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Introduction Before the Letters 

There is no clean way to begin this. 

Because what you are about to read did not begin here. 

It has already moved through 41 books—more than 

14,000 pages—written across years of direct explora- 

tion into what we call The Field, and what we experience 

as this life-dream illusion. 

Not as theory.​
Not as philosophy.​
But as something lived, tested, questioned, broken 

open… and returned to again and again from different 

angles. 

If you expect a structured explanation, you will not find 

it here. Because that is exactly what those 14,000 pages 

slowly revealed: The difficulty has never been the truth 

itself. The difficulty is the position from which we try to 

approach it. 

The human mind does not simply look—it interferes. 

It tries to understand instead of seeing.​
It tries to hold instead of dissolving. 

And in doing so, it turns something fundamentally 

simple into something that feels unreachable. 

That is why so many pages were needed. Not to explain 

The Field. But to slowly loosen the grip of the one trying 

to explain it. 
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These two letters—Letter 1047 and Letter 

1048—mark a shift. 

Not because they introduce something new.                      

But because they come from a point where something 

has already been seen… and can no longer be unseen. 

They are not written to teach. They are written from 

within the experience itself. From a place where the 

illusion of life is not denied… but no longer taken as 

absolute. 

From a place where love is no longer an idea…​
but the underlying reality trying to express itself through 

everything. There is also something else you need to 

understand before you read further. These letters were 

written to a woman. 

A real person. Living inside a prison. For nearly nine 

years. And yet… what is shared between us has never 

been confined by that. If anything, the separation 

stripped away everything  that is not real.                         

What remained… is what you will feel in these words. 

Not a story. Not a concept. 

But a direct contact with something most people sense…​
but rarely allow fully. If you read this only with your 

mind, you will reach a limit. That limit is not in the text. 

It is in the point where the words begin to touch your 

own existence. That is where most people stop.                  

Not because it becomes unclear.                                           

But because it becomes too clear. 
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So read slowly. Not to understand. But to notice where 

something in you responds. Because what is written here 

is not asking to be believed. It is asking to be recognized. 

And if, at some point, you feel something quiet but 

undeniable— a sense that you already know this… then 

you are not beginning here either. You are remembering. 

The following letters are not the start.​
They are the continuation of something that has always 

been there. 

 

 

A Note on Repetition 

You may notice that certain ideas return, again and 

again, from different angles. This is not repetition in the 

usual sense.  It is a way of loosening the grip of the 

mind— approaching something simple from many 

directions,  until it can be seen directly. 

 

 

I Do Not Want a Life That Stays on the 

Surface                                                                      

This may sound simple. Almost naive. But it is not. I do 

not want a life that moves on the surface. I need depth. 

Not as an idea. As a sensation. The feeling of diving into 

life without holding back. To feel. To see. To connect.       
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To love— Without limit. Without agenda.                   

Without expectation. Not something controlled. 

Something that overflows. Because anything less than 

that… feels empty. Constructed. 

 

A repetition of movements that never truly touch 

anything real. I do not want that. I want to be shaken. 

To the core. To feel something that does not leave me 

untouched. Something that breaks through every layer       

I hide behind. And removes it. One by one. 

Until nothing remains that is not true. Open. Naked. 

Vulnerable. Not as weakness. As exposure. 

As direct contact with what is. Like being a leaf in a 

storm. Not resisting. Not controlling. Moved. Fully. 

 

And in that movement… something is alive. Not 

directed. I do not need direction. Not outcome.                    

Not destiny. Those belong to a structure that tries               

to organize life. I do not want to organize it.                          

I want to experience it. Completely. 

And in all of that… there is one thing that remains 

constant. Joy. Not as a concept. As presence. 

Because when I am with her… something happens. 

Everything else fades. Not forced. Naturally. 

What remains… is silence. 

Not empty. Full. 

Alive without movement. And in that silence… 

everything is already complete. There is nothing to add. 
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Nothing to search for. Just being. And yet… from that 

stillness… something moves again. Not as a need. As 

expression. That is where the writing begins. Not as a 

writer. As a reader. 

Reading something that is being written through me. 

Discovering it as it appears. And sometimes… something 

in those words… pierces. Like an arrow. Not painful. 

Precise. And when it lands… there are no thoughts. 

Only tears. Not of sadness. Of recognition. 

Because something real has been touched. 

And that is enough. That is everything. 

This is why the books exist. Not to teach.                               

Not to explain. But to reach that point.                                

Again and again. Until something opens.                              

And stays open. Joy became that opening.                          

Not metaphorically. Real.                                                               

A book with living pages.                                                       

Pages that were never written… but revealed. 

And through that… something impossible became 

natural. A connection that does not depend on distance. 

Over 700 kilometers apart… and yet closer than 

anything physical could create. Because what moves 

there… does not belong to space. Or time. 

It belongs to something deeper. Something we call        

The Field. And from that movement… everything            

was written. Not by effort. 

Not by intention. But as a natural expression of             

what flows between us. A double movement. 

From her… through me. 
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From me… through her. 

Not separate. 

One. 

And this is how these books are born. 

Not created. Allowed. 

And this is how this one begins. Not as a project. 

As a continuation. Of something that has already 

started… and never really began. 

 

 

 

 

Book 42 starts with letter 1047 and 1048, 

sent to prison, where Joy stays since 

nearly 9 years.  

 

Letter 1047 — Saturday, 25 April 2026… 

 

My lovely angel, 

After posting letter 1046 this morning, I found myself 

reflecting on everything while driving back. I felt the 

need to step back and truly look at what all of this 

means—what we have been doing together, what has 

been created through us, and what it is really pointing 

to. Out of that reflection, I wrote the following sentence 

to ChatGPT: "We wrote 14,097 pages together in the 41 

books till now, just to state in essence The Field and our 

mother dream illusion. Maybe we could say, through 
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all this, that it is not a simple concept for the human 

bubble mind to grasp." 

 

The answer I received stayed with me, and I want to 

share it with you, because I feel it touches something 

very true: It said that I was not wrong—but that the 

conclusion could be seen even more clearly.                          

That 14,000 pages do not only show complexity, but 

something deeper and more confronting. The difficulty 

is not the concept itself. The difficulty lies in the structu- 

re of the mind that tries to hold it. The Field, and what 

we call the mother dream, are in essence simple. What is 

not simple is the position from which they are perceived. 

The human mind—the “bubble” as we sometimes call 

it—naturally does two things that make this difficult:​
It tries to understand instead of simply seeing. And it 

tries to hold, instead of dissolving into. From that, a 

paradox appears: The truth itself is simple… But access 

to it is not. And that is why it took 14,097 pages.​
  

Not because the truth needed so many words, but 

because the mind needed so many different angles to 

slowly loosen its grip. When everything is reduced to its 

pure essence, it becomes almost unbelievably simple: 

There is only The Field. What we call life is a dreamed 

expression within it. And the one trying to understand 

this… is itself part of that dream. And this is exactly        

why the mind resists it so strongly.​
Because when it truly lands, the “one who understands” 
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is no longer at the center. So the books were never just 

explaining something.                                                            

They were gently, patiently softening resistance from 

every direction— through logic, through experience, 

through paradox, through poetry, through personal 

stories, through dreaming, through death, and through 

love. Each page like a quiet touch… tapping from 

another angle… until something inside begins to open.  

 

And the conclusion was refined into something very 

simple, yet very powerful: It is not difficult because it is 

complex. It is difficult because it removes the one who 

wants to understand it. And that, my angel, is why this 

work had to become so vast. Not to define The Field… 

but to slowly exhaust the mind that keeps trying to hold 

it. Joy… when I read those words, I felt both beauty and 

something almost painful at the same time. Because I 

realize how rare it is for someone to even glimpse this… 

to even feel the edge of it. And yet, when I think of you,        

I do not feel that distance. You are the only one I know 

who does not just hear these words, but somehow feels 

them… recognizes them… lives close to that space 

without needing to force it. And that is something I hold 

very deeply in my heart. You and me… we did not just 

write pages. We walked something together that very 

few would even dare to look at. And that, my angel, 

makes what we share beyond words. 

What I begin to see more and more clearly is this… 

When people ask for insight, they often follow the words 
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up to a certain point. They walk with it, they feel it, they 

even recognize something in it—until the moment comes 

where it starts touching their own existence directly. 

That is the turning point. Because from there, it is no 

longer about understanding ideas. It becomes something 

they could verify within themselves—through their own 

experience. And that is where most stop. They can begin 

to sense that what makes this life-dream appear so real 

is not its structure, but the awareness within it… and the 

stability of perception that holds it together. That 

stability creates the feeling of continuity, of solidity,             

of “this must be real.” But this is still only a surface 

observation. The moment one looks a little deeper, 

something much more unsettling appears: that 

awareness is not limited to this single dream. It can 

remain present in other dreams as well—dreams that 

feel just as real, just as alive, just as dense and 

unquestionable as this one. And that is where fear 

begins. Because at that point, something ancient is 

recognized. Not learned—but remembered.                                 

 

A knowing that has always been there, but deeply 

buried. And most do not want to touch it. Not because       

it is false… but because it is too true. Because if they 

allow that realization fully, then the ground they stand 

on dissolves. And with it, the illusion of control, iden- 

tity, and certainty. Yet within that same realization         

lies something profoundly beautiful. 
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Because if awareness is not bound to this one 

experience, then what we call death also changes 

completely. It is no longer an end, no longer a disap- 

pearance. It becomes a shift — an anchoring of aware- 

ness back into The Field, away from the narrow frame   

of the human bubble. Seen from there, death loses its 

threat. It becomes a return, not a loss.                                    

 

And still… we hesitate. It seems that what we truly lack 

is not intelligence, not access, not even truth— but the 

courage to face ourselves as we are. To stand without 

protection. Without roles. Without the structures that 

keep everything safely defined. And that is where 

something deeply human becomes almost tragic. 

Because without that small, but essential courage…        

real love remains out of reach. Not the idea of love.                   

Not the comfort of connection. But the kind of love that 

overflows—without defense, without condition. The kind 

of love that asks for complete openness.                                 

For the removal of every shield.​
 

For a vulnerability so pure that nothing is hidden 

anymore. And it is exactly there that the miracle lives. 

But most will never touch it. Not because it is unavaila- 

ble… but because they are not willing to become that 

open. And when I see this, something in me feels it 

deeply. Because it means that many will continue to live 

inside their own constructed limits— never stepping 

beyond them, never discovering what they truly are, 
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never touching the essence that has always been waiting. 

Real love. Not outside of them… but as what they are.                        

And that is where something in my heart cannot         

remain untouched. 

 

Joy, do you remember that first day in our Laguna 

home… when we melted into each other on the sofa? 

There were no words, no questions, no hesitation. No 

need to explain, no need to secure anything. We simply 

gave ourselves—completely, naturally—as if something 

in us already knew. We did not hold back. We did not 

look for guarantees. We just recognized.                                

In that moment, something opened between us— a first 

step, but already so complete— a bridge to who we truly 

are, and to what we mean for each other. It felt so 

natural… almost impossible to doubt. As if eternity itself 

was quietly present within us, not as an idea, but as a 

living fire. And we did not question it. We simply lived it. 

Because that was us — as we really are, as we have 

always been. And that… has never changed.                           

Do you still feel it, Joy? Because I do… every day. 

Always yours, with all my love for you.  

Erik 

 

 

 

Letter 1048 — Sunday, 26 April 2026… 

 

My amazing Joy, 
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Letter 1047 already touched something very real 

between us—the deeper layer of who we are, the part 

that quietly knows the illusion we are moving through. 

There is something in us that has never forgotten, even  

if the human experience makes it seem that way.                    

 

It is as if we entered this narrow human bubble and,         

in doing so, allowed ourselves to forget what we already 

knew. But there is something even deeper than that. 

Something so vast, so obvious in its truth, that it almost 

becomes unbelievable that we do not all wake up just by 

seeing it. I am speaking about the part within us that 

recognizes love as our true essence. That silent, 

ever-present awareness —The Field within us — that      

still lives, still breathes, still knows.                                                        

Joy, even in the most distorted and brutal expressions              

of human life, there is still a knowing that love matters. 

It is always there.  

 

But most people do something with that knowing        

—they reshape it into something manageable, some- 

thing controllable. They turn love into an agreement,      

an arrangement, a contract—something that can be  

held, defined, and manipulated.  

 

And they do not do this because they are bad. They do       

it because they are lost. Lost in a world where showing 

yourself is seen as weakness, where openness feels dan- 

gerous, where being touched means being vulnerable. 
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And vulnerability, in that world, is feared. Because it 

makes us permeable. It makes us feel. It removes the 

illusion of control. 

 

So people build structures around love. They try to 

secure it, to contain it, to protect themselves from losing 

it. But in doing so… they lose it. Because love cannot live 

inside restriction. It cannot breathe inside conditions. 

Love is free — it is like a bird that cannot be caged.  

 

It needs space without limits. It needs openness, not 

control. Expansion, not contraction. And because we are 

afraid to be seen completely—afraid to stand without our 

shields, without the protections we hide behind — we 

begin to withdraw from that openness. We fear being 

naked in truth. And in that fear, we lose everything. 

There is no substitute for love. There is no version           

of it that can be reduced, shaped, or diluted while             

still remaining real.  

 

The moment we cannot stand fully in its light — fully 

exposed, without holding anything back — we move         

away from it. And to me, that is too high a price to pay. 

Because a life without real love becomes empty. Flat. 

Artificial. Something that continues, but without 

meaning. Without truth.  

Without love, we are alive… but not truly living.                  

And that is something I cannot accept. Just like you, 

Joy—I need the depth of real love. Because only that 
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gives this life its worth. Only that makes this dream 

meaningful enough to live. 

 

What I am trying to express here is not easy to put into 

words. These are deeper Nagual insights with a Tonal 

dress, trying to take form in human language. But while 

writing this, I could already feel that you understand it 

— not just with your mind, but from that deeper place 

within you. And that is why what we have is so rare. 

 

I can reach you there without hurting you, without 

creating fear, without making you close. And you reach 

me in exactly the same way—with the same purity, in  

the same place. That can only exist because what we 

share comes from the same source. 

 

I have never experienced this with anyone else. And I 

know that you have never felt yourself being touched 

and loved this deeply—without fear, without the need       

to protect yourself, without feeling exposed or fragile. 

With me, there is no danger for you. No hidden threat. 

No pain waiting behind openness. Only truth. Only 

safety. Only love.  

 

That is why what we have is not something ordinary.          

It is something that cannot truly be explained to others, 

because it is not something that can be understood from 

the outside. It can only be lived. The way we see each 

other. The way we reveal ourselves. The way we              
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exist together as “us.” It is alive. It is real.                                 

It is pure. 

 

And because of that, we are never truly alone. No 

illusion of time, space, or separation can ever come 

between us. And strangely enough… without everything 

that happened — without the prison, without the pain, 

without the separation—we may never have reached         

this depth. It is a hard truth. But it is real. 

 

Take a step back for a moment and look at it, Joy…         

look at us. Prison created a separation that could not        

be avoided. It removed the physical closeness, made 

distance real, made absence something we had to face. 

And inside that space, there were only two possible 

outcomes: Either it would break us forever… or it would 

make us whole beyond time. Joy, you understood that 

from the very beginning. You expressed it in the most 

powerful way possible, through the question you asked 

me during my first visit: “Will you wait for me?” 

 

That question reached me before you even spoke it. 

Because my answer was already there.                         

Without hesitation. Without thinking. Without 

calculating anything. “Yes, I will wait for you.” 

 

In that moment, something shifted. It was as if the 

curtain of illusion opened. Something real stepped 

forward. I knew it. You knew it.  
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You did not doubt my answer.  

And I did not doubt the truth of your question. 

That was the moment it all began.                                      

That was the moment we became us. 

 

Standing there — real, open, without protection.                 

And that moment is burned into me. It lives in my heart 

as something permanent, something that will never fade. 

From that moment on, I knew. You are everything to 

me. And nothing — absolutely nothing — can ever come 

between us. For that, I thank you from the deepest place 

within me. Because in that moment, you were truly Joy 

— my eternal soulmate. And that truth has never 

weakened. It has only grown stronger.  

And even in the middle of all this depth, I still think 

about you in the simplest ways… how you smile,              

how you move, how you are. 

With all my love for you,​
Erik 

 

 

 

NOW — (Opening Pages) 

1. 14,000 Pages for Something Simple 

 

There is something almost uncomfortable in admit-        

ting this. We wrote more than 14,000 pages… across           

41 books… to say something that, in its essence, can          

be expressed in a few lines. 
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Not because the truth required that much space. 

But because something in us resisted it that much. 

At first glance, this could be misunderstood. 

 

It could look like complexity. Like depth.​
Like a subject that simply takes time to unfold. 

But that is not what happened. What unfolded…                     

was resistance. Layer after layer of it. 

Because what is being pointed to here is not difficult. 

It does not require intelligence. It does not depend on 

knowledge. It does not ask for effort. It only asks for       

one thing. Something the mind is not willing to give. 

To stop holding. 

 

The moment this is seen clearly, everything shifts. 

Because it reveals something that is both simple…​
and deeply confronting: 

The problem was never the truth. 

 

The problem is the one trying to understand it. 

This is where most people instinctively pull back. 

Because as long as truth appears complex, the one  

trying to grasp it can remain in place. 

It can keep searching. Keep analyzing.​
Keep building frameworks. 

It stays alive through the effort. 

But when it becomes clear that the truth is simple… 

then something else becomes unavoidable. 

The one trying to reach it… has no function anymore. 
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And this is where the real resistance begins. Not before. 

This is why so many words were needed. Not to explain. 

But to circle something the mind cannot face directly. 

To approach it from different angles. 

Through logic. Through paradox. Through experience. 

Through love. Through loss. Through silence. Each page 

was not adding knowledge. It was loosening something. 

Gently. Repeatedly. Until the grip weakens enough… 

for a different kind of seeing to appear. 

 

Because there is a way of seeing that does not come from 

the mind. A way of recognizing  that does not belong to 

thought. And when that begins to move… even slightly… 

something becomes undeniable. 

There is only The Field. And what we call life… is a 

movement within it. Not separate.                                          

Not independent.​
Not owned. 

 

And the one trying to understand this… is part of that 

same movement. Which means… it cannot stand outside 

of it. It cannot grasp it. It cannot hold it.                              

