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At the time of publishing this, I've been a writer for almost ten years now. For almost ten years I've been attempting to comment on so many layers of reality I think are important, yet in writing this book, I think it's finally starting to sink in that I've barely scratched the surface. I'm sure that's obvious to some, but reaching a wall of one's understanding is both nerve racking and fascinating at the same time. Even after all this time, I still struggle to find the words to things my mind and spirit tap into. And I feel the path to articulating those sentiments getting longer and longer, though I don't think that's such a bad thing. That being said, I would call attention to one thing in comprising this intro. Simply put, this world is...far more complicated than I ever anticipated. I imagine it's going to be many things across many points in time, and its integrity will be shaped by various wills and desires, some of which, I doubt I can imagine. But regardless of what shape or color the world takes, I implore you not to give up on it. Don't give up on existence in this universe. I hope I can offer a few reasons to make that choice in this book. Some serious, others more whimsical! But all of which I think points to filling this reality with things that matter. That's all I have to say for now.
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​The ebb and flow of time will reveal strange and wondrous facets of our being in this universe. So let's talk about it.
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Full disclosure, I contemplated opening this chapter with a bunch of “time" puns, but I feel like not everyone appreciates such intricate levels of humor... Some other time perhaps! Okay I'll stop, anyway! 

In so many ways, the very nature of time is a universal language we all have to learn at some point. Fundamentally speaking, I'd define language as any system used to communicate thoughts, sentiments, and expressions, and time forces us to do that in almost every instance of life I’d say. The essence of time forces us to speak. What's interesting about this reality is that I spend a lot of my waking hours feeling that we humans tend to make time feel like an artificial essence with all of our segmented human ventures. Some days, time doesn't even feel like a naturally occurring stream through which everything flows through, but rather a commodity we trade for through the various games playing out in society. To put it simply, you don't get to savor it for free. Like, from a monetary perspective at least, having experiences, and in turn dedicating time to those experiences, costs money. Being able to spend any portion of your life physically traversing the world and actually relish in it, consuming food that nourishes both body and spirit, heck, even just meeting people and having them be attentive to a human interaction, that stuff all costs money. Just the mere opportunity to appreciate those moments of fulfillment often comes at a price in our world.

It's funny, one thing in particular I remember, was getting my first real job after graduating college, and being taken aback at how weird the concept of "Paid Time Off," (PTO), was in the corporate world. As if it's this little treat you earn and can cash in every so often. It's kind of absurd in a sort of comical way that you have to almost beg and justify why you should be able to spend your time differently than labor on someone else's behalf. Yet in the end we're expected to be grateful that someone else approves it for us.

It's just, when I look at the essence of time as it's integrated with human made society, it almost feels like this near tangible thing that some people command and distribute based on their own judgment. Ya know, think expectations for how many years it takes to go through school and societal notions attached to that. Or, how much time a supposed, respectable person should dedicate toward being in the societal workforce before they retire, along with their greater "career."  Or, how about the simple idea that getting to an appointment on time is reflective of one's work ethic? Plenty of milestones in general come with stringent judgment that are merely social constructs when you think about it. Of course, that's not to say there's zero reason to embrace such ideas. But...I think in these ventures, we dismiss the facets of time that afflict us in the grand, cosmic, and even existential sense, and it results in us being thrown off balance as people. The crazy thing is, acknowledging such facets doesn't even need to be overly abstract or mystical, especially considering how fundamental time is to our existence as self-aware, sentient beings. It's more so about paying closer attention to something we already do, which is contend with the past, present, and future as basic states of time and give meaning to them, or fail trying. We rationalize so much of our human pursuits across them whenever it suits us I’d say. We zoom in, out and everything in between to communicate the sanctity of moments as they persist across days, months, years or even centuries. In that perception, without even realizing it, we write narratives for our existence. It's crazy because I feel some people are more intuitive about this kind of stuff than others. Like, some of us don't even live a couple decades before understanding the scope of a lifetime, and then with others, well, they sadly reach the end of their life before realizing how much time they've wasted. Even with myself, I've sat up late at night kicking myself for not being more present with something from my past, or even not having the foresight to see what lies ahead. 

