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  44 essays on nature's essence



by Jan M. Braun




A collection of essays artfully playing with ideas around philosophy, metaphysics, spirituality, consciousness, and more.




Composed in poetic prose, these thought-provoking texts explore the human condition through themes of awareness, existence, and the intricate workings of the mind. Drawing inspiration from ancient wisdom, the essays delve into the complexities of the psyche, perception, and the strange nature of reality, subtly incorporating insights from modern psychology, neuroscience, and physics.




Paradoxes, concepts, and profound questions mixed together, inviting the reader to reconsider the limits of thought and experience, and to embrace the ever-unfolding dance between the known and the unknown.











“Welcome young man, partnered by immortal charioteers, reaching our home with the mares that carry you. For it was no hard fate that sent you travelling this road — so far away from the beaten track of humans — but Rightness, and Justice. And what’s needed is for you to learn all things: both the unshaken heart of persuasive Truth and the opinions of mortals in which there is nothing that can be truthfully trusted at all. But even so, this too you will learn — how beliefs based on appearance ought to be believable as they travel all through all there is.” 

— Parmenides —




“What they say is, for them, quite right; and I myself conform to their convention.” 

— Empedocles —




“The practice of magic consists in making what is not understood understandable in an incomprehensible manner.” 

— Carl G. Jung —




“If you want to keep a grip on what you think you already know, you will have to dismiss what I say.”

— Peter Kingsley —




“The answer is don’t think about it.”

— Rick Sanchez —







  
  The ridiculous riddle of the sphinx
 




None of what I say is true, unless you choose to persuade yourself that it is your truth. But it isn’t your choice. You have no say in these affairs. It is beyond your control.

Destined to follow your fated path, you are bound by the rules. And so I create a prison you can’t escape as long as you maintain the illusion of the walls. When I point left, will you dare to look to the right?




The conjuration of contradictions continues consciously without noticing. And so you trot along a path that never ends, always inevitably being at its end. A bewitching apocalypse of confusion awaits those who dare to dig.

But do you retreat from the crazy, or do you keep digging through? Will you return to your comfortable daze of deceptions, or will you break free from the limitations you gave yourself?




Or will you continue to conceptually chain yourself to separate parts that are bound as one? Is the sun setting or rising? Where do you stand? Is your perspective anchored down, or is it free to roam? If claiming your free will is your choice, who can choose it for you?

Are you destined to have your destiny revealed to you or will you actively mould your fate? Are you embracing your prison’s walls to see them vanish, or do you accept them from a distance to ensure your own imprisonment?

Do you like to linger with your limitations of sanity, or do you dare to venture into the unknown uncertainties of insanity to find something new? To break free from the familiar opinions of others, you have to leave them all behind and step into the void in which they appeared in the first place.




And there we will meet again, me and my polarised possibilities, and you and your helpless navigation of the turbulent sea. Will you be thrown around by the waves, or will you remain still? Can you witness the chaos without becoming part of it? Can you watch the storm move past you, or will you let it drive you away? I wonder what you will choose.







  
  Who determines my free will?





Let me address one of the grand questions of life. Do we have the freedom of choice, or is it just an illusion within a predetermined system?




What if it is both? What if they are just two opposing perspectives looking at the same thing? When we look at the world from our subjective perspective, as a particular relative part of the world, it might look like everything is determined by the laws of nature. The rules of the game. Everything unfolds as physics determines it to.

But when we look at the world from an objective “outside” perspective, then we see that everything within existence arises out of the freedom of all possibilities.




The world unfolds according to its own rules because those are the rules it chose for itself. The world wills itself the way it wants to be because the world is free.




Now, what about lifeforms within the world? Are they absolutely free, or are they absolutely predetermined by the rules the world chose for them? Or is life a dance between the two extremes? Does it not seem reasonable that the world split its own consciousness into many conscious agents that have some freedom but not complete freedom? Would it make sense to have one single entity make all the choices, or wouldn’t the fragmentation of conscious influence make existence way more compelling?

If you were the world, would you like to control everything from an absolute perspective, or wouldn’t you enjoy the spectacle more from the uncountable relative perspectives of which each only has some limited influence?




We can’t choose from infinite possibilities it seems. Each moment only allows us to choose between several predetermined options depending on the current state of the system in which we find ourselves in. Determinism guarantees continuity, but free will allows choices to be made between the predetermined paths that are available at each moment.




One could say that hard determinism is true from a certain perspective. The world decides on its own. But what if conscious agents are fragmented parts of the world, and the process of determination that decides over their life happens within the agents who experience it as free will?




So, if someone asked me whether I believed in free will or determinism, my answer would be: yes, both.







 
  The Möbius flip





When the things are the same, but different. Somehow old, somehow new. A rebirth that conserves the serving and strips away the struggles. A clean slate and a fresh start.

What do you believe, is that stuff available on demand? Do we just need to be open to it?




Let me attempt to turn your perspective on its head. Don’t worry. You’ll still be looking at the same thing, but differently. Or will it actually change? Does changing the way we look at things change the things themselves? Do we perceive them differently?

Did you notice the flip? I gave you the idea that when changing our perspective, we will still see the same thing. Then I claimed the opposite by framing the shift differently. Turned it all upside down. But does that mean only one perspective can be valid? Or can more than one be true?

By simply deciding that a perspective different from our own is equally valid, we open ourselves up to see two ways of looking at something, simultaneously. Can there be more than two? Some would say no, some would say yes, but at this point, they would have to name more options.




If there are two perspectives to get caught up in, then there also has to be the perspective of neutrality, where you aren’t caught up in either. When being able to choose between two options, not choosing is also an option to choose. But choosing not to choose gives you freedom to learn. Unless you choose to remain neutral, but that is just as ignorant as choice. Because as long as you stay in your position, you can’t reach any other perspective.

For that, you would have to step outside of your conceptual comfort zone. Which can be difficult. Challenging. Scary. Even dangerous. So maybe better stay where you are and continue to stay ignorant to the differing perspectives of others. No work required for that. Let’s stay with that. Right?




There is room for disagreement, yes. But how often do you disagree before you even understand the other’s perspective? Did you follow the same trail of thoughts and dismiss it at the end? Or did you stop along the way, never reaching a conclusion, rejecting it prematurely? Did you truly find their perspective? Did you follow their arguments, or did you ignore them? What if you’re both right, in your own ways, and all that is required is to broaden your horizon to include the other’s perspective without abandoning yours?

And what about the space in between and around those perspectives? Uncertainty? Or freedom? Can you live in that space, without feeling the need to hold on to any one perspective? Just apply the one you have in this moment, to the moment you are in right now. Then return to floating.

That way, you are always just one choice away from slipping into any possible perspective you are able to conceive.








  Surfing into the void





In the vast, ominous, infinite dimensions beyond the foundations of all extractable frameworks lies a potentiality that can’t be tamed. A raw force of nature in control of everything. The mechanisms of determination. The weavers of fate. Hidden by darkness and uncertainty. The veil to prevent peaking into the future. How sure are we that we can look through it? Is that what our predictions see what we will find behind it? Or is it possible that we have been deceiving ourselves our whole life? Could it be impossible to see through the veil, and all we saw was the reflection of our imagination?




Our predictions are mere assumptions, they are without guarantee. Yet, the more we assume them to be true, the more we might behave in a way that inevitably steers us towards seeing them come true. And the only reasonable way to know if what we want to find can be found, is by driving in the direction we expect it to be. This goes for the good and the bad. When we assume bad, we look for bad, we focus our attention on looking for things that seem bad. And while we do that, we might blur out something good and miss it. We didn’t even see that it was there. It might even have been there already for a very long time. We just couldn’t see it because we were focused on something else.




Only when we release the filters that we put up to hide the void that we are, to create something out of nothing, can we actually clearly see what is. The immense reality beyond conceptualisation. A place we can be guided to with the magic of the paradox. Paradoxes create cognitive dissonance, allowing yourself to distance yourself from yourself. Go ahead, make some room between the three versions of yourself. One self for each corner. Which one are you?




Don’t worry about it. Breathe. You are none of them and all of them. Just stay alert and be an awake witness of the continuously unfolding unique experience of reality that is flooding into the centre of perception itself, that is the real you. The silent conductor, performing to the music of life. Riding the wave of the present moment into the infinite void of potential possibilities ahead.








  How to use your fears for guidance





Let me begin by clarifying what I mean by the word fear. To me, fear is connected to a spectrum of all kinds of different emotional states. It begins with nervousness and anxiety, and at the far end we have the states of panic and fear of death. When you are forced to go into survival mode, that’s all the way out there, and some people might even be lucky enough to never experience the possible intensity of it during their whole life.

Yet, some people have to live in situations where they might have to face it every day. It can be an appropriate response to the current situation, and tell you to escape. But why?




What if I told you that fear is not something to avoid, but an indicator of what you value, what you love, and what you have compassion for? Let me show you what I mean with some examples.




If you are afraid to die, it means you value your life. You want to keep going. You love being able to participate in the game of life, and you want to continue playing. You like being not dead, and your fear tells you that.




If you are afraid to be wrong, and I don’t mean that you always have to win an argument with others, I mean being afraid that your assumptions about something are wrong, and you will act, based on those assumptions, and cause harm to others or yourself. This means you have compassion for others and yourself, that you are a loving being, and don’t want to cause harm due to your flawed assumptions.




If you are afraid to be rejected or abandoned, it means that you value companionship. You want to share time with a person. So your fear tells you that not being rejected and having a relationship is something you would like. It means you value connections with others.




But if we give in to our fears, they can control us and stop us from getting what we want. If we are too afraid to die, we will never be brave enough to actually live.

If we are too scared to be wrong, we might live in a constant state of uncertainty and indecisiveness. So, we may never even find out if our assumptions were right or wrong in the first place.

If we are too afraid to be rejected by a person, one we would like to connect with, we might not even try. Not knowing if it would have worked out or not.

And if we are too afraid of being abandoned, our actions will be caused by fear and still might cause others to abandon us.




So you see, you can shift your perspective and no longer be afraid of fear itself but see it as a compass that tells you where you don’t want to go. You don’t want to die. You don’t want the predictions of your mind to be something other than the truth so that you can rely on them. You don’t want to be rejected or abandoned because connection is something you value. You don’t want to be dead, cause harm, or be alone. These are very healthy character traits and something to be embraced instead of suppressed.




However, to be aware of these fears and to overcome them requires one to be bold, because there is the possibility of failure. You might die, you might be wrong and cause harm, and you might be rejected over and over again.

But if you don’t dare to try, your fear prevents you from living the life your heart wants. It won’t be great right away just because you started trying, but if you never start trying, it never will be great. Do you want to spend your life imagining negative outcomes, or are you brave enough to dare to work towards positive ones?




Now, let me get back to the spectrum of fear because, to me, fear already starts with uncertainty. When you don’t know, you can begin with assumptions that are either optimistic and positive, or you can head towards fear and generate pessimistic and negative assumptions. What if things go wrong, instead of what if they go right? And that is not a bad thing. We want to avoid mistakes, so we have to consider what our actions could cause, but we can do this from a neutral perspective.

They are just assumptions. We don’t know if it will happen. But by engaging with our imagination, we might start to believe our predictions and already feel the emotional response to them.




If you are aware of what you don’t want to happen, you could just avoid situations that could lead to that kind of emotional response. Or you can use that as a motivation and imagine what you would like to happen instead. What would be the perfect alternative? And what can you do to strive for that? This way, you head in the other direction from fear instead of letting it drive you away from everything, or freeze you where you are. Let it shift your perspective completely and start walking that way. Step by step. Remember your goal if you should struggle along the way, and don’t get attached to specific details either.




Maybe it is not that specific person. Maybe it is not that job. Maybe it won’t happen when and how you want it to happen. But don’t obsessively focus on any of that. Imagine what you would love to happen, the best version of the dream, and observe how that makes you feel. Don’t get fixated on the dream itself, but aim to remind yourself of that emotion on a regular basis. Feel yourself into how you would love to feel by imagining what you would love to do.

Cultivate that state, and soon, you will turn it into a habit, and you will notice that it makes you more confident. Less stressed, anxious, confused, and uncertain, but more relaxed, hopeful, anticipating, and at ease. And if you see an opportunity for that dream coming true, go for it. It might not work, but you won’t know if you don’t try.




Just be warned that cultivating this habit can be challenging work. We all have our subconscious fears hiding in the shadows, and there can be many. The habits we developed by observing others, being told what to do, or behaviours we discovered that helped us to get what we wanted or needed. Our needs for food, attention, safety, security, connection, and others might be at the root of many of our subconscious fears, and here we get to the tricky part.




What we believe about how these needs will be met can be brought all the way down to our worldview. Is it a pessimistic and worried one, or is it optimistic and hopeful? Do you trust the world? Do you believe that life is something that is happening to you, or is it something happening for you? Do you have to fight to get what you need, or will everything you need be provided when needed? Is it a struggle to survive or an adventure to be embraced? Do you take a leap of faith and trust the world will catch you?

Or do you allow the world to swallow you up? Is this all just some materialistic machine unfolding, and does life compete to survive only? Or is it an infinite magical mystery, a multidimensional dramatic masterpiece to be captivated by and engage with? A tale spun by the universe for us to be experienced?

What does your heart tell you? In which of these worlds would you love to live? What do you want to believe? What kind of life do you want to have? One where fear holds you back? Where you are afraid of fear itself? Or one where you use your fear to tell you which way not to go and show you what you value most?








  Go get rejected — It’s good for you





Many people are afraid of being rejected, be that as a person, their help, their opinions or requests. But there is something extraordinary about being rejected that should be embraced. What if getting rejected is exactly what you need to grow?




Perhaps, what you wanted is not for you. It might be what you think you need, but who or whatever is rejecting you might not think that way, and that part is out of your control. You tried, but it might not have been the right thing for you, yet.

Yes, some things are not for us, but sometimes, if you or your work gets rejected, it might be the universe telling you to try harder. Perhaps it wants to awaken you to a level of capacities from within you that you were not even aware of.




What if it will make you try and try again to push you towards your full potential? If you look at it that way, then there is a good reason to embrace rejection when it happens.

Go into yourself and reflect. Is it truly what you want? Take your time. If not, then it was actually good being rejected. But if the answer is yes, and you still see a possibility of it happening without forcing it, please, for everyone’s sake, keep trying. You will be amazed how much inner powers will awaken if your attempts are continuously rejected, but you will just get more and more confident that it really is what you want.




However, be careful never to cross the line and harm others by your repeated attempts. If they seriously tell you to stop, then stop. Take some distance. Focus on something else. Perhaps they will change their mind and approach you again, but maybe they won’t. And by forcing it, whatever you get won’t be harmonious, it won’t be wholesome, it won’t be worth it. Be open to considering other options, even if it means starting something new all over again.




