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he age of information. A blessing... and a curse. Everything dilutes into noise. °
trained our brains for Neophilia—an absolute inability to endure silence or the
absence of novelty for more than a few seconds.
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The cross is time. The physical body

does not exist outside of time and
space. Consequently, human thought
only exists within time. If you are the

body, you are trapped in the clock.
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the heaviest
burden of the ego.

!

single instant.

Samsara is not merely physical
reincarnation. It is the continuous
exhausting death and rebirth of
what you think you are at every




and complex methods. The human
mind loves to complicate reality to
feel special. The ego thrives on
: distinction.
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If | can just decode
this next mystery, | will
finally be spiritual...
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Died blind and fragile at 45. Did not " N/l ) “
pray for wealth or perpetual health. | .. tocontrol the mind or manifest desires. §
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Chose to be the least of all. Sought only pure surrender.
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/< Perfect discourse, zero inner peace. The content of |
words is not the metric of realization. |
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& Archaic discourse, absolute inner peace. ***

e KR Bl i,

Vanity can dress itself in the robes of % ,, A cake full of gluten and sugar baked with deep | 2
) | spiritual purity. . = love holds more grace than a spiritual judgment. | =
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" The moment the mind captures the present, it has already become
a memory. Real life—eternal life—only exists in the Now. Without
parts, without divisions. This is true Yoga. This is union.
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y Imagine you are an atom sitting in a plastic chair in a
theater. This is your limited, individual point of view.
Your opinions are tight clothes that restrict your

movement. You shout to defend them, but they are
the very cause of your discomfort.
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N Samt Franc;ls and Ramana Maharshl d|d not flnd dlfferent truths By abandonmg thelr Ilmlted %
“theater chairs”, they merged into the exact same Witness. The union of all viewpoints |
generates The Witness—formless, nameless, without language, without borders.
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To be absolutely practical right now, in this instant...
you know that you exist. Rest in that certainty. Drop the tension.

(Absolute silence)
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