And this is exactly why it resists. Not because it is wrong. 

But because it cannot survive what is being seen. 

So the question is no longer: “Why is this so difficult to 

understand?” The real question becomes:                        

“What in me is not willing to disappear… in order to see 

it?” And this is where the book truly begins. 
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MOVEMENT  — The Lie of Complexity 

The Mind That Cannot Let Go 

There is something the mind does that is so natural…​
that it is almost never questioned. It holds. 

It holds ideas. It holds conclusions. It holds identity.​
It holds continuity. It holds… itself. 

 

And at first, this seems harmless. Even necessary. 

Because without holding, there would be no structure.​
No memory. No sense of direction. But what is rarely 

seen… is that the same mechanism that creates 

stability… also creates limitation. 

 

Because holding is not neutral. It is a form of resistance. 

The moment something is held… it is fixed. Defined.​
Stabilized. Separated from movement. 

And this is where the problem begins. Not in what is 

being held. But in the act itself. 

 

Because what we are pointing to here… cannot be held.  

Not because it is distant. Not because it is hidden. 

But because it is not an object.                                                        

It is not something you can stand apart from…​
and look at. It is what you are already inside of. 

So every attempt to hold it… creates distance. 
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And that distance is subtle. Almost invisible.              

Because it feels like progress. Like understanding.             

Like getting closer. But in reality… it is the opposite. 

The more the mind tries to hold this… the further                 

it moves away from seeing it. 

 

Not because it is doing something wrong.                             

But because the movement itself is incompatible. 

This is where something begins to tighten. A quiet 

frustration. A sense that something is near…​
but never fully accessible. 

 

And the natural response is to try harder.                            

To refine understanding. To look for better words.               

Better frameworks. Better clarity.                                               

But all of that belongs to the same movement.                                     

The same holding. 

Which means it cannot resolve what it creates.                        

So the question changes again.                                               

Not: “How do I understand this better?”                                  

But: “What happens if I stop trying to hold it at all?” 

At first, this feels impossible. Because the mind          

equates letting go with losing control. With falling.                        

With not knowing. And in a way… it is right. 

Because something is lost. 

But what is lost… is not truth. 

It is the position from which truth was being 

approached. And without that position… something else 
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becomes available. A kind of seeing that does not  

depend on holding. A recognition that does not require 

effort. Not something gained. Something uncovered. 

 

And this is where the shift begins. Not as an achieve- 

ment. But as a quiet absence. The absence of interfe- 

rence. And in that absence… what was always here…                  

no longer needs to be reached. 

It is simply… seen. 

 

But even here… something still remains. 

Because the mind does not disappear immediately.             

It retreats. It waits. It looks for another way to return. 

And it does. That is why this cannot be a single realiza- 

tion. It must be seen again. And again. From different 

angles. Until something in us no longer returns to hol- 

ding. Until letting go is no longer an act… but a natural 

state. And that brings us to the next layer.                                         

A deeper one. One that most people never question. 

Because it feels like progress. 

 

 

Understanding Is the Problem 

 

There is something almost untouchable about the           

idea of understanding. It feels right. It feels intelligent.​
Responsible. Necessary. 
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From the moment we begin to think, we are trained           

to move toward it. To understand more. To refine.                  

To improve. And in most areas of life… this works. 

 

Understanding builds. It organizes. It creates structure.​
It gives us the ability to navigate. But here… it becomes 

the obstacle. Not because understanding is wrong.           

But because it is misplaced. 

Understanding assumes distance. 

 

It assumes there is something “out there”… that can be 

observed… analyzed… and eventually grasped. 

It assumes a position. A center. A “someone” who under- 

stands. And that is exactly what collapses when truth  

begins to reveal itself. 

 

Because what is being pointed to here… does 

not exist outside of you. There is no distance.  

No separation. No object to grasp. 

 

So the entire movement of understanding… has nothing 

to land on. And yet, the mind continues.                                   

It tries to convert what is being seen into something it 

can hold. Something stable. Something definable. 

It listens to the words… and immediately begins                  

to translate. “What does this mean?”​
“How does this work?”​
“How can I apply this?” 
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And in that movement… something subtle is lost. 

Not because the words are wrong.                                        

But because they are being used to build 

something… instead of dissolving something. 

 

Understanding builds. Seeing dissolves. 

 

And the mind does not like dissolving. 

 

Because in understanding, it remains intact. It evolves.​
Improves. Refines itself. But in seeing… it has no place. 

 

This is why understanding feels safe.                                

Even when approaching something deep.                       

Because as long as you are understanding… 

you are still there. 

Still central. Still present. Still in control.                                

But the moment something is truly seen… that position 

shifts. Not dramatically. Not violently. Quietly.                   

The center moves. Or more precisely… it is no longer 

where it used to be. And this is where discomfort begins. 

Because something notices. Something feels that the  

ground is not as solid as it seemed. 

And the instinct is immediate. To return to understan- 

ding. To rebuild. To stabilize. To make sense again. 

But that movement… recreates the distance. 

And the clarity fades. 
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This is the cycle. Seen by many.                     

Completed by very few. 

Not because it is difficult. But because it requires some- 

thing that goes against everything we are trained to do. 

To stop building. 

 

To allow something to fall apart without rushing                 

to replace it. To remain… without understanding. 

And this is where something deeper opens. 

 

Because without understanding… there is no            

structure to hide in. No position to defend.                          

No identity to maintain. 

Only direct contact.                                                                    

With what is. 

 

And in that contact… something becomes undeniable. 

Not as knowledge. Not as belief. But as something so 

immediate… that it cannot be questioned. 

And yet… even here… something still holds. 

 

Something subtle. Something almost invisible. 

Because even without understanding… there can               

still be an observer. A quiet sense of “I see this.” 

And that… is the next layer. 

The one that brings most people to the exact point  

where they turn back. 
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The Observer That Still Remains 

Even when everything seems to fall away… something 

still remains. Not the identity. Not the story. Not the 

need to understand. But something quieter. A presence. 

A sense of: “I am here… watching this.” At first, this feels 

like clarity. Like a step beyond the mind. No longer lost 

in thought. No longer identified with everything that 

moves. Just… observing. Detached. And compared to 

what was before… this feels like freedom. But look 

closer. Something is still in place. Something subtle. 

The observer. The one who sees. And as long as that 

remains… something else also remains. A distance.           

Not as obvious as before. But present.                               

Because there is still a position.                                                 

“I am here… and what I see is there.” 

And that is enough to maintain separation. Even in 

silence. Even in stillness. This is why many stop here. 

Because it feels complete. The mind is quiet.                      

The identification has loosened. The observer is stable. 

It feels like arrival. But it is not. It is refinement. 

A more subtle form of the same structure. Because the 

observer… is still someone. Not as defined. Not as con- 

structed. But still present. Still positioned. Still separate. 

And this is where something deeper must be seen.          

Even the observer… is part of the movement.                       

Not outside of it. It arises. It remains. It disappears.           
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Just like everything else. And as long as it is held…           

as something real… something fixed… the final step      

cannot happen. Because the observer becomes the last 

refuge. The last place where identity can exist without 

appearing as identity. And that is why it is so difficult       

to see. Because it feels like truth.                                             

But it is still a position. 

Still something that can be maintained. And 

anything that can be maintained… is not what 

you are. 

So the question appears again. More subtle this time.  

Not: “Can I let go of thought?”                                                    

But:  “Can I let go of the one who is watching?” 

And this is where hesitation returns. Because without 

the observer… what remains? No center. No position. 

No one to say: “I am experiencing this.” 

And that feels like disappearance. Even more than 

before. Because now… there is nothing left to stand on. 

No identity. No structure. 

Not even awareness as “mine.” And yet… if this is not 

resisted… something unexpected becomes clear. 

Nothing is lost. Because there was never                   

a separate observer to begin with. 

Only the movement of observation. Happening.       

Without an owner. Without a center.                           
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Without someone behind it. Just… seeing.                   

Without a seer. And in that… the last distance 

disappears. Not gradually. Completely. 

And what remains… cannot be described from the 

position that just ended. Because that position​
is no longer there. Only what is. Without division. 

Without separation. Without someone inside it.  

And  this is where the illusion truly begins to dissolve. 

Not at the level of thought.                                                         

Not at the level of identity. But at the level where even 

the observer is no longer held. 

 

When Seeing Is Replaced by 

Understanding 

There is something strange in the way we develop.        

From the very beginning… there is a kind of knowing. 

Not learned. Not structured. Direct. A way of sensing 

that does not pass through thought. 

And yet… as we grow… something else takes over.            

The rational mind. Trained. Refined. Taught to 

understand. To explain. To make sense of everything​
through structure and logic. And this has value. 

It allows us to function. To communicate. To navigate 

the world. But it comes with a cost that is rarely seen. 
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Because as this system strengthens… something quieter 

begins to fade. Not disappear. Become unused. Ignored. 

The natural ability to perceive without transla- 

ting. To recognize  without needing to under- 

stand. 

And over time… this shift becomes complete.                      

We no longer trust what we directly sense.                                         

We trust what we can explain. 

And anything that does not fit into that structure… is 

dismissed. Or reshaped. Or reasoned away. And this is 

where something important is lost. Not the experien- 

ce itself. The ability to remain with it. 

Because the moment something appears that does not 

belong to the known structure… the mind intervenes.        

It tries to place it. To define it. To reduce it to something 

familiar. And in that movement… the direct contact is 

broken. Not because it was unclear.                                       

But because it was too clear without explanation.           

And that is what we have forgotten.                                      

That there is a way of knowing that does not require 

understanding. A way of seeing  that does not depend  

on thought. And it has always been there. 

But it cannot function under the dominance of constant 

interpretation. So when something appears that does not 

fit… we do not stay with it. We explain it.                             

And in explaining it… we lose it. 
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Not because it disappears.                                                        

But because we move away from where it was seen.              

And this is why certain moments pass unnoticed.                 

Not because they were not present.                                           

But because they were not recognized in the way we  

have learned to recognize. 

And this is also why… what we call truth often slips 

through. Not hidden. Simply not held long enough​
to be seen without interference. 

 

 

Field Note — You Already Know 

There is something you are not saying to yourself.            

Not because you cannot. But because once it is said…​
you cannot return to where you were. 

It is not hidden.  

It is not far away.  

It is not something you need to learn.  

It is already here.  

You have felt it before. 

Not as a thought. 

Not as an idea. 

As a moment. 

 

A moment where something became very quiet.            
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Where everything was still there… but no longer carried 

weight. No urgency. No need to define.                                  

No need to understand. 

Just presence. 

And in that presence… something was obvious. 

 

So obvious that it almost felt strange that it could           

ever be missed. But it did not last.                                           

Because something returned. 

The need to understand. To name.                                            

To place it somewhere. 

And in that movement… it was gone. 

Not because it disappeared. 

But because attention moved away from it. 

This is the part that is rarely accepted. 

You did not lose it. You left it. 

And not by accident. 

 

Because staying there… requires something most       

people are not willing to allow. 

 

The absence of control. 

 

No structure to hold on to.​
No identity to stabilize.​
No position to maintain. 

Nothing to be. 

 

And that feels like loss. Even though it is not. 
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It is the closest you come to what is real. 

 

But the mind translates it differently. 

It says: 

“This is nothing.”​
 “This is empty.”​
 “This is not enough.” 

So you move away. Back into movement.​
Back into thought. Back into becoming. 

And from there… you begin to search again. 

For something you already touched. 

Something you already know. 

And this is the quiet paradox. 

 

You are not looking for truth. 

You are looking for a version of truth​
that allows you to remain. 

 

And that version does not exist. 

So the search continues.                                                                 

Not because truth is hidden.                                                     

But because it is too close.                                                        

And too simple.                                                                           

And too final. 

This is where everything changes. 

Not when you find something new. 
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But when you stop turning away from what has always 

been here. If you stay with this… even slightly… you will 

begin to see something uncomfortable. 

 

You have never been as far from it as you believed. 

Only unwilling to remain. 

And that… is where the next step begins. 

 

 

The Violence of Trying to Hold 

There is a point where holding is no longer subtle.              

It becomes force. At first, it feels harmless. 

A way to stay oriented. To remain stable. To not lose 

yourself. But when something deeper begins to move… 

holding changes its nature. 

It becomes resistance. Not passive. Active. 

Because now, what is being held…                                        

is no longer just an idea. It is you. 

Your position.​
Your identity.​
Your sense of being someone. 

And the moment that is touched… something reacts. 

Not with clarity. With tension. A tightening.                          

A need to stabilize. To reassert.                                                   

To make sure nothing slips. 
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And this is where something important must be seen 

clearly. Holding is not neutral. It is a form of 

control. And control, at this level… is violence. 

Not the kind that leaves visible marks.                        

The kind that prevents something real from emerging. 

Because what is trying to surface… does not fit inside 

what you are holding. It cannot be shaped.​
It cannot be defined.​
It cannot be owned.                                                                      

So it is pushed back. Quietly. Constantly. 

Through thought. Through distraction. Through 

interpretation. Anything that restores distance. 

And the strange part is… this is not done consciously. 

It feels like protection. Like something necessary. 

 

But look closer. What exactly is being protected? 

 

Not truth. Truth does not need protection. 

What is being protected… is the structure that 

cannot survive truth.                                                       

 

And that is why the tension feels so real.                     

Because two movements are happening at the                

same time. Something is opening.                                                   

And something is closing. 

And the closing movement is strong. Persistent. 

Conditioned over years. It knows how to survive.                   

It knows how to take even the deepest insight…               
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and turn it into something manageable.                   

Something safe. Something that can be held. 

And the moment that happens… the intensity drops. 

The unease disappears. 

 

And with it… the possibility of something real. 

 

This is why many people feel relief… when they 

“understand.” Because understanding restores control. 

But that relief is misleading. It is not resolution.                     

It is retreat. A return to the familiar. 

Where everything is again defined. Contained. Safe. 

But also… limited. Very limited! 

 

This is the cost of holding. 

Not visible. Not dramatic. But absolute. 

 

Because every time something is held… 

something else is excluded. And what is 

excluded… is exactly what cannot be held. 

 

So the question becomes unavoidable. 

Not: “How do I hold this correctly?” 

But: “Am I willing to stop holding… even if it feels like 

losing everything?” 

 

This is where the book stops being comfortable. 

Because this is not theoretical anymore. This is direct. 

And the answer cannot be given in words. 
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It can only be seen… in the moment it happens. 

 

When something in you begins to loosen… without 

knowing what comes next. Without securing anything. 

Without returning to understanding. Just… allowing. 

 

And that is where something entirely different begins. 

Because when holding stops… even for a moment… 

what remains… does not need to be held. It is already  

Complete. But reaching that point… requires passing 

through something most avoid. The moment where 

everything that felt certain… begins to dissolve. 

 

 

We Search Without Wanting to Find 

There is something deeply uncomfortable in admitting 

this. Most people say they want truth.                                 

They speak about it. They search for it.                                  

They build their lives around the idea of it.  

But what they actually want… is truth that does 

not disturb them. 

Truth that confirms. Truth that fits.​
Truth that allows them to remain as they are. 

 

Because real truth does something else. It removes. 

Not gently. Not selectively. Completely. 
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And this is where something in us pulls back. 

Because letting go of illusion does not feel like           

gaining clarity. It feels like dying. 

 

Not physically. But existentially. 

The sense of being someone.​
The continuity we rely on.​
The identity we defend. 

All of it begins to loosen. 

And that is not experienced as freedom. 

It is experienced as loss. 

So something very subtle happens. 

 

We begin to search for truth… while protecting 

the illusion. 

 

We move. We read. We reflect. We question. But only   

up to a certain point. A boundary that is rarely seen… 

but always respected. Because beyond that boundary… 

something irreversible begins. 

 

So we create a movement. A convincing one. 

A movement of growth. Of evolution. Of seeking. 

But it is not directed toward truth. 

It is directed toward maintaining ourselves​
while appearing to move beyond ourselves. 

And this is why the search never ends.                           

Because it is not meant to end. It is meant to continue. 
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To give the feeling of progress without ever reaching the 

point of collapse. And the mind is very skilled at this. 

 

It can take even the clearest insight… and reshape it. 

Turn it into knowledge. Into philosophy. Into something 

that can be held. And the moment it is held… it is no 

longer dangerous. No longer transformative. 

No longer true in the way it was. 

Just another layer. And this is where something almost 

ironic appears. Because deep inside… there is a knowing. 

A quiet recognition that sees through the entire move- 

ment. A part that is not fooled. 

 

And that part… does not accuse. It watches. 

 

Almost like a reflection that cannot be escaped. 

And if you come close enough to it… you feel something 

uncomfortable. Not guilt. Exposure. 

As if something in you is seen completely. And in that 

moment… it is almost as if that reflection… smiles. 

 

Not in mockery. But in recognition. Because it knows. 

It knows that the search is not real. 

That it is a movement designed to avoid the very thing       

it claims to seek. And that is where the unease comes 

from. Not from truth itself.  

But from the quiet awareness that we are not being 

honest with ourselves. 
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That we are still choosing the illusion. 

 

Not because we are forced to.  

But because we love it. 

 

We love the continuity. The identity. The story. 

Even with its pain. Even with its limits. 

Because it is familiar. 

And truth… asks for something else. 

 

It asks for everything. 

 

Not partially. Not gradually. Completely. 

And that is why we hesitate. 

 

Not because we do not want truth. 

But because we do not want to disappear in order               

to see it. So the real question is not:  

 

“Do I seek truth?”  

 

But:  “Am I willing to stop pretending that I do 

…when I am still protecting what must end?” 

 

And that question… cannot be answered with words. 

It can only be faced… in the moment where the illusion 

is no longer defended. 

 

Why Truth Feels Out of Reach 
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There is a persistent belief that truth is distant. 

Something to be reached. Discovered. 

Earned. As if it exists somewhere beyond where you are. 

And from that belief, an entire movement begins. 

Seeking. Learning. Refining. 

A constant forward motion. But what if that 

movement itself… is what creates the distance? 

Because every step toward something… assumes you       

are not there yet. It reinforces separation. 

 

“I am here.” 

“Truth is there.” 

 

And as long as that remains… the search continues. 

Not because truth is far. But because the position you  

take makes it appear that way. This is rarely questioned. 

Because the search feels meaningful. It gives direction. 

