A beautiful place
to get lost



In a world based on judgement, can there be a place
without right and wrong. So much authoritative text
is there about what is the right way of doing things,
right way of living, where is that love which comes
out of wisdom and which doesn’t dictate the path but
walk the path with you. That love and its expression,
which is open, a wonder at everything that life is
and can be. Something written which is read like a
children’s story of wonderland, yet it doesn’t shy
away from any topic saying it is too complicated.
Two lives walking together, talking, observing,
interacting, sharing, without any fear or boundary.

It feels like some romantic imagination right, in
reality, it is just being honest and sharing without
fear. It is not a compilation of soft, hollow words

to soothe one into sleep, to motivate one to achieve
so called success, to ease the pain by providing a
temporary crutch, but any word whether hard or soft

written with an open mind.



How do we get out of the maze of mind? How do

I condition the mind to get what I want? How do

I control the mind and become the most genius
person? All one gets from others are questions based
on expectations of what the answer should be. People
conditioned into thinking that there are only limited
ways to live.

It feels like life is drained out, like something
mechanical, just playing out roles which are so
rigid. The meaning of life in our present times, is
so lifeless, so rigid, closed, mechanical, repetitive,
forceful. Love is lost in the lanes of greed, desires.
People are moving with rigid boxes of iron around
them rubbing against what is open and loving. That
makes being open hard, having doubt on yourself
will be seen and felt as a weakness. But the other
choice is to be closed, narrow-minded, self-focused,
an existence devoid of any real exploration of life
and is limited and bounded.

Will you show some courage in really exploring what
life can be, or will you just choose out of the 5, 10,
100 options given to you? If you are really ready to
explore with an open mind, then these words will
start to loop around your mind, just like air loops
around your body.






Part 1



One wants to get lost. Roads are too clear. Mind
questioning the limits.

Limits of oneself, of intellect, of emotions, of
imagination, of thinking, of perception, of mind
solving a problem it has created and being happy
aboutit.........

Let us get lost in wilderness.

Simplicity is a cage. Sitting in a cage the bird has
built and now it is afraid of flying. What ifs.... what
ifs..... what ifs....the mind cries....and living all what
ifs in mind, the energy drains out,

and it watches from the cage window, waiting for
someone to free one from oneself.

There is nobody else. It is a bird sitting in a cage in
nothingness. The cage, nothingness, everything exist

in mind.

Is there more? One asks....asking not really, not from
the bottom of existence, not to let go of self..... but to
build on self, to add another fascinating achievement
to portfolio, another rare jewel to one’s collection....



this more means, more of same kind...more of
the same money, more of same sex, more of same

power....it doesn’t actually mean more.
What actually will be more?

Something that can’t be contained in words.
Something which can’t be derived from what one
already has. Something original, new, not some
iteration of same with different clothes.

Are we getting the depth of these words? Think
again...Are we?... If one is still reading, it means the
meaning has been skipped. If one really has the need
to know ‘more’, one will not entertain oneself with
romantic words. If the question is understood, like
really understood, then there will be no need to read
or listen to anyone telling you the answer.

It doesn’t matter. Words can’t reach..... love can.
Being can and is. Love which is pure acceptance.
There is no conflict within one’s parts. It is all
moving together, like it is not different.... and that is
it....the realization that there are no parts.

It is all one.



Thinking is the issue?
or

the desire to control thinking?

one looking at oneself with a question
am [?

what is this ‘I, which questions itself

‘I’ is an issue?
or

the question on whether ‘I" is?

lets remove I

not through questioning it
and not through accepting it
just remove it

what is left ‘is’



I am mind and mind is me

with this realization one moves on stairs

upwards or downwards?
doesn’t matter

it is thinking and I can’t stop it
it is not thinking and I can’t move it

the base is same
it is not to think or stop thinking
it is control on what happens when



Living is being. It is effortless. Like the light which

only knows to move straight.

It is all a story. Story of a human. Time started when
someone started the counting. We exist as each

other’s proof.
Can we know what was before time?

By definition of time or space-time, one who exists at
this time can’t move somewhere else to experience.

If one goes deep into existence, the untouched

grass of being, where parts are not discriminated,
where there is no conflict, no preference, where the
existence is realized as ‘present’... then one will
realize that it is not to know what is beyond story, it
is to know the full story.

Exploration without force is exploration of being.
There is no choice in that exploration. But it is pure
exploration as there is no prediction. Everything is a
surprise, every moment is lived completely.

The water runs down, making its own path. What it



is going to touch is never touched by water before.
Everything is first time as it only knows what is.

What is - is that a collection? Where is the starting
point? What would you call or name “the collection
of memories happening without a starting point’?
That is actually the story of that drop of water. Itis a
story with no starting and end time.

And that is the story of a human.



Round and round, mind moves
and round and round it goes again

every question makes it move
but it can only move in a circle
so where will it move

back to the question

if questions stop

the movement will stop
this stop is not forced stop
it is just not being there
like it just vanished

how will it vanish?
are we observing this mind trying to reach there
through questions

how else should I try?

where is the path?
what is it?

and round and round it goes again



Beauty doesn’t lie in explanations
it doesn’t lie in description of it
through words, images, videos....

it lies in experience
and no experience can be captured
experience is thought moving free

it doesn’t lie in preferences

a rainy day is beautiful

and a sunny day is beautiful

is there a day which is not beautiful

it is not static

it lies in its vulnerability of being dynamic

and it is beautiful because it is changing as well as
being

it ‘is and becoming’ both happening



A butterfly flaps its wings and everything changes

a butterfly decides to not flap its wings and
everything changes too

action or karma doesn’t lie in physical
it lies in will

physical is just manifestation of will in a form



Give me a piece
give me a piece
of this, that, that too, that also....

why do I still feel empty
why why why why why why

I have everything, everything a human desires
everything a human can imagine

what is this question I asked
whose answer can’t be bought

tell me a book, a podcast, lecture, teacher, a place...
tell me to do something
something which doesn’t make me feel empty

looking at oneself so helpless
tears flow through eyes



A bird takes off

but it has a concept of what kind of tree it wants to
sit on

it tries to match every tree that comes with the image
in mind

nothing matches it perfectly

the image in mind is created with measurements

obviously it can never match reality

it keeps flying with shallow purpose of finding what
it has imagined

ego doesn’t let it sit anywhere else

it can’t stop now
only death can end this struggle



What is life?
it moves through you, you who is living

what is death?
when the movement stops, it is death

now does the movement ever stops

a water molecule traveling through mountains goes
into ocean

it is still moving, just the name has changed

what has ended is the story of one of its forms
what was moving is still moving



A flower bloomed
and everyone came to explain to each other what has
happened

someone started painting

someone writing furiously

people coming with their tools of measurements

- language of any topic, science, spirituality,
philosophy, art....

every tool is different and nobody actually sees the
flower

now the factions have formed
let us fight to the end who is right

how will we decide who is right?
what if everybody is wrong?

does it really matter now what actually is truth?

someone sitting near the flower just being......



