in the Spirit on the Lord’s Day.”

Not as a quotation, but as an experience.

And you will know—it was the moment

when you stopped seeking

and began remembering.

For the one who speaks has always lived within you.
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Chapter 1 – The Lord’s Day: Awakening of the Inner Hearing
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“I was in the Spirit on the Lord’s Day and heard behind me a loud voice like a trumpet.”

(Revelation 1:10)

The Lord’s Day is not a date.

It does not arrive when you expect it,

but when you become still.

It begins not in the world,

but within you.

“I was in the Spirit” marks the instant you cease interpreting the outer.

You leave appearances and thoughts standing

and sense that something else begins to lead.

It is not a state you produce—

it is a state you fall into

once you stop resisting.

You know it by this:

suddenly you seek nothing.

The inner restlessness fades,

yet there is a silent urging, a call—

not loud, but unavoidable.

That is how the trumpet sounds.

It is not a noise but a knowing:

Now Life itself is speaking.

The Lord’s Day is the hour

when you no longer experience yourself as separate.

What you once called God

steps from distance into nearness,

and you realize:

He was never outside—

He was the consciousness you are.

Neville would say:

“The Lord’s Day is the moment when you recognize yourself as who you have always been—the consciousness itself.”

In that state life becomes transparent.

You see the images, yet you know who paints them.

Every encounter, every turn, every movement

reveals your inner condition.

Thus the Lord’s Day is no Sunday,

but the beginning of a new creation.

Everything you do henceforth

you do from Spirit.

When you experience this day,

you need no confirmation.

Your work, your writing, your speech—

all becomes service—

not duty, but response.

For you hear behind you a voice

that outshines everything you ever believed:

the voice of your own divine Self.

And it says: “Write what you see.”
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Chapter 2 – The Voice Like a Trumpet: The Divine Urging in Man
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“And I heard behind me a loud voice like a trumpet.”

(Revelation 1:10)

The voice came from behind—

not from the future,

not from what you planned,

but from what you overlooked.

It rose from the depth.

That is how divine consciousness speaks—

not into the noise of the world,

but through the space between thoughts.

It does not call you to something new;

it reminds you of what was never lost.

The trumpet stands for clarity.

It does not summon to war,

but to remembrance.

It tears the veil

under which you long failed to see yourself.

When that voice reaches you,

you cannot ignore it.

It has no tone—

yet it shakes you to the core.

It calls: Wake up.

And you know—it speaks to you.

Neville would say:

“The divine urge is nothing else than the inner feeling that now action must be taken—not from fear, but from certainty.”

This voice is no command—

it is proof of connection.

It recalls your origin—

who you were before names existed.

It often speaks when your old life falls apart.

Then it sounds like thunder,

for the ego resists.

But to the one who knows,

it sounds like music.

For in truth it is love—

the kind that does not soothe but awakens.

You know it not by sound but by effect:

everything false falls away,

all triviality loses meaning,

you can no longer pretend.

What you are pushes outward.

Thus Revelation begins—

not with signs in the sky,

but with an inner tone only you can hear.

And when you turn to see who speaks,

you realize:

It was always your own voice—

the voice of Life within you.

For the Word of God

is no foreign sound;

it is your awakened consciousness

calling itself: Come—now true life begins.
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Chapter 3 – What You See, Write in a Book: The Mission of Awareness
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“What you see, write in a book and send it to the seven assemblies ...”

(Revelation 1:11)

It is not enough to see the light—

it must be witnessed.

Hence the voice says: Write what you see.

For insight unspoken fades;

it returns to the unconscious from which it came.

But once you express it—

once you write—

it reshapes the world.

Writing is not an act of will;

it is obedience to truth—

not the world’s truth,

but the truth of consciousness.

Just as John wrote not of himself

but from what appeared to him,

so your work is not mind-made;

it is revelation—

born from the light you have seen.

Neville would say:

“Whatever you inwardly see and believe will appear as fact. Yet the written word accelerates manifestation, for it binds the invisible.”

Each line you write

is testimony of your state.

Not what you know,

but who you are

speaks between the words.

Therefore consciousness calls you

not only to perceive

but to bear witness.

Writing is prayer in motion—

it transforms the unseen into form,

the spirit into expression,

the inner into world.

The seven assemblies are not cities;

they are levels of your own awareness.

Each bears light,

each a different maturity.

And what you write speaks to them all—

to every part of your being.

Thus the book you write becomes a mirror—

a word for every level,

a reminder for every forgotten side of your soul.

The call is not “explain the truth,”















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE ASCENT

HOW EVERYDAY CONSC|OUSNESS CRUMBLES

STEFAN TOKIC





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





