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I am no one.

Not a writer, not a teacher, not a keeper of wisdom. If words pass through
me, they are not mine—they are entrusted. I have some grounding in the
languages of mathematics and physics, but all else has come as a slow
unveiling—an ontological inheritance, not an intellectual achievement.

And yet, something speaks through me.

It is not mine—this voice, this light, these words. They arrive like whispers
from a place without distance, passing through as a flame passes from
candle to candle, undiminished. This book is not written to tell you what to
believe. It is written to awaken what you already know but have forgotten—



truths older than language, deeper than doctrine. Here, the borders between
science and spirit will blur.

Here, reason will meet revelation, and questions once feared will stand in
the open, unashamed. Here, we will go beyond repeating "God is One" to
discovering what Oneness truly means—until it ceases to be an idea in the
mind and becomes the rhythm of your very being. This is not the beginning
of a book.

This is the beginning of a return.
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INTRODUCTION

In this book, reality is not presented as a singular, conclusive image. Instead,
it is explored through a multitude of perspectives—each one intentionally
selected, not to fragment truth, but to deepen our encounter with it. These
perspectives are not arbitrary shifts in viewpoint; they are deliberate turns
of the prism, revealing how a single light—this ontology, this felt and lived
truth—can refract into countless expressions without ever being reduced or
diluted.

Here, repetition is not redundancy. It is reverence.

To return to the same idea through different doors is not to restate the
obvious, but to challenge the false comfort of the obvious. Each recurrence
is a new entrance, a new language for the ineffable—something that resists
direct expression. In a world that conditions us to believe that knowledge
must be linear, that meaning is best delivered through crisp conclusions and
efficient declarations, this book dares to resist. It loops. It turns. It slows
down. Not to confuse, but to dislodge. To disorient, so as to reorient.

This approach is not born of hesitation. It is born of necessity.

When we are trying to unlearn what has been deeply internalized—what has
masqueraded as truth for decades, even lifetimes—we cannot proceed in
straight lines. We must circle. We must return, again and again, not because
we have forgotten, but because remembering differently each time is part of
the transformation. Like waves shaping a coastline, repetition in this context
is erosion of the false self. Not in a single crashing moment, but in countless,
rhythmic touches.

Each perspective offered in this book serves as a carefully calibrated
instrument—mnot to fix or repair, but to disrupt and release. The goal is not
resolution, but revelation. This is not a reparation of what has been broken,
but a reconditioning of how we come to see at all. It is a method—subtle,
precise, and intentional—crafted to help the reader unlearn the inherited,
the habitual, and the unquestioned.



This ontology, or in simpler words, this understanding of reality, cannot be
explained in a single breath. It cannot be captured by a single voice or
moment of clarity. It must be approached from many angles, each one
peeling back another layer of illusion. And so, this book unfolds in rhythms,
refrains, and returns—an intentional echoing that seeks not to inform, but
to transform. Like a sacred chant or mantra, it invites presence rather than
passive reading. It encourages the reader not just to follow, but to feel.

To some, this may appear repetitive. But to those who listen closely, it will
become clear: these repetitions are variations. These echoes are not
accidents. They are the way truth finds its way through the noise.

This, then, is the method: not to lecture, but to resonate. Not to move from
point A to B, but to remain in the mystery long enough for the illusion of
linearity to fall away. To allow meaning to reveal itself not once, but
again—and again—and again—until it begins to live in the body, not just
in the mind.

In this way, the form of the book mirrors its purpose. It invites a different
kind of reading, a different kind of knowing—one that is nonlinear,
recursive, alive. One that mirrors the very way we come into awakening:
not all at once, but in spirals, in waves, in echoes of what we thought we
already knew.

This book, then, is not merely a narrative. It is a practice. A method. A
meditation. A dismantling of the assumption that clarity must come swiftly
and only once. Here, clarity comes through return.

And in that return, a new truth is always waiting.

Note: This book is the first volume in a four-part series. If you would like to
request illustrations, or if you seek further clarification and understanding
of the content, please feel free to reach me at: samuddin43 I (@gmail.com
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The Il on an 1

That which has been experiencing since my birth is still experiencing. It has
not aged a second. It is timeless. Though the events of life seem to unfold
in time and space, that which truly experiences them exists beyond both. It
is not the body. Not the form named Sam. Not this outer garment that has
aged, reacted, and chased wealth and status—somewhere along the way,
forgotten compassion, forgotten what empathy feels like.