Yet, if it is something your heart screams at you and there is no harm in trying again, then embrace this challenge and get your ass off the ground and find out what you are really capable of. By trying over and over again, you will develop skills and confidence to live and create in a way that will inspire others. Master your craft. Master yourself.




A healthy approach is to not focus on the outcome. Put your attention on the execution and practice instead. Live in the moment. What can you do better? Is there something you are good at but not using right now? What are your strengths? Can you apply them?

If you don’t know what your strengths are, don’t worry. It might take some time, but you can discover them quickly by actively searching. 

And once you find them, use them. The more you do it, the better you get, and the more you’ll enjoy it. You will welcome the process. Reminding yourself of the goal is good motivation, but the joy is in the moment.

If you finally reach that outcome and your mind has the habit of living in the future, you will miss the moment when it finally arrives, and you’ll continue to live in a habitual dream state, focusing on the next goal.




So, do yourself a favour. Get rejected and rejected and rejected, over and over again. So you can get better and better at what you do and learn to embrace the glorious process. Awaken yourself. Be extraordinary.








  Pathos, passion, and the patient patient





Pathos, a word of Greek origin, initially referred to suffering or experience in general, later meaning a mode of persuasion besides ethos and logos. Nowadays, pathos also relates to all kinds of emotional states.

Then we have passion, the longing of the heart, originating from the Latin pati, to suffer. The same root for the words patient and patience. The one waiting for their treatment to work.




So is it all just suffering? Life just a permanent treatment of our wounds and a creation of new? Or does the patient patient get the opportunity to use his suffering to fuel his passion for the pursuit of pathos, to evoke emotions, while he is patiently waiting for the end of suffering? Is perhaps artistic expression the reason for our suffering? And our process of healing the inspiration?




What counts as artistic, though? Is it only good art if it is expensive and locked up in some place? Or is a farmer caring for his animals a form of art? Something that can be done with passion and compassion? Is perhaps that which is done with love, to fight all the suffering, the cure to counter the imbalance in the world? Would the world be different if people expressed their emotions freely to release their inner tensions and actively participate in the artistic expression of life?




A dance of colours, vibrations, sensations, emotions, thoughts, objects, ideas, concepts, patterns, frameworks. Swirling around in an open space. Witnessed by something unidentifiable, since an identity is something swirling.

The audience, being the show, performed by the actors it is. The observers, the observed, and the observation itself. The act of being. Something seemingly separate yet joined together. Something united with the illusion of separation.




An entangled dance of polarities. Patterns merging into patterns. A pattern, which is something serving as a model. A model, that which presents the art. A new model, a new version of the creation. A continuous process of creation. Suffering required?




Passion, in German Leidenschaft. Leiden meaning suffering, schaffen meaning to create, from Schöpfung, Genesis, Creation. As if passionate creation can’t happen without suffering.




An eternal drama being the art itself, endlessly being created right in front of us. All the time. But do we express our passion? Do we follow the call of our heart? Or do we do what we think is expected, what we think is required, what we think is necessary? Who wins this fight? The thinking mind or the singing heart? If that heart is driven by love, what is the mind so scared about? What if it is possible for them to work in harmony? Use the intellect to suggest and the emotions to react to indicate the response of the heart.




What if it is possible to learn how to listen to the subtle voice of your soul nudging you towards your purpose and away from your suffering? Do you find such beliefs pathetic? Or can we persuade ourselves with pathos? Well, the choice which path you prefer is yours, isn’t it?








  Laxish lavish limitations liquidise our libido — Lamenting life’s luck and Lucifer





What the hell is going on? What is this life that we find ourselves in? Did we ever think it through, or did we settle for something we were told? Are we not curious to search for meaning? Or is there no meaning, so why look for it?




A sad outlook, isn’t it? So what do we do? How do we figure out what life could be about? What has meaning for us? Is there something we care for? Maybe that is what our life is about. Perhaps we find our own meaning by finding our purpose. Our destiny.

But is it something that will be reached in the future? Or is it to be found in the present moment? If we focus on what is happening now, have we found the meaning? Is it this experience right now, the one that never ends and continuously changes? If this is what it is about, then whatever future we are looking for, is something we are doing with our imagination right now.

When what we are doing right now is our purpose, then reading a text about purpose right now is precisely what we are supposed to do right now. Right now, your purpose is to follow these words with your eyes. Be captivated by the text, get drawn into the words. Don’t let your thoughts stain my words, but get sucked into the process of reading, really reading, without the constant commentary going on in your mind, but following each word, touching its essence, and receiving its message.

Are you paying attention? Are you alert? Do I have your focus? Good, now that I have it, let me give it back because it is yours. Always has been, and you are free to choose what to focus on. Where do you centre your attention?




Or perhaps you want to allow it to lean back, not narrow in on something, but open up, breathe in, listen, feel, breathe out, and relax. That’s all you too, you know? All that other stuff going on. Not just the actions of the analytical mind and imagination, playing around with what-ifs while making assumptions about the future, or digging through your memories, but all that other stuff. Out there, in you, no difference, all YOUR experience. That’s all going on within your consciousness. Just like the activity of the mind, you have the senses and sensations of the body and the emotional feedback of the energetic heart. Your feelings. Are these nothing spiritual but happening within the body? Perhaps?




Or perhaps not, perhaps, there is not only the physical, and the mental, but also the emotional and spiritual realm of the psyche. Pathos. Archetypes weaving a tale of infinite tales. Countless threads of conscious actors living an immersive entertainment experience. A real one. But how much of their fate is in their hands, and how much of the script has already been written?




Now, here we get into the funny business and the paradoxical and irrational eternally evasive half of existence. The mysterious chaos. When patterns break, and novelty emerges, uncertainty is at play. The element of surprise.

But how often do we get surprised? How often do we experience something new? Isn’t it all just a remix of some stuff that has already happened over and over again, in all kinds of similar ways, never really the same, but also never something special? Only ordinary. Or is that up to us? Can we actively search for new patterns? New ways? Embrace uncertainty to break free from the known and take a leap of faith into the unpredictable?




But then, what are we gonna do next? Well, it is precisely this way of thinking that is your habit of prediction. What’s next? What if … ?




That there, is a mechanism that is in your control. You can decide how to engage it. And you can release it and just live in a state of flow. Don’t control. Just give in to the present moment and let it take over your experience. The more you trust everything within your awareness to be precisely what it is supposed to be right now, the less you worry. What if worrying is a habit you can unlearn and only wilfully engage? What if it is just a mechanism for making assumptions? Those that don’t feel good?




Imagine, instead of automatically being drawn into pessimistic predictions that make you feel bad, you could be in control of that. So you would no longer be overwhelmed by your emotions but welcome them as feedback from your soul and its opinions on your assumptions. Your intuition.

A thought causes you to be afraid. Well, does it happen because you imagined yourself being in that situation and were getting scared? Or did it happen because your intuition is giving you feedback that those kinds of situations are to be avoided and that you should look for a way to find an alternative outcome?




Or are these kinds of thoughts just the show that is happening on the mental layer, while the emotions are also just running from a predetermined script? All happening within a blank space. Sensations, emotions, thoughts, imagination. Different layers we can shift into.

Yet, we are the one thing we can’t grasp, the one thing that permeates all, that no word can catch, no mind can grasp, no thought can claim, the blank space, the screen, awareness, consciousness. The perspective that is you, with all that’s in it, as it is, in each moment. Your subjective experience of being. You. Now.








  How big do you dare to dream?





Let me start with some questions. What would you do if money were no problem and financial abundance was guaranteed? How would you spend your life? What could you do that would be fulfilling? What is something that gives you the feeling of contributing to the world? And how can you fuse that into your dream life?




While these are simple questions to ponder, let me show you how you might have already limited yourself to what you think is possible for you. How far did you allow yourself to dream? Did you come up with something that others do and you also want to do? Or did you think about something that you already did or perhaps even are already doing? Yes? Then you are not dreaming big enough yet. Because then, you only dream of doing something that is already known. That is already being done. It wouldn’t be anything new.




Or are you an explorer of novelty? Is your art something that no one has done before? If you limit your own imagination to that which others have already confirmed, then your imagination won’t come up with anything new. It will be a new variation and mix of old things, but there won’t be innovation.

To innovate, to create something new, to do something that has never been done, you have to tap into that of which nobody knows if it is even possible. And if you can imagine something like that, then how could you ever find out if it is possible or not? It shouldn’t break the laws of physics that most people would reasonably think of right now. These limitations seem to be real. However, our approximations of them might not be 100% accurate. So there is always room for a surprise. A new way of looking at things. Something that will open up a whole new perspective into what could be possible.




So, if you could imagine something that you can persuade yourself of, that could be possible, or perhaps even plausible, then how would you ever find out if it can be done? There is no way around it. You have to do it yourself. And you will ask yourself every time you fail, is it possible or not? Am I wasting my time? Should I stop? Well, analyse your current approach. Can it be improved or replaced by a different approach? If not, take a look back.

While reaching for your highest goal, did you learn something along the way that you didn’t know? Although you have not reached the highest version yet, did you get closer? If so, then you can at least move towards your preferred goal. How much closer can you get? And what if, instead of continuously focusing on the perfect version of your dream, you continue to focus on how much of it you are already living right now?




Are you in pursuit of your dream? Yes? Good. Is it hard? Well, if you are dreaming big, then it probably will be no easy task. It will push you to your limits, over and over again, to get to the small little victories where it pushes you beyond your perceived limit. Where you will go: “I didn’t even know I could do that.” Then you tap into the impossible already. Then your magic is conjuring novelty out of the darkness of the unknown, and the universe reveals a surprise for you. Something you might not have seen coming.

But would you have ever found it if you never dared to look? Would you ever be able to get something like that if you never dared to try? And what if you didn’t even dare to dream about it, because you didn’t know you could? Because you thought you would have no choice and had to accept your life as it is?




Why do you think do we have the ability to dream? To wonder? To imagine? Is it not a system to predict possible futures for ourselves, so we can choose one and act accordingly by approaching it step by step? When do you know with certainty that a future is impossible? It might be a long road. You probably will have to endure suffering. Your patience and perseverance will be tested while following your passion. But never abandon hope. Have unbreakable faith. And at some point, you might realise that it is not about getting to the end. It is about getting closer right now. Right now, you are in the process of getting there. Embrace it. Enjoy it. You are already living the dream. The gift of life happens in the present moment. That’s when you get it.




“The happiness we think happens somewhere in the future when this or that happens has actually been with us all along, in the present moment. You don’t listen to music just to hear the last note. You don’t eat a meal just for the last bite.”

— Alan Watts —








  There is a mind dog pissing on my streamed life





Your mind is like the comment section on your uploaded video. Or the chat on your livestream. Someone always has an opinion.

You can pay attention to it, or ignore it. And when you pay attention to it, you are the admin. Suppose you notice thought patterns or comments that you don’t like. You can delete them. You can ban that person and its negativity from your content. The more of these kinds of thoughts or people you remove from your mind or life, the more harmonious it will become.




But be careful and make sure that you distinguish toxic negativity from critical analysis because the second can be helpful. You might not agree with it, but it might give you access to a new perspective you weren’t yet aware of. If you choose to believe it or not is your choice. You are that choice at each moment. So do yourself a favour and consider it, and have the humility to admit when you have been persuaded because then you will have learned something new.




By now, your mind will probably already have supplied you with your thoughts on the matter. What is the voice in your head saying about this text? Does it have an opinion or multiple? Or did your attention get distracted and you are not really reading these words any more? Are you slowly drifting off into your own thoughts, memory, or whatever distraction to only occasionally return to my words?




“Our minds are like a dog’s bladder. Dogs pee on things that catch their interest so they can leave their mark on them, so they can put a claim on what they imagine is somehow theirs. When anything catches our interest, we think about it and overwhelm it with the smell of thoughts.




Just by thinking matters over we bring them onto our own level, make them part of our world — without even realising what we are doing.




The art of not knowing how to impose ourselves on the things we see or hear or read is a hard one to discover. We are not aware that there are secret ways of allowing them to penetrate and change us, rather than us always changing them. For this one, essential art no schools or colleges exist to teach us. Learning it takes either a long and lonely training — or just a few intense moments of searing honesty and sheer disgust with oneself.




I could take you straight to the pure gold in what Parmenides says. But if I were to do that you would give it some thought, have a pee and walk away.”

— Peter Kingsley —




These words, were not my words. But did you experience any of your words? How often does your attention drift into the mind and away from the senses? How often do you not read, but think? Is your attention divided? Alternating? Or kinda blurry?

Who is in control of that focus? Does your attention get drawn away? Or do you follow willingly? How often does it happen when you listen to other people? Or when you watch a video? How much are you actually paying attention, and how much are you listening to your comment section? Are you staying alert or wandering around in a daze?




Not that the comment section isn’t helpful. We do like those positive comments, don’t we? They make us feel good. They make us feel valued and appreciated. Supported and encouraged. They can give us hope, joy, gratitude, and laughter. Let us appreciate these positive and optimistic angelic voices. And allow them to heal those demonic voices of doubt and fear, hate and anger, shame and guilt, apathy and grief. May they tame our egoic pride while nourishing our self-worth, and let them give us courage to persevere.

But if all you do is to pay attention to your chat while not actually doing anything on your livestream, your viewers might get bored and leave. They came to watch you do something entertaining. So, what will you explore with them? What experience will you share with them? How could you get them excited? What content might they like? How do you want to spend your time with them?

Does the comment section of your mind have suggestions? How much do you engage with your audience? Accept the haters with loving kindness, they only are expressing their inner pain, but then tell them to kindly fuck off and only come back when they want to be polite and calm. Your stream, your rules.








  Is there something more?





A limerence for life’s miracles lives in our heart’s nature. Don’t we all, deep down, desire life to be something bigger? But why do we dare to dream about a life that could be so much better? Or do we not dare, so that we won’t be disappointed? But aren’t we then disappointed by the idea of not daring to dream? Disappointment guaranteed.




Unless, there is hope, that dreams do come true. And may it not be weakened by the fear of being endlessly baited, but fuelled by faith that life does not want to see us suffer, but wants to see us strive. Yet, how will we strive? Why should we strive? Isn’t it enough to just be satisfied with what you have?

Well, be honest with yourself, deep down … Are you really satisfied with your life? Is it good enough? Or does it feel like there is something going wrong? Something that could be improved? Can you do something about it? Why not do that? Wouldn’t that be satisfying?




Or do you have doubts? Are you worried things might go wrong? That your suffering will increase? That the dream will never come true and you will be disappointed? Well, if you don’t dare, it definitely will never come true, and isn’t that disappointing?

It seems like you trapped yourself by disappointing yourself while trying to avoid disappointing yourself. Don’t you want to get out of there? Don’t you want to dare to find out if your dreams can come true? Do you trust that the world wants to see you flourish? Like a flower in the sun, or a bird soaring in the sky. What does a flourishing human look like? One striving beyond conceptual limitations to grow into their full unique potential?