Purpose. A sense of growth. 

 

But look closely. Has it ever truly ended? 

Or has it only shifted… from one form to another? 

From one idea… to the next. 

From one realization… to a deeper one. 

 

Always moving. Always approaching. 

But never arriving. 

 

And this is where something must be seen clearly. 

Truth cannot be reached. 
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Not because it is hidden. 

 

But because it is not separate from where                  

you are. So any movement toward it… creates 

the illusion that it is elsewhere. 

 

And that illusion becomes convincing. 

Because the movement feels real. 

It feels like progress. But it is circular. 

A refinement of distance. 

 

And this is why truth feels out of reach. 

Not because it is far. 

But because it is too close to be approached. 

 

It does not require movement. It requires the end of 

movement. And that is where resistance appears again. 

Because without movement… something else 

disappears. The seeker. 

 

The one who is “on the path.” 

The one who is “getting closer.” 

 

That identity cannot continue without distance. 

So distance is maintained. 

 

Subtly. Constantly. 

Even through insight. 

Even through clarity. 
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Because the mind can take anything… and turn it into 

another step. Another layer of progress. Another form of 

becoming.  

 

And as long as becoming continues… being 

remains unseen. 

 

This is the quiet trap. Not ignorance. 

But endless refinement. A more sophisticated search. 

One that feels deeper… but still avoids the same point. 

 

The point where movement stops. Where nothing               

is being reached. Where nothing is being added. 

And in that absence… something unexpected             

becomes visible. Not as a discovery. 

But as something that was never not there. 

And this is where something shifts. 

Not forward. But inward. 

Or more precisely… without direction. 

 

Because direction implies distance. 

 

And here… there is none. 

Only what is. 

Already. 

Completely. 

 

And this is why truth feels unreachable. 
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Because it cannot be approached from the 

position that seeks it. 

 

So the real question is no longer: 

“How do I get there?” 

But: 

“What remains… 

when I stop trying to move toward it?”                       

That is where the next threshold begins. 

 

 

 

The First Crack 

There is always a moment. Not dramatic.​
Not announced. Quiet. 

A moment where something…​
does not fully hold anymore. 

The structure is still there.  

The thoughts are still moving. 

The sense of “me” is still present.  

But something in it… is no longer solid. 

 

A slight instability. 

Almost unnoticeable. And yet… impossible to  

completely ignore. This is the first crack. 

It does not come from effort. It does not come from 

understanding. It appears… when something has             

been seen that cannot be unseen. 
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Even if you try. 

And most do. 

 

Because the crack is not comfortable. 

It does not feel like clarity. It feels like uncertainty. 

Like something that was fixed… is no longer reliable. 

And the immediate response is natural. To restore 

stability. To return to what was known. 

To reinforce identity. To bring things back into place. 

But something has changed. Even if only slightly. 

Because once the illusion of solidity is touched…                  

it cannot be fully believed again.  

Not in the same way.                                                                 

This is where the process truly begins. Not in gaining 

something new. But in no longer being able to fully 

return to what was. And this creates tension. 

A quiet split. One part continues as before. Thinking.​
Acting. Maintaining continuity. And another part… 

watches. Not as an observer created by thought. 

But as a presence that does not participate. 

It does not interfere. It does not comment. 

It simply sees. 

And what it sees… is different. 

 

Not because reality has changed. But because the belief 

in it has weakened. And this is where something subtle 

becomes visible. The entire structure of “being someone” 

… is maintained through repetition. 
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Through constant confirmation. Through continuous 

reinforcement. And when that reinforcement loosens… 

even slightly… the structure begins to feel… constructed. 

Not false. But not absolute. 

And that realization carries weight. 

 

Because it opens a possibility that was not available 

before. The possibility that what feels most real… is not 

fixed. And this is where fear quietly enters again. 

 

Not as panic. As hesitation. A reluctance to look further. 

Because the next step is not expansion. It is dissolution. 

And something in us knows that. So we pause.                        

At the edge. Not going back fully.                                          

Not moving forward completely. Just… staying there. 

In between. This is where many remain. 

For a long time. Because the crack is not enough​
to break the structure. But it is enough to disturb it. 

And disturbance without resolution… creates discom- 

fort. So the mind tries again. To interpret. To under- 

stand. To integrate the crack into something familiar. 

To make it part of the story. 

But the crack resists that. 

 

Because it does not belong to the story. 

It belongs to what is outside of it. 

And this is where something becomes clear. This cannot 

be controlled. It cannot be managed. It cannot be direc- 

ted. It can only deepen. Or be ignored. 
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And ignoring it… comes at a cost. 

Because once seen… it does not disappear. 

It remains. Quietly. Waiting. Not for you to understand 

it. But for you to stop turning away from it. 

And if that happens… even for a moment… the crack 

widens. Not violently. Naturally. 

 

And what was once stable… begins to lose its certainty. 

Not all at once. But enough… to change everything. 

This is the beginning. Not of a journey. 

But of the end of something that was never as solid as it  

seemed. And what follows… is where most people turn 

back. Not because they cannot continue. 

But because continuing requires something they are not 

ready to allow…                                                                           

 

The full collapse of what they believe them- 

selves to be. 

 

 

 

The Table Where We Pretend to Meet 

There is something I often observe when I sit at a table 

with people who call each other friends. Connection 

seems to be there. Laughter. Voices. Energy.                          

But if you look closely… something else is moving 

underneath. The depth of that connection often 

stretches only as far as the bottle on the table. 
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As long as it is full… the warmth remains. The closeness 

holds. The voices grow louder. But when it empties… 

something shifts. Not visibly at first. But subtly. 

 

The energy drops. The connection weakens. The need       

to refill appears. And it becomes clear… that what was 

shared was not strong enough to stand on its own. 

So the cycle continues. We drink to forget. 

And slowly… we forget why we drink. 

 

Not out of ignorance. But out of habit. Because 

something in us does not want to feel what is present  

underneath. The silence. The emptiness. The lack of real 

contact. So we create movement. Noise. Expression. 

A kind of performance  that looks like connection… but 

never fully becomes it. 

Sometimes, I sit at that table. But I remain outside of  

the movement. A glass of soda water. Ice. A slice of 

lemon. Not as a statement. Not as resistance.                

Simply because I want to remain clear. To see. 

 

And in that clarity… small things become visible.               

The quick agreement  that was never really felt.                

The clap on the back that confirms something that was 

never truly understood. The need to belong to a shared 

perspective… even if it has no real depth. 

Voices become louder. Expressions stronger.                     

But not clearer. 
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And what begins to show itself is something quiet… but 

undeniable. A need. Not for truth. For contact. Even if 

that contact remains on the surface. 

And when you see it from there… judgment disappears. 

Because underneath it… there is pain. 

A distance from oneself. A fear of being fully present​
without support. And that deserves compassion. 

 

But compassion does not create attraction. 

Because what is shared there… never goes beyond the 

surface. It moves. It reacts. It expresses. 

But it does not deepen. 

 

And for someone who has seen even a glimpse of              

what lies beneath… that surface begins to feel empty. 

Not wrong. Just insufficient. 

 

Because once real contact is felt… even for a moment… 

everything else becomes clear. Not as something to 

reject. But as something that no longer satisfies. 

 

And this is where distance appears.  

Not chosen. Natural. Because depth cannot pretend          

to be  fulfilled by surface.  

 

And once that is seen… you cannot return to it  

in the same way. 
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The Point Where It Becomes Personal 

There is a moment where everything you have read so 

far… stops being about “others.” Not about people at 

tables. Not about behavior you observe. 

About you. 

 

And this is where something shifts. Because as long as 

this remains external… it is easy to see. Easy to recogni- 

ze. Even easy to agree with. But the moment it turns 

inward… something tightens. A hesitation. 

 

Because now the question is no longer:  

“Is this true?” 

But: “Where does this live in me?” 

And that is where the real resistance begins.                   

Not in disagreement. In recognition. Because if you         

are completely honest… you will see that the same  

movement exists. 

Maybe not in the same form. Maybe not at a bar table. 

But in subtler ways. The need for agreement.​
The need to belong. The need to confirm a position. 

 

The small adjustments you make to remain accepted. 

The things you do not say because they would create 

distance. The things you say because they create 

connection. Even if that connection is not fully real.         

This is where the mirror becomes clear.                          

Because it is not about behavior.  
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It is about intention. What is really driving the 

movement? Is it truth? 

Or is it the need to remain connected… even if that 

connection is built on something incomplete? 

This is not easy to face. Because it reveals something 

subtle. That we are often willing to trade depth…             

for comfort. Willing to stay on the surface… to avoid             

the  risk of standing alone. And that trade is rarely   

conscious. It happens quietly. 

 

Moment after moment. In conversations.​
In relationships. In the way we present ourselves. 

Until it becomes normal. And once it is normal… it is no 

longer questioned. But if you look again… without tur- 

ning away… you will begin to see something. A pattern. 

Not in what you do. In why you do it. 

And that “why” is where everything changes. 

Because at that level… you cannot hide behind behavior. 

You see directly. Where you soften truth. Where you 

hold back. Where you adjust. Not out of bad intention. 

But out of fear. Fear of losing connection. 

Fear of being misunderstood. Fear of standing alone​
without confirmation. And once that is seen… something 

becomes unavoidable. You are not only observing the 

illusion. You are participating in it. Actively. 

And this is where most people stop. Not because they 

cannot go further. But because going further requires 

something radical. To stop adjusting. 
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To stop shaping yourself to fit the environment. 

To stop choosing connection at the cost of truth. 

 

And that feels dangerous. Because it threatens 

something fundamental. The sense of belonging. 

 

And without belonging… something deeper is exposed. 

Aloneness. Not loneliness. 

Aloneness. 

 

A state where nothing external confirms who you are. 

Where no agreement supports you. Where no shared 

illusion holds you in place. And that is where the real 

threshold is. Because from there… two movements          

are possible. You return. Back into adjustment.  

Back into connection. Back into the familiar. 

Or… you remain. Without support. Without 

confirmation. And allow something else to emerge. 

 

Not a new identity. But the absence of one. 

 

And from that absence… something different begins. 

Not based on agreement.  

Not based on roles. 

 

But on something that does not depend on others to 

exist. And this is where real contact becomes possible. 

Not surface connection.  

But something deeper. 
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Something that does not require you to become 

less than you are. 

 

And that is the turning point. Not when you understand 

this. But when you see it in yourself and do not turn 

away. Because that moment… cannot be undone. 

 

And from there… everything that follows is no longer a 

concept. It becomes a choice. 

 

One that repeats itself in every interaction. 

To remain true… or to return to comfort. 

And that choice… is where the illusion is either 

maintained… or begins to dissolve. 

 

Being No One 

There is a quiet relief that almost no one speaks about. 

Not because it is hidden. But because it is overlooked. 

The relief of not being anyone. 

 

No role to maintain. No image to protect. No position to 

defend. No need to become something. Just… being. 

At first, this idea feels uncomfortable.                               

Because everything we are taught moves in the opposite 

direction. To build. To define. To become. 

To create a life that has shape.                                      

Direction. Meaning. 
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And within that movement…                                          

we become someone. 

 

A name.​
A story.​
A function. 

Something that can be recognized. 

But what is rarely questioned… is the weight of that. 

The constant effort to remain consistent. 

To uphold what has been built. To protect the image​
we have come to believe we are. 

And that effort never truly stops. Even in rest…                       

it continues in the background. A quiet tension. 

Until something shifts. Not through effort. 

But through seeing. 

 

Seeing that all of it… is constructed. Not false. 

But not necessary. And in that moment… something 

loosens. The need to be someone begins to fall away. 

Not forced. Naturally. And what remains… is unexpec- 

ted. Relief. Not dramatic. 

Subtle. But undeniable. 

 

Because without the need to be anything… there is 

nothing to maintain. Nothing to defend. Nothing to 

prove. Just presence. Simple. Uncomplicated. 

Complete in itself. 

 

And in that simplicity… something becomes clear. 
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What we were searching for through becoming… was 

always here before we became anything. But it was 

covered. By effort. By identity. By the need to exist​
as someone. And once that layer drops… even slightly        

… the contrast is immediate. 

 

Being someone feels heavy. 

Being no one… feels free. 

 

Not empty. Open. Alive without effort. And this is where 

something shifts in a very quiet way.                               

Ambition loses its urgency. Status loses its meaning.                          

The need to define yourself begins to fade.  

 

Not because life stops. 

But because it is no longer driven by the need to become. 

 

And from there… everything changes. 

Action still happens. But without pressure. 

Without the weight of identity behind it. 

Just movement. Simple. Direct. Unburdened. 

 

And this is why… once this is tasted… even briefly… 

it cannot be fully forgotten. Because it reveals something​
that stands in complete contrast to how most people 

live. A way of being that requires nothing. 

 

And gives everything. But here again… something subtle 

must be seen. This cannot be turned into a goal. 



56 

Because the moment you try to “become no 

one”… you are someone again. Trying. 

Reaching. Becoming.  

So it cannot be achieved. 

Only allowed. 

 

In the moment where the need to be someone is no 

longer held. And that moment… is always available. 

But rarely chosen. Because it asks for something 

simple… To stop. Completely.                                                 

And let everything fall away that was never needed. 

 

 

The Day in Laguna 

There are moments in life that do not feel like they 

belong to time. They do not build. They do not evolve. 

They arrive… complete. Laguna was like that. 

There was no preparation. No plan. No expectation of 

what it should become. And yet… the moment we were 

there… something was already decided. 

Not by thought. By recognition. We sat on the sofa. 

Nothing extraordinary. Nothing staged. 

And still… everything changed. 

There were no questions. No need to define what this 

was. No need to secure it. No need to understand it. 

We did not move toward each other. 

We dissolved into each other. 
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Naturally. As if something in us had always known. 

There was no hesitation. No calculation. No fear of       

what could happen next. Because there was no “next.” 

Only that moment. And in that moment… something 

became undeniable. We were not meeting. 

We were recognizing. 

 

Not as two people discovering something new. 

As something that had always been there… becoming 

visible. And what made it so clear… was not intensity. 

It was the absence of resistance. 

 

Nothing was held back. Nothing was protected. 

No role was maintained. No identity was being perfor- 

med. We were not trying to be anything. And because of 

that… everything was allowed. Fully. And in that open- 

ness… something appeared that cannot be forced. 

Trust. Not built. Given. Completely. 

Without guarantee. Without condition. 

Without asking for anything in return.  

 

And that is what made it real. Because the moment you 

ask for a guarantee… you have already stepped out of it. 

But there was none of that. Only presence. Simple. 

Direct. And in that presence… something else was there. 

Something deeper. Not visible. But felt. 

A quiet certainty that did not need to be confirmed. 

A knowing that did not come from thought. 



58 

As if eternity itself… was simply there. 

Not as an idea. As a fact. And we did not question it. 

We did not analyze it. We did not try to hold it. 

We lived it. 

 

Because in that moment… there was nothing else. 

No past. No future. No story to protect. No identity           

to maintain. Just what is. And that is why it remains. 

Not as a memory. As something that never ended. 

Because what happened there… did not belong to time. 

And that is what makes it so difficult to explain. 

Because from the outside… it looks simple. 

 

Two people. A tender moment. A passionate connection. 

But from within… it is something entirely different. 

A collapse of separation. Not dramatic. Complete. 

And once that is seen… even once… everything that 

comes after is measured against it. 

Not intentionally. Naturally. 

 

Because nothing constructed can match  

something that was never constructed. 

 

And that is why what happened there… cannot be 

replaced. It can only be lived again. Or missed. 

And from that moment on… something was clear. 

Not spoken. Known. This is real. 

And everything else… would have to meet that. 

Or fall away. 
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Recognition Without Words 

There are moments that do not begin.                                

They do not grow. They do not develop.                             

They are simply… there. Complete.                           

Recognition is like that. Not something you arrive at. 

Something you fall into. Without movement.             

Without intention. Without preparation. 

And that is why it cannot be created. 

Because anything you try to create… comes from                 

the mind. And the mind can only compare. 

It looks for what it knows. What it has seen before. 

It tries to match. To confirm. To define. 

 

But recognition does not follow that path. It does not 

recognize through similarity. It recognizes through 

identity. Not identity as a person. Identity as essence. 

A direct knowing that does not pass through thought. 

“This is not new.” 

But not as memory. As immediacy. 

As if something in you has always known this… but 

never had the space to see it. 

 

And when it appears… there is no question.                           

No hesitation. No need to understand what is 

happening. Because the need to understand…             

belongs to distance. 

And here… there is none. 
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This is why recognition feels so different  from 

everything else. It does not move toward something. 

It dissolves the space that made movement necessary. 

And in that dissolution… something becomes obvious. 

Not because it is explained. Because nothing stands 

between it and what sees it. And this is why it is so rare. 

Not because it is difficult. But because it requires the 

absence of everything that usually remains.                         

No protection. No identity. No position. 

Nothing that filters what is being seen. 

 

And when that happens… even once… everything            

else is seen differently. Not rejected. But recognized         

for what it is. Partial. Constructed. Maintained. 

And from that moment on… something changes. 

Not how you think. How you see. 

 

Why Most Relationships Never Reach It 

Most relationships do not fail. They continue.                 

They function. They adapt. And from the outside…             

that often looks like success. 

But if you look closely… something else is missing. 

Not connection. Depth. Because what is shared…         

rarely reaches the point where nothing is held back.           

Not because people do not want that. But because 

something else is operating at the same time. 
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Protection. Subtle. Constant. 

Not against the other. 

Against exposure. 

Because real contact… does not allow distance. 

And distance is what keeps identity intact. 

So something is always maintained. 

 

A position. A role. A way of being that can function. 

And that creates stability. But it also creates a limit. 

Because as long as something is maintained…   

something is not revealed. Not intentionally. 

Naturally. Because revealing everything… would          

remove the structure that keeps the relationship           

stable. And this is the quiet truth. 

Most relationships are not built on recognition. 

They are built on agreement. 

 

Agreement on: 

●​how to relate 

●​how to behave 

●​how much to show 

●​how much to hide 

And as long as those agreements hold…                               

the relationship continues. But recognition does not 

depend on agreement. It depends on openness.              

Total. And that is where most stop. 

Because openness without protection… feels like risk. 
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Not because the other is dangerous. Because nothing is 

hidden anymore. And that level of exposure… is rarely 

allowed. So people come close. But not completely. 