Now, in the 57th year of this body, carrying the imprint of society’s many
definitions of “I,” — I, Sam, must admit: I no longer know how to peel off
the layers. I only know they are not me. This book, then, is not just an
offering. It is my way of unlearning, of shedding five decades of mistaken
identity. A peeling back. A return.

And in that return, something ancient and sacred stirs—something formless,
yet profoundly present.

I do not see You with these eyes—no outline, no shape, no form that the
senses can grasp. But oh, how I feel You. And every time I do, tears escape
like silent messengers from the depths of my soul. Not just any tears—these
are sacred droplets carrying a story too vast for words, too intricate for
language. They carry Your story—woven into mine.

It begins in the quiet corners of a modest home, born in the heart of a
middle-class family, in a nation cradled by poverty yet rich in spirit. There
was no promise of greatness, no clear path lit with certainty. Just the raw
materials of human will, uncertainty, and a flickering sense of hope. A boy
once wandered there—clumsy in his own skin, uncertain of his place in the
world.

I was that boy. Until ninth grade, until I was fifteen, I was wrapped in
silence—timid, withdrawn, unsure how to dance with the noise of the world
around me. I moved like a whisper through crowded rooms, retreating
inward like a monk with no monastery to call home. I carried a stillness that
puzzled my parents—a silence that may have left them worried, maybe even
disappointed, as they tried to peer into a future that seemed uncertain
through my quiet eyes.



They did not understand. They could not see what You saw. Because what
was to come was never mine to design. It was not a path I would carve, but
one that would open through me—unfolding not by force of will, but by...

And now, as I sit in stillness and look back, I realize I have become someone
I never imagined. The once-timid voice now speaks with clarity and
commands rooms. The boy who faded into the background now stands at
the center of dialogues—passionate, expressive, unafraid. How did this
happen? Who carved this path through the impossible thickets of life?

Science may speak of neuroplasticity—the brain reshaping itself through
experience, adapting like a galaxy folding its arms through gravitational
waves. Metaphysics may say that form is only the shadow of essence, and
that the soul moves through stages of becoming, drawn by something higher
than itself. And spirituality whispers that there is a force—call it God, the
Real, Love, or simply the Unseen—that moves within us like wind through
hidden valleys, shaping destinies without seeking recognition.

So when I ask, “Who did all this for me?”—my intellect stalls, my logic
fades. I have no clear answer. No name | can write down. But my tears...
my tears hold the truth. They have always known. They are the evidence of
a Presence more real than flesh, more enduring than memory. Each tear I
shed is an echo of gratitude, a ripple in the ocean of the unseen, each one an
offering back to the Source that sculpted me—from obscurity into meaning,
from silence into voice.

No, I do not see You. But I feel You—and that feeling is more truthful than
sight.

And as I feel, I begin to remember—not just the events of my life, but the
awareness behind them. I’ve come to recognize that within me, beneath the
shifting sands of thoughts and desires, there exists an [—a silent, witnessing
presence. This ‘I’ has been there since the very beginning, quietly
observing, unmoved by chaos, untouched by praise or blame. It did not
speak, yet it moved everything. It whispered no words, yet delivered
solutions—always arriving in the quiet moments, as if by divine
orchestration. When everything seemed scattered, it brought pattern. When
life felt aimless, it revealed purpose.



This witnessing I is not the same as the “I-me”—the one entangled in
identity, ambition, memory, and noise. The I-me lives in time, in stories, in
becoming. But the silent [—the deeper self—is timeless, still, and whole. It
is like a cosmic axis within, turning the wheel of life from a place beyond
comprehension.

And so now, I no longer wish to lead. I no longer wish to be the voice or the
face. I long to surrender—to be carried by that silent I that has carried me
all along. Let the I-me rest. Let it finally be still, fully quiet, like the surface
of a calm lake reflecting only the sky.