Everything from inside to outside
conscious of everything one can be conscious of

watching the world playing in oneself
in reality it is not like world playing in something

the play of what we call ‘I’ with ‘not I’ is your
complete world

that is all one can realize

the explanation of anything other than this is futile
it is all a mystery, changing every second, no rules,

no patterns, changing forms, moving in itself

someone calls it god, someone soul, someone life......

words, just words



Love is the answer

isn’t it?

the realization of ‘everything I am, is coming from
outside’

this humbleness is not

‘T am humble’ or ‘I have become humble’

it is humble because there is no I

or the I has realized that it is completely derived
from relationships with world

letting go is not a one time process
as collecting from outside is being human
so letting go keeps happening with collection

this movement is actually life
and this is realized again and again
now it is complete movement of thought

let us try a different way
‘God’ is god because it is accepted by what is ‘not
god’

value in concepts is derived from its acceptance in
the user of concepts
like currency, brands, diamonds etc.



if we understand this, then isn’t the one accepting
equally powerful

my story will not exist if nobody accepts it

the story is manifested in relationships

what one is,

is actually the love accepted by others



We are all under the weight of our own stories, our

own past

if you carry gold bricks on a trek
it doesn’t matter if it is gold
what will matter is the weight

in the same way the weight of a story is still weight

it doesn’t matter if it is a billionaire’s story or a poor’s
if it is one named Indian, American, Chinese....

if it is a winner’s story or a loser’s

whoever is reading this

don’t you feel the boundaries

the limited possibilities

clay getting molded in fixed patterns

even if we invent creative excuses or reasons of not
letting go of our weight
we do feel the limitations one time or other

the point gets lost in imaginative scenarios mind
creates after realizing this

- the weight is needed for survival

- what other option is there

- is it possible to actually get rid of weight?



- it is better to manage the weight more efficiently
than trying to get rid of it
- I'like my weight even it kills me

it never ends

the only end is to face it

what can or can’t

the only way to answer this absolutely is to do it
and find out

honesty about the question, to oneself will be the
fuel of life

I keep doubt and question with me

realizing the difference between knowing &
believing constantly

this is the only honest way to live the story



What goes outside, comes inside too
the hate, judgment which goes out for others
it will exist for oneself also

what actually happening there is not any exchange
it is just aggressive vibrations

what happens when one is angry, hateful

other than the mental story which is different for
different people

it is just manifestation in the form of intense release
of energy

love which goes out, comes in too
so in reality the concept of self-love is not about you
it is about how much love is given out

there is no difference between loving someone else or
loving self

it is just love

it doesn’t have direction like anger doesn’t have
directions

do we realize that words doesn’t have any inherent
effect other than utterance of a sound
and the meaning only exists in the limit accepted by



the one hearing it
what is written here, its real meaning, only exists in
the limits of acceptance of reader

can we say now or have we understood that the
teeling of love is not directional

if the feeling is generated inside you by whatever
means

it will be there for self as well as others



Will you let go of yourself just for a moment
for a second, don’t try to hold anything that needs
efforts

whether you are a teacher, leader, son, daughter,
male, female, INFP, INT]J, an introvert, extrovert,
secular, chinese, english, rich, poor, dog-lover,
cat-lover, beautiful, ugly, feminist, racist, science-
believer, religion-believer, a village person, a city
person, mainstream, offstream, whatever it is......

the labels attached to this infinite being of yours

this effort to control the infinite



Love is not a choice

it is melting away in other

‘I love you’ means there can be ‘I don’t love you’
or ‘I hate you’

remove I and you, that is what love is

love exist where there is no I and You
or there can be both I and You

where both exist without friction
like the dance of tree and light
like inhale and exhale

when it exist in harmony
then there is a sense in it
an order in it

and in order there are no separations



Let us sit sometime

when the boundaries of time are not that strict
when the fear is less, so that we don’t have to hide
ourselves

when it is time to rest after running for so long

let us shed the heavy armor we have gathered

like a man after fighting a day of war, torn, bruised,
tired

like a woman after a day of giving, caring for others,
exhausted

the entire day you have defeated unknown enemies
the struggle to keep the story going
to verify it constantly by others

let us sit with what all you really are and what all I
really am

it is not the resume, it is not the appearance, it is not
the data you and I know

how will we know if other is holding the boundary
without first removing our own boundary?



how will we understand your scars if we keep
holding them under shiny covers
see what they really are

let us sit with everyone
the earth, sun, clouds, stars, trees, birds .......
.............. and humans

let us all sit together naked, without boundaries



As one plays with another

the game of life

there is a middle ground

middle ground is overlap

place of openness

of no conflict

where things are understood by hinting
it is the same place around a bonfire
where laughter sounds higher than music

where being me is just effortless
where silence doesn’t feel like something empty
where ‘I’ is not imposing, both on myself and other

that is the place we need to be
to really have a conversation

language is not learnt just through grammar
the meaning lies in the stories



Mind and body together

it can happen in any way

the way of love, kindness, anger, hatred, silence,
movement

it is any way which has reached its destination
any way followed to its end

to reach end of one is to reach end of everything

we have all experienced it
yet it is not here because we have not accepted it

it is non-sense, it is intuition

a direction without a point



Thought grows like a tree
don’t let it grow

but it is thought’s nature to grow
now one is fighting against oneself

a tree trying not to be a tree
sun trying not to be sun

what burns can only burn
what flows can only flow

this inner conflict of mind to not accept a part of you
or you not accepting yourself the way you are

this tryst of a human to force things
to only accept what it understands

the problem is not that thought grows

the problem is to control whether it grows, how it
should grow, where it should grow



In the end

the absolute end

there will be just one question

not what is life, not what is mind

but who is asking all of these questions
who am I?

what is this I filled with questions

that is the final or the deepest where logic can reach

I questioning I, mind questioning itself



This is the territory where words have to be written
with utmost care
beyond this is where one is alone

who am I?
can someone else tell me this?

who am I can only be answered by the one
questioning it

the absolute understanding of this question is the
answer

the realization of loneliness in this concept of I

the realization of limits

the realization that thought can’t reach it

the realization that nothing done by mind is helping

when the meaningless, the absolute meaningless is
realized

there is nothing holding or constricting

there are no attachments

that is the moment of death

that is the moment of life

it is absolute silence

and it is all the sounds that can exist



it in itself is life

there is no method, no stair anymore
being absolutely in present

realizing the stupidity or rather

the childishness of mind

now we don’t fight

if one wants, the other yields

if one goes right, the other goes right too
there is no conflict anymore

there is no two, it is one

it is awareness of everything that is

the rain, river, snow, sea.....

isn’t it all water



The sound of rain drops
is not actually sound of rain
it is dance of raining surface and rain

two can dance in infinite ways

something that is manifesting in infinite forms and
the forms dance together making what is “is’

IS can’t exist without forms, and forms can’t exist
without ‘is’

that is how everything just moves together
a day transforms into night

or a night transforms into day

day & night exist in this transformation

can one look this as
‘something existing in 2 forms of day and night’
yes we can

and this something is you

you in whom day and night are manifesting
you who holds the entire universe inside

the question is not outward, it is inward

understanding universe means understanding you



all of you is entire humanity as somehow there is
commonality

the commonality extends outwards centred around ‘T’

the I is what it has collected
there is no choice really in what is being collected
the effort to make it a choice is suffering

it is continuous, yet the best I can do is pixels
it is infinite, yet the best I can do is numbers



The boundaries of ‘karma’
making it good and bad
making it successful and failure
making it useful and useless

all the weights hanging on that one action
dharma is not the weights
it is the flow of karma when the weights are gone

it is not a fixed path
it is not defined for one in isolation

the action here is not just physical
it includes everything tangible and intangible