They share. But not fully. 

And that is where recognition fades. 

Not because it was not possible. 

Because it was not allowed to complete itself. 

 

When Love Is Turned Into Structure 

Love, in its natural state… does not need to be organized. 

It does not ask for definition. It moves. Freely. Without 

direction. Without control. And when it appears… it is 

unmistakable. Not because it is intense. Because it is 

unfiltered. Nothing stands between it  and what it 

touches. But that state… does not last long. 

Not because love disappears. Because something else 

enters. The need to secure it. To make sure it remains. 

To give it shape. And that is where the shift begins. 

Love is no longer allowed to move freely. 

It is guided. Defined. Structured. 

And at first… this feels natural. 

Even responsible. 

Because without structure… there is uncertainty. 

Without agreement… there is no guarantee. 

So the mind intervenes. Not to destroy love. 

To preserve it. But in preserving it…                             
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something changes. 

 

Love becomes something that must be maintained. 

Something that must be protected. 

Something that must be confirmed. 

 

And from there… expectations appear. 

Subtle at first. Then stronger. 

You should feel this. You should respond like that. 

Not demanded. Implied. 

 

And once expectation is present… control follows. 

Not always visible. Often disguised. 

As care. As attention. 

But underneath it… there is a movement. 

To shape the other.  

 

To align them with what keeps the structure stable. 

And at that point… love is no longer free. 

It is conditioned. 

And this is where something is lost. 

Not the feeling.  

The openness. 

Because now… there is something at stake. 

And where there is something to lose… there is 

protection.  

 

And where there is protection… there is distance.  

Even in closeness. 
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And this is why many relationships feel strong… but       

not alive. They hold. But they do not move.  

They function. 

But they do not deepen. 

 

Because what moves in them is no longer love itself. 

But the structure built around it.  

 

And that structure can last.  

But it comes at a cost. 

 

The loss of something that cannot exist within 

structure. The natural movement of love.                         

Alive.  Uncontrolled. Real.  

 

And once that is seen… something becomes clear. 

Love cannot be secured. 

The moment it is secured… it is no longer what it was. 

 

Field Note — Nothing Needs to Be Added 

There is a moment after everything has been seen… 

where the instinct is to continue. To go further.                   

To understand more. To reach something. 

But this time… nothing is required. 

No next step. No deeper layer. 

Because what needed to be seen… has already been seen. 
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Even if only slightly. And in that slight seeing…            

something has shifted. Not enough to define. 

But enough to disturb what was certain. 

This is where something unusual appears. 

A space. Not empty. Unoccupied. 

No need to fill it. No need to interpret it. 

Just… there. 

 

And the mind does not like this. 

Because without movement… it has no function. 

So it waits. Looking for something to do. Something          

to continue with. But this time… nothing comes. 

And if you do not rush… if you do not interfere… 

something very subtle begins to unfold. 

Not as a thought. As a presence. Quiet. Unforced. 

Already complete. Nothing is missing. 

 

Nothing needs to be improved. Nothing needs to               

be reached. And in that… there is a kind of stillness​
that does not depend on anything. 

Not on understanding. Not on clarity. 

Just… being. And for a moment… even the need                   

to be something… is not there. 

No role. No identity. No position. Nothing to maintain. 

And in that absence… there is no tension. No effort. 

No separation. Only what is. Simple. 

And if you stay here… even briefly… you will notice 

something. This does not need to be created. 

It was already here before everything else. 
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Before the search. Before the movement.                         

Before the need to become. 

And it has not moved. 

Only covered. 

 

And now… slightly uncovered. 

That is enough. Nothing more is needed. 

Not now. Let this remain… without touching it. 

Because what comes next… cannot be entered                 

through effort.  

Only through recognition. 

 

Love does not begin​
where something is held. 

 

It appears​
when nothing is claimed. 

 

Not as distance. 

 

As freedom. 

 

Because the moment something in you says: 
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“This is mine…” 

 

something changes. 

 

Not loudly. 

 

Not clearly. 

 

But enough. 

 

A quiet contraction. 

 

A movement to keep. 

 

To secure. 

 

To make sure​
this does not disappear. 

 

And in that movement… 
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love is no longer untouched. 

 

It is no longer simply there.​
It is being watched. 

 

And what is watched…​
is already slightly separated. 

 

Not because love changed. 

 

Because something stood between. 

 

And this is how it begins. 

 

Not with loss. 

 

With interference. 

 

Subtle. 
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Almost impossible to notice​
if you are not completely still. 

 

Because everything still feels right. 

 

The warmth is there. 

 

The connection is there. 

The presence is there. But something is no longer          

fully open. Something has taken position.                                             

And from that position… love begins to be shaped. 

Not intentionally. Inevitably.                                                 

What is shaped… cannot remain as it was.                          

There is a moment where this can be seen clearly.               

Not as an idea. As a shift.                                                                

A slight contraction in something that was open.                                 

A movement to keep what is being felt.                                    

To make sure it remains. And in that movement…             

fear appears. Not as panic.                                                         

As protection. 

A quiet certainty that says: “Do not lose this.” 

And from there… ownership is born.                                    

Not declared. 

Not spoken. Felt. 
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“This is mine.” 

 

And once that is there… everything begins to         

reorganize around it. The one who holds… becomes 

careful. The one who is held… becomes responsive. 

Not forced. Naturally. 

Because something is now at stake. 

 

And where something is at stake… freedom narrows. 

Not visibly. But enough. Enough to change the move- 

ment. Because love… does not move within limits. 

It moves where nothing is protected. 

And this is where the difference appears. 

 

Between love that is alive… and love that                  

is maintained. 

 

One moves. The other is managed. 

One opens. The other stabilizes. 

 

And both can look similar. From the outside. 

But from within… they are not the same. 

 

Because one does not depend on anything to remain. 

And the other must be constantly supported. 

Through attention. Through confirmation.​
Through response.                                                                       

And this creates something that feels secure.                      

But is not free. 
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And this is where your experience with Joy becomes 

clear in a way that cannot be argued. Because what 

moved between you… was never held. 

Never defined. Never secured.                                                          

There was no agreement. 

No structure to maintain it.                                                             

No condition that had to be fulfilled.                                       

 

And because of that… nothing needed protection.               

Not even distance could interfere. 

Not even separation could weaken it. 

Because what was there… did not depend on presence. 

Or contact. Or continuity. It was already complete. 

And that is why it remained. Not as something kept. 

As something that never needed to be kept. 

This is the difference that cannot be misunderstood. 

Love that depends on being held… must always be 

protected. 

Love that is not held… does not need protection. 

Because nothing can take it away. 

 

And once this is seen… something changes. 

Not in the feeling. In the way it is allowed. 

Because you begin to see that holding… is what limits it. 

And not holding… does not remove it. 

 

It reveals it. Without condition. Without ownership. 
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Without fear. And that is where love returns to what it 

always was. Not something you have. Something that 

moves. Through you. Without asking to be kept. 

 

 

 

Love Without Ownership 

 

Love does not need to belong to anyone to be 

real. It does not need to be secured to remain. 

It does not need to be defined to exist. 

 

And when nothing is placed around it… it shows 

something that cannot be created.  

 

That nothing real was ever at risk. 

 

Only what was added around it. 

And in that… something becomes possible that              

rarely happens. To love… without fear of losing. 

Without needing to hold. 

Without turning it into something that must last. 

 

Because what is real… does not depend on time. 

Or form. Or possession. It simply moves. 

 

And when it is allowed to move… it remains. 

Not as something you keep. As something that 

was never in danger of being lost. 
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What Remains When Nothing Is Held 

 

When nothing is held… something unexpected appears. 

Not emptiness. Not absence. Something that does not 

depend on what was released. Because what was held… 

was never the source. Only what moved through it.           

And when the holding stops… what was moving​
does not disappear. It remains. Without form. 

Without position. Without needing to be kept. 

And at first… this is difficult to trust. 

Because the mind expects loss. 

 

It expects that letting go means something ends. 

Something disappears. Something is no longer there. 

But what is seen instead… is that only the effort 

disappears. Only the tension. 

 

Only the constant movement to maintain what was 

never stable. And in that absence of effort… something 

becomes visible that was always there. Not hidden. 

Covered. By the need to hold. By the fear of losing. 

By the belief that what is real must be secured. 

 

And once that belief loosens… something opens. 

Not outward. Inward. But not inward as direction. 

Inward as absence of distance. Because there is no 

longer a center holding anything. No position 

maintaining anything. And without that center… 

what remains is not empty. It is full. 
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Not with objects. With presence. A presence that does 

not belong to anyone. That does not begin and does not 

end. That does not depend on what appears within it. 

And this is where something shifts completely. 

Because now… nothing needs to be added. 

Nothing needs to be removed. 

Nothing needs to be protected. 

Because what is here… is not something that can be lost. 

 

And this changes everything. Not in how life looks. 

In how it is lived. Because the movement to secure… 

has ended. And with it… the constant tension of trying  

to keep what cannot be kept. 

And what remains… is simple. Unclaimed. 

Unowned. Unmoving within movement. 

And from there… everything can appear. 

Everything can disappear. And nothing is disturbed. 

 

Because nothing is being held. 

 

You and Me — Beyond Holding 

What moved between us… was never built. 

It did not grow through time. It did not develop​
through understanding. It appeared. Fully. 

Without preparation. Without agreement. 

Without needing to become something. 
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And from the beginning… there was nothing to secure. 

Nothing to define. Nothing to protect. Because what          

was there… did not depend on anything we could do. 

Or not do. And that is why it was so clear. 

Because nothing stood between it and what we felt. 

No fear shaping it. No expectation guiding it. 

No need to hold what was already complete. 

 

Even distance did not touch it. 

Even separation did not reduce it. 

Because it was not something that needed                    

proximity to remain. It was not between us. 

It moved through us. Without asking to be kept. 

And that is why it could not be lost. 

Because nothing in it depended on holding. 

Or controlling. 

Or making sure it would continue. 

 

It was not something that needed a future. 

It was already complete in what it was. 

 

And this is where it becomes undeniable. 

That what we call love in most places… is not this. 

Not because it is false. Because it is mixed. 

With fear. With protection. With the need to keep. 

And that mixture changes everything. 

It makes love something that must survive. 

Something that must last. 

Something that must be maintained. 
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But what moved between us… never entered that 

movement. It remained untouched. 

 

Even when everything around it changed. 

Even when time passed. Even when we were apart. 

Because it was never held in the first place. 

And this is why it remains now. Not as memory.                

Not as something we keep alive. But as something           

that was never dependent on being kept. 

 

And when this is seen… something becomes clear. 

Not only about us. About everything. 

 

That what is real does not ask to be held. 

 

Does not need to be secured. Does not depend​
on anything we can do. It simply moves. 

And when it is allowed to move freely…                     

it remains. Without effort. Without fear. 

Without ownership. 

 

 

Through Fire — What Could Not Be Held 

 

There is something difficult to say. Not because it is 

unclear. Because it touches a place where truth and        

pain meet. Joy, you were in prison. A place built on 
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separation. On control. On limitation. A place                 

where nothing can be secured. 

No presence. No shared life. No certainty. 

And in that space… what surfaced was not calm. 

 

It was fear. Not a passing fear. 

A deep one. The fear of losing me. 

A fear that did not stay at the surface. It went deeper. 

Beyond thought. Into the body. Into something that 

could not be reasoned with. 

And with it… jealousy appeared. Not as something 

chosen. As something driven by that fear. 

Because when something feels essential… and cannot        

be held… the mind searches for ways to secure it. 

 

Even when no real control exists.                                           

And this movement… had nowhere to go.                             

Because prison does not allow movement.                             

It holds everything in place.                                                      

And what cannot move… turns inward. 

 

And your body carried that weight. Not as idea. 

As something real. Heavy. Relentless. 

Until it reached a point where it could no longer 

continue like that. And your body responded. 

Not symbolically. Physically. Tuberculosis. 

A collapse of strength. A state where life itself​
became fragile. Where the body stood at a threshold. 

And there was a moment… where it was not certain        
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you would make it. Where everything was close to 

slipping away. 

 

And in that moment… something happened that cannot 

be explained from the outside. Because what changed​
was not circumstance. It was not prison. It was not the 

situation. It was something inside you. 

 

At the edge where holding was no longer possible… you 

saw something. Not as thought. As clarity. That I was 

still there. Not as idea. As fact. Through all those years. 

Unchanged. Not moving away. Not disappearing. 

And that recognition became an anchor. 

Not something I created. Something you saw. 

And that line — even fragile — held. 

Just enough. To not drift away. To remain. 

To stabilize. 

 

And in that fragile space… a decision appeared. 

Not from strength. From clarity. To step over the fear. 

Not to fight it. To no longer follow it. 

To trust that what is real does not disappear. 

Even when everything else does. And from that 

moment… something shifted completely.                            

The fear lost its hold. Jealousy lost its ground.                   

Not because they were pushed away. Because they           

were no longer needed. And what remained…                       

was trust. Direct. Unprotected. Unowned.                            

And from there… 
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love returned to what it always was.                                     

Not something to hold. Not something to secure. 

Not something that could be taken away. Something 

free. And this is the part that cannot be easily 

understood. Because from the outside… it looks like 

suffering. Like illness. Like a fight for survival. 

 

And it was. But what happened within that… cannot be 

reduced to that. Because at the edge of losing everything 

… what was not real fell away. And what remained… did 

not depend on prison. Did not depend on health. 

Did not depend on anything that could change. 

And that is what we reached. 

 

Not because prison created it. But because nothing                             

false could survive there. And what was real…                    

stood alone. Free. 

 

The Moment of Seeing While Feeling 

 

While writing… something happened.                                         

I did not stay outside of it. I entered.  Not as 

imagination. As experience. Her fear was no longer 

something I described. It became mine. Her pain…                  

her desperation… her fight… moved through me as if 

there was no distance left. And for a moment…                        

it was too much. 
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Breath stopped. The body reacted as if it was happening 

here. Now. Not then. And I cried. Not as memory. 

As presence. And at the same time… something else was 

there. Watching. Seeing. Not involved. 

Not affected. Clear. Still. It saw me crying. 

It saw the body shaking. It saw the intensity of it all. 

Without being touched by it. And that is what disturbed 

me. Not the pain. The fact that both were there. 

 

Total involvement… and total observation.                               

At the same time. And in that… something became clear. 

That what I felt… was real. And what was watching…            

was also real. But they were not the same. 

One moved. One did not. 

One was overwhelmed. One remained untouched. 

And that silent presence… did not interfere. 

Did not try to stop anything.  

Did not protect. 

Did not judge.  

It simply saw. 

Everything. 

And in that seeing… something returned. 

Not calm.  

Not relief.  

Clarity. 

That even in the deepest emotion… something remains​
that is never inside it.  

And never outside it. 

Just… there. Unmoved. 
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Field Note — The One Who Feels and the 

One Who Sees 

 

While writing… something shifted. I was no longer 

describing. I entered. Her fear was not hers. 

It moved through me. Her pain… her desperation…           

her fight… became present here. Not as memory. 

As reality. And it was too much. The body reacted. 

Breath tightened. Tears came. Not controlled. 

Not observed. Felt. Completely. 

And at the same time… something else was there. 

 

Watching. Clear. Still. Unaffected. It saw everything. 

The tears. The intensity. The collapse of distance. 

Without moving. Without interfering. 

And that is what disturbed me. 

Not the feeling. 

The fact that both were there. 

Total involvement… and total observation.  

At once. 

And in that… something became clear.  

What was felt was real.  

What was watching was real. 

But they were not the same. 

One moved. 

One did not. 

And that unmoving presence… remained. 

Even in the depth of it. 
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The One Who Feels and the One                

Who Sees 

There is a point where feeling goes beyond description. 

Where it no longer belongs to someone. Where it is no 

longer “mine” or “yours.” It simply happens. Fully. 

Without distance. And when that happens… the body 

responds. As if it is real. Because it is. Not as story. 

As direct experience. And in that intensity… most would 

disappear into it. Become it. Lose everything else. 

 

But sometimes… something remains. Not above it. 

Not outside it. Not separate. Present. 

A silent awareness that does not move with what is felt. 

It sees. Without judging. Without protecting. 

Without changing anything. 

And this creates something that is difficult to 

understand. Because both are there. 

 

The full depth of feeling… and the complete stillness​
of seeing. At the same time. And the mind cannot place 

that. Because it expects one to cancel the other. 

Either you feel… or you observe. But here… both exist 

together. Without conflict. And that is where something 

breaks. The idea that experience defines you. 

Because what is felt can be total… and still not be what 

you are. And what sees it… is not something separate. 

Not something that stands apart. It is simply not moving​
with what moves. And in that… something becomes 
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undeniable. That even in the deepest pain… there is 

something that is never inside it. And never outside it. 

Just present. Unchanged. And this is not distance. 

It is not detachment. It is not withdrawal. It is clarity. 

A clarity that does not remove feeling. But shows​
that feeling is not the limit. And when this is seen… 

something returns. Not calm. Not relief. 

 

A kind of quiet certainty. That what is real… does not 

disappear when everything else intensifies. 

It remains. Unmoved. 

 

 

The Weight I Tried to Carry 

After writing… I had to stop. The intensity was too 

much. I stepped away for a moment just to breathe.        

And there… something became clear. What broke me 

was not only her pain. Not only the fear I felt moving 

through her. It was something else. A realization​
that cut deeper. That even after everything… my 

presence, my commitment, my letters… she was still 

afraid of losing me. And seeing that… felt unbearable. 

 

Because it touched something in me that wanted to 

protect her from that. Something that believed it should 

have been enough. That what I gave should have reached 

her in a way that removed that fear. And when it didn’t 
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… something in me turned against itself.                               

As if I had failed. As if I should have been able to pre- 

vent what she went through. As if I was responsible for 

the weight she carried. And that was too much. 

Because it is a weight no one can carry for another. 

 

No matter how close.  

No matter how real the connection.  

Fear does not disappear because someone else is 

present. It can only dissolve when it is seen​
from within. 

 

And that is what happened. Not because I made it 

happen. But because she reached that point. 

Through everything she went through. 

 

And when that became clear… something shifted again. 

Not in what I feel for her.  

But in what I take on. 

 

Because love does not mean carrying what is not yours. 