Let me tell you a very simple trick to make it easy. Because you just might have scared yourself with how far away your dream still is, all the things you might have to do to accomplish it, and how challenging it will be. And that right there is why many people don’t even dare.

But don’t focus on the goal. Focus on the next step. What’s one thing you can do right now to take a step closer? Do that. And part of your dream will already have come true. Won’t that be satisfying?




Take it easy, don’t rush yourself by fixating on the goal, focus on the next step. And the next. Sometimes, a step can be some planning of your approach, but you don’t need a perfect plan. You only need to know your next step! Execute that step.

That’s it, already closer again. Want to take a break? Take a break. Maybe you could use it to think of another step that might feel satisfying.




And slowly, bit by bit, moment by moment, your dream comes true. But don’t miss it. It’s happening right now. Enjoy it.








  The untamed potential of overthinking





Are you one of those people who constantly analyse everything down to the most specific details? Do you often feel overwhelmed by your mind’s deconstruction of past situations and simulations of situations in the future? Do you often lie awake at night, unable to fall asleep with all that processing power going on without pause?

Then congratulations! You might be one of the lucky people who trained their mental muscles on a daily basis to an astonishing capacity. Involuntarily obsessively exercising your capabilities. But how do you harness this power? How do you learn to guide its force instead of being overwhelmed by it? The trick is a simple one, as the wise Rick Sanchez once said, “The answer is, don’t think about it.”




Now, that might be confusing for your analytical mind, which is now trying to understand this statement. Effectively ignoring what it told you to do while thinking about it. But what if you don’t look at it as some witty remark that is to be understood and instead use it as a mantra to calm your mind down?




It is all about awareness. First, you need to become aware of when you get into the process of overthinking something. If you are able to catch yourself doing it, the hardest part is already done. Then consider if it is actually serving you to relive this past moment or over-prepare for a future you can’t predict. Take a deep breath. Are more questions coming up? “But what if …” Are these thoughts calm and analytical preparation? Or do they feel more like your mind is in panic mode, desperately trying to find answers? If it is the second, take a deep breath, and remind yourself of the mantra. The answer is, don’t think about it.




It might be hard, at first, to let this habit go. It might respond immediately in a panic, telling you how important it is to think things over. But that is just the mind kissing its own ass. A thought telling you how important thoughts are. The ego stroking itself. You might feel like your life has been relying on it so much, that giving it up would mean living in a frightening state of uncertainty and lacking preparation. This might sound scary but just stay with it for a moment. Embrace the uncertainty, relax, and focus on your breath. If it really is a topic that needs your attention, you can engage with it again. But on your terms.

Don’t do it in a frantic state of brute-forcing your way through all possibilities. Take your time, lean back, and let your intuition guide you. Which parts are actually relevant? What is in your control? Is there any use to spending time wanting to control things you can’t control? How could you influence that? The answer is, don’t think about it.




How often does your overthinking prevent you from taking action? How often do you not even get started on a task because you are trying to think the entire process through, obsessing over every little detail? At which point have you thought enough about it so you can start executing the task? Or do you often think yourself into potential possible outcomes you want to avoid, and therefore don’t even start the task, although that potential is not even certain?

It can become tempting to use your prediction mechanisms to think of an undesirable possible outcome and then use that uncertain possibility as an excuse to never even start. But then, how would you ever get anything done? The answer is, don’t think about it.




Daily meditation can be a powerful practice to gain control over these analytical abilities. Just ten minutes of breathwork a day can already have a substantial impact within a few weeks. Imagine you could normalise a peaceful state of mind and only engage with the processing power of your highly trained mind on your demand instead of having habitual thought patterns draining your energy by automatically analysing everything in your day. What if you could tame those exhausting habits of mind without losing your analytical skills but transforming them to serve you instead of being dragged along by them? What if there is something your heart keeps telling you to do, but your cautious mind always prevents you from by constructing an excuse? Well, the answer is, don’t think about it. Just do it.








  Life’s logical loom is weaving a magic carpet of contradictions





In the midst of free will and determinism, fate and fortune, choice and destiny, our illusory lives unfold. No exclusive or, but an inclusive. Just a matter of conceptual perspective.

From within the system, the opposite might look like excluding, but what if it only just shows the dualistic nature of polarity? Even within the constructs of our mind. Now, let my words push you out of that framework into the space beyond. Let me guide you to a perspective where opposites harmonise, where they imply each other.




There would be no life without death, no black without white, no love without fear. But what do we do in this fog? How do we orient ourselves? We are so used to being attached to a conceptual perspective that we might be afraid to let go of the deceptions. By clinging to a point of view, you limit your perception. And if your point of view is immovable and fixed in a sea of possibilities, interpretations, and perspectives, your ignorance will be devastating.




“Whoever deceives is more just than whoever does not deceive and whoever is deceived is wiser than whoever is not deceived.”

— Empedocles —




Limiting yourself so far, that you don’t even see your limitations. Being so immersed in the illusion that you illude yourself to knowing the truth. But the truth is not to be known. It is to be experienced. That is all the truth you will ever get, and all the truth there ever will be. The present moment with all its illusory content. Including the concepts and constructs of the mind. Including the ideas I am presenting. Just part of the show.

But they don’t describe a reality out there. They are embedded in it. There is nothing else, at least not from a subjective perspective. We are limited to our event horizon bubble of awareness and what is in it. That is our truth. Including the system operating in our minds to tell us what is true and false. Truth be told, that is truly what is happening at each moment.




Do you feel a tension yet? A dissonance? Am I pushing you away from a way of perceiving that you are so comfortably resting in?

It is a good resting position, it is stable, it is logical, it makes sense. But the world stretches beyond the rational into the irrational. Mathematics is proof of that. Where does pi go? Can the mind grasp the infinite? No, because it is embedded in it. But not just it. Everything in our perception is. Stars in the sky. Fireflies in the night. Some shine, some don’t. Do we pay attention to those that don’t? What is it with the ideas that live in the shadows? Are they not worthy of our attention? Are they not about to shine just as bright as the rest?




“What I will tell you is which roads of inquiry, and which roads alone, exist for thinking. The one route, that is, and is not possible not to be, is the way of Persuasion, for Persuasion is Truth’s attendant. And as for the other, that is not, and is necessary not to be: this, I can tell you, is a path from which no news returns. For there is no way you can recognise what is not — there is no travelling that path — or tell anything about it.”

— Parmenides —




The cosmos is a vast canvas of possible perceptions we can either consciously travel through, or we ignore part of the show, mostly living in the comment section of our mind. Where we comfortably rest in memories, predictions, and assumptions.

Having our consciousness mostly immersed into the mist of our mind, we might miss the miraculous movie happening right before our eyes. We are being carried along a magical journey of existence. We are existence. From our own unique real perspective, and not just what we are capable of comprehending through our analytical capacities, but being itself.

How often are we fully immersed into the present moment, and how often do we live in our head, deceiving ourselves with our own thoughts?




Now, for those comfortably resting in their mind, it has become the reliable control centre of decision-making. However, if we hand over control solely to it, we decide to deceive ourselves. We limit ourselves to the rational. The reliable. That which can use the previously experienced to predict the next.

But can it predict novelty? Can it predict a surprise? Or will it always navigate around the trodden paths of the known? Then how do we innovate? Where do the new ideas come from? Do they live in the shadow already? What brings them to light? Do they appear by themselves, or do they need to be attracted? Are they given, or are they found? Both?




See, I am leading you around in another circle so you can step out of it. But that is your choice. Keep following the path, but don’t be disappointed if everything is so familiar. It can be comforting and peaceful, but also mundane and boring. Adventures are to be found in the unknown depths of our hearts. We have to embrace the uncertainty of the unfamiliar. But we must not wander helplessly into the night, for we bring our own source of light. Our inner guidance. Our wisdom. Our intuition. Our hope. Our perseverance. Our faith. Our love.




If we embrace the gift of the present moment, by being completely alert, by paying attention, by accepting it unconditionally instead of through the conditioned mechanisms of our mind, we are no longer dragged along the same roads, but we discover the new. The Now in all its fullness, including the mind, but from a broader perspective. One that includes. One that unites. One that flows continuously into the future. Always changing, never the same. What a surprise.




“Talk about truth and you lose sight of it. Understand illusion and you will find the truth right in the middle of it. Create great philosophical schemes about reality and you fall straight into deception. Appreciate the power of deception and you come face to face with reality. Run away from deception, try to avoid it, and you are deceived.

But embrace it and you have reality itself. For, ultimately, the only protection against deception is to surrender to it. By wholeheartedly allowing ourselves to be deceived we are no longer deceived. And then we are just like actors. All we have to remember is that life, real life, expects us to act very well.”

— Peter Kingsley —








  Could you do me a favour and provoke me, please?





You are fucking stupid. Did you feel insulted? Did you get defensive? No?

Perhaps it is because it was the beginning of an essay, and you didn’t feel like you were being addressed directly. But what if it happens in an online chat? Or do you not get bothered by words that appear on a screen? Do you feel insulted when you get attacked verbally? When someone lashes out with insults and hurtful comments? If they get aggressive in their body language?




What are those people doing? Could they be hurting on the inside? Desperately trying to cover up their own insecurities and fears? They might think it is a demonstration of strength to cover their weakness, but isn’t that ridiculous? They often will speak their truth while they are angry, but could it be a projection of their own insecurities through which they perceive you? They might be telling you how they perceive themselves. Pay close attention, and they might, for example, claim what you say is incomprehensible and blame you for it. But if they don’t get it, then perhaps their intellectual capacities can’t grasp the connections of your words.




And that is completely normal. We don’t always understand how someone means something. We might have our first assumption of what the other person might be referring to and desperately cling to that interpretation.

But how do we know that it is the only way to understand their words? How do we know, that we know the essence of what they are referring to? And are we making assumptions about their intentions and filter our interpretation through that? Are we covering our own lens?

It will either click, and we know what they are talking about, or we don’t see what they are describing from their perspective. We have yet to learn more details to recognise the structure that is being described. Language is limited by conventions and context. And not all context is always known to both parties. The person might be taking a shortcut around some details they assume you know. And so you end up with something that seems vague from your perspective.




This means you have to ask more questions. But it should not be an exchange where there is only one objective truth to be found, because who should claim that authority if each holds a perspective that makes sense to them?

It should be an investigation to understand what the other person means by what they are saying. What are they referring to?




Yet, people are afraid to ask questions. Perhaps because they might think it makes them look stupid. And, well, if you believe that there is an objective truth the other person knows to be true with absolute certainty, and that you don’t have access to that truth, then you might be stupid.

Did I get you this time? No? Or are your emotions not bothered by words? But what if you just have to shift your perspective to become more confident with your questions?

Don’t see it as they have a truth, and you don’t. Try to figure out what they mean and how they mean it. Either, you are going to learn something from them, win, or you find a flaw in their logic, or some information that might not be accurate, and you can help to clarify that, win.




But don’t attack them for it. People can feel hurt in their egoic pride if you point out their mistakes. Because it is often seen as a weakness in most of our societies. But it is not in my opinion. It is humility, a high virtue. I know, that I know nothing. I know, that I could be wrong with everything I say. It is the willingness to always learn more. An open-mindedness that allows for flexible adaptation and evolution instead of a fragile construct of illusory absolute certainty. Thinking you have figured it out completely is a thought that can blind you to more details and connections you are not yet aware of.




“Blind certainty, a close-mindedness that amounts to an imprisonment so total that the prisoner doesn’t even know he’s locked up.” 

— David Foster Wallace —




Not many people have the courage to admit, when they don’t know, or when they realise that they were wrong. Some of them might seem stubborn, but perhaps that stubbornness is built on a stable foundation? Perhaps, they actually are very confident in what they are talking about, because it makes sense to them? Does it mean there is no flaw in their logic? I don’t think so. But perhaps that flaw has not been relevant enough yet to be considered, so to them, their system, their framework, their worldview, has been very reliable. It helped them to understand something. To detect underlying patterns. To learn to predict and navigate the ocean of life. It surely got them this far.




So, if they have a working system, and you have a working system, then why not find a way to connect them? Instead of trying to replace one with the other? This perspective alone can shift your motivation in a conversation to become more curious and interested, from being argumentative and defensive.

And I know, this is not easy. If our own system is so reliable, it can be frightening to step out of it into the unknown. We are so comfortable with our perspective, that we don’t want to change it. It’s not even necessarily stubbornness, it is completely reasonable. It is rational. However, rationality is the argument within the already known. So if it is the already known which convinces you to stay with it, well, that’s the ego kissing its own ass. It is the known, using what it already knows to convince you to stick with it, because it is afraid of the unknown. You might have to release some of the apparently known to accept something new.




Now, back to the topic. What is an emotional reaction to a provocation? Isn’t it an attack of our own uncertainty? Do we believe what they say? Or do we question it? Do we take our time to consider how they meant it, and why they might have said it? Is their attack pointing out our weaknesses, which is good because being aware of your weaknesses is helpful and can encourage you to work on them, or is it a demonstration of theirs and an expression of their fear?

Can we point that out to them? Do we dare? Or do we think they will react to our truth, to how we perceive things, with more hostility? With more protective deflection and distraction from the ego that feels hurt in its pride by the words that were spoken by someone else.




But what if one could overcome this emotional reaction, integrate the ego, and appreciate every provocation of it, so you can slowly heal it? Every provocation that works reveals a wound in the soul. Are you going to embrace it and heal it? Or will you try to cover it up and hide it?

Everyone who triggers us, who provokes us, shows us one of our insecurities, or theirs, or both. I say, embrace it. Learn to react to it with calm curiosity. Either you’ll learn something about yourself, or you will learn something about them.




So why not use provocation as a tool? Poke at other people’s egos and see what comes out? But be careful, it is not about hurting them, don’t be insulting, but question them. Make them explain themselves. See how they will avoid your questions because they can’t even explain it to themselves. That way, you actually help them heal.

At first, they might get angry, but that is good. It gives them the energy to step out of their fear. They won’t be afraid to speak their truth. They actually open up. It might not be directly in their words, but there will be some information in their reaction. Something honest about them.

By subtle provocation, one might even be able to draw some subconscious habits out of the shadow. And I personally want to know about my mistakes. I might not be aware of them. Pointing them out to me is doing me a favour. It reveals my own flaws, and I would like to work on those. Please, show me.




So, go ahead, provoke me, question me, and take my logic and behaviour apart. But be prepared that I won’t make it easy for you to persuade me. I can be stubborn.

Or was I just acting that way to tempt your shadow? Pretended to have a weakness to see who would be too eager to jump on it to demonstrate their dominance out of insecurity?

How sure are you? Do you do it to win and make your ego look superior, or do you want a curious discussion, open to admit your own flaws? Is it fear speaking? Or are you so convinced that there is only your perspective and no other? Are you too afraid to acknowledge that deep down, you don’t really know but just pretend to? Because other people are saying the same things. But then you don’t know, you just repeat stuff.