Mind is childish
mind is stubborn
mind is moody
mind is a monkey

it doesn’t listen
it doesn’t talk
it moves when it moves

and stops when it stops

it needs attention
it needs love

it needs to be accepted

now it is what it is

the choice is clear

to keep fighting it or let it win
let it be what it does

without judgment



Only love can reach where nothing can

only love can touch what is

your defenses can only be put down from inside
any forceful attempt from outside will only result in
more defenses, not less

will you let these words enter

or will you just treat it as some ink on paper

we are not literally talking about words

all the words here, whether consciously or
unconsciously are pointing in some direction
the words are open, let you decide the direction
love doesn’t impose

love only exist in acceptance

somebody wrote and somebody is reading
if the words came out without friction
and they are accepted without friction
then this relationship is love

we are not used to love though

we are used to somebody imposing their perspectives
through authority

we are used to being told who we are, and who we
should be

so even love irritates us



it is better to have hate which is predictable than love
which is vulnerable

if you are reading with expectation of answers to
yourself from outside

then my love

it can’t be done

my way can’t be your way

an apple only knows how to be an apple
mango has to figure out itself what being mango is



There is deep loneliness in thinking
the sharp wires of logic cut deep

the walls keep on closing
closer and closer to what flows

what has boundaries is by definition lonely

its definition, its existence lies in isolation, separation

one plays card games with people

but it is not a play where everyone wants to be the
character of ‘winner’

it is a race, it is a comparison, it is me versus her

it is putting myself up and putting other down

that is where the boundary gets defined

boundary is not only physical one of walls, rooms,
apartments, buildings, society, city, state, country,
planet, galaxy.......

it is also a mental one

of what I can be and can’t be

these mental boundaries we carry with ourselves
so we feel lonely even in midst of life

has the boundary been defined from inside or
outside?



it is a continuous balance

I fear and it reduces its boundary
and world instantly occupies the space left open

I love and it expands
and the world creates space for it

a cage is a cage, no matter how fancy it is, how big it is
and any cage will ultimately render you lonely



When you try to catch infinite
what can happen

either you will be consumed
or you will be freed

it is the difference between laughing at you and
laughing with you

when one laughs with, there is no I, it has now
become infinite

the limitations of self are the efforts by us to isolate,
to separate, to make it easy for us to understand

when we understand or we feel we understand, we
feel a sense of superiority over what is understood

it is ownership, where something is the owner and
something is being owned

but infinity can’t be owned

what can own clouds

what can own space

yet we keep playing in our minds

this game of “this is mine” and “this is yours’, “my
love’, ‘my house’, ‘my property’, ‘'my music’, ‘my
thoughts’........



it is a spider trapped in its own web

it saw it can build web and get food to survive
and in the madness of greed, the arrogance of its
ability, it built a web everywhere

and soon there was no space for anything else

just a spider trapped in its own web



A dance of sound

a dance of light

a dance of space

and all of this combined

is the dance of one observing this
it is the dance of consciousness

what is conscious is what “is’

that is world and that is one observing the world



What can happen?

how does one realise the limits of it?
if you think with me

isn’t that the entire quest

to realise the limits

the exploration

the exploration of a water droplet is what manifests
in sea, clouds, ice, snow, river, lake, and all of that

and if you permit to let us go deeper
the water droplet is also exploration of something
this something whose exploration is everything is life



I accept the direction given by other

acceptance without doubt

if there is tightness, the direction is to move out
if there is emptiness, the direction is to expand
if there is too much sound, the direction is to be

silent, to listen

now all of these are romantic words

it is a thin line we have to walk in execution

it requires tremendous sensitivity and then to not get
afraid to follow the intuition

but if all of this is done through thinking, through
logic

then it is just imitation



Natural vibration is vibration which requires no
efforts in maintaining

the vibration of becoming is on top of vibrations of
being

it is not natural and requires continuous energy
even if the energy is not an issue

mind and body get tired

but we can’t let it rest as it is a race

so we squeeze every last drop

till a breakdown of fever or depression happens
these are both natural ways of balancing

but we don’t even have time to reset it naturally

and we keep dancing, tired, no expression, through
tea, coffee, weed, cigarettes, alcohol, pills.....

like something dancing in its own funeral



Love is “doubt’

the moment someone becomes certain
boundary creates separation

it creates isolation

identity as a concept depends on isolation

and this separation, boundary, isolation creates
conflict

but doubt won’t sell products
it won't create followers, fans, believers, supporters
watch around you, reflect inward and outward

would you listen to a guy saying ‘I know’ or a guy
saying ‘I know it can’t be known’

confidence is valued more than honesty or
humbleness

results are valued more than methods

power is valued more than kindness

control is valued more than freedom

we will rather have a statue/photograph of Buddha,
than having nothing

when ‘something’ is valued more than ‘nothing’
then love starts vanishing

when someone starts defending, any explorer will
look like an attacker



comfort of certainty is cosy but it is addictive and
slowly it becomes a cage
doubt is the only gate keeping the cage open

any opening means it can be transformed
comfort of certainty and fear of change paralyses one
the form hardens and becomes less flexible the more it

conforms

hardness is moving to death and flexibility is life
isn’t that is why silly things have more life
it is more fun to go outside the lines than the opposite

life lies in kindness

in being open

being patient

like a snail living time to its deepest

every moment, every second sensed to the fullest
living which takes death with it

life is here

in this moment of ink being forced through this page
and the moment it got registered in reader’s mind
this movement from me to you is life

it doesn’t exist in just me and just you



Silence in thoughts is bliss

it is peace

peace is not absolute inaction
peace is being in harmony

it is peace of efforts

being in natural flow around you

space is endless, yet mind tries to put its boundaries
on space
and this entire quest is recorded in time

is the mountain not there if it is covered by clouds
for the one in present - it is not

yet one who has recorded it in memory will say - it is
there, I know it

then someone tries to settle the dispute and they all
move towards it

all three reach to the mountain

the one being in present will say - it was not in past,
it is in present

is there any dispute on what is present?

the dispute is always on what was

it is recorded memory

time moves, the concept of time



only to verify the memory of past
the real time moves with present

a bird sang

someone heard it

the song only exist when someone heard it

the awareness of an experience is the experience
there is no space-time

there is only present



As T am writing it, there is a constant to and fro
I want you to read it, but I also understand the
limitations of words

the thought castle of ego builds so fast

see there is already an assumption of a reader
already an assumption of importance of the words
and through correlation ‘I’

a projection builds into future and that projection
starts influencing the words like right now

the flow is this
to go wherever it takes you
to write whatever is being written

we crave ‘control of mind’ but the answer lies in
‘being with mind’



Clouds playing hide and seek with the mountain
every moment is new and every moment is beautiful
trees have come alive between the mountain and
clouds

the birds are singing along with river

if we remove man-made contraptions, everything is
effortless, gentle, loving

trees are full of cherries

everything is so beautiful by just being itself

a rose - vulnerable, bright, deep fragrance

an apple tree - small yet strong, efficient

crows - dark, hiding, deep voice

...all of this is romanticism of mind but underneath
there is a realisation that this is it, both heaven & hell



A story is thought going on a journey

the play with thoughts, plays with emotions
it is an exploration inside oneself
exploration of not what is really new

but what feels like new

one explores ways of how one’s own story can be

or to feel comfort of validation by noticing the
similarities

the entire story is how one’s own parts are connected
it is reflection of self onto a changing screen

this entire book is a story and it is reflection of my
own relationships with world

and what you are understanding is your reflection of
these words based on your relationships with world