In the context of my own lifetime, my mind shows me visions of my past, present, and future in ways that are both cohesive and contradictory, and in that reflection, I ponder the best way for us to balance those states of mind. I have to imagine it's a similar sentiment for some in this world as well. After all, there're countless ways you could describe our interactions with these different save states of the universe. On one hand, if time is a language, I'd wager we sometimes get tangled in the miscommunication of it without even realizing. Some of us stay shackled by the events of the past to the point we perpetually re-live them. Or, maybe we find ourselves paralyzed by anxiety for the near infinite outcomes of the future. and how often do we end up far too transfixed by how to optimize the present moment to meet our desires? None of these are uncommon, and I've seen people speak at length on just one of those states for hours on end.

Another way of putting it that's more indicative of what I see today; there exist many people who are super future oriented, constantly fixated on what's to come, sometimes to the point where they never actually create the future, but rather chase their tails in trying to capture something perpetually in front of them. Conversely you come across historians of today, who look at what once was, but sometimes mistake that history as being the only predictors of the present and future, failing to realize that what often creates those patterns are people trying to do something different away from them. And of course in the middle you have those who prioritize the spontaneity of the present, kind of being one track in noticing how the present is informed by both the past and future when it comes to our decisions.

A ton of it is inadvertent when we're talking about embracing one state of time or the other. The dreadful part comes once our lifetimes run dry and we see the angst it may have caused. It can destroy us when we're not in tune with time as a continuous flow. When we don't communicate with that inescapable stream. And what I mean by "communicate," simply chalks up to healthy thinking really. Thinking about how the moments across the past, present and future equally mesh and resonate with our very being, influencing how we see all the interconnected layers of reality, both for ourselves individually, and the larger collective that is life in this universe.

What does it look like to practice that? Well it lies in a sort of, "slow living" that's become much more of an abstract concept in the western world at least. Our civilization is still in its infancy when you zoom out, yet so much (though not all) of it is made to embrace expediency. Expediency in the way of the workforce, in the way of our relationships developing, the way of our hobbies taking shape even. I mean, how many times have you seen people obsess over a piece of entertainment only to forget ninety percent of what they saw a few weeks later? Even with the rise of technology, our interests and thoughts get thrusted into a rapid cycle of deep investment and then boredom all in the blink of an eye.

I admit I've even called out myself with that. It's certainly an interesting reflection to explore at 2am that's for sure. Though I also admit such late nights are a form of habitual revenge procrastination. One I've been using to escape such a fast society in recent years at that. Objectively speaking time moves no differently during the day, but I'm sure some of you would agree the engagement your mind has with life's deeper questions is more malleable at night sometimes. 

It's in those early hours I can thoughtfully discern my past, see just how it shapes my present that's worth appreciating. And in the same vein see how planning for a brighter future isn't a futile pursuit even in the mixed bag that is existing. It's a much slower reflection where I allow myself to just, truly feel those sentiments and sit with them, even if those thoughts lead to nowhere some nights. 

It's crazy because sitting on my couch and reflecting is one thing, but maybe for someone else it's being on a park bench because they don't have a home, or outside a convenience store at 2 am in another country. But I guess the point is, time adds up and passes through us all, regardless of walk of life or lifestyle. If the world remains at such a...rapid fire pace, we'll never learn a balanced way of taking it all in. Well never learn how to appreciate that language.

Of course, I've always been adamant that balance is a fleeting state of existing in life. I mean, part of being a person is to contend with all the things that will inevitably throw you off course in whatever area of life we're talking about. No one operates with a holistically balanced perspective of everything 24/7. If we're talking about the essence of time, well, I think finding true moments of peace or tranquility in our reflections can be a rare thing as our tenure grows in this world, fast paced or not. But ultimately, it's the pursuit of those balanced perspectives that adds value to our short lifespans. It's the pursuit of that, equilibrium that gives our human endeavors meaning. At the very least, we're always trying to get a handle on how the past, present, and future connect in a seemingly infinite universe. We're trying to appreciate that stitching for the life of an individual, the collective presence of all these sentient species, and the grand timeline of a cosmos housing it all.