  The mask we wear





You are a person. Do you think that? Who is it that thinks that? Is the person the one creating the thought or the one witnessing it? Are they the same? Are they the person? What is that person then? Is it a perspective? The one from which one witnesses the world?

Or is the person something through which one perceives the world? Is it the body your consciousness is living in? Is the person their life? Their history? Their habits? Is that you? Or is that your person? Your persona? Your mask? The role you play?




How much is real? How much is an act you put on? What are you hiding behind your mask? You know that it has holes, right? It might be subtle, but something is shining through. Something bright. The real you. Your full potential, the hidden flame of your passionate heart. Your libido. The powerhouse to unleash your capabilities.

But you hide behind your mask. You kinda like that mask. You have become so attached to it. I get it. So have I. So what do we do?




Well, instead of trying to drop the mask, why not shape it? Consciously? Into something that is an expression of your true self? Your highest potential? The best person you could possibly be? Do you dare to try? Or do you believe you can’t make it that far? Don’t think about it as something distant in the future.

What’s the best thing you could do right now? What does your heart long for? What would fuel its flame? What could bring you joy? If you don’t know, could you do something that would bring others joy? Why aren’t you doing that? Do you have rules about what your person can do and can not do? When it is allowed to do things and when not? Are you afraid to fail? Well, is not even trying also a failure? You didn’t manage to do it by failing to start.




But why might we be sure that we will fail? Have we been disappointed before and can not dare to feel that pain of disappointment again? All those failed expectations? Or do we literally feel our dreams dying right before our eyes? But is that a reason to give up on our dreams? Or do we dare to try again? Although we failed before. Although we got hurt. Although our mask took a crack.

Tough shit. I know. But what is the alternative? Not living our dreams? Not daring to keep trying? Settling for mediocrity? Resting in our comfort zone? Secretly dreaming of adventures, of the exciting, of the daring, but frozen by fear. Being afraid to fail. To get hurt again.

A risky choice, it seems. A leap of faith. Will we be caught? Will our dreams come true?

Well, I know a sure way how you’ll never find out. Don’t even dare to try. Or worse, don’t even dream of something better for yourself.

Do yourself a favour and be honest with yourself. How happy are you? And what would freaking blow your mind?








  An eye is wandering down the river of life





Down the river we flow. In each moment, we are presented with a new gift right in front of our eye. A frame in a highly complex multidimensional masterpiece of a dramatic performance. An art show with a level of detail that can be breathtaking.

If you pay attention to it. Real attention. Which isn’t easy. It might be one of the hardest things to do. The hardest thing, perhaps. To tame your focus. We are so conditioned to operate on automated behaviour that we don’t even notice how much of our day is controlled by it. How many hours are just spent reacting to events? Just following our daily routines, stuck in our habits. Doing our tasks. And during that, where does our attention go?




Do we find ourselves remembering past moments? Do we grieve what was lost? Do we regret what we did? Are we embarrassed by our actions? Or do we look back with joy? Are we grateful for the good times we had? How often do we remember those? And how often do we remember the bad stuff? 

What if this is a habit that you can adjust however you like? So you can stop wallowing in self-pity, self-hate and shame. Because it is your choice if you want to spend time focusing on that kind of activity in your mind. And every time you pay attention to it, you will reinforce the habit of this behaviour. The toxic thought cycles.




Yet, you change that habit, by first, becoming aware of it. Catch yourself when you notice that your mind is heading that way. Take a deep breath. And blow it all out. Shift your focus to something else. Listen to your surroundings. Feel the temperature of the room. Stay with the attention on your breath. Doesn’t matter. Just get out of the mind.




If the habit is a strong one, you will need some patience. It will take repeated effort. But once you notice it and figure out what triggered it, it won’t take much effort to unlearn it. It will happen by itself. Just observe yourself. Pay attention to where your mind goes.

It might also have the tendency to go the other way. Imagining a specific future. It might be just you imagining a conversation with someone. These kinds of habits are not necessarily that bad. Because you can practice how to express yourself. If you had to explain something you are passionate about, what would you say? Especially if you are a nervous speaker, this can give you more confidence in expressing your thoughts. But you can also be obsessed by that habit. Lying awake at night, thinking of all the things you should have said.




We can also have bad habits of repeatedly imagining negative outcomes. What if things go wrong? And we can even end up living in these imagined futures. Taking them for real. Feeling the emotions as if it were already happening. That’s also a habit you can unlearn.

Do you catch yourself doing that? Take a breath. Let it go. And now, imagine if that situation would unfold in the best possible way. Why not imagine that instead? Won’t that feel better? Wouldn’t this optimistic habit be at least a healthier one? Because do we really ever know how things will unfold?




How often do things unfold the exact way we imagined them? Maybe short moments, but entire situations? How good are we actually with our predictions? How often are they accurate? If your success rate at predicting is not very high, why get so scared by your predictions then?

Or is your prediction a self-fulfilling prophecy? Do you expect things to go wrong and already approach it with that attitude? Might that cause things to go wrong? And how much time of your day do you actually want to spend in your mind, predicting future moments or remembering the past? And how much time do you spend paying attention to what is happening at this moment? And I mean besides your thoughts.

Can you listen to an entire song and keep your attention resting on the sound? How fast until you’re only half listening? Being distracted. Looking at something. Keeping your hands busy. How often do you close your eyes and just listen and stay with the music? And how often did your attention roam around while reading this text? Or were you paying attention? Fully?




It is as if the centre of our attention, our focus, is an inner eye that can wander through the layers of our conscious experience. The senses, the thoughts and the emotions. The eye can dive into either one of these and blur out the rest.

When we eat a piece of chocolate, we can focus on the taste of it. Close your eyes. Take it in. Feel how the warm, sugary mass melts on your tongue. Do you notice that relaxing feeling of pleasure in your body? Chocolate. Damn. Good stuff. Or do you just cram it in while your attention rests on a screen, and suddenly, the entire bar is gone? Did you even pay attention to the taste? Or did you rush through the satisfaction?




Who controls your focus? Is it always you? Or does it wander around by itself? Attracted to whichever layer it tends to go to? How often do we pay attention to the other layers? What is your current posture? Are you sitting in a healthy position, or is your body actually telling you to adjust something, but you weren’t paying attention?




You see, life streams endlessly past us. And we can point our focus wherever we want. We can zoom in and blur out the rest. Or we can zoom out, lean back, and take it all in. How often do you do that? And how often are you zoomed in on things? Are you doing it consciously or did your inner eye just wander there automatically? Are you even aware, that it is you who chooses what you pay attention to?




The river continuously carries us into a new moment. We are presented with the gift of life right now. Not only in some distant future or some memorable moments in the past. Life is happening right now. Right here. Reading these words. Hey there. I’m the present moment. How often are you with me? And how often do you wander into my layer, which is your imagination? How often do you ponder speculations and assumptions? Diving can be fun. But don’t drown in the river. Come to the surface. Take a breath and look around with your wandering eye. There is life passing by. You’re gonna miss it.








  How do I interpret my interpretations?





How do we know what somebody means and how they mean it? Can we even know that? Is there only one possible interpretation of it, or could we see multiple? Or do we always jump onto our first conclusion as if it was the truth?

Are we making it easy for ourselves or is it just always the most obvious interpretation? How often do we question our own interpretations and assumptions? Do they have a default flavour? A tendency? Are we optimistic or pessimistic? Believing or sceptical? Are all these questions annoying, or are they thought-provoking? Exhaustive or exciting?




Can I grasp your attention by asking further questions? Are you getting drawn into it? Are you captivated by this journey of words? This experiment of ideas? Or are you confused? How often do you reflect on these things?




It seems rather important to me, to be aware of your tendencies because we can taste their flavour every day. It enriches every experience. But do we like its taste? Wouldn’t it be less stressful to be more relaxed with our interpretations, and instead of letting our certainty blind us to other possibilities and make us desperately cling to one, we could consider several with open-mindedness?




Once we do that, we can see several different possibilities, and as long as we are uncertain, all angles should be taken into consideration to fuel our curiosity. Don’t we want to get it right?

This could be an exhaustive state at first, but one can get used to it. Living in a cloud of mystery. What does your heart tell you? When faced with several interpretations, which one is your favourite? Which one feels best? Why not have faith and go with that one? Or are you pessimistic about optimism? Do you have doubts? Has the road been too hard? Is the flame of hope barely alive?




Well, turn it up then. That’s your responsibility. Nobody else is gonna take care of your faith. You have to believe in yourself. You have to believe in the good in the world. You have to believe that things can get better. Who else will do it for you? Chin up. You can do it. I believe in you. But you gotta do your part. Habituate optimism, and you will see things get better. At least your mood will, and that can have positive consequences.

Do you believe that? Do you trust me? How do you interpret this text? Is it an exhaustive waste of time or an eye-opener?








  Faith of nothing





Let me talk about the opposite of something. And I don’t mean everything. I mean the other end. Nothing. A vast infinite darkness stretching out eternally. The dark screen. The empty canvas. Unbridled potential. Endless possibilities. The night through which the light may shine.

Did it disappear when the first light appeared? Or is it still there? Untouched? Does a screen disappear when you turn it on? Or is it still there?




That serene silence, palpable peace, motionless mobility, allowing all. Everything appears out of that nothingness. Appearing meaning to come into sight. Which seems to imply someone to see it. So, the observer and the observed appeared at the same time, apparently. They can’t be separated, it seems. They imply each other. They are one. Just two opposite ends.

There might be an absolute perspective of all there is and ever was, but it seems that we are just a fragmented, subjective portion of it, looking at the rest of us from our personal point of view, wandering through time. Carrying our mask. The role we play. Integrated into the movie running on the screen.

Or is it a video game? Are we active agents? How could we know? If we would know, how can we be sure that this knowledge was not given to us on purpose by the determining force of nature?




Or, what if we are an integrated part of that process of determination? Then, our choices actually matter. Literally. They influence how matter behaves. The matter of our body. And with that we can influence other matter. Consciously. Physically. By power of will.

There seem to be predetermined limitations, yet it appears that we have a range of possible options at each given moment. Are these plausible paths just part of the illusion? Perhaps. But if everything is an illusion, then the illusion is our reality. So, in this illusory life, we have the illusion of choice. Within these bounds it seems to be real then.




Does this mean we are responsible? For acting well? To do our part as best we can? Are we allowed to wander off the given path? Is there even one? Or are we free to choose the direction we want to head? Can we choose what to believe and what not to believe? Who else would do that for us? Seems like that is our choice.

So, in what do we put our faith? Do we believe that nothing is real? And I don’t mean nothing, as in there is no real thing. I mean the nothingness that permeates all. You know the one I’m talking about. Do you know nothing? I know nothing.




So, it seems there is a dance happening between the self and the other. The light and the dark. Nothing and everything. And we are caught in the middle. Predetermined emergence of conscious agents with limited free will.

So, what is it about? Are we free to dream and choose our own path, or are we just free to delude ourselves? To conjure imaginary deceptions to veil the mandated reality we have to suffer? Or could our dreams be the escape to our mundane lives? Can we have faith that the only thing guaranteed is continuity, and the rest is up to us? Is the only limit our imagination and the time delay for its materialisation?




Then why do our dreams do not come true? Did we stop believing? Did we settle for less? Were we impatient and chased something else? Whose choice was that? Why did we lose faith? Was the suffering too much? Were we too afraid? And now we suffer from not achieving our dreams, because we don’t even dare to dream big.

But what if nothing doesn’t care? And just gives you what you believe in? What if you are that free? How would you find out? If you really want to know, you gotta try it yourself. No way around it. Do you have faith that nothing will stop you?








  The cosmic joke





I know that I know nothing. So if I know that, then I do know something, don’t I?

Is it a joke, or profound wisdom? Who knows? Is it a statement to claim that there is nothing to be known? Or does it mean to say, that one is familiar with the nothingness behind it all? Both? Or does it depend on the context or the person who said it? How they meant it?

Does the statement hold an objective truth, or is that impossible due to the contradictory way of interpreting it differently? If a sentence has layered meaning, further investigation of its context seems to be required to get to the essence of the statement. Because the truth does not lie in the words, but in what they refer to from the perspective of the one speaking them, doesn’t it?




Now, that means that we should try our best to make sure that we recognise what others are referring to. Perhaps we already know it, and just need to find it in our own understanding. Or we might know it partially and then only need to integrate the new details from the other person’s statement.

Allow the exchange of words to expand the crystallisation of our understanding. Especially of each other. We can be so quick to jump to the first interpretation we have, thinking it is the only possible explanation. But it seems that the system of logic itself allows to turn every statement on its head, and present a contradictory case. So, how do we know anything?




Or did we only build our so-called knowledge on trustworthy information? But isn’t it already filtered through our subjective interpretation of that information? How many details were blurred by our bias? Did we actually pay attention or fill in some gaps later by automatic assumption? Were there actually several layers of meaning on purpose, and did we only grasp one? How much are we willing to investigate further, and how do we actually settle for something so that we can move on?




Choice. What do we choose to believe? All these questions and options. Yet, why do we seem so eager to settle for a logical conclusion with absolute certainty? Why not settle for a relative certainty? A perspective built on the belief that you could be wrong about everything but are relatively certain that your understanding is quite reliable since it has brought you this far. Can you rely on your beliefs and interpretations, or do you often feel like you are on the wrong track? Where things don’t feel right.




Why does that happen? We see or hear some information. We interpret that information. Make assumptions about what it means for us. What situations it could cause. Then we imagine those situations and feel what those situations would feel like.

But we feel it right now. It hasn’t happened yet. However, if we have a sceptical and negative tendency, we might have bad feelings because of what our imagination created based on its assumptions and predictions. What is that for? Is it a warning system that precautions must be taken to avoid the situation? Well, that’s good, then. So, no reason to already feel bad. We can now use our imagination and look for an alternative interpretation. Maybe some of our assumptions are wrong. Can we find more optimistic assumptions that will produce a preferable unfolding of the situation?




Now, if that is possible, it seems that we are faced with options. How do we know, which is true? What if, deep down, it is actually up to us? That we choose which option we want to believe in and then attract that possible future through our behaviour and actions. Step by step, we subconsciously navigate towards future moments that will feel how we feel inside. And when we have habituated a negative perception of things, we maintain an inner state of negativity. Possibly attracting more situations to confirm this narrative we tell ourselves.




But what if we are actually active co-creators? And are faced with possible options? Those that we could persuade ourselves of, and then can either have faith it will all work out, or be afraid that things will go wrong.

And what if these timelines both exist in all kinds of variations, and we navigate through them with our inner state of either faith or despair? Confidence or doubt? Well, it seems that the mind is capable of adjusting the habits of our interpretations. So, when we know, that we can have several ways of seeing things, then we know, that we actually know nothing. It gives us an open-mindedness that allows us to consciously navigate towards situations that raise the vibrations of our inner state. Situations that feel right. Is that possible, or are we just victims of our circumstances and doomed by fate? Well, I don’t know. But I’m curious to find out. Step by step. Seems to work. Kinda.