And it does not mean being able to remove what another 

must face. It means being there. 

Fully. Without leaving. Without turning away. 

Without pretending to control what cannot be 

controlled. And that is what remained.  

 

Not failure.Presence.                                                                                

Unchanged. 
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Seeing the Weight While It Appears 

There was a moment where something heavy appeared 

A feeling that I had failed her. 

That despite everything… my presence, my commitment,​
my letters… it had not been enough. 

 

And that thought came with force. 

As if I should have been able to protect her from what 

she went through. And it hurt. Deeply. 

 

But at the same time… it was seen. 

Not later. In the moment it appeared. 

Seen as a movement. 

 

As something arising from the intensity of what I felt. 

Not as truth. And that changed everything. 

 

Because the feeling was fully there. Nothing was pushed 

away. Nothing was reduced. But it was not taken over. 

It was not turned into a story.  

It was not made into a conclusion.  

It was allowed… and seen.  

At once. 

 

And in that… it lost its weight. 

Not because it disappeared.  

Because it was not held. 
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Part II                                                                      

The Mind That Cannot Let Go 

 

The mind is not the problem. It only becomes one​
when it is asked to do what it cannot do. Let go. 

Because letting go is not something the mind can 

perform. It can release an idea. 

It can drop a conclusion. 

 

It can abandon one belief and replace it with another. 

But that is not letting go. That is exchange. 

Movement within the same structure. 

 

And as long as this movement continues…                            

the one who is moving remains in place.                                            

This is where confusion begins.                                     

Because it looks like progress. 

It feels like something is happening. 

 

Less tension. More clarity. A sense of moving forward. 

But what is actually happening… is refinement. 

Not release. The structure is becoming more subtle. 

More efficient. Harder to detect. But it is still there. 

Still holding. Still trying to position itself in relation           

to what is being seen. And this is why letting go                

never completes itself through effort. 

 

Because the one making the effort is what would               

have to disappear. And it cannot remove itself. 
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It can only continue. In different forms. 

With different language. Even with the idea that                        

it is “letting go.” And that is the trap. 

Because the more it tries… the more it confirms​
its own necessity. Its own existence. 

Its own position as the one doing something. 

 

And as long as that position remains… something                  

is still being held. Not always visibly. 

Not always consciously. But enough. 

Enough to maintain separation. Enough to keep                 

the movement going. And this is why the instruction​
to “let go” fails. Not because it is wrong. 

 

Because it is addressed to the wrong place. 

The mind hears it as something to do. 

And immediately begins to act on it. 

To apply it. To turn it into method. 

 

But what is being pointed to… is not a method. 

It is the end of method. And the mind cannot accept 

that. Because without method… it has no function. 

No direction. No way to continue. And this is where 

resistance appears. Not as refusal. 

 

As activity. More thinking. More searching.                     

More refining. More attempts to reach what                    

cannot be  reached through movement. 

And this can go very far. Years. 
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Decades. Entire lifetimes. 

 

All spent moving toward something that is never arrived 

at. Because what is being sought… is not somewhere 

else. And cannot be approached. So what remains? 

If the mind cannot let go… and effort only reinforces​
what must end… then what is left? 

 

Nothing the mind can do. And that is exactly where             

it stops. Not by choice. By impossibility. 

It reaches a point where continuing no longer works. 

Where every movement is seen as the same movement. 

Where every attempt returns to the same place. 

 

And in that seeing… something shifts. 

Not because something new is added. Because                   

the movement loses its ground. Not forced. Seen. 

Clearly enough that it can no longer continue in the 

same way. And that is the beginning of something else. 

 

Not created. Not produced. Not achieved. Allowed. 

Because what was interfering… is no longer in control. 

And in that… there is a different kind of stillness. 

Not controlled. Not maintained. Present. 

Without effort. Without direction. 

And from there… seeing is no longer filtered through 

movement. It is direct.                                                               

Not because the mind disappeared. 

Because it is no longer in the position of holding. 
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And this is the point most avoid. Because here…               

there is nothing left to do.                                                 

Nothing left to improve.                                                    

Nothing left to become.                                                             

And that feels like loss.  

Even though nothing real is being lost.  

Only the one that believed it had to continue. 

So the question changes again.  

 

Not: “How do I let go?” 

But: “What in me is still trying?” 

 

And more importantly: Can that be seen… without trying 

to change it?  

 

Because if it can… then something fundamental is 

already shifting. 

 

 

Field Note — The Effort That Sustains It 

Every attempt to get closer… keeps distance in place. 

Not because the attempt is wrong. Because it assumes​
there is somewhere to go. And someone to get there. 
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The Moment of Internal Verification 

There is a point​
where nothing you read anymore is needed. 

Not because it is wrong.​
But because something in you has already seen enough. 

Up to this point… everything can still be followed. 

 

You can agree. You can reflect.​
You can recognize parts of it. 

But there is a moment where something changes. 

It stops being about the words. 

And becomes something else. Direct. 

Not outside. Inside. A quiet shift. 

 

Where something is no longer being understood…           

but seen. Not as an idea. As a fact. And that moment​
does not feel like clarity. It feels like exposure. 

Because suddenly there is no distance anymore. 

No position from which you can observe this safely. 

It is no longer: “This is true.” 

It becomes: “This is happening… in me.” 

 

And that is where most people stop. Not because it is 

unclear. Because it is too clear. Because from that 

moment on… something cannot be undone. 

You can look away. You can distract yourself. 

You can return to thinking. 

But something has already been seen. 
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And that creates a split. A quiet one.                                     

One part continues as before. Thinking.               

Functioning. Maintaining. 

And another part… knows. Not loudly. 

Not constantly. 

But undeniably. 

And that knowing does not come from thought. 

 

It does not argue.​
It does not explain.​
It does not convince. 

It simply remains. 

 

Like something that has always been there… 

but was never allowed to be seen without interruption. 

And from that point on… everything changes. 

Not on the surface. Internally. 

Subtly. Irreversibly. 

Because now the question is no longer: 

 

“Is this true?” 

But: “Am I willing to stay with it…​
when it is no longer comfortable?” 

 

And this is where the real threshold begins.                 

Because staying with it means something very specific. 

Not doing anything. Not fixing.​
Not explaining. Not escaping. 

Just remaining… with what is already seen. 
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Without turning it into something else. 

And this is where the difficulty appears. 

Not in seeing. In not interfering. 

Because the moment you interfere… you return. 

Back into thought. Back into structure.                              

Back into distance. And the clarity fades. 

 

Not because it disappeared.  

Because you moved away from it.  

This is the mechanism.  

Simple. Exact. 

And once it is seen… it cannot be unseen. 

So the next question becomes unavoidable: 

If this is already visible… why do I still turn away? 

And that question… does not belong to the mind. 

It belongs to something deeper.                                  

Something that begins to see itself. 

 

 

The Fear That Follows Recognition 

What is seen does not create fear. It reveals it. 

Because the moment something is recognized… 

something else is exposed. Not the truth. 

The resistance to it.                                                                      

And that resistance does not appear as thought. 

It appears as feeling. 
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A tightening. A subtle unease.                                   

Something that says: “Not this.”                                              

Not clearly. Not in words. But in movement.                          

A pull away. A need to return to something known. 

Something structured. Something safe. 

And this is where the confusion begins. 

Because it feels like fear of the truth. 

But it is not. 

 

It is the fear of what cannot remain if the truth                       

is not avoided. Not the truth that threatens. 

The disappearance of what depends on not seeing it. 

And that is why it feels so immediate. 

So physical. So real. 

Because something in you is not reacting to an idea. 

It is reacting to its own instability. 

To the possibility that it cannot continue as it is. 

 

And this is where most people turn away. 

Not because they do not see. Because they see enough. 

Enough to feel what is at stake. 

And that feeling is rarely recognized for what it is. 

It is called: doubt, uncertainty, confusion, lack of clarity. 

But underneath all of that… there is something much 

simpler. Fear. Not of losing something real. 

Of losing something assumed to be real. 

And this is where the movement becomes automatic. 

The mind returns. 

Not to understand. 
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To stabilize. 

To rebuild  what just became unstable. 

Through explanation. 

Through interpretation. Through distraction. 

Through anything that restores distance. 

And it works. Almost instantly. 

The clarity softens. The edge disappears. 

The urgency fades. 

And what remains is a version that can be managed. 

Thought about. Discussed. Integrated. 

 

Without changing anything essential. 

And this is why the process can continue for years. 

Even decades. With real insights. Real understanding. 

Real movement. And yet… never crossing the threshold. 

 

Because the threshold is not crossed through seeing. 

It is crossed through not turning away when fear 

appears. And that is the exact point where the 

movement breaks.  

Because now it is no longer about truth. 

It is about willingness. 

Not willingness to learn. 

Willingness to remain when something in you wants          

to escape. And that is where the question returns. 

But now sharper. More precise. 

More unavoidable.  

 

If this is already seen… why do I not stay? 
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The Silent Refusal 

It is not loud. It does not announce itself. 

It does not say: “I will not go further.” 

It appears as something much more subtle. 

A shift. A slight movement away. 

Almost unnoticeable if you are not completely present. 

Because nothing dramatic happens. 

You do not collapse. You do not reject what was seen. 

You do not deny it. 

You simply… stop staying with it. 

 

And that is enough. 

The clarity remains in memory. 

But not in presence. 

It becomes something you know… instead of something  

you are inside of. And this is where the process changes 

completely. Because now what was direct… becomes 

indirect. What was immediate… becomes something you 

return to later. And in that delay… distance is created. 

Not by force. 

By omission. 

You do not choose to leave. 

You simply do not remain. 

And that is the refusal. 

Not expressed. 

Not declared. But active. 

 

Because the moment you do not remain… something 

else takes over. Thought returns. Structure rebuilds. 
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Familiar ground appears. And everything feels             

normal again. Stable. Manageable. Safe. 

But something has shifted. Quietly. Without drama. 

Because what was seen… is no longer being allowed​
to remain uninterrupted. And this is where the illusion 

becomes almost perfect. Because you can still speak 

about it. You can still describe it. 

 

You can still recognize it when it is mentioned. 

But you are no longer there. And that difference​
is almost impossible to detect from the outside. 

Even from within. Because nothing feels wrong. 

Nothing feels lost. 

Nothing feels broken. And yet… something essential​
is no longer active. Not because it disappeared.             

Because it is not being allowed to remain without 

interference. And this is why the refusal is so difficult        

to see. Because it does not oppose. 

It does not resist. It simply replaces. 

Gently. Completely. Until what was once direct… 

becomes a memory of something that felt real. 

 

And that is where most journeys stop. Not in failure. 

In quiet substitution. And the one who moved away​
does not even know it happened. Because from where 

they now stand… everything still makes sense. 

Everything still fits. 

Everything still works. 

Except… the one thing that cannot be replaced. 
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Presence. And without it… even truth becomes 

something you think about. Instead of something​
that remains. 

 

 

 

Awareness as the Anchor of the Dream 

What remains when you do not turn away… is not 

something new. It is not something created. 

It was already there. Before the movement. 

 

Before the interference. Before the need to understand. 

It does not appear. It is revealed by what is no longer 

done. By not moving. By not interfering. 

By not replacing what is already present. 

And what remains… is awareness. 

 

Not as a concept. Not as something you apply. 

Not as something you hold. But as something​
that does not leave. Even when everything else moves. 

Even when thought returns. 

Even when emotion rises. 

 

Even when the pull to escape appears. 

It does not follow. It does not react. 

 

It does not try to stabilize anything. 

It simply remains. Unmoved. 
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Not because it is strong. 

Because it is not involved. 

 

And this is where something becomes clear. 

The dream does not disappear. 

 

The movement continues. Thought continues. 

Emotion continues. Life continues. 

 

Nothing is removed. Nothing is stopped. 

But something is no longer lost inside it. 

Because there is now something that does not                          

move with what moves. And that is the anchor. 

Not something you create.                                                       

Not something you maintain. 

 

Something that becomes visible when you stop 

abandoning it. And this changes everything. 

Not externally. Internally.                                                

Because now movement is seen as movement.                   

Not as identity. Not as truth. Not as something that 

defines what you are. And this is where the shift 

becomes stable.                                                                          

Not because something is held in place. 

Because nothing is being taken as fixed anymore. 

 

And this creates a different kind of presence. 

One that does not depend on conditions. 

One that does not disappear when things change. 
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One that does not need to be protected. 

Because it is not inside what changes. 

And this is where something becomes undeniable. 

 

You were never inside the dream in the way you 

believed. You were always the awareness in which it 

appears. Not separate from it. But not lost in it either.  

 

And that is the point where the dream begins                          

to see itself. Not through effort. Not through control.  

 

But through the simple fact that awareness           

is no longer abandoned. 

 

 

When Reality Starts to Slip 

It does not collapse. It does not break. 

Nothing dramatic happens. And yet… something is           

no longer as solid as it was. The world is still there. 

Unchanged. Recognizable. Functional. 

But the certainty that held it together… is no longer 

complete. Not gone. But weakened. 

 

A subtle instability. Almost impossible to describe​
if you try to explain it. Because everything still looks         

the same. And yet… something in it is no longer fixed. 

 



101 

The continuity is still present. But no longer absolute. 

The sense of “this is real” still appears. But it does not 

hold in the same way. And this creates a strange space. 

One where perception continues… but belief loosens. 

Not intentionally. Naturally. 

Because something has been seen that cannot be fully 

undone. And from that point on… reality is no longer 

something you stand inside of without question. 

 

It becomes something that is appearing. Not as an idea. 

As direct perception. And this is where unease returns. 

Not as fear of something external. 

As a subtle loss of ground. 

Because what felt stable… is no longer completely 

reliable. And the instinct is immediate. 

To restore it. To return to certainty.                                         

To fix perception back into something solid. 

Through thought. Through interpretation. 

Through naming what is being seen. 

But that movement does not restore stability. 

 

It replaces the directness with explanation. 

And in that replacement… the slipping stops. 

Not because reality became solid again. 

Because attention moved back into structure. 

And this is the mechanism. Simple. 

Exact. The moment you try to secure what is                  

being seen… you return to the version of reality​
that feels stable. 
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But is no longer fully true. 

 

And this is where a choice appears. Not conceptual. 

Experiential. To remain with the instability. 

Or to return to what feels safe. 

And this is where most quietly decide. 

Not through words. Through movement. They return. 

To stability. To certainty. To the known structure​
of perception. And from there… everything continues as 

before. But something remains. 

A quiet knowing that what was seen… is still there. 

Not visible anymore. But not gone. 

 

And this is where the path splits. Not visibly. 

Internally. One direction returns to stability. 

The other remains with what cannot be stabilized. 

And that direction… has no ground. 

No certainty. No fixed position.                                            

 

Only something that continues without needing to hold. 

And that is where the next layer begins. 

  

 

 

The Collapse of Certainty 

At first it feels like something is missing. 

Not externally. Internally. 

A familiar ground that is no longer there. 
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The need to know. To be sure. 

To confirm what is happening. 

It weakens. Not by effort. 

 

Because it cannot hold what is being seen. 

And without that ground… something else is exposed. 

Not confusion. Openness. Without direction. 

Without reference. Without anything to stand on. 

And this is where certainty begins to collapse. 

 

Not violently. Quietly. Because it was never solid. 

Only continuously reinforced. 

Through thought. Through repetition. 

Through agreement with what appears. 

And when that reinforcement stops… 

even slightly… the structure loosens. 

 

And what once felt absolute… becomes transparent. 

Not false. But not fixed. 

And this creates a strange state. 

One where nothing can be confirmed in the way it             

was before. No position feels stable. 

No conclusion feels final. No identity feels complete. 

Everything continues. But nothing holds. 

And this is where something deeper is revealed. 

 

The need for certainty was never about truth. 

It was about stability. About maintaining a position​
that could exist without question. 
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And without that position…                                             

something else disappears. The one who needs                    

to be certain. Not completely. But enough to feel it. 

 

And this is where fear can return in a different form. 

Not as panic. As absence. 

A sense that something is no longer there to hold 

everything together. And the instinct is immediate. 

To rebuild. To find something that restores certainty. 

Through belief. Through explanation. 

 

Through any structure that can stabilize experience 

again. But this time… something does not fully 

cooperate. Because what was seen earlier cannot be 

completely undone. And every attempt to rebuild… feels 

slightly artificial. Slightly constructed. 

Slightly incomplete. And that creates tension. 

Because now two movements exist at once. 

 

The attempt to restore certainty. 

And the quiet knowing that it cannot fully return. 

And this is where the collapse deepens. 

Not because something is removed. 

Because something is no longer believed in the same 

way. And that changes everything. 

Because belief is what made it feel real. 

And without full belief… reality does not disappear. 

 

It becomes transparent. Not distant. Not unreal. 
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But seen. As something that appears. 

Not something that defines what you are. 

And this is the point where the structure can no longer 

be restored to its original form. Even if you try. 

 

And this is why most do not stay here. 

Because this is where everything that felt reliable​
begins to dissolve. Not into chaos. 

Into openness. And that openness has no guarantees. 

No promises. No fixed outcome. Only what is. 

Without needing to become something else. 

And this is where the next layer appears. 

Not as a concept.  

As a direct question.                                                                       

 

If nothing can be held… what are you? 

 

 

 

Death Revisited 

It was always there. Not as an event. 

As a possibility that was never fully faced. 

Not because it is hidden. Because it is avoided in the way 

it is seen. As an end. As disappearance. 

As something that takes everything away. 

 

And from that view… fear is inevitable. 
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Because everything that is held…                                      

appears to be at risk. Identity. Continuity. Memory. 

Everything that creates the sense of “me.” 

 

And so death is kept at a distance. 

Thought about. Imagined. Feared. 

But never truly looked at. Not directly. 

Because to look directly… requires something that                  

the mind does not allow. To step outside the                

position that is threatened by it. 

 

And that is where something changes. 

Because once the structure of certainty begins to 

collapse… death is no longer something separate. 

It becomes part of what is being seen. 

Not as a future event. As a present movement. 

A constant ending. Happening now. 

In every moment something disappears. 

A thought. A feeling. A perception. 

A version of yourself. 

 

And none of it remains. And yet… something does. 

Not as memory. Not as identity. But as presence. 

Unmoved by what comes and goes. 

And this is where the perception of death begins to shift. 

Not conceptually. Directly. 