And yet at the same time, my mind plays devil's advocate with itself as I question whether our varied perspectives even truly exist along the grand timeline of everything. The deeper we go talking about time, the more we gotta talk about things like fate and destiny, which I feel usually contend with the nature of time, and kind of spawn these discussions around the idea of determinism as it may apply to this reality. In short, determinism is this argument that every conceivable moment describing the narrative of our existence has already been written. Every decision or course of action we could take has already been established. And in discerning that, plenty of people have gone on for hours about how free will, and the idea of control over our choices, is an illusion. But I also think a consequence of that idea seldom paired with such discussions is that all of time is essentially fixed if we give in to that idea. It basically implies that our timeline has no real variability in essence. Under this notion, the future isn't something we manifest, but rather something already set in stone we move into. Now that may sound like I'm just reiterating determinism, but consider what such an idea tells us about assigning meaning to life. If this is true, the past and all memories of it serve as nothing more than trinkets in our minds. And the present has no real spontaneity if we were always going to experience everything happening in the immediate moment. In essence, our universe is but a static, finished picture under this thinking, and it's a fascinating theory to grapple with I must say. An easy analogy to this without a doubt would be modern video games with story driven traits to them. You can easily look at those as a simulation of reality where everything from the environments, to whatever passionate feelings the characters express was already written and resolved long before everything was put together. Even games, or stories where characters become aware of the 4th wall is essentially a revelation not actually made by them, but rather written by an outside entity. If you really wanna get zesty, you could use that analogy to argue our reality is no more real than any such game simulations or entertainment given they're both structured the same under such ideas. But, without going down the rabbit hole of defining something that's real for another ten pages, I think it's important to realize that at the end of the day, there's no way to test any of that. And unless I'm woefully wrong, I highly doubt humanity ever will find a way to test if the universe is truly deterministic, even with all the advancements in science and technology I undoubtedly can't predict right now. It's frustrating because in light of that, I'd like to think if the universe and its grand timeline is deterministic, then we should find a way to change that. Of course there's also alternative versions of this theory, which basically alters the argument to say the universe isn't holistically deterministic, but rather filled with "fixed points" you could say. Truthfully, I personally find both of these to be terrifying and full of dread in their own ways! Though if anything, it's a reminder that despite us being able to look at time as a language, it can also be a prison... I mean hey, language on its own can confine people's minds and hearts depending on how you use it right? Honestly I think a more accurate truth is, much of reality is an engagement with different probabilities as time moves forward, meaning as we travel down one path or the other, it becomes easier or harder to veer to another lifestyle, or way of existing, though not impossible despite how things may seem to our human perception. I think that's why events in our story feel so set in stone at times. It's why we get this feeling of "This can only end one way." Patterns of existing do admittedly persist across cycles, to the point we feel the dread of their progression across the single lifetime we have to perceive them. And yet in spite of that, I still feel a sense of...calm and serenity that can be found along time's advancement. It's kinda this thing you can find in between the lines as we learn that language I suppose. One of the many sentiments hidden amongst the complicated mess of being human, but one that permeates all the human ventures we engage with. In it, I've personally found this sense of stillness with everything that defines my existence. Not in an eerie manner, but more so in a way that gives you peace of mind, almost like a sense of warmth within oneself I’d say. I think it's because I can attest to such tranquility existing that I can say our attempts to understand time, as well as our place in its progression, isn't just some futile effort in the grand scheme of things. 

Truthfully, I don't know if that's the most relatable view of such an intangible, inescapable essence, especially considering those moments of peace are often few and far between as they come under siege across a lifetime. But at the very least, maybe some of us can take solace in knowing they exist somewhere, just waiting to be embraced by some form of sentience. Just waiting to be spoken through...That alone makes going with time's flow a bit more bearable if you ask me. Cycles of being do indeed trap us, but somewhere along the line they're broken, and replaced with better ways of existing helping people get closer to that balanced serenity, little by little. Sometimes it takes decades, or maybe centuries, perhaps even millennia. But I’d say life itself manages to crawl toward being able to speak that dialect no matter how long it takes. We may not be fluent yet, but I'm sure we'll get the hang of it one of these days.