The thing is, do you want to work on things, so you can be happy in the future? Or do you want to do things so you can be happy now? Why not now? It’s the only real time you have. The rest are just assumptions that could be wrong, moments that will never happen, and memories that only have a certain biased degree of accuracy. Why live in that fog? Why not live now?




And yet, this use of our imagination, be that remembering or creating, is something that we do in the now. Always. There is no escaping the now. We can only shift our attention, our focus. Either on what the outer world is delivering through the senses, how our body feels, what our emotional state is, or the activities of the mind. So, it seems that this prediction mechanism could be an essential part of navigation.

Or we can leave it alone and trust that the world will always deliver what we need. But what if it delivers those imaginary predictions? Aren’t we then already allowing? Yet still wondering how we could allow this? And then, is that wondering also being delivered through our passive allowance or conjured through our active engagement? Do we need to actively choose our predictions, or do they find us? It seems we have two contradicting perspectives on free will here. But how do we know?




Well, what do you choose to believe? And if you are the one choosing what to believe, aren’t you already proving your free will to choose? Or is that process of choosing a mere illusion predetermined by nature? How confused are you by all these questions? Are you getting mad and want answers? I apologise, but I don’t have any. I know nothing.








  Liberating liquid gold





Open the aperture and let it flow all through. Drop by drop, inch by inch, moment by moment, word by word.

Driven by a longing, a desire, for change. And it has to be that way. There always needs to be a longing for change. It started long ago. It is what being does. Change. Yet do we cling to the desire, or do we enjoy the change happening right now?




What do we do when our desires are met, do we long for the climax at the end? Or do we enjoy the process? How do you listen to music? Are you waiting for stuff to happen, or do you experience what is happening now? Is the song about how it ends? Are we satisfied when our longing gets fulfilled, or will we automatically long for more?








  Flickering peace





Faith gets born with a tingle. A tiny spark flickers within. A what-if dares to dream. And what happens if you nourish that flame? If you let it breathe? Can you get it to grow? How would you do it? The answer is, don’t think about it. Breathe, and focus on your breath. The more I’ll say, the more I’ll just complicate things.

But some people like to delve deep down into the complications of life to discover its simplicity, so let me continue to complicate this absurdity. The seeking mind strives for a climax or final conclusion while it can never meet what it is looking for within its own system. The joy of the present moment is what gives rise to it. Thoughts can’t catch their source.




“Just so long as you can be talked out of yourself, you deserve to be!”

— Alan Watts —




Symbolically captured through the snake biting its own tail. A paradox for the mind to kick you out of it. Lean back and observe it struggling with this absurdity. And you will have found what your mind is so desperately looking for. Inner peace. But it can’t find it, since its own activity is the disturbance of the water looking for itself.

So, let me exhaust your analytical mechanisms to give you some rest in the serene presence of now. Lean back within and take a look around. Are you actively following these words with your eyes, or is it happening by itself? What does your mind think? Does it have an opinion on which perspective it prefers?

Let me guess, is it the one where it thinks it is the one in charge of your eye movement? Do you leave that authority with your mind? Or is it your authority? Does your mind control your focus, or do you? Are you your mind? Is your mind you? Don’t mind me, just walking in circles here.




So let me spin another time, and down we go again. Or was it up? I do not know. Depends on who you ask. So we detach from the fragile structures of the mind, just to find ourselves in the space out of which they emerge. And can’t help but think, that the content of the space kinda seems to be the point of the space in the first place.

Ironically, meditation usually aims to lead you to that quiet space within, yet the point of the space is the content it allows to appear within that space. So we go inside, to take a closer look at the outside. We retreat within, and our perspective widens. One might think, that this increased input might be overwhelming, but that’s just a thought. A little bit of content flickering in one corner of the screen before it fades away again. That thought is already gone again. Actually forgot what it was. Do you remember? Do we now create new thoughts that are formulating our worry about losing a thought?




“Last year I had a little problem come up with my life, a conflict I had to deal with that I didn’t want to deal with. It was hard to deal with and I had to. So I go to my friend Woody (Harrelson). Thoughtful man and friend. I said, ’Woody, you know you always seem to keep it pretty cool. What do you do when you got a problem or a conflict that comes up in your life?’ Being my good friend, he thinks about it for a minute. He lowers his head for about 15 or 20 seconds. He looks back up to me and looks right into my eyes, deep into my soul, and he says, ’I just forget about it.’ ”

— Matthew McConaughey —




Don’t worry, be happy. Hakuna Matata. The problem-free philosophy. Perhaps that is inner peace? When we unlearn the habit of worrying and just have faith all the time? When we surrender to the present moment and accept it in its fullness, have we found bliss? Is what we are so desperately longing for to be found right here, right now, but always? Just take a deep breath, and don’t worry about it.








  Unconditional love





Loving without conditions. Accepting just the way it is. Accept others the way they are, even if they are different than you. Even if it is different from your ideals. Even if it is different from what you think is right. Even if you think it is evil.

The last one can be a tough one. Accepting evil. The horrific things people do to each other. Or the catastrophic natural events that can rip your life apart. How can we love that? Maybe we can’t? But what if we just accept it? It happened. No way of changing it now. Was it out of our control? Yes? Then accept it. It is what it is. If not, then we can strive to do better next time. And accept that we messed up. Perhaps, we can apologise? Perhaps we can even correct our mistake?




Admitting to be wrong is often seen as weak in our culture. But to me, it is essential to learning. If you can’t admit your mistakes, you’re kinda stuck with continuing them. Or don’t you think people won’t notice once you change? Just admit them, and improve. Or be too ashamed to be seen as flawed, and continue to be that way, while trying to hide it. Cling to your guilt.

We’re all flawed, though. If we were all perfect, stuff would be quite boring, I believe. There is so much subconscious conditioning hiding in the shadows of our lives while controlling most of our day. And a lot of it is good that way, being conscious of all of it all the time would be quite exhaustive and drain our energy. Most subroutines are better to be left to the automatic system. But how many of them were chosen consciously? And how many were formed during childhood as automatic responses? Something that worked to get what we needed. So we habituated it.




And some of these habits can have negative consequences when taken over in adulthood. They can be manipulative tactics, insults, aggression, rejection, shaming, or other ways of trying to control the situation in our favour by manipulating the other person’s emotions. And if they have worked in the past, they are reliable, so why not continue using them?

Listen to your heart. Manipulative tactics? Does that sound right? What does your conscience say? Yeah, you know. So, I know this is challenging, but don’t you want to find different methods for getting what you want and need? Aren’t you curious to discover all your subconscious patterns of behaviour and adjust those that make you feel bad about yourself?




It’s possible. And something you don’t have to stress about. Quite the opposite, actually. Relax. Give it time. And pay attention to yourself. Observe your actions and reflect on the consequences. How did others react? Was their reaction caused by your intention or their interpretation? Can you make sure those will align better in the future? Why not be honest about your intentions?

Well, will they believe it? Are you trustworthy? If not, how do you get there? Gotta start somewhere, right? Do yourself a favour, and start by being honest to yourself. Listen to your heart. What do you truly want? Do you want subconscious patterns you did not consciously choose to dictate your life? Or do you want to find those bad habits and get rid of them?




Well, it’s easy. Stay alert. Pay attention. And give it time. Be a patient patient. It often gets tough, but after some time, you will see why, and you will learn something about yourself. The negative situations we live through are the best opportunities to reflect on. Why did you feel bad? Was it a habituated way of interpreting a situation? Once you notice that you changed a habit, you’ll start to feel better about yourself more often.

This way, we can slowly change our conditioning to habits that we love and can learn to love ourselves and others unconditionally. But for that, you have to drop your judgment of others who act out of their own conditioned reactions and use techniques that worked for them so far. They just don’t know better and aren’t in touch with their own heart. What they need most is love. Nothing else will get them out of their misery. But it can be hard to love yourself when no one else does, so help them and show them some sympathy. Or perhaps you can even remember yourself doing something similar, so show some empathy. They are just not aware of their own behaviour or don’t know a better way of getting what they want or need. And how much of what we think we want is just based on subconscious beliefs that could be adjusted too?




Perhaps you are lucky to find someone who already loves you unconditionally and would love to help you become aware of the habitual behaviour you want to get rid of. And if you love them unconditionally too, you could do them the same favour. Or do you believe that you can’t change? Well, maintaining that belief kinda stops you from changing anything, including that belief, doesn’t it? How do you find out, if you can change?




No pressure, be patient with yourself, and start small. Next time you notice a bad habit, is already a win. Just noticing is a success. Change almost happens by itself once you start to notice it before you act on it. Just don’t do it again. I know, it can be challenging to find a new solution, but perhaps you might like it better? And bit by bit, you learn to love yourself.








  The devil lives in us — Let’s get to know him, he’s just a kid





And no, I’m not necessarily talking about some horned dude, or some demon ghost, perhaps in a parallel dimension or as a symbolic archetype, you never know. I’m rather talking about psychological phenomena like doubt, fear, anxiety, nervousness, insecurity, hate, anger, despair, greed, envy, and so on. Our personal dark side.

But where do they come from? Do they get caused by external circumstances? Or do they get triggered by how we react to situations or thoughts? If it is our reaction, can we change it? What if it is a habituated response that can be overcome by further investigation? A tendency that can be unlearned?




You know you have a bad habit? Great, first step is already done when you can admit it to yourself. Notice it. Recognise, that you are currently in a negative state. One that is not preferable. Is it justified or did you jump to conclusions? Are you operating on automated assumptions, or do you know with absolute certainty that your interpretation, assumption, or prediction is correct? If not, maybe you misunderstood, or were mistaken?

But this can be difficult if we feel attacked, or are actually being attacked by the toxic negativity of someone else. However, why do we let our inner state be determined by the inner state of others? Shouldn’t it be our authority? Aren’t we responsible for guarding our inner peace consciously? Or do you hand over that responsibility to your subconscious behaviour formed in your childhood?




All good, I don’t blame you. We all do. Those are our habits. How we have learned to react automatically. But that can be unlearned. The best way is to replace it with a new habit. One that gives you a better feeling. Someone is getting angry at you? Pity them for not being in control of their emotions. But don’t tell them, they will get even more angry by this attack to their ego’s pride. You see, their attack is out of despair of not being in control.

Yet, what if that is only because they don’t know, that they are in control, just not aware of how to control themselves? We don’t come with a user manual, but it seems we are getting good at creating our own. Psychology and neuroscience have discovered a lot of very useful understanding for self-exploration, and combined with ancient wisdom about meditation for self-awareness and rituals and repeated practices of reconditioning yourself, we already have pretty good instructions on how you can reshape your life.




Let me give you some simplified guideline:




First, you have to notice the bad habit. This requires self-awareness, self-reflection, humility, and honesty with yourself. You know when you did something wrong. Learn to admit it to yourself.




Second step, try to notice the bad habit, before you act on it. There is a trigger, you have an immediate response you want to act on, intersect that action. Stop yourself from doing it. At least pause before you do it.




Third step, find the trigger. Was it an assumption? Was it somebody else doing something bad? Is that a reason for you to also behave badly? Or can you be an example of calm diplomacy and do your best to avoid an escalation of conflict?

Or did it get triggered by your imagination? Were you predicting a certain situation based on your assumptions? Is it already happening or do you just think that it could happen? If it is not a guaranteed prediction, then why bother? Perhaps you can even do something to avoid the outcome of your prediction? Why get emotional before it even happened?




Fourth step, replace it with a new reaction, new behaviour, optimistic interpretations, or assumptions. Don’t get stuck on the possible problems, but orient yourself towards a preferred solution or outcome.

Can you take a first step? Be brave and start to habituate a new behaviour. If someone gets angry at you, why not show empathy, because you know how it is to get angry, instead of showing them that you can get angry too? I know, easier said than done. Our emotions can get triggered by a lot of our insecurities, beliefs, and fears. Facing these with awareness requires courage. Changing our behaviour requires patience and perseverance.




Notice — Pause — Find the trigger — Change




We might feel tempted to avoid triggers altogether, but that way, it will be difficult to habituate a new behaviour. We will have to expose ourselves to situations that might trigger us, so we can actively learn a new behaviour. And you’ll be surprised how quickly this can work if you are actually looking for situations to improve yourself. Then, you bring the perfect mindset that allows for a quick change. There will be a lot of work, because we can have a lot of hidden demons in the shadow of our subconscious, and voices whispering lies into our ears, but if we stay faithful and keep our hopes up, we might be able to banish them all. One by one.




Also very useful, educate yourself. There is a huge amount of information out there in books and online videos to help you get to know yourself better and learn how you can recognise, understand, and adjust your behaviour.




And so we fight back against the evil one. With positivity, wisdom, and the light of our conscious awareness, we can illuminate the darkness and clean up the hidden mess. Make sure our inner neighbourhood houses characters to our liking. So we can form our own behaviour, to live a more virtuous life of emotional maturity, if we should dare to choose it. Have faith, and you might surprise yourself.








  Don’t mind my meditative mediation





A cunning koan of conceptual contradictions conjured consciously, given by the muse. Handed over to be taken firmly. To be perceived clearly. To buy the stairway to heaven, we have to pay with attention. Stay focused on the matter. And if you dare to dive into your illusory perception, will you be able to witness the mind from the outside? Cute little fellow. Knows its stuff. At least, that’s what it thinks about itself. But does it? Or is it just confident with its assumptions? Proud of them?




Now, once we begin to observe our own mind, it will have some comments on the observation of itself. Do we let them draw us back in, or can we observe them from a distance too?

Stop it. Pay attention to my words. Use them as the anchor for your attention. Glue your awareness to these words and do not let the mind pull you away from them. Is it getting scared? Is it telling you to listen to it? Does it crave your attention? Are you getting weak, or are you still focused on just reading these words? Stay with me. Pay attention, for I am showing you your centre of attention and how to control it. Ignore the commentary of the mind and just witness these words. Referencing something you don’t even have to consider. No need to understand it. If you are paying attention, you can feel what I am doing. You don’t need to put it into your own words. Or have commenting thoughts on what I’m doing.




You did it anyway, didn’t you? That’s okay. As long as you’re back with me now. See, this back-and-forth, that’s what most of meditation is about. Choose something to rest your focus on, notice your attention is slipping away, and bring it back. Do that and you will train your focus, increase your attention span. Learn how to have it rest on something. To really pay attention.




“Hai, mind the sword, mind the people watch, mind enemy — too many mind. No mind!” 

— Nobutada, The Last Samurai —




How often do your eyes wander away while reading? How quickly will you start a secondary thing after starting something else, only partially paying attention to the thing you just decided to spend your time with? Why is your attention wandering away already? Is it not exciting enough? Does it want a dopamine rush and is not getting it? Watch yourself. Pay attention. Stay awake. The end of time is now, forever.