Just the existence of someone saying something
evokes fear in us

the first reaction is to judge it

is it in my favour or opposition

when the fear gets so deep
that one is even afraid of living

this is not a judgement

this is not to measure yourself against some IQ
standards or some spiritual milestones

this is a journey, a conversation we are having

this is not some absolute statement which we can’t be
part of

whatever you are, whatever makes you move

that is what these words are



The water droplets on rose shine like sun

apple trees are playing a mild visual music

sun plays with apple and the shadow of this play
plays with earth

it is endless

everything dancing in their own ways

and then comes human, defining what is dance and
what is not

defining what is music and what is not

giving marks, judging, evaluating constantly

money is one such parameter
fame, power, are ways to measure one against other



Anything that makes us deviate from our definition
of perfection “we call it disease’

mind should work like this and any deviation will be
mental disease

physical body should be like this and any deviation
from that will be physical disease

if one observes carefully, life comes from death

what we are calling disease is actually life happening
every life form is fighting for its own survival

we are virus to something else, just like corona is

virus to us

so play the game of life we must

but with the understanding that whether we kill
for our own survival

or something kills us for its own survival

there is no right and wrong

it is just life happening.......



Fear stops the mindful movement

it is urgency so one stops relying on thinking out the
scenarios

and relies more on reaction memory of past

everything tries to become instinctive

what is suppressed by thinking will come out as
reactions

reactions don’t have intelligence

it is just stored data of past

it is not directional so it is not selective

the subjective nature of life will be gone

in a roundabout way fear shows us the truth
just that there is nobody to see it at that time

fear shows the reality but one’s eyes are closed due
to fear only



Hey
how are you doing?

yes, you who is reading
how are you?

let’s pause this conversation and observe around us

and inside us

slow down and see around you, every little detail of
the room, balcony, living room,.....

listen to every sound

you may not be able to listen to micro ones

let the mind settle

how do you feel in hands, feet, stomach, head

let us just sit with each other in silence

just being in present



did you just saw these as dots or did you slowly
looked at each one
following the other

there is a deep silence behind all of this noise



let us just observe
both inside and outside
let us live this moment in its deepest

do you feel the sun?
or the sound of the bird
or sound of night insects

do you feel your heartbeat
feeling the immense pressure on it
and realizing the fickle nature of life

lie down and relax

there is air all around you as a blanket
remove those walls around you

and entire space is yours

there is an energy dancing inside you

let us just observe



What is it you are holding?
let us share

we can start with simpler things
slowly, one step after another

let us fill this silence with beauty
beauty of a heart opening up
the light from inside let loose

there is something about these moments
the heart is touched
fear is overcome

and warmth of love is felt



May not today

maybe tomorrow
patience........

let us see how it unfolds
what is, that is real treasure
just be

breathe



In a silent valley of consciousness
there lies tension
a friction

an excess of energy

a vain attempt
to stop the flow of a river

to transform infinite into finite

only insides can be known

it can only know itself

and it is distracted by its own creations
in games it has created

living in knots

knots lie in polarities

something stretched from both directions
love is when one lets go



Why acceptance is difficult?
because it means accepting both love and hate

why letting go is difficult?
because it means letting go of both fears and desires

why silence is difficult?
because it means saying no to both sweetness and
bitterness, both music and noise

why contentment is difficult?
because it means letting go of both dreams and

nightmares

it can’t happen just one way
letting go of past means letting go of everything

it is absolute



One story gets born
story will always have constraints
as constraints define different, new

you are a hero in your own story
you don’t need to prove it
even when the world is constantly doubting

this is not to build up arrogance

but to move forward with humbleness
yes, we can move forward with truth
yes, we can move forward with kindness

I know the measuring mind will put forward that
most people are not like that

that you won’t be successful like that

but you must have noticed that success is not enough
money is not enough

power is not enough

when the end will come what would matter

the expression of contentment on your face

number of hearts who will carry your love, your way
of being

now this remembrance is not the forced remembrance

of dictators



whose names are carried due to fear
and not due to love

your world, is all in your head

you have accepted the role in your story
either exercise this will power of acceptance to
change the role

or accept the role completely

it will be hard
the way of love is hard

but in the end

with the scars on you
when death will come

the real death of this form

there will be peace in heart



We must keep moving forward
even with the fear, hate, anger
even with the ignorance

change starts with one

let us start with the common parts
and slowly move to the center

if not now, tomorrow

maybe even not then

it is the action which counts

love









Part 2



We start with blank again

to question what is assumed

to know what is forced and what is natural
the thought that was on a journey, a trip
an assumption and prediction of future

what has turned in a routine

a predictability

a comfort zone

the weight of memories and attachments
the layers mind has collected

on top of what is

let me dissolve again

will you please let me be nobody

your path is my path

my freedom lies in your hands

we need to let go

to really have it

only then we can know what one really has
to hear the sound of raindrops from fresh
to really see

we need to separate the romanticism

from the substance

reality from the opinion/perspective

to see our bubbles separate from infinity



I really don’t know why I am writing
something feels different though

an ease into silence

just trying to share how I see it

how this is peaceful, sensitive

both of us are trying to walk together

how we both know we can never know each other
yet we are trying to communicate

I want to be stupid with you

to play the game of life with everyone

where we are together without fear

where silence is bearable

the only way feels like writing

here the mind can reach the experience

and a semblance of that experience are these words
semblance derived from our common understanding

something is trying to live through these words
it doesn’t need to try
yet its existence lies in trying



What does it mean to be a human?

In the words that are known and the common
understanding, being human is how human has
made sense of everything. It is not the sense we
are referring here. It is the way of making sense -
sum total of perception, thinking, acting, instincts,

emotions...... all of it.

Looking at it from another way, it is the process of
creating intelligence. There is wood and arrangement
of wood in a certain way is table. The difference
between two is the intelligence or the meaning. And
the possibility of this intelligence is human existence.

In the words of our times this is thinking. Thinking
here is not just the forced thoughts. It also includes
instincts, breathing, heart beating, beliefs and the
illogical.

We can look at it in a more simple way, the paper
with some marking is defined as money. A child
looks at it and it sees it all - the paper, the markings
and all that can be experienced from it. Yet
something is missing. It is the assignment of value,
assignment of meaning to that paper. That meaning is



what we are referring here, creation of this meaning

to be exact.

Humanity is the ability to create meaning, order,
sense in its own unique way.

Now there is nothing superior or inferior in making
sense of it one way or another. In fact we all make
sense of world in our own unique ways, like right
now you are making sense of these words in your

unique way.

Life is both this uniqueness and the shared overlap.
Where something is understood from what the writer
has intended but it still has uniqueness of the reader.
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It is the same between one human and other and it is
the same between human and nature. For example, if
one is trying to make sense of space, we can look it
as infinite straight lines originating from a point or

infinite concentric circles.
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There can be infinite ways to make sense of it, like
if we remove the reference center point then we can
also look at it as parallel lines, dots..... etc.
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Are we together? I am trying to separate ‘what is’
from “how one can make sense of it’. The option E is
what is, and A, B, C, D are ways of making sense.