––––––––
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​Finding our way through the directionless space that is loneliness 
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So I'm not gonna lie, this chapter was one of the hardest to write because of the simple fact that I've been entrenched in a deep sense of loneliness for a number of years now, and even at the time of writing this, I'm still very much in it. At this point, I've sat for so long on what to extrapolate about the deeper nature of connection and how it affects us, and perhaps that's something I'm still doing now. Maybe I'll always be ruminating on that...It's interesting because something I've been questioning about myself through these past few years, is whether I'm just a lonely person innately. I question if, despite my optimism for life and its general bond to the universe, I've always existed a tad out of sync with the rest of humanity. Though even if that is the case, I admit some days it feels subtly selfish to constantly be thinking of "me," in relation to the essence of everything. I've noticed that seems to be a recurring theme when it comes to this stuff. The sanctity of the individual is pushed to the forefront in order to connect with others, ultimately becoming a healthy collective. It's kind of comical, as the whole point of us humans going through loneliness is to carve a way beyond it, and find our way to things that keep us in tune with each other and our world. In that journey, you're kinda forced to be introspective to some degree...You kinda have to talk to yourself...

That being said, it's hard to give a one size fits all take on the nature of loneliness considering it can afflict everyone differently. Though, I suppose the word "longing" comes to mind when I look at what others seem to be stuck in with their lives at times. I think to some degree, loneliness is rooted in longing, or perhaps loneliness is the longing. So many of us, whether consciously or unconsciously, long for connections that speak with us, resonate with us, on a level that enriches our existence. So many of us long for things of substance that touch our very being...In pondering this, I have to ask for those who can relate, what is yours born out of? Is it involuntary isolation? Voluntary isolation for some reason? Rejection from those you wanted kinship with? The death of loved ones whose absence can never be filled? Or maybe just disillusionment over the way of the world. It's funny because I think a variety of age demographics would say they feel the last one, just for different reasons, but I digress.

The point is, there are innumerable ways the human spirit cries for something to make it whole– to bring it solace perhaps, not just in the way of human connection, but with things that exist in general. Things like animals, physical environments, food even! And in that longing, I think there's varying degrees of separation that can leave our minds desolate if we don't acknowledge it. I say "desolate" because being lonely really can feel like a lifeless space. Almost like a long empty road at times. An empty road with no end in sight that can warp your perspective on life in strange ways not always healthy. I've often felt it's like a directionless space making you question your existence as time moves forward and you grapple with the longing...You search for reasons why things are like this right now, or what's to blame for it, or how to get out of it. It's an endless torrent of dark thoughts adding up over days, weeks, months, and even years for some. In that lonely march, one has to wonder what the takeaway is from all that struggle. I know I certainly have, that's partially why I sat on writing this for quite some time. To put it bluntly, I've struggled to find an answer for this in my own life that's worth sharing, especially given the feeling that I merely exist outside of time in this world. For my part, I can't help but feel like the progression of everything in this reality moves along without me being a part of it, and I've sat wondering if that feeling invalidates all the hope and beauty I've proclaimed to be connected to in my lifetime. Despite all my musings of connecting with people and loving them, and despite those feelings still ringing true to this day, I admit there's always been a piece of myself that's held back even in those intimate exchanges, and the reflections of them. There's always been a piece of me that's struggled to commune with the world, despite my best efforts. And the more time I spend alone, the more I question if my existence has just always been a farce without me realizing it...

Thoughts like that are a journey in and of itself, but it's a good example of a kind of...derangement that can spawn out of festered loneliness and isolation I think. Though I will say in essence, isolation can be quite distinct from loneliness. The former being what I'd say is a more, neutral situation that can actually benefit us in healthy doses, but the latter often has an easy path to a degrading view of things. Your life, the sanctity of the world, and even the value of things in it can be broken down when one's spirit starts to wither from the fallout of extensive loneliness. That's why I've found one path to mitigating all that is to be reflective in your isolation. Like I alluded to, being alone conceptually doesn't mean you're damned, even though we're partially programmed to avoid such distance from everything. On the contrary, I've found potential to make isolation, deep involuntary isolation that is, into a useful experience. To some degree, I try to use my separation to contemplate the essence of everything, while also acknowledging that my perception of... well 
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