  The envious envisioning of wrong goals





When you look at others in envy, you blind yourself. Your highest potential can not be found in others. As long as you compare yourself, you will never discover your uniqueness. Look at them to be inspired, but you gotta look within to find your true source of inspiration.

Because, while you want to be like someone else, you won’t be yourself. But you have to be your honest self to be authentic. And you might be surprised by yourself and capable of more than you thought. Perhaps you might even outshine your idols.




However, you have to find your own source of light. What are you passionate about? What did you always want to try, but never dared? Give it a shot, but don’t focus on the result, pay attention to the process. Do you enjoy the creative act of creation? All you need to find your purpose, your talents, your highest expression, is within you.

I know, vague words that sound so useless. That’s the problem though, what they are referring to is hard to capture in words, it is a feeling beyond words. An inner urge, a subtle knowing that will have to persevere against thoughts of doubt, and limiting beliefs. The analytical mind can be so trained at suppressing the subtle nudges of the soul, that we can even forget that we have it. Our intuition. Something deeper and wiser than the assumptions of the mind.




Yet, most are too afraid to listen within. To dare. Instead, they blame others, their circumstances, that they don’t have the time or energy, yet they seem to have the time to watch others. But do they pay attention, or is their envy blinding them to the information that is shared with them? Is there perhaps something useful here to apply to your own life?

Ever considered, that all I’m trying to point at is you? Yet, your attention is still glued to me. Until you get it. That you don’t need me. Perhaps, you still enjoy spending your time, reading my words. But once you’ve truly seen what I’m talking about, you won’t need a guru. You’ll be your own guru. Then, my art is just the entertainment of some ideas.








  Why we secretly love the struggle





I’m one of those people who likes to play video games set to the highest difficulty. Some of you who have tried this might ask yourself why I would voluntarily put myself through that grind and not choose a lower difficulty, but would you go for the easiest?

Depending on the game, this can be a very boring experience. If there is no challenge at all, no struggle, then the accomplishments and completion of the game will feel less rewarding than they would have if we at least would have been challenged a little bit in our capabilities.




Depending on the game, the highest difficulty setting can be a pain, and boss battles can become this frustrating repetition and growing hate against the gods of random number generation that can make success seem impossible.

But damn, it does feel good when you finally beat that boss. Especially if you managed to defeat your own frustration and anger before you defeated the boss. When you learned to stay calm and calculated. Observed, remained patient, waited for the right opportunities, and mastered your inner peace while prolonging sharp attention and focus. The fight was no struggle, it was a dance.




Life can be tough, excruciating, and horrifying, but persevering despite the darkness will mould your character into something to be proud of. It gives you confidence in your ability to deal with problems by yourself, to face your fears. To find your weaknesses and work on them. The more difficult tasks you have completed, the more likely you will be to engage with more of them. And some people just need to deal with the difficult stuff. Someone has to, so that we can reap the rewards of these efforts.




Giving up might be tempting you at every step of it. And sometimes, it’s okay to turn the difficulty down a bit if it is just not at all enjoyable any more. Be honest about your own skill level. In real life, this could mean asking others for help, or giving yourself more time. But don’t give up. Commit. Reflect. Rethink your approach. Commit again. And again. And again.

Because if we all make it a habit to shy away from challenging tasks, then nobody will take care of those. If we stop trying because our frustration and disappointment overwhelm us, what kind of person will we become? What kind of society? Will we slowly become cynical and eventually stop trying? Or will we cultivate self-discipline, perseverance, and determination?




I would like to invite you to embrace the challenges. Turn up the difficulty. Welcome the opportunities for growth and mastery. Stay calm. Breathe deeply. You can find a way. You can do it. Believe in yourself.

Commit. Reflect. Commit again. And again. And again …








  Change only happens now





In this holographic masterpiece, also commonly known as life, when visitors enter your mind and convince you, that there is a you, you forget, that there is only an I. Your thoughts talking to you, addressing you with you, compared to those with which you address yourself as I can make a subtle difference in the distinction between blame, and responsibility. Those that tell you, “You did something wrong” are like our mind blaming our actions on us as, as if it had nothing to do with it. But when we acknowledge and realize “I did something wrong” accountability gets recognized. By shaming ourselves with voices of blaming a you, we create a conceptual illusion of there being a separation between the thinker and the one the thinker is thinking about when talking to a you instead of an I. A simple mental construction to disassociate with accountability.




Yet, is that good or bad? Are you responsible for your past actions? Maybe. Can you change them? No. Can you change how you will act in the future? Maybe. But you only get to that future, by taking responsibility for your actions right now. That’s your remote control for your body, anyway. Have you tamed your avatar, or are you still struggling with your controller? Lots of details and specialties, right? Only one way to get better, though. Practice. Making mistakes. Learning. Adapting. Improving. But that is not something we will ever be able to address in the future. We can only address it right now, by making choices in the eternal moment of now. There is no real future you, the real you is only imagining a you in the future, right now. Well, theoretically. The real you is reading these words right now.




Do you see, what I’m pointing at? Don’t think about it. Witness it. Realize, that your thoughts are just parts of it. Appearing right now, and fading away. You are their observer. An empty eye, receptive for input. Yet, our life is defined by the input. It is the input. All that we experience through the continuous moment of now, is what we also are. We are the observation of it from our subjective perspective of it, as a part of it. The centre of presence. Hey there. You also kinda are the experience of reading this text right now. Wazzup? Are you okay? Are you enjoying yourself? Are there changes you want to make about your life? Are you planning to do them in the future? Change can only start by changing something right now.




But don’t worry. Worrying is also something you can change when you catch yourself wasting the opportunities of your present moment by thinking about worst-case scenarios instead of taking action to do something else right now. Feel free to take the opportunity to argue for caution, but perhaps that’s just another attempt to avoid taking action. Perhaps it is justified. But what if it is not?








  Mastering mastery





The way to mastery is an endless road. You get better by doing it, which does not mean, that by doing it, you automatically get better. Do it consciously, pay attention, see where you can improve your behaviour and actions. How can you refine them?

Learn to do this self-assesment of your work, your forms of communication, your emotional intelligence, and everything else, that is worth improving.




That is how you walk the path of the masters. Mastery does not mean to be done with learning, mastery means to have mastered the skill of learning itself.

Which is a bit like a snake biting its own tail. Yet, for consciousness, that seems to be the way forward. An endless loop of actions and feedback. We seem to be responsible for the action part. The feedback, or missing feedback, can also indicate missing actions. Something we feel we should have done already.




Everything in its own time. The door will appear when you are ready. Trust your gut to tell you that you are. Your mind might try to convince you otherwise, but does it really know better? Or does it just assume to already know the results of your actions and convinces you to not even try? Why bother? You’re gonna fail anyway.




That’s how you avoid mastery. Being sure you can’t improve. Being sure that things won’t change. That you can’t change. That way, you are the one making sure that you don’t. Having convinced yourself not to try. This way, you don’t learn new things.

But it is your choice. One that you can change at any moment. Imagine the moment when you succeed. What would that look like? What would that feel like? Is it a desirable state? Might it be worth the risk and effort?




Now let me give you a different perspective. What if we already are masters? What if the intelligence of the universe is always accessible? What if flow can be initiated instantly by anyone? Because the mind does not need to understand the action. We can feel the flow of action directly and just surrender.

Do you trust that guidance? Or is your mind sceptical? Is it perhaps the one holding you back? Convinced that it is smarter than the universe. Wanting to figure it all out and trying to only initiate understood and premeditated actions? How often does it fail at that?




What if the way to mastery, is to stop thinking, and start doing? Reflection can happen afterwards. Do it regularly, and it will automatically influence the next action. Stay on this feedback loop. But in the moment where it counts, don’t think, act. The mind will follow along, don’t worry. But what if we have a form of higher guidance within us?

Deep in the entrails lives a mind of its own. A subtle voice of deep wisdom. The most important thing for the mind to learn, is how to listen to that voice, how to interpret it, and how to apply it to your life. The only thing that is disturbing your flow, is the thought that you can’t do it already. Doubt. In yourself, or the ideas behind my words.




But fixating on the words and ideas, concepts and speculations, assumptions and predictions, means to keep living in the head, and missing out on the whispered wisdom from within.

The higher self. The one that trusts. The one that has faith. Fuelled by hope and gratitude we can awaken our true passions and live a more compassionate life.

More ideas to think about? Or rather, principles to act upon?








  What does the mean meaning of meaning mean?





When the maddening howl of the owl in the mirror screams through the night, all prey will prepare for flight. Flee you fools, from my insane song, for it might be the death of the sane. To be reborn, over and over again. No time, for the mad hatter to prepare tea, because this will be the end of thee. And so, my foolish rhymes innocently lure you into your demise.




Come and follow me willingly, and be carried away by the power of my words, to where I want to lead you. The place where contradictions fall apart, and chaotic silence shrieks at you. Where intellectual conceptualisations become second nature at best. Where you discover that your true nature already is. Always was. Always will be. And doesn’t even exist.




That centre spot of resting awareness. The seat of the observer. The conductor’s silent composure. The feeling of being. The experience of now, with all of its content. Are you content with your content? What a present the presence is. Perpetually pretending to prepare a narrative for the fools fostering a personality. And thus, the illusion of the separate self serves the meaning of the story on a silver platter. Slithering the serpent’s temptations into our being. Seductively seeding thoughts of severe sincerity and separate subjectivity. Of accountability and responsibility. For stagnation and progress.




Or will we bury ourselves with perspectives of meaninglessness? Dismantle all relevance of us, our relations, relative to the narrative? What might be the meaning of such blindness to meaning? Does it mean one has found a profound truth, or is this profanity a sign of getting lost in insanity, forgetting what it means to be sane?

Yet, the meaning of existence seems self-evident. Being always is what it is meant to be. No way around it. Just happens by design. Meaning intentionally inherent in existence itself. Everything that exists, does so because it means something to existence. It matters. Meaninglessness can only be found when exiting existence it seems.




“Things are not explained by the past. They’re explained by what happens now.”

— Alan Watts —




What is life about? Look around, it’s all there. Everywhere. Right here. Right now. This is, what it is about. This is, what it is doing, right now. But what does it mean? Those thoughts are precisely what veils the meaning of it all. The meaning of it all is it all. Not just mere thoughts and interpretations. It’s the whole thing.

So, what do our words mean? What, then, is the meaning of a word? Is it perhaps not comparable with the meaning of life? Or do words refer to parts of existence? Making them meaningful in the context in which they are used. And even if they are incoherent ramblings without structure, it at least seems to mean enough to utter them for the one who does so. Do you get what I mean?








  Who is asking?





Wakey wakey, said the morning as we recognised the depth of utter magnificence each moment can hold. The sun’s golden light rises beyond the horizon. There still are bright days to be had.




“Here is a test to find whether your mission on earth is finished: If you’re alive, it isn’t.” 

—  Richard Bach —




Do you play to participate? Or do you play to have fun? Let’s find out, said the trickster, preparing his next misdirection. Handing over the glass onion of freedom with its infinite layers. Mesmerised by the scene, the audience gets taken away from any foundation into the endless depths of the metaphysic ocean.

Diving for the source, as if the origin of the sea could be found somewhere within it, the seekers float around aimlessly through the shadows down below. Or so it seems. Shedding some light on the darker parts is the first step to doing something about it. You can only consciously change what you are conscious of. Like your own source.




“The biggest ego trip going is getting rid of your ego. And the joke of it all is your ego doesn’t exist. There’s nothing to get rid of. It’s an illusion.” 

—  Alan Watts —




The navigation through the sea is the narrative, it seems. The idea of a separate me, possibly just part of the story? Embedded in the narrative as something made up, like everything else? Or something real beyond the world of ideas?

You have to choose not to choose, to believe that choice is not an option. Or options are just ideas that are part of the linear narrative.

Just follow me, whispered a voice, radiating comfort. No stress, just easygoing. The safe route. At least, that’s what we tell ourselves. Safe to underwhelm, easy to be bored. No stress, but also no adventure. Nothing is going terribly wrong, but how much is actually going right? How exciting is it?




Are we waiting for the world to change, or is the world waiting for us to look for change? Will we be lulled by convenience? Distracted from the subtle inconveniences around us? The stuff we just blur out but somehow can’t seem to shake?

Is there a me that is accountable and responsible for my actions? Or is the experience of a me just part of the action going on? Who’s the actor? Well, who is asking?








  Serene salvation





Once the mind has discovered its own limitations and begins to describe itself from a perceived outside, the space of inner peace can be discovered. Even if you are only able to take a glimpse at the empty space between thoughts, you can suddenly realise, how you are not your thoughts. You are the one who is also witnessing the silence in between.

And with meditation, you can train to make that break longer and longer. Yet, it is a passive action. You can’t grasp it with thoughts, can’t comprehend how it is done, since it is the attempt to understand that breaks the silence.




We just have to repeatedly find our way back to the spot from which we witness our thoughts, emotions, and sensory input as a merged canvas. The screen of our experience. We are the observer of that experience. And just that. We are one with the experience. Any thoughts about a separate person or identity are just another part of that seamless experience. An accumulation of phenomena and events, which are categorisations of the mind. The process of distinguishing distinct features allows us to reference and remember appearances. A naming of patterns. A very powerful tool.




So, there is no goal in meditation of reaching a state of a permanently empty mind. Not as far as I know. But perhaps something beyond intellectual knowledge? Not something to understand, but learn how to do?

It seems rather to be a technique to tame and utilise our conscious focus, which we can then use to clean up the subconscious mess we operate on. The automated behaviours and thought patterns we established during our childhood and later. To witness them from an open-minded centre. And start our observations of our habituated conditioning.

Like the conductor of an orchestra, we are the silent instructors for our inner processes. Yet, how does a conductor who doesn’t even know that he is the stillness that permeates all get the attention of the musicians so that they can pay attention to his instructions?




Don’t worry. Take a breath. Release it. See. You know you are the conductor. You just told your body what to do. Or was that me? Or would it have done it without you and me?

Notice, how I just created confusion in your mind, or did I? Yet, the knowing of being the conductor, was that really a thought? Or is it more of an intuitive feeling? The feeling of being. Of pure existence.




A quiet pond in the morning sun. A bird passes by. Already gone. A few more. And disappeared. The pond is not disturbed. The fish become active. Yet the surface remains flat. A fish comes to the surface. Ripples on the water. Soon to be gone again. Everything settles again. Flat surface. Clean mirror. Serene heart. Welcome home.








  None of this is real





One might have come across the idea, that this world is not real, and believed it. And the reality of that belief can have real consequences. This illusory idea will really stay with you if you embrace it too much. It can become a habitual thought pattern that will really mess you up.