E can be looked as empty or full. It can be zero

or sunya and it can be infinity or singularity. In a
sense E is what is. A, B, C, D are what you can call -
perspectives, ways of making sense, different forms
of intelligence.

Let us move further. The same way different human
can look at it differently, yet still there is overlap.
That overlap lies in something fundamental, that
fundamental which is shared is the essence of being
human. The word essence means the intangible. It
is the intelligence of a human, and the more closer
word which is accepted these days is, consciousness
of a human.

Let us deconstruct or look at this answer to the
original question in the same way. Let us apply what
we have understood from the words on the words
themselves. Then we will realize, all that we have
understood together is also trying to make sense of
the world. It is like one of the A, B, C, D options.



It is a viewpoint, a way of explaining, a way of
pointing towards E. If we can see beyond layers of
intelligence that are A, B, C, D, then E also lies in A,
B,C, D.

Now realizing that A has E too, and seeing
it all together, that is the full form of human

consciousness.



Meaningless

that which can’t be understood
what does it mean

it means that it doesn’t mean
who knows what that means

I can just try to write what I feel
there is no way to know what you understood
the stark realization of words

it is because

words don’t mean anything

it is a symbol of an experience

I can’t describe the weirdness of experience
the randomness of realization

so I pick the closest word in my mind

it is not about the words

it is about the flow

the sum total of individual meanings
is not the meaning of whole



Being closed in oneself

brings conflict

sometimes one is closed

because of one’s desire

and sometimes it is fear of society

it work in loops

any aggression, violence, hate, judgement
gives birth to more aggression and judgement

my father only received aggression, judgement
so now he can only give that

somebody bombs the house and parents of a child
who is going to answer that child

and maybe the one bombing, killing, destroying
has only received hate, judgement, loneliness

or maybe he/she is closed from arrogance
too sure that he/she is right

whenever anybody was too sure that his/her way is
the only way

there is no room for doubt

completely closed in one’s own world

it has brought great suffering to everyone



someone killed, destroyed, raped people because
of a particular identity

and that fear, hurt, suffering passed down
produces again the conditions to do it to
someone else

an intolerant society can only produce intolerance
and that intolerance again produces intolerant people
who start the next loop



There are no questions
the clarity of physical and mental
the superimposition of them

one doesn’t exist without other
most of us exist in small physical borders
yet in mental we live through so much

mental is thinking

the intangible

that by which we have defined time

that by which we have defined ownership,
relationships, morality, borders, identities

that what is called physical

is seen through mental

and all that is mental is derived from physical
perception

the human suffering is being human

the abilities of imagination

can help you enjoy a fantasy book
but it can also paralyze one with fear
fear of ‘what can happen’



the ability of questioning

can help in exploration

by which we figured out what is edible

by which we figured out fire

the same ability of questioning can make one
question oneself “‘who am I’

everything that is thought for “good’
can be used for ‘bad’
the intention doesn’t matter

yet we can’t stop ourselves
to solve a problem we will create another problem

the issue is not of action or no action
it is the emptiness inside with or without action



As one lives life

the desire of a time might become necessity later
one wanted to photography, write a novel, live in
nature, travel

an action born out of a will to explore life

but slowly it starts conforming to a pattern, a habit
either by a desire for more or to fit in current human
system

it is how deeper habits are born

based on the current value system

we might label them good or bad

on a deeper level it is just a limitation

the moment an action is born out of a reaction
the choice is gone

and life will feel more and more like a burden

so one constantly need to filter, to reset, to find again
the will

the limitations, boundaries of the human system will
always be there

still it needs to be constantly questioned

for the boundaries not to become suffocating



it is the balance, interplay between one’s inner voice
and outside

there is a role everybody has to play

but don’t let the role be stagnant

take a deep breath

realize what is needed and what is not
remove the things not required anymore
lighten the load

the purpose, meaning of life is not a one time thing
it is constantly adjusting, questioning and adapting

remember life is exploration of what can be based on
what is



As the wind plays with one

mildly cold

in open nature words just fly by

the realization that world is not just in thoughts

thoughts of what is in space, aliens, technology........
what is termed as future

thoughts of what was in past

of oneself and all ancestors

all of that is there
yet the wind washes it all down
and what remains is

harmony in oneself



What is written here is nothing new
it has been communicated and refreshed
again and again throughout time

words have been told
which in that time would mean

now the meaning is lost

that is why even with all of these words
there is no inner peace

we think the power lies in words
but the real power lies in one who decides the

meaning

the repetition of the word
when there is expectation/prediction of output
is just sound and nothing else

words can only reach where thought can
where logic/rational can

it is the human story
yet to observe the entire story
one needs to come out of it first



I am not good with words
any way of writing is only a scent
remember... oh but remembrance can be a problem

one doesn’t need to do anything
doing means what comes over the top
just be

in this collection of characters
let there be a character like you

there is nothing to be had
other than the realization of it being a story in mind
and still it is everything

one doesn’t need to prove anything to anyone
not out of arrogance but out of love for life

all of these words are written with love
it is all how I have made sense of everything
and the words are what can be shared

all of it crumbles in words though
on one side it is - one doesn’t need to prove anything
and on other side - everything you are is because of it



it is realization of how the only way to share right
now is words

but the words can only mean if we agree on it

maybe all the words are wrong

all of it is stupid

let us remove all that romanticism

and see these words as something personal being
shared without any authority

there is peace inside which I have never experienced
before

and that is all I am trying to share



Life

life happens in present
whether it is laughter, fear, lust... any thought
it is always in present

when one is sharing

like an experience

is that person more into re-living the experience of
past in his/her mind

or that experience is just a way to share something in
present

it is whether the movement of words is outside or
inside

how much one is opened when sharing
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dogs so peaceful among all that is happening
sun shining bright

the flies running, exploring, flying

the wind dancing with plants

the birds with all of their songs

and all of that is just there
but one’s attention is so narrow in its own thoughts
attention bound by boundaries

would you say this is missing on life
of all that life can be
or all that life is at that moment

living life means living full
the sensitivity

the vulnerability

the openness

the acceptance

living life is realizing that life can’t exist in isolation

one is a collection
a collection which can make sense
and there is no collection which doesn’t

when the weight, memory of past



and worry, planning, imagination of future
it all reduces to this moment
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present

that is why one feels alive in adventures
one feels alive in orgasms
one feels alive in newness

one feels alive in focus, concentration

those moments reduces one’s spread in past and
future to present
there is a scent of life in those moments

the spread of oneself in past and future takes efforts
a point spread to a line requires so much effort
what is really there is this point

the present

now

the experience

the ability to somehow feel that the present can be



remembered, is being human
the ability to feel that one can predict what the
present can be, is being human

in that sense
human consciousness lies in this
this sense of world in past, present, future

imagine if life can manifest in infinite forms

every form making sense of world in their own way
this making sense can be termed as ‘consciousness’
this consciousness relative to form is life

all of these words are not truth

it is way of making sense of present in one’s limited
capabilities

an effort to create an order in present state of human

consciousness

the only absolute is ‘I don’t know’
that there is no absolute ingredient which then
combine in different forms

it is not like there is something like “life’, which is
then put in physical forms
it is something which only exist in forms



but every form is its form or it

there is nothing which is not it

something moving in itself
something playing with itself

now looking at the entire picture like this
there is no absolute meaning to life
there are no measurements

what remains is love

something not done solely for self

when we realize that one’s world lies in self-
reflection

then the love is, love for self and in reciprocity it is
love for other

when touching other’s heart, we touch parts of
ourself

the direction of one’s life should be love

there only can be a direction

as only direction lies in present

this shining of love is just being yourself
least amount of efforts

be you until you don’t is the answer






What is the truth?

