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I think human beings give in to hate, anger, lust, and every emotion but love too quickly. Do you know why? Because it’s easy. Giving in to love, especially when you’re hurt, especially when you’re broken, demands immense strength. That is why darker emotions often overpower love. Yet I believe humans are made to love, and they’ll never find peace until they surrender to it; until they become enslaved to pure love and relinquish their freedom to choose hatred or rage.
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Real freedom isn’t born from choice, it comes from the luxury of not choosing. Choice is a burden, a cross true lovers refuse to carry. How beautiful to love someone so completely that their presence guides your decisions; how sacred to serve them this way. Remove love, and this surrender turns horrific.
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So-called "madmen" are often such lovers. The masses miss the devotion in their madness. Divine lovers fixate solely on their Beloved, consumed by love’s fire. Modern people drowning in choices, theories, products, and multiplicities brand these devotees of oneness insane.
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Those blind to love see Abraham as a madman lifting a knife to his son. Those who understand love know him as a lover whose devotion was so absolute, he passed the ultimate test. Hence the son lived, replaced by a lamb. Never call someone mad until you stand where they stand.
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This book speaks to both reason and emotion. Poems stir the heart; prose reflections engage the mind. Together, they whisper: “There is reason in madness, and madness in love.” The divine madness explored here is no illness, it’s the timeless taboo of tearing away veils to love the One.
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Madness is often understood as a binary opposition to sanity, often equated with rationality or reason. Yet, few truly comprehend spiritual madness for what it really is. In my opinion, madness arises from coming face to face with a greater truth that a weak mind cannot possess; thus, it loses its faculties and dives into the wilderness of wonder.
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Yes, madness is awe. It is a state of wonder that often strips away all sets of realities and beliefs, giving only one truth in return: that there are no truths, only interpretations. All lovers of the divine and some great thinkers experience this madness I speak of, but some never return. In my part of the world, it is often said and believed that God is the only truth, everything else is illusion. Realization of this reality can lead to a state that appears as madness. This singular truth - not truth as we typically know it, which has juxtapositions of falsehood to contradict and assert binaries - has no binary, no opposite, nothing to explain it through juxtaposition or opposition. Hence, this truth becomes utterly unprecedented. When a person experiences it, the way is lost and madness prevails: a madness of acute intensity and extreme terror, yet filled with awe and wonder.

––––––––
[image: ]


The only point decipherable from the above reflection is this: madness is not what it seems, and sanity is not what it seems. What things are and how we perceive them are fundamentally distinct. It is foolish for a blind man to lead others and show them the path; the true madness lies in the blind man himself, so full of self-importance that he cannot even see his own blindness. What appears as madness to the blind man may not be madness at all. When a man accused of madness by the blind man laughs at his blindness, the blind man only grows more certain in his false judgment. Such are the judgments of the blind people of this world to the ones who can see, declaring them mad.
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Alas! I revel and marvel at this world, yet I loathe its blindness to my madness, a poet's madness, and I despise its monotonous dispositions. A world where people create so-called "technologies," where tech giants are worshipped with near-spiritual obsession, is a world in decline and decay. There is no supreme achievement in discovering that two plus two equals four. In my eyes, the true achievement is realizing that "two" does not even exist; thus, there can never be four, or five, or anything at all. Some find pleasure in asserting their egos; others, in losing themselves. Alas! The latter breed is nowhere to be found in recent times.
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This madness I speak of is what the Sufis call Majzoob, literally meaning "the one who is completely absorbed," existing in the state of Jazb, or complete absorption. When two great egos collide, the stronger inevitably absorbs the weaker utterly, causing the weaker ego to cease existing entirely. This mirrors what occurs when the One and Only Truth is revealed to a man's heart. Perhaps the weaker ego never truly existed, for how can a truly great ego absorb something fundamentally not itself? You cannot absorb what is alien to you; you cannot truly see what is not you. All knowing arises from the Self, and the Self can only know itself. If it knew otherwise, it would be unworthy of being called Self. What a complete and lonely feeling this is!
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This process of absorption imbues existence with a pantheistic essence. When everything is perceived as One, each drop ceases to be seen as merely a drop, it is the ocean. The drop loses its separate identity and existence, beginning instead to perceive the profound order within the apparent chaos of drops: the harmony inherent in Oneness.
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Yet, to achieve this state, one must undergo the harrowing process of self-annihilation, a journey often deemed madness by the crowd. Therefore, these writings are not chronicles of a destination, but of the journey itself. They are not testaments to completion, but to destruction. They do not record the achievement of Oneness; they document the loss of everything in its pursuit. Hence, these writings embody what the layman calls madness.
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I cherish our silences

when we say everything
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Indeed silence is the language of God and all else is just a poor translation. When all the dichotomies, all the opposites, all the contradictions, all the egos that we so proudly serve and water fade into oneness and that oneness has no parallel to infer explanation through allegory or contrast, one feels the immense overcoming of nothingness hidden in all. At that moment what is left is nothing but silence.
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grief will pave the way for happiness

lose everything and you’ll find everything

here where I am, everything is topsy turvy

here where I am, being is not being

here where I am, not being is being
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when the face of the king appears

give away your everything

everything that you once loved

everything that you once had
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the core essence of your being

it belongs to the king

don’t even say "ugh"

just give away your head as a souvenir

and your heart will become gold

and will shine forever
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True love tests you, it demands sacrifice. These days people whine about not finding true love but when these people are tested, they are not willing to sacrifice one ounce of themselves and their egos. You cannot find love if all you love is yourself.
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let me consume in my pain

and drown in my blood

as my struggles go in vain

indifferent stays heaven
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so let there be no justice

and no mercy to the innocent’s cry

let this be a tyrant’s world

as within myself, I die
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All the people who have tried to change the world have been somewhat foolish. World was not created to be changed or to create a utopia here, it was created to change you, to hurt you, to pain you and in the end to bow you down in supplication that includes content and euphoric indifference. World was never made to change, you were. And when you change, it is quite possible you will change the world too. The revolution within may project outward. 
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