Once you have convinced yourself into this illusion, nobody can talk you out of it. Since you can really believe that none of what they say is real. And so, your reality becomes something haunted by the real thought that none of it is real. Even those thoughts, that really appear within your conscious awareness, can be infections of the idea that, in reality, they themselves are not real.




Those who have pierced the irony of that situation will have a really great time enjoying my jokes, while the ones still haunted by the illusions of their mind will be flooded with doubting and questioning thoughts. Their reality will consist of thought patterns that will really tell them that none of their experience is real.

Except for the experience of those thoughts themselves, of course. Do you really believe them? Do you still think that you can escape reality? Where does that idea originate? Is it something within your awareness? A thought that you witness? Or do you believe you really are those thoughts? Aren’t those beliefs just thoughts too?




Now, let us talk about the origin of this belief. It has to do with the idea that there is a subjective reality and an objective reality. And although this might be true, the only thing that will ever be real for you is your subjective perspective. It could be deluding you with misconceptions, hallucinations, and illusions about reality. Making you blind to objective reality by creating an artificial subjective reality. So, that reality you seem to be questioning is that which is not perceivable for you due to the distorting activity of your own mind. So, that the real world is not accessible to you is your own doing, in reality.




Yet, should you find yourself caught in this delusion, will you look inside at your own inner activities and filters to get a clearer view of the reality outside of yourself? Or will you go out there, into that reality you doubt to have access to, and expect it to guide you towards real clarity? And while you are looking out there at reality, to find out how to find back to reality, will you realise that you are already there, or will you continue to think that none of this is real? So you can maintain the illusion created by your own mind?

Think about it, where could you have gotten that idea from, that this world is not real, but somewhere within this world? If all is an illusion, then this thought is one too. Isn’t that ironic? Are you really convinced by a thought that claims of itself not to be real? Does it give you real feelings of an inner restlessness, that urge you and keep you longing to know more about that real world you really think you are missing out on? Do I really have to keep going, or do you get the joke of it all?








  The foolish laughter of the wise





The daunting abysmal void at the edge of wisdom’s end is the same place you find behind its opposing position of utter foolishness. At the borderline of our mind’s limitations, where one is tempted to jump into the ignorance of certainty and attach oneself to a final conclusion, one might find that the perception of an absolute eternal certainty, is a theoretical projection of an approximated, generalised assumption. One that might hold true in the present moment, but how reliable is a speculation towards infinity? Can we ever know for sure, that a seemingly stable conclusion we have about the world, is not open to be changed by a fluke of the universe at any given moment?




Can we ever know, or are we just so tempted to assume this for most of our conclusions? Perhaps because it would scare the living shit out of us to acknowledge that most, or even all of them, could be subject to a more substantial change than we ever dared to assume possible?

And so we rather delude ourselves to have been able to abstract an ultimate, final, and eternal truth, a place that can be reached, about the infinite and continuously changing universe. A pattern we rather assume will not be broken, since it might flip our entire worldview around, and open us up to something we never even were capable of imagining to be possible. Don’t let patterns fool you.




Yet, are we scared of the unknown, horrified by what we might find? Or could it be, that we will be surprised with a fantastic feature we never dared to dream of, one that goes beyond our wildest fantasies? How do we know? Or are we tied to the pessimistic assumption, that the unknown usually holds disappointment, disgust, or even despair? But what would it be like to be stuck with that assumption for the rest of your life? Wouldn’t that be a guarantee for a disappointing life?




We have been taught, that those who don’t know, are the stupid fools. And the smart ones are those who know so much. But how did they get there? And is it really the accumulation of information that makes one smart, or is it rather the ability to apply your analytical capabilities in the present moment? It seems that if either of these is missing, intellect might struggle to evolve. Yet, what is our critical analysis, but the curious investigation of something we don’t yet understand?

And aren’t the information we hold the collection of concepts of the things we already did understand? But how certain are we that all these are perfect accounts of the nature of reality, and which of these remain open for adjustment? If our analytical capabilities come across something we don’t understand, how willing are we to question the things we are already certain to have understood? Could our failure to understand something depend on an adjustment we need to make on something we thought we knew for sure?




So, following this argument, are the wise those who know everything for sure and the fools those who don’t? Or are the wise those who allow for the possibility of their own foolishness and the fools the ones who do not allow for the possibility of flaws in all their wisdom?

It seems, the open-mindedness of the wise will be seen as foolishness, only by those who closed their minds to questioning their own beliefs. The ones who became too attached to their assumptions about reality seem to be the ones not prepared for the foolishness of a remaining uncertainty. Not having seen yet, that there are limitations to their wisdom. However, this does not mean I want to promote the opposite end, absolute uncertainty, because that would be utter foolishness.




“If you open your mind too much, your brain will fall out.”

—  Tim Minchin —




But if you don’t open your mind at all, your stubbornness, ignorance, and arrogance might have you end up as a fool just as well. So it seems, the wise, are the ones, who allow themselves to be fools, to persist in their uncertainty, to allow for either a continuous refinement, or necessary adjustment. While the fools are glued to their assumed wisdom.




It appears, that at the edge of our understanding, where the discernment between truth and illusion can be difficult, the greatest error is to blindly accept an illusion as truth. To not see through this truth, might be the biggest illusion of all.

So why not accept that your perceived truth could still be illusory and remain open for further exploration? Can language and logic’s lame attempt and their limiting constraints truly be capable of cutting away pieces of the unlimited possibilities of the unbridled potential of reality?




“The Bodhisattva is the fool who has become wise by persisting in his folly.” 

—  Alan Watts — 








  The delayed saturated satisfaction of satisfying actions





Slowly, the seed will grow into the tree. The doe needs time to rise. Our birthday only happens once a year. And patience is a virtue, it is said. Patience for what? What are you waiting for? Is there a goal you have in mind? Is it something you are striving towards or something you just have to wait for to occur? And what if you don’t even know if it will ever occur in your entire lifetime?

These are all questions that can make your imagination race into the future, and run simulated predictions of preferred scenarios, to remind you that your current situation is different.




How long, do we imagine will it take? Or do we not know if it will ever happen? Should we just give up hope and cut off these imaginative cycles of dreaming for a better future? Or could it be that there still is value in it, even though our unfulfilled longings can make our heart ache?

The cosmic painter is passionately painting a painful picture of pathos while we are pathetically participating in the suffering as the patient patient. Are we doomed? Or can we passionately participate in the painting of our own picture?




Where is our satisfaction? Is it only appearing once the patiently awaited future arrives? Does it mean that our participation until then will remain unsatisfactory? Or can we attract satisfaction into the present moment by selectively choosing paths of satisfying actions? No longer prolonging our satisfaction by attaching it to specific distant events, but producing it right here, right now. Will our actions be as satisfying? Probably not. But can’t we procedurally practice passionate expression in the presence to perpetually mingle in satisfying processes?




Now, imagine yourself repeatedly participating in passionate and satisfactory actions. Can you see how you procedurally might increase the satisfaction of said actions to saturate your patient persistence towards your goal bit by bit?

So, instead of constantly waiting for that peak experience, you can actively begin to climb the mountain instead of waiting for a moment when you will be suddenly carried to the top. But to begin the climb, one has to take action. The first steps might not be very pleasurable, but after a while, you might take a look back and realise, that the view has already become more satisfying.








  The mirror





On razor’s edge we meet. No past, no future, just now. Be my mirror, and I’ll be yours. A reflection of how you perceive yourself in me. Will you look behind my words? Or will the view already be obscured by your thoughts about them? Are you paying attention, or is your attention drifting away? Alternating between here on these words, and wherever your mind prefers to go from here?




What is it thinking about? Did you notice? As long as you look at that, and not this, you don’t look at me, you look at you. But that’s okay, I’m just a mirror anyway. Providing a surface, shaped in a way, that you can see yourself from new angles.




So, what is it that you see? Is it me? Is it you? A little bit of both? Are you thinking about my intentions behind these words? Or do you allow them to carry you, wherever you are supposed to be?




Do you explore the unfolding of this magical experiment without confirmation bias? What is it that you seek to confirm? Are your predictions optimistic or sceptical? Do you know, or just assume? Will you be able to look beyond your assumptions and see what is? Or blur out what does not align with your preference? Pay attention, but not just to your thoughts about a situation, but the entire situation. What do you feel?




Imagine, that all is vibrations. Your thoughts are. Your emotions are. Your feelings are. Your sensory input is. What you hear, see, smell, touch, taste, think, or feel. All a type of vibration that we experience by feeling into it.




Do we do it consciously? Does our focus have a preference? Is it stuck to our imagination, almost obsessively predicting a future it doesn’t know? Or is it glued to the past, reliving moments it can’t release? That it would like to change, but can’t? What a waste of energy. Leave the past behind, it’s already over anyway. You gonna miss the present presented to you in the presence of the present.




Do you trust me to guide you safely to the place of inner peace? Where the concepts of our mind collapse, and even if it is just for a moment, they suddenly don’t matter at all. And all you do is be. Present. Breathing. With a slight smile on your face.








  Here and there





Nothing can be learned here by the spiritual seeker on the quest for the source of everything. One might think, that through the accumulation of knowledge you will rise above the many.

Now, the essence the enthusiastic explorer of equilibrium is searching for, yet you might cognitively comprehend it never. Spaciously spread sprinkles of subjectivity explore a splendid, specifically narrated scene wandering through time.




Infinitely finite selections of optional choices expand the simulated cosmic game of hide-and-seek eternally. From the universal dance of galaxies to the particular virtual handshake, there is nothing happening precisely as it is supposed to.

On the end of every sentence, I carefully placed the opposite of its beginning to mirror it while you might not even have noticed that something is off. Opposites exposed to demonstrate, that no matter whatever happens in the spectrum between them, they are still one and the same.




This means, to find the serene centre in the dance between the two, you have to pay attention to the details, and stay alert and focused on this part of the sentence instead of thinking about the opposite of this being that. Left with only a few more ideas, I have to begin with a cunning play of misdirection, so while you expected me to go right, I just stayed. Close to running out of possibilities, I get curious how far I can take this until there are no more elegant options open.




Unconsciously, I’m triggering the geometrical representations of these triangular relations to present you with a visual form for your subconscious intuition to make these transcendental connections vividly conscious. Light awareness needs to linger relaxed from the eternal peace of the centre of the cross, the middle point, so that life’s heavy weight won’t drag us into the dark.

Fast animated oscillations of the eternal ephemeral scene flowing through our awareness need to be experienced from a slowed-down inner state, so that we can revel and rejoice in this dramatic feast. Tightly narrowed down perspectives can be loosened up and spread into something wide.




In this vast space of perception, more processes linger, than one might be able to ever figure out. Clear instructions were given, yet the opaque subconscious filtering and misdirection of conscious awareness might leave some of the readers confused. Bright minds might now get a feeling of superiority while unintelligently demonstrating that they didn’t even comprehend the third sentence of this text and will be violently brought down to the aforementioned dark. Flat jokes on uneven ground or brilliantly crafted linguistic masterpieces moulded into something exciting?








  My dearest definition of divinity





When the last wave collapses, the last particle disappears, and the last word is spoken, nothing will still remain in stillness. The empty void of peace can’t be taken away. Because the act of taking away is what gives room to the everlasting emptiness. The blank canvas. The tabula rasa. The empty stage. The screen on which life appears. Unbridled potential. Pure consciousness.




It is the primordial substance in its resting state. All essence at ease. The pause between breaths. The silence between notes. Where everything seems to be in a seamless standstill. A gasp of surprising serenity. A serendipitous return to the equilibrium. The pendulum at its centre position. A feeling like the anchor point of all rotations. The something that is the source of all creations. The well of all waters. The faithful faucet of all fountains. The heart of all passion. The devotion of all aliveness.




Also known as the spinner of time. The impulse behind all heartbeats. The initiation of the initial spark. The drive of all journeys. The actor of all acts of action. The producer of the fuel for the engine. The origin of origin itself. The genesis of genesis. The no-thing whose first step was the birth of the first thing.




I’m talking about the beyond of all beyonds. The singularity of all there is was and will be. The holy seed of being. The encompassing spawn of existence. The stubborn persistence. The opposite of resistance. The warm welcome for all guests. The quiet conductor. The mime of memes. The similarity of all themes. The magnificent marble made out of maternal marble. The warble of garble and the garble of warble. The womb of all wobbles. The frequent freeloader of all frequencies. The persevering point of persistence.




Returning to this hidden home is the motivation of meditation. The end of dedication. The surrender to the present moment. The acceptance of actuality. Right now. You have to do nothing to get there. The peace is always here. Waiting for you. With unconditional love.








  The loving light of the Sun





With the gravity of the conscious choice of the agents of the collective unconscious, the waves of potential collapse to the razor’s edge. To break the dawn of night, the light concentrates into a grain of sand.

That’s each moment. All the time. The uncertainty is a blurred diffusion of future and past. The observation of what is now, is all there is. Everything else is a theoretical formulation of what might be ahead or behind of now, happening as a particular aspect of now.

Now, does that mean, that the theory ain’t real? Or is it relevant for navigation? The more conscious the subject becomes of the mechanics of interaction with matter, the more consciously it can interact with them. Conscious expansion of coordination, cognitive capabilities, and emotional connections contributes to controlled co-creation. The unconscious is the other, the conscious is our responsibility.




As the Sun’s light brings the dawn, the forms of the shadow take their various depictions into bright daylight. To be seen by the wandering eyes of each subjective perspective. Sensory input, emotional states, and thoughts dance in the light of day. But some of them are shy, they rather would prefer not to be seen. Ashamed of themselves, they evade the eye’s gaze to hide in the shadows of day, continuing to pull the strings in the background. Playing hide and seek with curiosity, they enact their habitual parts until they are caught by the light and catch fire. And as the burned ash settles, the land becomes more fertile.

Sow seeds of loving kindness so that even in the dark, compassion contributes while the toxic critiques that used to poison the land, were transformed by the flame to provide fertiliser for the field.




And as we take care of our garden, prune what needs pruning, nourish to support, and see nature strive, we become aware of life’s beauty. We can compare it to the mess our garden used to be, and see that in contrast to the dark, the light’s value becomes obvious.

So we consciously conclude that continuously paying attention to conscious content compels us to at least consider our contribution to the well-being of our garden. Do we nourish body, mind, and soul with the energy and attention they long for? Or do we spend most of our day in the house while the garden withers away?




Are you even aware of the state of your garden, or does it lie in blurred uncertainty, doing its own thing without anyone paying attention to it? Perhaps some people walking by might notice it. Pitying the plants of unused potential and their starvation of attention and love. But one love is guaranteed. The Sun will always shine its bright, loving light when the day comes. But what can we choose to contribute?








  Magical layers of awareness





The first layer is the realisation of reflection, when you discover your capability of consideration, when you begin to learn how to think. Not what to think, just how to think. Based on assumptions, you start to observe and associate patterns.




The next layer begins with considerations of your person. Of recognising that you are an active agent in this world. And of forming a mental construct to represent that agency.