In my exploration of world/words so far, the only
way to hint at the answer to this question is the word
‘present’. Although we can then again go in next
problem of defining this word “present’.

Present is a word which humans have an intuitive

understanding of. This understanding is not logic

based. It is undeniable. Just by being, by living, by
even a smallest acknowledgement of life, one can’t
deny present.

Present is the word /concept which survives

the contradictions of human mind. It is, yet it is
constantly changing. It is, but by the time mind tries
to contain it, it has already changed.

Something which doesn’t have an opposite, that

is present. There is a movement back in past, a
movement further in future, when there is no
movement that is present. If somebody logically tries
to place it , it will be impossible.

Present is the only thing that exists outside of duality
- duality is existence of opposites. Present is the only



thing that exists outside scientific definition of time,
it is a point, not an interval, even maths and science

can only point to it, hint to it.

Let us see even a more easy way to look at it. There is
present. Can you describe it? The moment you think,
it is already past.

I know it is wordplay but isn’t it interesting that
there exist a word/concept with no explanation.
Writing all of this is also wordplay, we are not
actually looking at meaning or the existence of
words. We are using the shared accepted meaning of
our time to point to something.

In the sense that we have built till now ‘present’ is
the exact state of being. It is the constantly changing
reference yet in a sense it is absolute.

Present is hinted by a lot of different ways. Like the
snake eating its own tail.

It is not complete circle, it is not an incomplete circle.
It is the incomplete circle tending towards full circle.



Love,

People will tell you a lot of different things. It is like
this, it is like that. This is right, this is wrong. But
love, nobody can tell you how you are, what you are.
Nobody can tell you what is possible, what is not.

You know, everybody have been through what you
are going through. We all had lots of questions. All of
us had to figure it out ourselves.

People described to me what a river has been, what
it is, what it can be..... but you know it is not even

a fragment of it. When you sit near a stream, it has
the power to melt all inside you, when you dip your
feet and take a bath it will freeze all inside you. The
infinity of nature can’t be told. The infinity of life
can’t be told.

This is my heart to you, my love to you, let’s share
my slice of life with you. The beauty I see in a
flowing river with you. The answers I found of all
questions of life. All the love, beauty, peace I found
in life. I am trying to share all that with you.

People will tell you what life is, how it should
be lived. According to me, nobody can tell you



what your definition of life should be. A flower’s
definition of life is to blossom, a river’s definition is
to flow, a sun’s definition is to shine. Find out what
you are, life is both the journey and destination of
finding yourself.

One can get lost if one is too focused on the end
point and one can get lost if one is stagnant. Nothing
lasts in life, so sacrificing present for future has no
end. When there is sunny day, if one wishes for rain
and when it is raining if one wishes for sun, then one
can never be content. Content in what is.

The only thing one needs to live is honesty. Honesty
to yourself. When your heart won’t be tied down by
knots of contradictions. It will bloom and fragrance
of love will spread. You must have realized by now
that it is not the most opted option to doubt yourself.
To start with ‘I don’t know’ requires lots of courage.
The biggest mountain to climb is inside. Honesty
means and defines the only way to move. A river
honest to itself flows like the most beautiful being.
To someone calculating life in numbers, it might feel
dangerous or tame way of living. But it is what it is.
It is indifferent and that indifference or the ability to
be unbiased can only be based on honesty.



None of these words have power without experience,
so you should experience it yourself. Words like all
creations of thought are limited, limited by mind
who means them. All of these words are romance, it

is not the substance.

Human existence has revolved around the substance.
There is a possibility of life if one stop trying so hard.
The force applied to live, coming out of the desire for
permanence, in a world which is fleeting produces
friction. It is not to doubt this movement to live, it is
to doubt this desire of perfect control. Think about it,
we constantly find problems, challenges to entertain
ourselves. If there is some real problem, one doesn’t
need to find it. It will eventually find you. There are
so many layers of desire on the core. The only way to

experience is to let it go.

One is flying a kite. It requires constant pulling and
pushing. Will the kite fly if one doesn’t apply the
efforts. The only way to answer, is to let it go.

Have you seen a bird just flying. It only flaps when
necessary. Then it just steadies itself relative to wind
and it flies even without applying much efforts.

If thought or thinking is living then we should let the



thought loose and see where it goes. The movement
of thought is infinite, what is finite is the control,
control of where it should go and where it shouldn’t.
If life is exploration then by no way it can be realized
by control.

Human memory, human history, the intelligence,
the knowledge, the story, it is only useful and
meaningful to a human. Only human intelligence
can make sense of it. It is the shared experience of
everything- that is what you are. Don’t get stuck in
the weight of the past. It is your choice of what sense
you make out of it. It feels like past was paved by

a handful, but that is just a biased way of looking

at it. Think about it, do you know the name of
human who learnt to walk, who learnt how to start
fire, who learnt how to swim, who learnt cooking,
farming, who tasted everything to find out what is
edible..... now tell me will any of the history makers
of today will even survive without this. Existence is
not defined just by a billionaire, by the famous, by
the powerful, it is equally defined by the poor, by
the powerless. When we acknowledge that even the
flapping of a wings by a butterfly has the capability
to change entire world, why is then there is a
hierarchy in the value of life. In defining which life



is more important and which is not. From where does
this self-centered and corrupt view of life came from.

Have you realized by now that our entire existence

is borrowed from the past. If one realizes this, then
the ego of ‘I own this’, ‘I have done this” will melt
away by itself. One will become humble, thankful for
everything that is there. Humble to both what human
thought has produced and to all that it outside of
human thought. The real value of anything is realized
when one removes the glass of judgement and see for
oneself.

All of these words stop at some point. All of these

are ways one can approach life. One can start from
anywhere, walk any path... as long as there is honesty
and one keep walking, it will reach where these words
are pointed at. You know the world that everyone
exists in, is actually a limited personal world. It allows
one to define one’s own definition of life but that can
go the other way too. If one exist in one’s own world,
then there can be conflict, there can be loneliness. The
power to interpret life with a sense of ego, arrogance,
certainty results in friction with others who have their
own sphere of life. I can see it clearly so let me try if it
can be communicated clearly here.



‘T’ is the data collected from childhood till now, both
directly through experience and indirectly through
books, stories etc. One’s own world lies in reflection
of the entire collection. Someone who has never
flown in an aeroplane still has some concept about
flying. It is what an aeroplane and flying means to
them. Maybe they think of it in terms of how a bird
flies. Somebody who has read about aerodynamics
and the science behind it will look at it in completely
different manner. And then someone who has
actually flown through one will see it as completely
different. The same thing means different to different
people based on their lives, what they have collected.
The image of what is external comes from what is

inside.

If we have reached here, understood it at least
logically then we can go on to the next part of the
problem with human existence.