I ask this silent I within me: take me with You. Take me on the ride. Let this
noisy self dissolve into Your vastness. Let the [-me step aside, so You can
walk freely through this life, unburdened by the illusion of separation. For
in truth, there is only one [—the Witness, the Light, the Breath behind the
breath.

And perhaps that is where You are—not far away, but buried inside me,
beneath every layer of name and form. Not watching from above, but living
from within.

So I will follow—mnot with effort, but with surrender.
I do not see You—

Not with these eyes that falter at light,

But I feel You...

Like the breath that moves without sound,

Like the warmth that arrives before the sun.

And now—
Something unspeakable begins to unfold:

I begin to be You.



The veil thins—not by force, but by grace.
The servant dissolves into the Served,
And the hands that once trembled in prayer

Now serve as Your hands.

I see—
But it is You who sees through these eyes.
I hear—

But it is You who listens through this soul.

These words, this book, this stillness—

They are not mine.

They are Yours, whispered through a heart made quiet.
Written in a silence only Love could teach.

Each letter is not mine,

But Yours—authored through me.

In stillness,

In silence,

In the boundless ocean of Love,
I return...

Not as myself,

But as a mirror—

ofyou!



INDEBTEDNESS AND RECOGNITION

With a heart humbled by the vastness of truth and a soul nourished by
wisdom beyond my own, I offer my deepest gratitude to the extraordinary
beings whose voices, writings, and insights have shaped the foundation of
this work.

To Mevlana Shams Tabrizi, the fire that awakened Rumi’s ocean—your
presence, though veiled in history, burned through the veils of my own
ignorance. Your love, raw and unapologetic, reminded me that the true path
is not paved with comfort, but with surrender.

To Mevlana Jalaluddin Rumi, the whirling soul of divine intoxication—
your poetry did not merely teach me, it transformed me. You showed me
that love is not a sentiment, but a dissolution into the Beloved.

To Shaykh al-Akbar Ibn Arabi, the philosopher of unity and the
cartographer of divine mysteries—your words were not just ideas, but
doorways into a cosmic architecture where every soul is a mirror of the One.
Your vision of the Perfect Human (/nsan al-Kamil) still echoes in my inner
chambers.

To Ahmed Hulusi, whose fearless integration of Qur’anic insight with
neuroscience and metaphysics illuminated new pathways in my
understanding of divine consciousness—I thank you for daring to speak of
Allah (God), not as a distant deity, but as the Reality living through us.

To Mahmud Shabistari, who wove the subtle secrets of mysticism into the
fragrant petals of Persian verse—your Gulshan-i Raz became a garden for
my own reflection, inviting me to taste the mysteries hidden in silence.

To Rasul Rahbari, whose theological reflections and spiritual insight
continue to breathe relevance into Islamic metaphysics—thank you for
reminding me that theology is not merely an academic exercise, but a bridge
between the soul and the Source.

To Dr. William Chittick, the bridge between East and West—your
translations and explanations of Ibn Arabi and Rumi have offered clarity



where there was once fog. Through your work, the subtle meanings became
approachable; the complex became luminous.

To Dr. Seyyed Hossein Nasr, whose towering intellect and gentle soul
safeguard the sacred amidst the noise of modernity—your writings affirmed
in me the truth that traditional wisdom is not a relic of the past, but a beacon
for the future.

To Dr. Donald Hoffman, whose bold scientific vision dares to place
consciousness at the heart of reality—your courage to challenge
materialism with empirical insight inspired me to unify science and
spirituality without compromise.

To Rupert Spira, whose tender voice and precise language on non-duality
reawakened the stillness within—you reminded me that all seeking ends
where we already are: aware, present, whole.

To Shaykh Hamza Yusuf of Zaytuna College, whose eloquence revives
tradition and whose courage defends its relevance—your teachings
illuminated faith as a living truth. Your insights on consciousness,
especially as God-consciousness, reminded me that true awareness begins
with the awareness of the Divine.

To Swami Vivekananda, whose thunderous voice awakened East and
West alike—your call to spiritual strength, universal truth, and fearless
devotion became a silent rhythm in my pen.

To Swami Sarvapriyananda, whose lucid expositions of Advaita Vedanta
brought ancient clarity to modern minds—your gentle depth stirred in me
the still waters of inner awareness.