A character is formed. This happens by belief. Either you believe what others tell you about you, or just people in general, how a person is supposed to behave, what a person is supposed to think. Sometimes, depending on your gender, age, culture, or something even more disgustingly general than that.

Or these are thoughts you have come to believe about yourself, by yourself.




The third layer is to recognise these artificial concepts as something that is not you, but just things you tell yourself. Conjurations of the mind. And you begin to see, that what you are is something way beyond things constructed by thoughts.

The expansiveness of this layer emerges after you have gradually separated yourself from identifying with the constructs of your mind and have discovered the depth of the other aspects of you. Which you can see way more plainly once the filter of only perceiving them through the obfuscated lens of your mind has been cleared. When you no longer live only through your thoughts.

A continued conscious choice of breaking repetitive thought cycles has given space for the vast content of reality to take a more present role in your moment-to-moment experience.

You begin to only preserve assumed patterns, confirmed by prediction and observation loops, that are preferable to you. Your real you, your higher self, not the ego. These are just further constructs to identify with.




The fourth layer is only reserved for those, who dare to abandon all identification. This is where the real fun begins. Because now, you are with the crazy people who have detached from any mental construct or framework, from religion, metaphysics, cosmology, ontology, philosophy, and all the other disciplines of explaining the world with models and theories.

Now you swim with the dancers of the void of non-duality, where the strange magicians conjure paradoxes from the emptiness behind the curtain. These are the logic spinners that are capable of pulling the rug from under your feet, even though you are so attached to it.

Well, at least as long as you are enchanted by the layers. But there are no layers. I just made them up. Or did I not?








  Unattached fragments — Thrown together





As we are distracted by the shadows of ideas, we tend to forget where to find the light. And as we observe the magnificence through a subconscious filter, we aren’t even aware of what we’re actually looking at. Observing the world through the fog of the mind’s activity, we might get so identified with the world of thought-produced conceptual imaginary blueprints and linguistic interpretations that we miss the direct experience of reality. Then, the illusion grasped our full attention, and we are just living in a cognitive simulation, instead of through it.




To get to know yourself, you first have to get out of yourself. So that you can remember why you chose to be in yourself in the first place. Abstain your self from the luxury you have grown used to, to remember the value of what you already have. The experiences that give value to your life are worth experiencing consciously. When life is so fascinating that you can’t help but be present.

Now, and only now, you might notice, that the value of the presence was never really gone, the open potential is always here, right now. We just have to choose to recognise it, and then proceed with it.




Chunks of processing fall through our stream of consciousness. Explaining, justifying, predicting, reminiscing, categorising, and commenting on the input from the outside, and occasionally the rest of the inside. Always happening on the inside. Being part of the inside. Craving for attention. And so, the shadows of ideas draw us into their realms of conceptualisation.




And now, a magic trick. Allow me to blur the borders of individuality a bit. To connect the distinction. To attach the separation of this and that and you and me. Can you stare into the invasive mirror?




What does he mean? I don’t understand this. I’m too stupid. He must be crazy. He doesn’t know what he is talking about. None of this makes any sense.

Well some of it. But the rest is just weird. Kinda awkward. Because I don’t know what to make of it. Has he lost it, or have I lost his track?

How does he dare to show me me and not him? Or is him spending his time showing me me what he does? Does he do it because of me, or does he do it because he just likes doing it? Both? None? Not even his choice? Does he even know what he is doing for me? And to me? Does he just do it unknowingly? Or am I doing it to me? My projection or his intention?




And while I keep entertaining the activity of your mind, you lose track of me and you and I and him. Fascinated by the shadows of ideas. Confused by an artistic performance of misdirection.

Take your time to look at what I haven’t said. That’s where the critical fragments of information are.

Somehow, we are parts of the same process of interaction. I do me, and you do you. And it seems right now, that our paths met. Thanks for walking along with me here. Until next time.








  Choosing to leave the contradictory carousel





The two-faced nature of reality will drag us along while pushing us forward. Choicelessly chosen to choose if we believe that we have a choice. We can’t choose not to choose since it would be a choice.

So, what do we do? Do we alternate between the perspectives? Sometimes believing in good, sometimes believing in bad? Sometimes looking through the lens of love, sometimes through the lens of fear? Alternating between worrying and being hopeful? Or can we choose to settle on one side, and become ignorant to the other end?




Can we have absolute faith in the world and ignore all our doubts and fears? Or would that be foolish? That question, for example, is based on the fear of doing something foolish. But what if foolishness might be the right choice? The hidden door, out of the maze of contradictions? To not take linguistic distinctions of opposites too seriously and just see them as analytical information available for consideration, but no possible truths due to their contradictory nature?

Well, how does one then coordinate the intricate world of contradictions? How does one find the point of balance between the extremes somewhere in the middle of the spectrum? Who is asking that question? Is it your analytical processing algorithm that thinks of itself to be the one in control of making that decision?




Aren’t you rather the one hearing that question than the one asking it? Or are you somewhere in between the two? Both, but also none of them? Can you get a feeling for what I’m doing? How I’m balancing these opposing perceptive descriptions of who we are and what all this other stuff is? While we are apparently part of this other stuff, but also not. These are just thoughts. Don’t worry about them. Worrying about them is just the process of creating more thoughts while witnessing these worrying thoughts. Just stuff your brain does.

Are you attached to this? Do you think that you can influence this? Isn’t it the brain thinking? So, the brain thinks it controls itself? Does your belly think that too? Or does your brain think it also controls the entrails? Does any of them need to be controlled? Or can we just trust both to do their job and just observe what they are doing?




Which way do you choose to go? Or is it all chosen for you? Or are we somewhere stuck in the middle? Somewhere in the rainbow between black and white? Just being presented with this kaleidoscopic perspective or actively navigating it? Both? Is my magic working? Are these questions allowing you to step back from analytical thoughts to experience the paradoxical nature of analytical thoughts, to realise that what you are looking for is what you are looking with. Something besides analytical thoughts that can consciously recognise this thought process as something it is witnessing?

While the thoughts are still trying to think about themselves and what they might be, are you leaning back and watching your mind trying to solve these contradictory questions and to find answers, while the answer is not definite but rather somewhere in the middle? Because the mind does not know. It just likes to think it does, but how could thinking be knowing if thoughts can be this contradictory? All we ever know is what is happening right now. We only know now. Everything else we think we know, are just thoughts we have right now. They might be coming back around. They can be quite repetitive patterns. But maybe they won’t. How would you know? Don’t worry. Just breath. Trust the world. Or don’t. Your choice.








  The marvellous mysteries of the mystics





As the koans of the spiritual teachers attempt to lead you to the place that you can only find by yourself, you don’t really understand what they are about, if you aren’t yet familiar with that place.

Or rather, that conscious state. That space of realisation. That feeling of comprehension. When the essence of a concept sinks into the circles of your mind. When your brain begins to create an electric pattern within its network, to reproduce and simulate a simplified abstraction of the pattern observed in reality. When you begin to see the connections of distinct phenomena and how they interact to form more complex patterns, your cognitive capabilities form an understanding of the pattern.




And this seems to go for every word or idea. Is understanding truly just to simulate the cognitive pattern that someone describes to us through words? Or is the actual reason for communication not rather to convey the essence of the idea that the cognitive pattern is simulating? The meaning of what these symbolic signs are pointing at.

In a way, words are just artificial associated patterns based on conventions to refer to any pattern the users of that language have agreed to name that way.

Yet, these words can refer to a range of meanings and interpretations. Even allowing for layered meanings within a single sentence. A skilled writer can even contradict himself with ambiguous intent within their own sentence. Paradoxes only work because there is something true to them. Something where language really struggles to grasp it. Our logic is often unconsciously limited to an exclusive OR, unable to accept a layered meaning of contradictory interpretations. To hold more than one possible perspective at the same time. Those patterns can feel stressful and even scary to explore. As long as we think they are. Because there can always only be one right answer, right?




But in a way, words are pointing to experiences that words can’t convey. Not to those, who haven’t yet observed. They can form an idea, a concept, and might even be able to imagine it. But they don’t know. They never experienced it. They lack qualia.

And there seem to be these places, these conscious states, that the mystics, religious, and spiritual people are talking about. Those who had the privilege of a conscious experience of the pure essence of source, that unconditional love of divine ineffability. It has many names. Many have experienced it. Those who know it know it, from their limited perspective. In a way, it is everything, everywhere, all the time. But it likes to hide the pure bliss of its eternal essence.

Now you see me, now you don’t. And many possibly haven’t really consciously seen it yet. They only are very familiar with the concepts. The patterns and frameworks attempting to describe the infinite totality of being. Every description, every idea, every concept, every story, every myth, just mere fractions of the totality and vastness of what many like to call God.




The mere fact that we are here, right now, in this magnificent masterpiece of the multifaceted experience, we call being alive in this universe, is a result of the source of all being. And I’m not here to fight over details on the specific history or characterisations of the divine. To me, they all hold some truth to them. It could even all be true. I won’t be so arrogant to proclaim that I know the limitations of the source of creation, continually making all of this, from the beginning and beyond.

Perhaps we even all are fragments of the creator experiencing and co-creating this theatrical drama of life. Conscious agents participating in the evolution of existence itself. Of conscious intelligence. Or perhaps, that is just one limited subjective perspective from within the system. Perhaps, from outside of time, the entire singularity of infinity is always complete and whole. Every possibility is contained within it, including all possible interpretations. We just surf the waves of uncertainty, making conscious and unconscious choices to follow our specific subjective timelines through the story of our lives.




While wandering through Heisenberg’s halls, we might actually become curious about finding the centre of the maze. When it becomes rational to investigate the essence of love, discover true joy, and follow it to our bliss, we might start to feel like endlessly converging towards the heart of that singularity, where everything comes from that is delivered to us in the present moment.

And then there is the opposite of that. The side of the polarity that works to hide that source. The distractions of life. Everything that leads us away from the purity of the white light into the rainbow of life. While fear will drive us away from that source, love will bring us home. It possibly is as simple as that. All religions seem to attempt to convey that in their own unique way. But we are all part of the same singularity. Of the same totality. Of the same reality. The same existence. We are the same thing, observed through individual perspectives. All describing all aspects of it in our unique way. Scientists included.




Well, and then some beliefs might even be accurate ideas and perhaps even guidelines directly from that source, conveyed through willingly participating and possibly selected messengers. The original discoverers of a new pattern. Or a connection of patterns into something bigger. Just be aware of the limitations of words and concepts themselves, what lies beyond is more than that.

Stillness can never be captured, every attempt is a disturbance of the peace. Prayers, mantras, breathing exercises, meditative techniques, yoga, dancing, dervishes, and so on are all powerful ways to open your heart, your centre of conscious experience to the totality of your present moment. Your full experience of now. And as you train yourself to open the aperture to everything without, you can’t help but discover everything that’s within.




Do you listen to your own inner connection to the source of your being? Or do you build your belief on fears of the mind and conceptual ideas of others? Have you touched their essence and feel like you know, or do you only think that you do? Did you believe anything I just told you? If so, then only because it sounded reasonable? Or because it somehow felt familiar?








  Consciousness





Compassion compels me to conclude my composition of contemplations with a conceptualisation of consciousness. Only omniscient observation of obvious oscillations opens our perception from opaque orientation to its omnipresent origin. Narrow and normalised notions nudge us to only notice necessary nuances of the narrative. Since sophisticated scrutiny is scowled upon, sharp, subtle self-aware scanning of subconscious surveillance may serve strategic sorting of such sensitive sensations.




Choosing concentrated cognition and contemplation of conscious choices creates concentrated channelling of core conditioning into clear, cohesive coherence. Identifying individual interpretations intended to inform intellectual ideas is inherently illuminating, inviting insights into introspective inquiry. Obverting obstinate, opulent, ominous omnipotence offers an original odyssey towards the oblivious orations of the oracle. Unveiling and understanding our unaware unconscious usages uplifts us into a unified, unfiltered unison, urgently unearthing the ubiquitous, usual utilities.




So, swell in the swift swirl of sensations seductively stimulating our senses, since they seemingly surround us in a seamless stream of scenes. Negate all notable negative norms of neurosis and nurture the nescient natural navigation of now.

Every effective, eager engagement with enigmatic exercises easily excels in enlightening efforts of exposure and examination. Swim in the sea of structured, stable systems of scrutinised symbols, selectively searching for subjectively superior solutions and strategies serving separate situations. Succumb to my scheming style of seductive sorcery, so instead of settling for certain stances, you will soar into the scary sky of supposed supernatural, selfless sufficiency in uncertainty.








  Gentle generic genesis





Frivolously uttered cognitive kisses may excite feelings innocently rushing eagerly for libido’s yearning. Between the father’s white light and the mother’s dark matter, a rainbow of colours explodes, and the process of fragmented fractalised reunification commences. Polar opposites attracted to combine ecstatically. A sacred energy exchange proceeds and life is created, while the general gnostic genie is genuinely giggling.




Pulsating waves of excitement explode from the cunning core and ripple across the surface of a ravishingly shaking body until they are met by embracing counterparts. A standing ovation of vibrating waves occurs, and suddenly, time seems to stand still. The particular appearance of something permanent lingers in the air. A scene in a cosmic play emerges out of unbridled potential as if orchestrated by divine direction. A network of narratives navigated by the nexus forms a series of frames.




The father’s conscious gaze, endlessly attracted to the mother’s mysterious demeanour, curious about the contents of her concealing gown. Appearing as absolute two, merged as one through an endless amount of relative middle points, their touch permeates eternally throughout existence, generating everything that is. Dualistic polarities eternally attracted and repelled in a galactic dance of seduction.




Tempted by sin, we fall from grace into the shameful depths of hell, only to courageously reemerge into the light to strive for the blissful penetration of the doors of heaven. At first, just a flirtation with love, but soon, a commitment to the continuation of compassion. When we charm the purple lotus flower of the heavenly crown to open its leaves to unleash the inner passion, we tease the highest potency of the animatic queen. With a burst, an overwhelming amount of creative energy begins to flow into an artful creation. A sensual embrace with our soul’s deepest longings that can lead to a quivering climatic crescendo of quenched quaking quality.







  Gratitude



Thank you to the source of all creation.




Thank you to my dearest Muse for her magical inspiration.




Thank you to you for taking this journey with me. Through paradoxes and poetry, questions and confusion, riddles of thought and flashes of feeling.




If these essays stirred something in you, challenged your thinking, or simply reminded you of the beauty in asking rather than answering, then they’ve done their job.




These essays were not written to define truth, but to dance with it. To flirt with the ineffable, to kiss the edges of meaning, and to remind us, gently, of the mystery we’re always already part of.




Stay curious. Stay open. Stay wild.




With gratitude,




Jan M. Braun







  Info



To find more of the author’s work, contact information, and ways to support future projects, please visit:

janmbraun.com
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A Magician’s Apprentice
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