We can’t live in isolation and when we have to
interact with anyone else, we go by the only guidance
available to us, that is, the sense of the world in one’s
mind. The limited sense which one has collected. It

is an impossible task, so to make some order in it we
created systems. System of language, of morality,
religion, science, constitution, law and order.... all the



systems are inherently based on one simple objective
- to create order. Like I am writing now and the
reader is getting a perception of the meaning. This
interaction, or sharing, or communication is done
through the framework of language. If one actually
look deeply into it, then one will realize that even
with all of these frameworks, one can never tell what
the other has understood. I have used the power or
the intelligence of all of these frameworks, still I have
no idea what you are getting from it.

Now if one understand this, like really understand
it, then the framework will only be used as a help

or with some doubt. One will never ever give the
absolute status to any framework whether it is
science or religion. But do you observe what is
happening now. There is no place left for doubt now.
And that’s where human suffering lies. In this desire
to be absolute, to be completely certain. That is the
root of ego, of right and wrong. Where everyone is
different, different way of understanding life and
everyone is 100% certain that their perspective, their
understanding is the right one. Combine that with
the fact that we have to live together. Now everyone
wants to prove they are right and other is wrong.
Having doubt is considered as weak and anything
weak and vulnerable will be removed by force.



Do you understand now the reason of all human
suffering. This is what I have understood in my
limited capabilities. So much of what I am sharing
depends on words which in themselves are limited
and even the words come from limited experience.
Still I am trying based on the feeling of love. What
if this makes some sense to even one person and the
conflict, the fight, the comparison is reduced by a
little bit.

Why do I keep coming back to love? Because it is the
only way to really share. What is named love is this
state of openness.

You know I am sharing all of these words. But they
are all useless. I don’t know anything special. The
only thing I know and that also just for myself is that
‘it can’t be known’, “there is no absolute meaning’.

It hurts me to see people putting themselves down
because they don’t know a language, they are not
educated enough, they are not tall enough, not fair
enough. The various ways I am finding are ways by
which you again arrive at the conclusion that there is
no absolute. Everything is a story. The entire human
history is a story. The entire history of my existence
is also a story. The story is playing in one’s own

mind.



Love is the most beautiful way a human can exist.
What people say as the highest form of consciousness
is not intelligence or memory usage, it is the state

of love. The highest form of one is when one stop
putting efforts in it. Natural way of being is the
highest form of being. And one doesn’t need to apply
any efforts if it’s natural.



Does a rose have a choice to not be rose
to stop being so beautiful

to stop smelling so good

just because

someone will pluck it for these

is there a choice

till the time there is life

live to the most deepest

be you

just be

be

there is no other option anyways



Love is the only way to define true movement of life
the purpose, the reason of life’s existence

love for everyone is love for yourself
nothing can fill you how love does

anyone who is searching
who has tried to fill themselves and still feels empty
try love

love will fill you when you give
the more you will love the more will come
it never ends as there are no boundaries of logic

in love

love is the universe of a human

the entirety of a human

when there is no limitation

no pressure, no efforts, no boundaries

then the self dissolves into other

and something that is both fleeting yet permanent
is born

love is when
out of two choices of owning other to boost yourself



or dissolving yourself for other
you select none

because love is never a choice



The Way

some search for answers
some don’t

is the question fundamental
or the answer fundamental

anyone who has arrived has not arrived
because the goalpost is constantly changing
doing and undoing has to happen together
and for it to happen

happen in the sense of magic

a coincidence

there can’t be a path

it has to be the natural way

a way not derived by logic

it can’t be someone else’s way

the way depends on where you are
when everyone is at a different point
the way of others can’t be used

look at it this way

one says that in words

but the other can only look how they have arrived at
the question



the mountain keeps changing

so the way needs to be new

the mountain is personal

and to climb one needs to stop looking outward

in the end there is no mountain to climb

one is already there

you just need to let go of the image of mountain and
the paths in your mind



I write
because words are given
because words are there

words of right and wrong
words of life and death
words of me and nature
words of religion and science

words can only undo what words have created

my words are words of the time
words to think
and words to stop thinking

it is a useless exercise

somebody creates a word

and the other destroys it

it is not the word that is destroyed

it is the meaning



I am a story

a fabrication in mind
am I more than that
maybe

maybe not

am [ writing my own story

are others writing it

carrying the entire human history inside myself
I search for what is me

I want to fly
but there are rules
can one fly in rules?

I want to be free
free of what
free of myself

the right hand stopping the left
the right wing moving opposite to left

I am entangled in myself
if only one yields
stop fighting



we can’t move if one foot move forward

and the other move backward

why do we want it a particular way

when all of it is a story

why not let it unfold

one can really fly when there is no expectation of

destination

don’t write with the notion of meaning
that is real writing

that is real flow

it can never happen alone

a bird flying both by itself and the wind
if one fly against wind
it is flying against flying

what if you just fall
and let the wind take you

when all of it, is this moment
without doubt

some of me and some of wind
dancing with each other



then the story will write itself
a story free of ending
free of itself



I want to belong yet separate
I want to be here yet not here

give me love but not all
give me truth but not all

rules but not entirely
predictable but not completely

I want to let go but not everything
I want the wants yet not all



Lets have a conversation

taking a pause

from proving

and disproving

both to others and yourself

can we put our attention free
and just observe

free the heart bound by shackles
and listen to its beat

I am not saying it metaphorically
let us do it

will you slow down the reading
the words are going nowhere

let us have a conversation like it is the last
remove the romance

there is no time for that

what would we talk about if we remove all the
judgements
with the world in a race

can we stop



sit on the side

and have this conversation

it might not change anything

can we do this without expectation

let us remove the labels
of any kind of differentiation
let us remove the conditions on life

remove the labels

everything in that identity card

male/female, hindu/buddhist/christian, young/old,
owner/employee,

all the identity marks of place of birth, time of birth,
religion, career, gender, colour of skin, language

and then look at yourself

and look at others with the same vision

can we observe both ourselves and others
without these labels of discrimination



talking to a girl/boy should be like this

talking to a black/brown/white should be like this
talking to a rich/poor person should be like this
talking to a boss/employee should be like this

can we remove these conditions on conversation
and just talk human to human

these weights on mind of all sort of relationships
a conversation without expectation
without a desire to gain out of it

a conversation
both with ourself and others

how are you
asking this to ourselves and others



or
maybe just a smile

an acknowledgement
of yourself and others

listen
just listen
to both yourself and others

it might be hard
you might be holding tough words
which will be difficult to listen to

this hesitation to open up

to let down your defences

this fear of getting hurt
everyone has it

but we need to start somewhere
we need to take a chance



what if it turns out as painful
but what if it turns out as joyful

can we stop talking
stop sharing

just because of the fear from past memories

will you jump again without expectation
what if you fall
but what if you fly

if we fail

we will try again

will you take a chance again

so that we can have this conversation



Why do you laugh?
one asks

why do we breathe?
can actions be only performed with reason?

happiness is ‘I am happy’
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it is not ‘I am happy because......

a person in love smiles
not because of something

it just happens because it is there



Lost in ourselves

in the clothes, the outer

is the answer inside

it is neither inside nor outside

it is where there is no inside & outside

one likes when someone praises them for clothes
yet they question when someone hates them for
clothes

the ‘Maya’ is fine when it is giving pleasures

yet it becomes the evil Maya when it is used against

you

the judgement lies inside you

what you apply on the world will be applied on you
the same scooter reduces the effort

and the same produces pollution

one can’t be without other

something which can give pleasure

automatically has the power to give suffering

do you also question when you are following the
comfortable paths

do you question the happiness

just like you question the sadness

the path to truth

is the path of honesty



or maybe

it is just entertainment for you

just another discussion for mental stimulation

do you have the courage to let it all go

or is it just like buying a product from the market
the mentality that everything can be bought

then you will only get imitations

the fake, the copy

the journey is pathless and it might require immense
energy

are you willing to pay this price for truth

not the fake truth bought online

while watching Netflix

another stimulating documentary, another touching
song, another guru selling meditation books, another
entrepreneur promising to show the end of the
world, another motivation speaker

I can’t tell you the truth

the truth can’t be told in words

but I can clear the mirage of fake truth

the lie you tell yourself every night and still feel
empty inside



I am nobody

but don’t tell me you don’t see the corruption in
human character

judging others with different standards than yourself

I don’t know if these words reach you

the selfishness, double standards, addiction to
comfortable paths is so deeply rooted
question the whole world

but also question yourself

you are not the exception

I am not the exception

the judgement, the hate, the loneliness

is both because of outside and inside

the outside can be changed

what about the insides

where will you run away from what is inside



What if life?
You are life. The word life is defined with respect to

you, so the only answer or the assumption is you are
life.