To Dr. Nima Arkani-Hamed, whose work at the frontier of theoretical
physics continues to peel back the veils of the cosmos—your wonder-
infused science reminded me that awe belongs in both the laboratory and
the prayer mat.

To Federico Faggin, whose journey from silicon to the soul is a testimony
to the deepest truth—that consciousness is not an illusion, but the very
ground of being—thank you for your honesty, courage, and devotion to
what lies beyond appearances.



To Frithjof Schuon (1907-1998), a prominent philosopher,
metaphysician, spiritual teacher, and a leading figure in the Traditionalist
School of thought—thank you for enlightening us through your profound
writings on religion, metaphysics, and comparative spirituality. Your work
continues to illuminate the underlying unity of all authentic religious
traditions and the timeless truths at the heart of the Perennial Philosophy.

To Karen Armstrong, esteemed British author, scholar, and former Roman
Catholic nun—deep appreciation for your illuminating contributions to
comparative religion and interfaith understanding. Your insights into the
universal Golden Rule and the shared ethical core of the world’s faiths have
powerfully reminded us of our common humanity. We are indebted to you
for fostering empathy, compassion, and deeper understanding across
spiritual traditions.

And to the two whose influence predates all others, whose love shaped the
soil in which every seed of knowledge found fertile ground—

To my father, whose unwavering encouragement and intellectual rigor
cultivated in me a discipline of inquiry, clarity of thought, and the courage
to question what lies beneath the surface.

And to my mother, whose quiet strength, emotional wisdom, and spiritual
sensitivity instilled in me reverence for the unseen and the sacred, the love
of reading, and the power of reflection.

And I am profoundly indebted to my two sons—my heart’s reflection—
who, without knowing, taught me how to become a better father. Through
their innocence and honesty, they revealed to me the true meaning of
selflessness. Through their needs, their questions, their silent gazes and loud
laughter, they taught me how to feel deeply—how to embrace sacrifice not
as a burden but as a privilege. They shaped me into a man who no longer
lives for himself alone, but stands accountable to those around him—with
patience, with presence, and with love. It was not I who raised them alone;
in truth, they raised me too—in ways no one else could.

It was from their hands that I first received the tools—a book, a question, a
prayer—and from their lives that I learned that knowledge without humility
is hollow, and spirituality without love is lifeless.
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To all of you—saints, scholars, mystics, scientists, and the sacred figures of
my life—I am not merely grateful. I am indebted.

This book is not mine alone; it is a convergence of your voices, your visions,
and your truths flowing through me like tributaries into the ocean of this
offering.

May it serve others as your work, your love, and your presence have served
me.

With reverence and love!
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DEDICATING MY BOOK

My Last Letter: “Dedicating My Authorship to Tamanna”

In the ebb and flow of life’s unpredictable tides, through all the silent
struggles, restless nights, and fleeting joys, there has always been a
presence. A soul once unknown to me, quietly written into my story, not at
the beginning, but precisely when I needed her most.

Y ou came when my steps were unsure, when the path ahead blurred beneath
the dust of despair. You walked beside me, not loudly, not seeking
recognition but with a grace that held me steady. You lifted me when I had
no wings left to try. You wrapped me in strength when I was threadbare and
shrinking. Your faith in me became the very garment I wore to face the
world.

When sustenance grew scarce, not just of bread, but of hope, you were the
spring that never ran dry. In the dark, when even my own eyes forgot the
direction of light, you became the lamp lit by some divine flame. You didn’t
just guide me, you reminded me that the path of righteousness is not merely
walked with feet, but with love, humility, and unshakable devotion.
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Every page I have written, every rhyme you once listened to with patient
reverence, carries the echo of your encouragement. And now, as I write
what may be my last, I find no more fitting dedication than this:

With all the modesty my words can carry,
With all the respect my soul can offer—
This book, this journey, this life...

is for you.
I thank you you—for raising me.
Not just to stand, but to rise.

Not just to write, but to be.