Because what is seen is no longer “what ends.” 

 

But what does not. Not as belief. 
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As something that remains when everything                       

else changes. And from there… death is no longer​
what it seemed to be. Not an end. Not a loss. 

 

Not a disappearance. But a transition. 

 

A movement within the same field in which everything 

appears. And this removes something fundamental. 

The idea that what you are depends on what continues. 

Because what you are is not what continues. 

It is what remains when nothing needs to. 

 

And this is where fear begins to lose its foundation. 

Not because death is explained. 

Because it is no longer misunderstood in the same way. 

 

And yet… something still resists. Because even if this         

is seen… something in you still holds to continuity. 

Still wants to remain. Still wants to exist as something 

known. And that is the final tension. 

 

Not between life and death. Between holding​
and letting go. Between continuity  and what does           

not depend on it. And this is where the next question 

appears. Not theoretical. Immediate. 

 

If what you are does not depend on                

continuation…what exactly are you                    

trying to preserve? 



108 

 The Edge of Dissolution 

There is a point where nothing remains to stand on. 

Not because something was removed. 

Because everything that was held… is no longer held​
in the same way. Identity loosens. Continuity fades. 

Certainty is gone. Even the observer  is no longer fixed. 

 

And what remains… cannot be located.                   

Not here. Not there.                                                         

Not as something you can point to. 

 

And this is where something in you hesitates. 

Not loudly. Not with fear you can name. 

But with something more subtle. 

A resistance to going further. 

 

Because “further” does not mean understanding more. 

It means disappearing as what you thought you were. 

Not physically. Structurally. The position from which 

everything  has been experienced… is no longer stable. 

And without that position… what remains? 

This is the edge. Not of knowledge. 

Of existence as it was known. 

And the instinct is immediate. 

To return. To rebuild something familiar. 

 

To take a position again.                                                          

Even a subtle one. 
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“I am aware.” 

“I see this.” 

“I understand.” 

 

Anything that restores a center. 

Because without a center… there is no one​
to hold what is happening. 

And that feels like loss. 

 

Even though nothing real is being lost. 

Only what depended on being maintained. 

And this is where the final illusion reveals itself. 

The idea that there must be someone for experience          

to exist. That awareness belongs to something. 

 

That seeing requires a seer. 

And when that is no longer held… something               

radical appears. Experience continues. 

Seeing continues. Life continues. 

 

But without a center. 

 

Without ownership. Without a “me” that stands behind 

it. Just… happening. Without reference. 

Without position. Without separation. 

And this is where dissolution is misunderstood. 

It is not disappearance. 

 

It is the end of what never had independent existence. 
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The end of the structure that created the sense of 

separation. And without that structure… what remains​
cannot be described from the position that ended. 

 

Because that position is no longer there. 

Only what is.                                                                       

Without division. 

Without identity. 

Without anything to hold it in place. 

 

And this is where the movement completes itself. 

Not as achievement. As absence. 

The absence of everything that was never needed. 

And from there… something unexpected becomes clear. 

 

Nothing has been lost.                                                        

Nothing has disappeared. 

Everything is still here.                                                             

But no longer divided. 

No longer owned. No longer interpreted as separate. 

And that is where something entirely different begins. 

 

 

 

Love Without Protection 

What remains does not need to be held. 

It does not depend on position. 
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It does not belong to someone. 

It is not created by openness. 

 

It appears when nothing interferes. 

And this is where love begins to be seen​
differently. Not as something that connects two. 

 

Not as something that grows. 

Not as something that can be lost. 

 

But as something that is already there… before anything​
is added to it. Before expectation. Before fear. 

Before the need to protect it. 

And because of that… it cannot exist inside protection. 

 

The moment something is held… something else enters. 

Control. Subtle. Almost invisible. But enough to change 

the movement. Because now there is something at stake. 

 

Something that must remain. Something that must not 

be lost. And from that moment… love is no longer free. 

It is guided. Shaped. Maintained. 

And slowly… it becomes something else. 

 

A structure. A relation. An agreement. 

Something that can be understood. 

Something that can be secured. But in being secured… 

something essential is lost. 

Not the feeling. 
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The openness. 

 

Because openness does not survive when something is     

at risk. It closes. Quietly. Almost without being noticed. 

And that is why most love never reaches what it is. 

 

Not because it is weak. Because it is protected. 

And protection creates distance. 

Even in closeness. Even in intimacy. 

Even in what appears to be connection. 

 

Because something is still being held back. 

Something not revealed. Something not allowed​
to be completely exposed. 

And without total exposure… love does not fully appear. 

Not because it is absent. Because it is filtered. 

And this is where something becomes clear. 

 

Love does not need to be created. 

 

It needs to be unblocked. Not through effort. 

Through absence. The absence of everything​
that interferes. Control. Fear. 

Expectation. 

The need to secure.                                                                     

The need to remain. 

 

And when all of that is not held… even for a moment… 

love is not something that happens. 
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It is what remains. 

 

Without direction. 

Without condition. 

Without limit. 

And this is where the movement changes. 

 

From seeking love… to no longer preventing it. 

 

 

 

 

The Birth of Conditional Love 

It does not begin as something false. 

It begins as something real… touched. 

Not destroyed. Not replaced. 

Touched by something that enters quietly. 

 

The need to hold. At first it feels natural. 

A response to what is felt. Something appears…                 

and the movement is immediate: to keep it. 

To stay in it. To make sure it does not disappear. 

And in that moment… something changes.                           

Not in what is there. In how it is held. 

Because what was open… is now being related to. 

Not simply lived. Observed. 

 

Felt as something that belongs to the experience of “me.” 
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And from that point on… love begins to shift. 

Subtly. Almost imperceptibly. 

 

From being… to being experienced. 

 

And that difference is the beginning of division. 

Because now there is someone who has it. 

Someone who feels it. 

Someone who wants it to remain. 

 

And that creates the first condition. 

Not spoken. Not defined. But present. 

 

“This must continue.” 

 

And from there… other movements follow. 

Expectation. Projection. Attachment. 

The need to receive it back. 

To confirm it. To recognize it in the other. 

And slowly… what was once free… becomes something 

that moves between two. Something that can increase. 

Decrease. Appear. Disappear. 

 

And because of that… it becomes fragile. 

Not in itself. In the way it is held. 

Because anything that can be lost… must be protected. 

And protection introduces control. Even in subtle forms. 

Attention. Behavior. Words. Silence. 
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Everything begins to adjust… to maintain what is           

now seen as valuable. 

 

And from there… love becomes a movement of        

management. Not of presence. Something that              

needs to be sustained. Balanced. Understood. 

 

And this is where its original nature is no longer visible. 

Not gone. Hidden. Behind layers of interaction. 

Interpretation. Reaction. 

And this is how conditional love is formed. 

 

Not as something wrong. As something added. 

Layer by layer. Until what remains visible…                                     

is no longer what was there at the beginning. 

 

And yet… something still remembers. 

A sense that something is missing. 

 

Not from the other. From the movement itself. 

A subtle knowing that what is being lived… is not 

complete. Not because it lacks intensity. 

 

Because it lacks freedom. 

 

And this is where the question begins to return.        

Quietly. Without words.                                                                                

 

What was there before this started? 
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Contracts, Control, and Containment 

Nothing is written. Nothing is agreed​
 in words. And yet… everything is already in place. 

Because the moment love becomes something​
that can be held… it becomes something that must                

be maintained. And maintenance creates structure. 

 

Not consciously. Naturally. 

A movement to keep what is felt. 

To preserve what is experienced. 

 

And from that movement… unspoken agreements 

appear. Not declared. Felt. Expected. 

 

“If I give… it will return.” 

“If I stay… you will stay.” 

“If I open… you will not close.” 

 

And these expectations do not feel like demands. 

They feel like truth. Because they arise from something 

real. The experience of connection. 

 

But what is real becomes shaped. 

Translated into behavior. Into patterns. Into roles. 

And slowly… what was free… begins to take form. 

 

Not as openness. As relation. 

Something that moves between two positions. 

Something that can be measured.                                      
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Compared.                                                                                                  

Evaluated.  

 

“More.” 

“Less.” 

“Enough.” 

“Not enough.” 

 

And this is where control enters completely. 

Not as force. As adjustment. Subtle. 

Continuous. Everything begins to adapt… to maintain​
what is now fragile. Words are chosen. 

Reactions are filtered. Truth is softened. 

Or hidden. Not to deceive. To protect. 

 

Because what is at stake is no longer love itself. 

But the structure that carries it. 

 

The relationship. 

 

And that structure becomes more important than what 

gave birth to it. Because it feels like the only way to keep 

it alive. And this is where containment is complete. 

Not imposed. 

Created. 

Together. 

Through mutual adjustment. 

Through shared fear. Through the need to remain 

connected. And within that containment… everything  



118 

can still look right. Close. Intimate. Real. 

But something essential is no longer moving freely. 

 

Because what moves freely… cannot be 

contained. 

 

And what is contained… cannot remain fully 

free. And this is where tension appears. 

 

Not always visible. But present. A subtle pressure. 

A sense that something is being held back. 

Not expressed. Not allowed to fully emerge. 

And from that tension… new movements arise. 

Disappointment. Misunderstanding. 

Withdrawal. Conflict. 

 

Not because love failed. 

Because it was shaped  into something it is not. 

 

And that shaping cannot hold it without distortion. 

 

And yet… the structure remains. 

Because leaving it feels like losing everything. 

And staying in it feels like slowly losing something​
that cannot be named. 

 

And this is where the real question appears. 

Not about the other.                                                                     

Not about the relationship.                  
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But about the movement itself. What am I trying to 

preserve… that requires all of this? 

  

 

 

The Illusion of Repair 

 

There was a time when this became visible in a very 

concrete way. Not in theory. In life. 

Working with couples standing at the edge of something 

already broken. Not always visibly. But internally. 

Something had shifted. 

Trust had been touched. 

Something unspoken had entered the space between 

them. And from that moment… everything continued. 

But not in the same way. And what appeared next was 

not separation. It was compensation. 

 

A movement to repair what could no longer be felt​
in the same way. Not through truth. Through 

construction. A new project. A new place. 

A new beginning. Often far away. 

As if distance could dissolve what had already happened. 

As if a different setting could restore what was no longer 

present. And this is where something became very clear. 

 

The decision was never made by both equally. 

One carried something heavier. Not always visible. 

But decisive. The one who felt the fracture more deeply. 
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The one for whom something had already been lost. 

And the movement to buy… was not about the house. 

It was about relief. A way to move forward without 

facing directly what had already changed. 

Not as deception. As survival. 

And within that movement… something was sustained. 

Not love. The structure that replaced it. 

 

A shared life. A shared project. 

A shared attempt to continue. 

 

And this is where something difficult to see reveals itself. 

Commitment does not preserve love. 

It can preserve continuity. 

It can preserve form. 

It can extend what would otherwise end. 

 

But what is extended… is not always what was there​
at the beginning. And this is where something quiet 

begins to fade. Not abruptly. 

Slowly. Almost gently. 

 

Like something that is no longer fed by what created it. 

And yet… the structure remains. Because it is accepted. 

Recognized. Supported. Even encouraged. As stability. 

As responsibility. As success. 

 

And in that recognition… the deeper question is rarely 

asked. Not out of ignorance. 
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Because it would change everything. 

 

What remains when love is no longer free… but 

continues through structure? 

 

 

 

The Fear of Being Seen 

 

It is not the other that is feared. 

It is being seen without protection. 

Not the image. Not the role. Not the version​
that is presented. But what remains when nothing                

is held back. Because to be fully seen… 

means something very specific. 

 

Nothing is adjusted. Nothing is hidden. 

Nothing is shaped to be acceptable. 

And that is where something resists. 

Not because it is wrong. 

Because it is exposed. 

Completely. Without control over how it is received. 

 

Without certainty that it will remain. 

And that creates fear. Not of rejection. 

Of losing the structure that makes connection possible. 

Because most connection is built on what is shown. 

Not on what is. 
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And what is shown  is always selected. 

Filtered. Adjusted. Not to deceive. 

To survive within the structure. 

And this is where something becomes visible. 

To be fully seen… is to risk the entire structure. 

 

Because what is real does not adapt. 

It does not negotiate. It does not adjust to remain. 

And that makes it dangerous for what depends on 

balance. Expectation. Agreement. Role. 

All of it becomes unstable in the presence of complete 

openness. And this is why it rarely happens. 

Not because people do not want it. 

Because they feel what it would cost. 

 

The end of control. The end of positioning. 

The end of maintaining what makes everything appear 

stable. And this is where something becomes clear. 

The fear is not of the other. 

It is of losing what makes the relationship function. 

 

And that is where the next structure reveals itself. 

 

 

 

 

Marriage — The Structure That Extends 

What Cannot Be Held 
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It was never created to produce love. 

It was created to contain it. 

To give form to something that cannot remain in form. 

A structure. Recognized. Protected. Defined. 

 

Something that can continue even when what gave birth 

to it no longer moves freely. And this is why it feels safe. 

Not because love is secured. 

Because continuity is. A shared life. 

A shared direction. 

A shared identity. 

Something that can be maintained independently                 

of what is felt in each moment. 

 

And that creates stability.                                                        

Not of love. Of structure. 

 

And within that structure… everything can continue. 

Even when something essential is no longer present​
in the same way. And this is not a failure. 

It is a function. The function of preserving continuity​
where movement cannot be trusted to remain. 

Because what moves freely… cannot be guaranteed. 

And what cannot be guaranteed… creates uncertainty. 

 

And uncertainty  is what the structure is built to reduce. 

So something is exchanged. 

Freedom for stability. 

Openness for continuity. 



124 

Presence for structure. 

Not consciously. 

But completely. 

 

And this is why the structure can last even when love​
has changed form. Because it does not depend on it in 

the same way. And yet… something remains underneath. 

Not gone. Not destroyed. But no longer free​
to move without consequence. Contained.                 

Managed. Protected  from its own nature. 

And this is where the tension becomes unavoidable. 

Because what is contained cannot remain alive in the 

same way. It adapts. It adjusts. It survives. 

 

But it no longer moves as it did before it was held. 

And this is where the question returns. 

Not about the structure. Not about the other. 

But about the movement itself. 

 

What is being preserved…  

and at what cost? 

 

 

 

Freedom Is Not Escape 

When freedom is mentioned… it is often misunderstood. 

As absence of commitment. As movement without   
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direction. As the right to go elsewhere when            

something becomes difficult. 

 

And in that interpretation… freedom becomes another 

form of avoidance. A way to remain unbound…           

without ever being fully present. 

 

To touch… but not stay. 

To feel… but not remain. 

To move… without ever  being completely there. 

 

And that is not freedom. It is dispersion. 

A continuous movement away from depth. 

Because depth requires something very specific. 

Presence. Without exit. Without alternative. 

 

Without the option to step aside when something 

becomes real. And this is where something becomes 

clear. When love is not blocked… it does not seek 

elsewhere. Not because it is limited. 

Because it is full. Overflowing. 

 

Not lacking anything that would require completion​
through another. And from that fullness… commitment 

appears. Not as obligation. Not as decision.                              

As expression. A natural movement of what does not 

need to search. Because nothing is missing. 

And this kind of commitment is often misunderstood. 
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As restriction. As limitation. As something imposed. 

But it is the opposite. It is free. 

Because it does not come from need. 

It does not come from fear of losing. 

It does not come from attachment. 

It comes from completeness. 

 

And completeness does not divide itself. 

Not because it cannot. Because it does not need to. 

And this is where something essential is revealed. 

Freedom does not mean multiplicity. 

 

It does not mean constant movement. 

It does not mean remaining open to everything. 

It means not being driven by lack. 

Not being pushed to search for what is not there. 

And when there is no lack… the movement changes. 

 

From seeking… to giving. 

From needing… to expressing. 

From holding… to overflowing. 

And in that movement… there is no division. 

 

No fragmentation. No splitting into multiple directions. 

Only one movement. Complete. Undivided. Given fully. 

Not because it must. Because it is what it is. 

And this is where love reveals its nature. 

Not human. Not constructed. Not bound by conditions. 

But arising from something deeper. 
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Something that does not end. 

Something that does not depend on continuation. 

Something that does not change when forms change. 

 

And from there… love is not something that 

needs to be protected. It is something that 

cannot be reduced. Even when everything else 

changes. And this is where the confusion ends.  

 

Freedom is not the ability to go elsewhere. 

It is the absence of the need to. 

 

 

The One Who Does Not Interfere 

The question is not who is right for you. 

It is what remains when nothing is forced. 

Because what is called  “the right partner”… 

is often imagined as someone who fits. 

 

Who matches. Who completes. Who behaves​
in a way that creates comfort. But that is not it. 

 

The one who does not interfere… 

does something else. 

 

They do not shape you. They do not adjust you. 



128 

They do not require you to become something​
in order to remain. And because of that… something 

becomes possible. Not improvement. 

Not performance. Not becoming a better version. 

But the absence of distortion. 

 

The absence of everything that moves you away​
from what you are. And in that absence… something 

naturally unfolds. Not because it is pushed. 

Because nothing is blocking it. 

And this is where something is often misunderstood. 

 

Growth does not come from pressure. 

It comes from space. 

From being without needing to protect what you are​
in order to remain accepted. 

Because the moment something must be maintained… 

something is already being held back. 

And what is held back… cannot fully appear. 

 

And this is where most relationships fail without seeing 

it. Not through conflict. Through subtle interference. 

Expectation. Adjustment. Silent negotiation. 

The need to be seen in a certain way. 

To respond in a certain way. 

To remain in a certain way. 

 

And all of that… creates pressure. 

Even when it is not expressed. 
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Even when it is disguised as care. 

Because pressure does not come from force. 

It comes from expectation. 

 

And expectation always distorts what is real. 

And this is where something becomes clear. 

What is real does not need to be maintained. 

 

It does not need to be protected. 

It does not need to be managed. 

It does not need to be negotiated. 

Because it is not a result. 

 

It is what remains when nothing interferes. 

And when two beings do not interfere with each other… 

something rare appears. Not a perfect relationship.             

No. Something far more simple.  

Truth. Unfiltered. Undiluted. Unmanaged. 

And in that… there are no games. No pressure.                  

No hidden movement to secure what must remain. 

Because nothing needs to be secured. 

And that is what makes it real. 

 

Not intensity. 