What is not life?
It is impossible to answer. If life lies in you being
conscious of the world (both inside and outside) then

everything you are conscious of is life or part/form
of life.

What is a human?

The circle of similarities extends outwards. It is the
way mind has grouped. The first grouping is defined
as human. There is no way to tell if the world I am
conscious is the same as anything else. Still there are
similarities, an agreement, a consent and all who are
part are defined as human.

What are emotions?

The tools acquired by the mind/consciousness so
that the movement keeps going. All emotions lies in
relationships with the world. So that consciousness
can keep flowing in the world of its own creations.

What is time?
A sense created based on characteristic of mind



called memory. A concept/word derived from a
way of understanding which has been proved quite

useful.

What are all of these answers?

An absolute understanding of my world based on
relative framework of time. It is valid only for what
is defined as ‘present’ in time. They are written by a
personal understanding of present words and most

accepted way of looking.



These are just words
but these can be life
depends on you
the one reading

it is just a tree
but it can be life
depends on you who is looking

it is just paper
but it can be money
or it can be a book

the sense, beauty is not in these words

it is in you

it is in the agreement of life between me and you
there is no one in your world

the entire world is you

you think there is intelligence

therefore there has to be someone creating it
but the intelligence is in you

and it is not absolute

what stops one from blooming like a flower
the sparkle in eyes



are the boundaries created by you and me

what stops one from dancing

is the judgement of useful and useless

one can’t laugh without reason

one can’t dance without reason

who told you there has to be reason for everything
this limitation we have imposed on ourselves
where unreasonable can’t exist

where meaningless can’t exist

a life defined, bounded

reason always looses to love

it has happened before and it will happen again
you can feel it somewhere deep down

don’t you

that is why I am writing and you are reading

if the self-love is contained to just the physical body
just the narrow definition of self

and not to the entire world of oneself

that love is just a lifeless copy

an imitation

a reflection



What is depression?

It is the reaction of mind just like fever is reaction

of body. Mind trying to establish order so the
attention is reduced elsewhere. A strict mind will
not let anomaly exist and it will drain all energy.
Establishment of order or acceptance of disorder

are the only ways out. Thought in a loop is a sink of
energy. The more central the role of thought and the
meaning (order) is, more intense will be requirement
of energy.

With the new classification of world into mental and
physical, we can understand that mental is limited.

It is just recycling what already has been created.
Nothing new can come out of it. While the physical is
ever changing.

In the times of now, so much importance is given

to mental, that it is highly possible that one looses
touch with the other part. The mobile is physical,
yet the meaning of images one sees on social media,
is mental projection. Even the image one sees in
physical is somewhere mental too. It is the degree
of attention on mental is higher when using mind
created tools. The more the attention is trained on



importance, the easier and more natural it will be for
it to stay there. With the thought gone deep and deep
into concepts, like the dreams, it is very probable that
one looses the awareness of full existence. ‘Living in
the head” will be a very close phrase to describe it.

When the mental projection becomes so strong, both
because of the importance given to it by society

and the individual, that it completely overpowers
what we call physical or reality, then it becomes
uncontrollable. Mental is a looping machine based
on assumptions, if one looses sight that it is based on
assumptions and then keep giving it more and more
energy, it will completely drain everything out of
you.

Think of it as a game designed in a loop and while
playing one looses the realization that it is a game. A
person trapped in dreams or mentalscapes.

All the stories that titillate you on any screen, are all
being played in mental based on the data you have
already gathered. All the books are mental. What
only holds value in human mind relies heavily on
mental like the currency note or the modern version

of it, cryptocurrency.



If you really want to understand the cause of mental
health problems, you have to look at the complete
picture. If you keep putting stress on your body
continuously, without a break, the chances are that it
is going to break. Similarly, if you keep your mind in
a state of tension all the time, it will certainly result
in some mental health problem.

We live in a time where taking stress is celebrated
though. The culture of more and more. More and
more piling up of the same stuff. We live in stories of
people putting them through stress and coming out
as superheroes. It only took 10 vacations in 8 years, it
only slept for 4 hours a day. Where silence is termed
as waste because it is not taking part in this race. A
human bound so tightly by mind that the only end

is destruction. By the same logic of value and cost,
there will be tremendous price to pay for all of this.

If only one can look beyond

look beyond these boundaries

this converting of everything life can be in numbers
if only one realizes that life can’t be contained

that all of this is you happening

and it will happen anyways

if only one sits and observe mindfully



what all is already given

rather than running behind the shadow, the reflection
if one sees, realizes the real you

you who is life

you without any boundaries



One need to be aware of assumptions

when the assumptions forming the base are gone
then the impermanency will be realised

the meaningless nature of words will be realized

Is it the absolute truth?
I don’t know, the concepts of truth & absolute are

also assumptions.

Is the realization permanent?
I don’t know.

How do I know that these answers are not derived
just from accumulated words?

Maybe, maybe not. But the words are making sense
without anything explicitly told.

Is it fake, a lie well lived?

There is no ‘it’ to be faked. What is written is all
based on observations and logic. All of it is open for
conversation and it is not any absolute moral code of
living life or any objective answer of what life is.

By writing these words, I might have assumed a
lot. But the assumptions are made to question other
assumptions. I have to stand on some words to
question other.



Will you read these words just as some anonymous
words without forming a base of assumptions and
see if there is a sense, a value. And do that for
everything in life. Realizing the value, not because of
where it came from, but in the real sense of value to
you. Like an apple given to you without a name and
you have to decide its value. It will require removing
the superficial out of real. A sense of awareness, and
that is the only way for both you and me to arrive at
common value, the real value, if there is any.



Whether I tell you the answer or the question

it doesn’t matter if it is coming from me

I can write, can keep writing

but in the end, it will be just another written word
it is all a stupid quest

an assumption that our world is common

that someone else can show the path

of the mountain in your and my mind

our world can be one

if we both leave the form

and the experiences of the form
there is one place and word for that
in logical sense it is present

and in romantic sense

it is love

but all of these words

can just entertain you

even with all the energy

there is no way we can experience the same thing
keep the honesty with you

and if you have any question

you will arrive at the answer

the question doesn’t matter



but a being fixed on questions can’t just leave them
an existence bound by cause and effect

in the meaningless life
the only way for you is your way
and for me it is my