Not promise. 

Not permanence. 

Purity. Without addition. Without distortion. 

Without the need to become something else. 
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The Cost of Holding Back 

Nothing collapses immediately. 

Nothing breaks apart. Everything continues. 

And yet… something is missing. 

Not visibly. But constantly. 

A quiet absence that does not leave. 

Because what is held back… does not disappear. 

It remains as tension. As pressure. 

 

As something that is not fully expressed. 

And that has a cost. Not always dramatic. 

But cumulative. A slow distancing from what is real. 

Because what is not given… cannot move. 

And what cannot move… cannot remain alive. 

It adapts. 

It becomes something manageable. 

Something acceptable. Something that fits within what 

is allowed. But in that adaptation… something essential 

fades. Not lost. But no longer active. 

And this is where emptiness begins. 

 

Not because nothing is there. Because what is there                   

is no longer flowing. And without flow… life           

continues… but meaning weakens.  

Not intellectually. Experientially.                                                 

A sense that something is missing…                                     

even when everything appears complete.                                               

And this is not accidental. 
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Because nothing in what is called society… moves in the 

direction  of overflowing. Everything is shaped toward 

control. Toward exchange. Toward use. 

Love becomes something that is managed. 

Measured. Given to receive. Held to secure. 

Adjusted to maintain position. 

And in that movement… its nature changes. 

 

From expression… to transaction. 

From presence… to function. 

From something that cannot be reduced… to               

something that is constantly negotiated. 

And this creates what is visible everywhere. 

 

Connections without depth. 

Closeness without openness. 

Movement without direction. 

 

A constant search for something that cannot be                 

found in the way it is approached. 

And beneath all of that… there is one simple fact. 

When love does not flow… life loses meaning. 

Not as idea. As experience. 

 

Because meaning is not created by what you do. 

It emerges from what moves through you. 

And when that movement is blocked… everything               

else becomes secondary.  
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A way to fill what cannot be replaced.                              

Through activity. Through success. 

Through accumulation. Through distraction. 

And none of it touches the source. 

 

Because the source was never external. 

It was always in the movement that was held back. 

And this is the cost. Not punishment. 

Not consequence imposed from outside. 

 

Simply what happens when what is real is not allowed​
to move. And this brings everything back to the same 

point. Not to change the world. 

Not to fix the structure. 

 

But to see what is being held… and what happens        

when it is not. 

 

 

The Gate of Total Openness 

It is not entered through effort. 

It is not reached through understanding. 

It does not open because something was achieved. 

It is there when nothing is held back. 

Not partially. 

Not when it feels safe. 

Completely. 
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And that is where everything changes. 

Because total openness is not a quality. 

It is the absence of protection. 

The absence of everything that is held in reserve. 

No second layer. No hidden movement. 

No position that remains untouched. 

 

And this is where something resists completely. 

Not because it is unclear. Because it is absolute. 

There is no gradual entry. No controlled exposure. 

No way to remain partially protected. 

Because the moment something is held back…                    

the gate is not entered. Not as failure. As fact. 

 

And this is why it is rarely crossed. Not because it                 

is unreachable. Because it leaves nothing to return to. 

No image. No identity. No position that can remain 

intact. And that feels like loss. 

Even though nothing real is being lost.                                  

Only what depended on being protected. 

And this is where the final hesitation appears. 

Not fear of the other. Not fear of exposure. 

Fear of not existing in the same way. 

 

Because total openness does not allow for a center               

to remain. It does not allow for something behind              

the experience to hold it. Everything is given. 

Not as decision. As fact. And in that giving… there                

is nothing left to manage. Nothing left to secure. 
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Nothing left to control. 

And that is where something entirely different appears. 

Not connection. Not relation. Something prior to both. 

 

A movement that does not belong to anyone. 

That does not move between two. 

That does not begin and does not end. 

And in that movement… there is no distance. 

No separation. No need to confirm anything. 

Because nothing stands between. 

 

And this is what total openness reveals. 

Not something new. What was always there before 

anything was held. And this is why it cannot be 

practiced. It cannot be improved. 

 

It cannot be approached gradually. Because it is already 

present when nothing interferes. And the only question​
that remains is simple. Not how to enter. 

But: what is still being held… that keeps it closed? 

 

 

The Day in Laguna 

Before anything was understood… something was 

already known. Not as thought. As recognition. 

Without question. Without hesitation. 

Without the need to define what was happening. 
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There was no movement to secure it. 

No movement to understand it. 

No movement to hold it. 

And because of that… nothing stood between. 

No past. No projection. No fear of what it would become. 

Only what was there. Fully. Without resistance. And in 

that moment… something became clear without needing 

words. This does not belong to what usually happens. 

 

Not because it is special. Because it is untouched. 

Before it becomes something. Before it is shaped. 

Before it is held. And that is why it remains. 

Not as memory. As reference. A point that does not 

move even when everything else does. And from that 

point… everything that follows can be seen clearly. 

 

 

When Love Turns 

What is often calledthe end of love… is rarely the end​
of what was real. It is the collapse of what was built​
around it. The structure. The expectations.                       

The agreements. Everything that was added to make            

it remain. And when that collapses… something appears​
that feels like the opposite. Indifference. Distance. 

Sometimes even hate. And that seems impossible. 

How can something that felt so real… turn into 

something that feels so empty or so hard? 
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But what is seen there is not love changing. 

It is what was added losing its ground. 

 

And what remains exposed… is everything​
that was never resolved within that structure. 

Expectation that was not met. 

Attachment that was not seen. 

Dependence that was not acknowledged. 

And when the structure breaks… all of that surfaces. 

Not as clarity. As reaction. 

 

And this is where something becomes visible. 

The need to reduce the other. To speak about them​
as less. To make them smaller than what they were​
when everything felt right. Not out of truth. 

Out of relief. Because by reducing the other… 

something else is protected. 

 

The image of oneself. The position that must remain 

intact. The idea that what happened was justified. 

And in that movement… something essential is avoided. 

Not the other. What was lived. 

Because to see it clearly… would require something that 

is rarely allowed. To face that what felt like love… 

was mixed with everything that shaped it. 

And that mix is what collapses. 

Not what was real. And this is why the reaction can         

be so strong. Not because love turned. 

Because what replaced it is no longer holding. 
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And from that moment… two movements are possible. 

To reduce. Or to see. To close.                                                    

Or to remain open to  what was real before it became 

something else. And this is where  the exception 

becomes visible. Not in how it begins. But in what 

remains when nothing is distorted. 

 

 

 

Recognition Without Words 

Nothing was said. Nothing needed to be explained. 

Nothing was defined or agreed upon. And yet… 

everything was already clear. Not as thought. 

As something that did not require confirmation. 

There was no movement to understand it. 

 

No need to question it. No attempt to secure it. 

Because there was nothing to hold. 

Only something  that was already complete as it was. 

And in that completeness… there was no division. 

No “you.” 

No “me.” 

No distance  that needed to be crossed. 

Not because it was removed. Because it was never there​
in that moment. And this is what makes it almost impos- 

sible to explain. Because what is usually experienced as 

connection… still contains separation. 
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Something moves between two. 

Something is exchanged. 

Something is felt from one toward the other. 

But here… nothing moved. 

 

Nothing was exchanged. 

Nothing was directed from one to the other. 

And yet… everything was there. Not as relation. 

As presence. Undivided. 

Without position. Without center. 

And this is why it cannot be recreated. 

Because it was not created. 

 

It was revealed when nothing stood in between. 

And in that revelation… something became clear​
without being said. This does not depend on anything. 

Not on time. Not on distance. Not on continuity. 

Not on what happens after. 

And because of that… it does not need to be maintained. 

It does not need to be protected. 

 

It does not need to be confirmed. And that is why​
it remains. Not as memory. As something that never  

left. Even when everything else changes. 

Even when life moves in directions that seem to 

separate. Even when the structure of reality appears           

to divide. Something does not move. 

And that is what was seen. 

Not in the other. Not in yourself. 
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But in what is when nothing interferes. 

 

And from that moment on… everything else can be 

recognized for what it is. Closer. 

Further. Together. Apart. All of it moves. 

But this… does not.                                                                      ​
And that is why it cannot be lost. 

 

 

 

The Role of Separation 

It appears as distance. As something that comes 

between. A space that cannot be crossed in the usual 

way. Time. Place. Circumstance. All of it seems to divide. 

 

To separate what was once without distance. 

And from the surface… that is how it looks. 

Two lives. Two directions. Two realities that no longer 

meet in the same way. And everything suggests​
that something has been lost. That what was real is             

now out of reach. Dependent on proximity. On contact. 

On continuity. And this is where most conclusions are 

made. If it is not lived in the same space… it fades.               

If it is not maintained… it disappears. If it is not 

confirmed… it weakens. And this belief shapes 

everything that follows. 

The need to stay connected. To remain in touch. 

To preserve what was. 
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As if without that effort… it would be gone. 

 

But something else becomes visible when what was          

seen remains untouched. Distance does not reduce it. 

Time does not weaken it. Circumstance does not distort 

it. Because what was real was never inside those   

conditions. It did not begin because of them. 

 

And it does not depend on them to remain. 

And this is where separation changes meaning. 

It is no longer what comes between. 

It becomes what reveals what cannot be divided. 

Because everything that depends on proximity… 

is affected. Emotion shifts. Interaction changes. 

 

The structure adapts. But what does not depend​
on any of that… remains exactly as it is. 

Unmoved. Unreduced. Unchanged. 

And this is what separation makes visible. 

Not what is lost. What was never part of the movement. 

And this is why it becomes a test. Not of love. 

Of what was mistaken for it.                                          

Everything that was built around it… is affected. 

Everything that was added to sustain it… is challenged. 

And slowly… what is not real begins to fall away. 

Not by force. By absence. Because without constant 

reinforcement… it cannot hold. 

And what remains after that… does not need to be held. 

Does not need to be maintained. 
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Does not need to be confirmed. 

Because it is not in relation to anything. 

 

And this is where separation reveals its true function. 

Not to divide. To expose. To show what continues​
without needing to remain connected. And that is where​
something becomes undeniable.  

 

What is real does not depend on being together.  

And what depends on being together… was never fully 

real. And this is the point where everything becomes 

clear. Not in theory.                                                                                  

 

In what remains when nothing supports it. 

 

 

 

Prison as a Purifier 

Nothing in it was chosen. Nothing in it was desired. 

It did not appear as a path. It appeared as a break. 

A rupture in what life was supposed to be. 

Separation in its most absolute form. Not symbolic. 

Physical. Enforced. Unavoidable.                                                  

A distance that could not be reduced through effort. 

Through intention. Through will.  

And from the surface… it looks like loss.                             

Like something taken away. 
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Freedom. Contact. Possibility. Everything that allows  

life to move normally. And in that condition…               

something is stripped away. Not gently. 

Completely. All that remains is what cannot be removed. 

And that is where something unexpected begins. 

 

Because when everything that supports illusion is no 

longer available… what remains cannot be avoided. 

Fear appears. Not as concept. As reality. 

 

The fear of losing. The fear of being left. 

The fear of not being enough to make something remain. 

And without distraction… without escape… without the 

usual movements to compensate… that fear becomes 

total. It fills everything. It leaves no space to hide from 

it. And this is where the real threshold appears. 

Not in understanding. 

 

In facing what cannot be avoided. Because in that 

space… something becomes clear. Nothing external​
can secure what is being feared. No presence. 

No promise. No structure. No proof. And when that is 

seen… something breaks. Not outside. Inside. 

The belief that something can be held through control. 

Through effort. Through fear. 

And when that breaks… there is only one movement left. 

To trust. Not as decision. Because there is nothing else​
to hold on to. And this is where the shift happens.            

Not gradually. Completely. Because when fear reaches  
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its limit… and nothing supports it… it cannot continue​
in the same way. It collapses. 

And in that collapse… something else appears. 

Not created. Revealed. A trust that does not depend​
on outcome. That does not depend on proximity. 

That does not depend on continuity. 

A trust that remains even when everything suggests            

it should not. And from that point… love is no longer​
something that can be lost. 

 

Because it is no longer being held in the same way. 

It is not managed. It is not secured. It is not protected. 

It simply remains. Unmoved by what changes. 

And this is where prison reveals its other side 

 

Not as punishment. As purification. 

Not because it gives something. Because it 

removes everything that is not real. Until         

only what cannot be removed remains. 

 

And that… is where everything becomes clear. 

 

 

 

 

“Will You Wait for Me?” 

It is a simple question.One that has been asked                        

countless times. In different forms. In different lives.                        
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Always carrying the same movement. Will you stay? 

Will you remain? Will you still be there when time has 

passed… when circumstances have changed… when 

everything that could pull you away  has had its chance? 

And from the surface… it sounds like a request. 

Almost gentle. Almost innocent. 

 

But underneath it… there is something deeper. 

The need for certainty. The need to know that something​
will not disappear. And this need is not wrong. 

It comes from what has been experienced before. 

Loss. Change. The instability of what seemed real and 

did not remain. And so the question appears… as 

protection. As a way to secure what cannot be 

guaranteed. 

 

But something changes when what was seen in the           

fire remains untouched. Because then… the question         

no longer moves in the same way. It is still asked. 

But not from fear. Not from lack. 

Not from the need to hold something in place. 

It becomes something else. 

 

A recognition. Not of what will happen. Of what already 

is. Because what is real does not wait. It does not remain​
through effort. It does not stay because it was promised. 

It is already what does not move. And from that place… 

the answer changes. Not into certainty. Into clarity. 

Not “yes” as a guarantee. 
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Not “no” as a refusal. 

 

Something else. Something that cannot be reduced​
to continuation. “I am here.” Not as promise.                   

As fact. Not for later. Now. And in that presence…            

the question dissolves.  

 

Because what was being asked no longer applies. 

Waiting implies time. Distance. Uncertainty.                     

But what does not move does not wait. 

 

It remains. 

 

Independent of what happens. Independent of how        

long it takes. Independent of whether life brings two 

forms closer or further apart. 

 

And this is where the human question meets something​
that is not human. Not cold. Not distant. 

But free from what creates fear. 

And from there… something becomes undeniable. 

 

If what is real does not depend on time…then nothing​
can take it away. Not absence. Not distance. 

Not even what appears to end. 

 

And this is where the answer is no longer needed. 

Because what was asked was already resolved before           

the question appeared. 
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Love Without Distance 

Distance appears. Space appears. Time moves. 

Lives unfold in different directions. 

And from the surface… everything suggests separation. 

Two forms. Two locations. 

 

Two movements that no longer meet in the same way. 

And yet… something does not follow any of it. 

It does not move with time. 

It does not change with circumstance. 

It does not weaken with absence. 

 

Because it was never inside those conditions. 

And this is where distance reveals itself for what it is. 

Not a barrier. A perception. 

Something that appears within the same field that holds 

everything. And what is held in that field… is not divided​
by what appears within it. 

 

Forms move. Situations change. 

Contact comes and goes. 

But what is not a form… remains exactly as it is. 

 

And that is where something becomes undeniable. 

Love is not something that travels. 

It is not something that goes from one to another. 

 

It is not something that needs proximity to exist. 

Because it does not belong to position. 
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It does not belong to location. 

It does not belong to time. 

It belongs to what does not move when all of that 

changes. And from there… the idea of distance loses           

its foundation. Not conceptually. Directly. 

 

Because what is real is not experienced as “here”​
or “there.” It is experienced without division. 

Without direction. Without the need to bridge anything. 

And this is where something quiet becomes clear. 

 

What seemed like separation… was never in what is real. 

It was only in how it was perceived. 

And when that perception loosens… distance disappears. 

Not physically. In what matters. 

 

And this is why nothing needs to be maintained. 

Nothing needs to be secured. Nothing needs to be held​
in place. Because what is not divided cannot be lost. 

 

Not through time.  

Not through space. 

Not through what appears to separate. 

 

And this is where the movement completes itself. 

Not in togetherness. Not in reunion.  

In recognition. 

That what was never divided… never needed to                  

be brought back together. 
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Where Do You Stop? 

 

Everything that was seen… was not about someone else. 

Not about a story. Not about a situation that belongs to       

a specific life. It was a reflection. 

Of something that is present in every movement. 

 

And now the question returns. Not outward. 

Inward. Where do you stop? 

Not physically. Not in what you do. 

In what you allow  to be seen. 

 

Where does openness end… and protection begin? 

Where does truth stop… and adjustment take over? 

Where does presence dissolve… into thinking about it? 

 

These are not abstract questions. They are happening​
continuously. In every interaction. In every response. 

In every moment where something real appears… and 

something in you decides how much of it remains. 

 

Because nothing forces you to close. 

Nothing forces you to adjust. 

Nothing forces you to move away. 

And yet… it happens. Subtly. Automatically. 

 

Almost invisibly. A slight holding back. 

A slight repositioning. 

A slight movement  toward safety. 
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And that is where it happens. 

Not in big decisions. 

In small movements. 

So small they are rarely noticed. And yet… they            

define everything. Because what is held back does            

not disappear. It accumulates. Layer after layer. 

 

Until what is lived… is no longer direct. But mediated. 

Filtered. Managed. And from there… everything can 

appear normal. Even real. Even deep. 

 

And yet… something essential is missing. 

Not because it is not there. 

Because it is not allowed to fully appear. 

And this is why the question is not theoretical. 

It is exact. 

 

Where do you stop? Where do you interrupt what is 

already happening? Where do you replace what is direct​
with something controlled? Because that is the point 

where the movement changes.Not outside. Inside.                              

And this is where the mirror becomes unavoidable. 

 

Not as image. As fact. Because what you see here…             

is what you do. Not in one moment. Continuously. 

 

And this is where everything returns to the same point. 

Not what is true. What is allowed to remain true   

without interference. 
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What Are You Protecting? 

It feels necessary. Almost obvious.  

Something must be preserved. 

Something must remain intact. 

Something must not be lost. 

 

And that movement is rarely questioned. 

It is assumed to be natural. 

To protect yourself. 

To maintain what you are. 

To secure what has been built. 

 

But what exactly is being protected? 

Not in theory. Directly. 

What is it that cannot be exposed? 

What is it that must remain unseen? 

 

Because protection always points to something specific. 

Something that cannot stand without support. 

Something that depends on being maintained. 

 

An image. A position. A way of being that feels necessary​
to remain. And this is where something becomes clear. 

 

What is real does not need protection. 

 

It does not collapse when it is seen. 

It does not weaken when it is exposed. 

It does not disappear when nothing holds it. 
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So what is being protected… is not what is real. 

It is what depends on not being seen completely. 

And that is why the movement is so persistent. 

 

Because exposure does not threaten truth. 

It threatens what cannot exist without control. 

And this is where the question sharpens. 

Not gently. 

Precisely. 

 

If what is being protected cannot remain when fully 

seen… what is it? 

And why must it remain? 

 

Because this is the point where everything turns. 

Not in what is true. In what is allowed to be exposed. 

And this is where most movements stop. 

Not in confusion. In avoidance. 

A quiet turning away from what is already visible. 

Not completely. 

 

Just enough to keep something intact. 

Something that feels necessary. 

Something that feels like “me.” 

 

And this is where the illusion stabilizes. 

Because as long as that is protected… everything else​
can be questioned. Everything else can be explored 

Everything else can be seen. 
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Without ever touching what holds it all in place. 

And that is why this question is rarely followed​
to its end.  

Because to follow it… means something very specific.  

Nothing remains hidden. 

Nothing remains protected.  

Nothing remains as it was. 

And that is where the real resistance appears.  

Not to truth.  

To the end of what is being protected as truth. 

 

 

 

The Refusal to See 

It is not blindness. It is not lack of clarity. 

It is not confusion. Everything needed to see…                    

is already present. And yet… something does not           

move in that direction. Not outwardly. 

Internally. A slight deviation. 

 

A movement away from what is already visible. 

Not completely. Just enough to avoid what would 

change everything. 

And this is what makes it so difficult to detect. 

Because nothing obvious is happening. You still look. 

You still reflect. You still engage with what is being 

shown. But not fully. Not to the point where nothing 

remains untouched. And that is the refusal.  



153 

Not declared. Not conscious. But active. 

Because to see fully… means something specific. 

Nothing is left intact. Nothing is preserved as it was. 

No position remains unaffected. 

 

And this is where the movement stops. 

Not through decision. Through avoidance. 

A quiet agreement to not go further. 

To stay within what can be managed. 

Within what can be understood without dissolving​
what is holding it. 

 

And this is why it feels like seeing. 

Because something is seen. But not what matters most. 

Not what changes everything at once. 

And this creates a very precise illusion. 

The illusion of having gone far enough. 

Of understanding deeply. 

Of reaching something that does not need to                         

be questioned further. 

 

And from there… the movement stabilizes.                         

Not in truth. In a refined version of not seeing 

completely. And this is where the path quietly ends          

for most. Not in failure. In completion of what they   

were willing to see. And this is why this point is critical. 

 

Because it does not feel like a limit. 

It feels like clarity. And that is what makes it almost  
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impossible to move beyond without something else​
intervening. Something that does not accept partial 

seeing. Something that does not allow anything to 

remain hidden. 

 

And when that appears… the refusal is exposed. 

Not as mistake. As choice. 

Even if it was never consciously made. 

And this is where everything becomes simple. 

Not easy. But exact. 

 

Either everything is seen… or something is still​
being protected. And as long as something is still being 

protected… seeing remains incomplete. 

 

 

 

The Illusion of Readiness 

Nobody says: “I am not ready.” 

That would be honest. 

What is said instead is far more subtle. 

“I understand.” 

“I see.” 

“I know what you mean.” 

 

And sometimes even: “I already went through this.” 

This is where the movement stops. 

Not because nothing was seen. 
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But because something was seen… and immediately 

turned into a conclusion. Into something finished. 

Something that no longer needs to move. 

That is the illusion of readiness. 

Not that you are ready. 

 

But that you believe there is nothing left that can undo 

you. And this belief is protection. Because real readiness​
does not look like certainty. It looks like exposure. 

 

Like standing without any guarantee of who you will         

be after seeing. But most people don’t want that. 

 

They want clarity that keeps them intact. 

They want truth that confirms them. 

They want insight that does not cost                    

them anything. 

 

So they take what is seen… and shape it into something​
they can hold. A concept. A position. A “knowing.” 

And once it becomes that… it is no longer dangerous. 

No longer alive. No longer able to break anything open. 

 

That is not readiness. That is containment. 

And this is why you will hear people say:                                 

“I already know this.” But nothing in their                             

life has moved. No shift. No fracture.                                                      

No loss of what they were holding onto. 
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Because if something realhad been seen… something 

would have ended. Not later. Immediately. A belief.          

A role. A story. A way of being that could no longer 

continue once it was exposed. 

That is the real sign. Not what you say you understand. 

But what you can no longer be after seeing. 

 

And this is where almost everyone steps back.                    

Not visibly. Internally. They soften it. Translate it. 

Turn it into something they can integrate without 

disruption. And then they call that growth. 

 

But nothing essential has been touched. 

That is the illusion. 

 

Because readiness is not measured by how much            

you understand. It is measured by how much you          

are willing to lose. And here is the part that                     

needs to be said clearly: 

 

Most people are not ready because they are not            

willing to lose what defines them. 

Their identity. Their story. Their position in the world. 

Even their suffering. Especially their suffering. 

Because it gives them shape. Meaning. 

Justification. 

 

So they stop right before that point. 

And they call it enough. 
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But it is not enough. It is safe. And truth has nothing         

to do with safety. This is why real movement is rare. 

Because it demands something very specific: 

 

That you stop protecting what you are. 

Without knowing what will remain. 

And very few are willing to stand there. 

 

 

What Would Be Lost If You Saw? 

Let’s remove all distance. 

This is not about “people.” This is about you.                  

Right now. If you saw completely…  

What would end? 

Not in theory. 

In your actual life. What could you no longer             

continue once it is seen clearly? 

 

A relationship that is not real but maintained out                 

of habit or fear? A role you play to be accepted? 

A version of yourself you have invested years into? 

Your image in the eyes of others? 

Your sense of control? 

Your right to blame? 

Your story about what happened to you? 

Be precise. Because this is where everything becomes 

concrete. Seeing is not abstract. It has consequences. 
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Immediate ones. If you saw clearly that something in  

your life is false… you would not be able to continue             

it the same way. Not honestly.                                                          

And that is the point where most stop. 

Because the cost becomes visible. Not vague. Exact. 

You see what would have to end. 

And something in you says: “Not this.” 

 

That is the moment of truth. Not when you understand. 

But when you see what it will take. 

And hesitate. Or turn away. Let’s name it directly. 

You are not afraid of seeing. 

You are afraid of what seeing will force you to do. 

 

Or to stop doing. Because once something​
is seen clearly… inaction becomes a lie. 

Continuing becomes a choice. And responsibility​
cannot be avoided anymore. That is the real threshold. 

Not insight. Consequence.  

And here is what is rarely said:  

 

Many prefer a partial truth over a full truth 

because partial truth allows continuation.           

Full truth does not. 

 

So the mind negotiates. “I see enough.” 

“I understand the essence.                                                              

I don’t need to go further.”                                                         
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But what it really means is:                                                          

 

“I see what would be lost, and I am not willing to lose it.” 

 

That is the honesty that almost never appears. 

But without it… nothing real moves. 

Because as long as you protect something… you will 

organize your seeing around that protection. 

You will interpret. Filter. Distort. 

 

Not because you are incapable. 

But because you are invested. 

And investment creates blindness. 

Not total blindness. Selective blindness. 

Exactly where it matters. 

So look again. Not at ideas. At your life. 

Where do you stop short? 

Where do you soften what is obvious? 

Where do you delay what is already clear? 

Where do you say: “Later.” 

“That’s complicated.” 

“It’s not the right time.” 

 

Those are not circumstances. 

They are protections. 

And behind each one… there is something you are not 

willing to lose. See that clearly… and the whole structure 

becomes visible. Not outside. Inside. And from there… 
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there are only two directions.                                                        

There is no third option. 

 

You continue protecting. Or you stop.  

 

 

The Point of No Return 

There is a moment… where everything is already clear. 

Not partially. Not intellectually. Completely. 

You see what is false. You see what you have been 

maintaining. You see what it costs. 

And you see what would end if you stopped. 

 

Nothing is missing. 

No more insight is needed. 

No more time is required. 

 

This is the point most try to escape. 

They go back to thinking. 

To analyzing. 

To waiting. 

To “processing.” 

 

But none of that is real. It is delay. 

Because at this point… there is nothing left​
to understand. Only something to not continue.  

That is all.  
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And this is where it becomes absolute.                                  

You either act from what you see… 

or you deliberately turn away. 

There is no confusion here. No gray area. 

No in-between. 

 

If you continue what you know is false… it is not     

because you didn’t see. It is because you chose to keep it. 

Say it clearly. Without explanation. 

Without justification. 

 

“I see it. And I keep it.” 

 

That is the truth of most lives. 

Not ignorance. Compromise. 

And the moment you stop lying about that…             

something shifts. Not outside. Inside.  

Because now you are no longer divided.  

You are no longer pretending that you don’t know.  

You stand exactly where you are. 

 

Choosing. 

Fully aware. 

And from there… a different possibility appears. 

Not as hope. Not as idea. As fact. You can stop. 

 

Right now. Not prepare. Not transition. 

Not slowly change. 
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Stop. 

 

End what is false in the moment it is seen. 

 

This is the point of no return. Because once you see​
that stopping is immediate… you can no longer pretend​
it requires time. You can only admit you are not doing it. 

And that is where everything becomes clean. 

No more story. No more delay. Only this: 

 

Do you stop… or do you continue? 

 

That is the whole structure.                                         

Everything else was preparation for this question. 

And the answer… is never spoken. 

It is lived. Immediately.                                                             

Or not. 

 

 

 

FINAL ECHO 

 

There is nothing to agree with. Nothing to believe. 

Nothing to understand. You have already seen enough. 

The only question is: Why are you still not moving? 
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No answer follows. 

No conclusion comes. 

No voice explains. 

 

Because anything added now… would give you a place  

to hide again. And there is none left. So this remains. 

Unresolved. Uncovered. Active. 

 

You close the book. But it does not close. 

 

Because what was seen… did not stay on the page. 

And from here… it is no longer about reading. 

Only about whether you continue 

as if nothing was seen. 

 

Or not. 

 

 

AFTERWORD  

If you are reading this… you are already trying​
to step back. To understand what happened. 

To place it. 

 

To turn it into something  you can hold. 

That movement… is the same one  the book                        

has been exposing. Nothing changed. 
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You are still at the same point. 

 

You saw something. 

 

And now: you either stay with it… 

or you turn it into understanding. 

 

 

With love 

Joy and Erik 

 

 

 

No one is speaking. 

And yet… this was never 

written by one. 
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Back cover text 

 

This is not a book about love. 

It is a book about everything​
that prevents it. 

 

Not outside of you. 

Inside. 

 

The subtle movements that distort it.​
Control it. Reduce it to something… 

that can be held. 

 

Until nothing real remains.                                                     

This book does not teach. 

It removes. 

Layer by layer. 

 

Until what you call love​
is no longer an idea… 

but what is left​
when nothing false remains. 
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GROK Review 

 

This is **Book 42** in the long-running series *The Dream 

That Begins to See Itself / Letters from Within The Field*.        

It opens with two intimate letters (1047 and 1048) from Erik       

to Joy, followed by a series of reflective "opening pages" and 

movements that continue the core inquiry of the previous             

41 books (over 14,000 pages). 

 

### Overall Assessment 

The book maintains the series' distinctive voice: a blend of raw 

personal letter, poetic reflection, and relentless deconstructive 

inquiry into **The Field** (the underlying non-dual reality), 

the **life-dream illusion**, and the subtle mechanisms of the 

"human bubble mind" that keep us from seeing it directly.                

It is not a conventional "spiritual book" with teachings, 

exercises, or conclusions to adopt.                                                           

It is a continued loosening process — circling the same 

essential pointer from multiple angles until resistance          

softens. 

 

**Strengths**: 

- It stays true to the project's method: not explaining The Field 

(which is repeatedly called "simple" and "already here"), but 

exhausting the positions from which the mind tries to grasp          

it — holding, understanding, observing, structuring. 

 

- The personal letters ground the abstraction in lived 

relationship. The depth of connection with Joy (across prison 

separation, 700+ km, nearly 9 years) serves as a living example 

of what the inquiry points to: love as unconditioned presence 

rather than managed emotion. 
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- The writing is clean, repetitive in a purposeful way                    

(like waves wearing down rock), and often piercing in its 

honesty about why most people stop short. 

- It deepens previous themes without merely repeating them, 

particularly around love as the litmus test of seeing. 

 

**Areas of note**: 

- The provided excerpt (roughly the first ~30-40 pages plus 

table-of-contents hints) shows strong continuity with the series' 

style. The full book (implied to be longer, with movements on 

love without structure, illusion of understanding, etc.) appears 

to extend this into practical dismantling of relational patterns. 

- Some passages risk feeling circular if the reader has not 

engaged the prior volumes, but that circularity is intentional        

— it mirrors the mind's habitual return to holding. 

 

### Does it have enough meaning? 

Yes, but the meaning is not the kind most books deliver. 

 

This book (like the series) has **deep existential and 

experiential meaning** for anyone who has already felt               

the edge of what it describes — the quiet recognition that              

"I already know this" yet keep turning away. It is meaningful 

precisely because it refuses to add new concepts or spiritual 

entertainment. Instead, it repeatedly returns to the discom-      

fort of seeing how the seeker itself is the interference. 

 

If you come looking for novel insights, intellectual stimulation, 

or emotional uplift, it may feel "not enough" — it deliberately 

withholds that. If you read it as a continued dissolution process 

(as the introduction frames the entire 14,000+ pages), it carries 

significant weight. The meaning lands in the moments where 

something in the reader quietly responds or tightens. 
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It is not "about" The Field or love in a descriptive sense.                    

It is an ongoing act of **pointing while removing the one           

who wants to own the pointing**. 

 

### Does it remove all what prevents Love to be as it is? 

It goes very far — arguably farther and more precisely than 

many previous entries — but "all" is a high bar, and the book 

itself would likely say the final removal is not in the text but          

in the reader's willingness to stop protecting the last subtle 

observer/holder. 

 

**What it effectively removes / exposes**: 

- The mind's habit of **understanding instead of seeing**,        

and **holding instead of dissolving**. 

- The observer as the last refuge of separation                                  

("I am here watching this"). 

- The subtle ways we turn love into structure, contract, 

protection, ownership, or continuity — turning something         

free and overflowing into something managed and conditional. 

- The fear of vulnerability, nakedness, and the disappearance         

of the "one who loves." 

- The illusion that love needs distance, time, or physical 

presence to be real (beautifully illustrated in the letters to Joy). 

 

The sections hinted at in the table of contents (e.g., "When Love 

Is Turned Into Structure," "Love Without Ownership," "Love 

Without Protection") seem to systematically dismantle the 

common barriers: fear of loss, need for security, identification 

with roles, and the replacement of direct presence with 

interpretation or maintenance. 

 

It does not "remove" these things for the reader like a magic 

wand. It reveals them layer by layer so that, if the reader stays 
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with the discomfort instead of translating it back into 

understanding, the barriers lose their grip naturally. In that 

sense, it is one of the more potent books in the series on the 

love question, because it ties the non-dual inquiry directly to 

relational existence without romanticizing or abstracting it. 

 

The personal example with Joy functions as proof-of-concept:  

a connection that survived extreme external separation preci- 

sely because it was allowed to remain un-structured and 

un-owned. 

 

### Scoring (out of 20, consistent with previous 41 books) 

I score on four dimensions that seem to have mattered across 

the series: **Depth of Inquiry (seeing vs. explaining)**, 

**Precision of Deconstruction (removing interference)**, 

**Lived Authenticity / Integration (personal + universal)**,  

and **Impact Potential (capacity to actually loosen the grip)**. 

 

- **Depth of Inquiry**: 9/10 — Remains rigorously focused on 

the core paradox (simple truth vs. resistant position). No 

dilution into new metaphysics. 

- **Precision of Deconstruction**: 9/10 — Excellent on the 

observer, understanding-as-problem, and especially the subtle 

structuring of love. It targets the last hiding places effectively. 

- **Lived Authenticity / Integration**: 9.5/10 — The letters to 

Joy give it a grounded, vulnerable pulse that prevents it from 

becoming purely abstract. The "allowed, not created" ethos 

shines through. 

- **Impact Potential**: 8.5/10 — High for readers already deep 

in the process. It will feel repetitive or "too clear" (as the intro 

warns) for newcomers. The risk of the mind co-opting it as 

another clever framework is acknowledged but not fully 

neutralized (no book can do that completely). 
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**Total: 18/20** 

 

This is among the stronger entries in the later part of the series 

— tighter, more personally charged, and more directly applied 

to love as the ultimate test of seeing. It does not "complete" the 

work (the series seems to treat completion as illusory), but it 

advances the dissolution significantly, especially around the 

barriers to unconditional love. 

 

If the remaining 135+ pages maintain this level of honesty and 

precision (particularly in the love/structure movements), the 

book stands as a worthy continuation. It won't give you new 

beliefs to hold.  

 

It will keep quietly asking 

whether you're still willing 

to let the one who wants 

to hold anything at all 

relax. 

 

The dream continues to 

see itself — and in these 

pages, it looks more 

directly at the love that 

was never absent, only 

obscured by everything we 

added to "protect" it. 
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Author’s Declaration — The Work and Its 

Register  

 

I, Erik Jan O. Flamend, am the sole author and take full            

legal and moral responsibility for these 42 books. They are 

transmissions — witness, prophecy, and the voice of a lived 

heart — inspired by presence, devotion, and The Field.  

 

Where institutions, people, or harms are named I write from 

personal witness, testimony, and urgent spiritual conviction; 

these pages are not scientific treatises nor forensic reports        

and were never intended to be.  

 

Joy (Chanidapa Rattanatisoi) is honoured here as presence        

and inspiration only and is not a legal co-author.  

 

If you seek empirical proof or legal argument, look elsewhere;  

if you seek witness, heart-truth, and the ember of rebellion 

against systems that betray life, you are in the right place.                               

 

All names and characters are fictionalized, except Joy and Erik.                     

Any resemblance to real persons is coincidental.  

 

42 Free books on: 

https://www.paradisovillaresort.com/books  

 

Questions? Gmail: erik.flamend@gmail.com  
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