Forever yours in the quiet between the lines.
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Chapter — 1

CHAPTER -1

Two Perspectives of Existence
The Veils of the One: Adh-Dhahiru and Al-Batinu

The Dual Lenses of Creation: Divine Manifestation in Physics and Spirit

Creation, in its vast and mysterious expanse, can be perceived through two
fundamental lenses—each revealing a unique aspect of existence, both
anchored in the Divine. These perspectives mirror the dual nature of reality:
one visible and measurable, the other hidden and vibrational, each
corresponding to sacred Names of Allah (God): Adh-Dhahiru (The
Manifest) and Al-Batinu (The Hidden).

“He is the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden; and He is, of all
things, Knowing.”

— Surah Al-Hadid (57:3)

The Newtonian View: The Domain of Adh-Dhahir

The first is the Newtonian perspective, rooted in classical physics. It
describes a universe constructed from tangible matter—observable,
measurable, and reducible. In this realm, the cosmos behaves like a grand
machine, governed by deterministic laws, where objects possess defined
positions, trajectories, and masses. This is the domain of surfaces and
structures—what can be touched, seen, dissected, and cloned.

“Indeed, in the creation of the heavens and the earth and the alternation of
the night and the day are signs for those of understanding.”

— Surah Ali-‘Imran (3:190)

“And We did not create the heaven and the earth and that between them in
play. We did not create them except in truth, but most of them do not know.”

— Surah Ad-Dukhan (44:38-39)
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In the language of the Qur’an, this aspect of reality reflects Adh-Dhahir—
the evident presence of Divine manifestation in form, encoded in the outer
laws of the cosmos.

The Quantum View: The Domain of Al-Batin

Yet, beneath this surface lies another dimension—more elusive, yet more
fundamental-—the Quantum perspective. This is the realm of frequencies,
vibrations, and fields. Here, existence is not solid but fluid, not deterministic
but probabilistic. Objects dissolve into waves of potential, where particles
are expressions of superpositions. These possibilities collapse into actuality
only upon observation—a profound act of consciousness interacting with
the field of being.

“And with Him are the keys of the unseen; none knows them except Him.
And He knows what is on the land and in the sea. Not a leaf falls but that
He knows it...”

— Surah Al-An‘am (6:59)
“And you do not will except that Allah (God) wills—Lord of the worlds.”
— Surah At-Takwir (81:29)

“Indeed, Allah (God) is subtle (Latif) with His servants; He gives provision
to whom He wills. And He is the Powerful, the Exalted in Might.”

— Surah Ash-Shiira (42:19)

This field is not inert. It is imbued with consciousness and free will,
responding to intention, du‘d, and spiritual presence. It is the sacred
dimension of Al-Batin—the inner, the concealed, known only through
inwardness, unveiling, and the heart’s intuition.

Two Realms, One Reality

Both these realms—the outer and the inner—are not opposites, but
complementary veils of a single Divine Reality. Together, they embody the
dual manifestation of Allah (God)’s Names in creation.

“Soon We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves
until it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

14
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— Surah Fussilat (41:53)

Allah (God) created our being with the meaning of his names through
manifestation (collapse of the wave function) as He wishes. And since the
human being is fashioned from the essence of these Names, this duality is
mirrored within us. We are beings of both matter (Adh-Dhahir) and spirit
(Al-Batin), of measurable form and unfathomable depth—a synthesis of
Zahir1 structure and Batint soul—a living, breathing, conscious quantum
collapse into classical actuality.

“And when I have fashioned him and breathed into him of My spirit, then
fall down to him in prostration.”

— Surah Sad (38:72)
“And in your own selves—will you not then see?”

— Surah Adh-Dhariyat (51:21)

The Collapse of Potential into Being

Our inner reality is intimately connected to a quantum field that transcends
space and time. Every inner state exists in superposition, holding within it
a spectrum of possible realities. When it collapses into actuality—through
thought, awareness, or Divine decree—it transitions from the unseen to the
seen, from the possible to the actual.

“Allah (God) is the Creator of all things, and He is, over all things, Disposer
of affairs.”

— Surah Az-Zumar (39:62)

Thus, human life unfolds as a dynamic interplay between the quantum and
the classical, between possibility and manifestation. At every moment, we
exist as both wave and particle—as who we are and who we are yet to
become. In the language of quantum physics, reality is not fixed or
continuous, but emergent: each moment represents the collapse of a wave
function, where infinite possibilities condense into a single, observed
state—what we might call a quantum event.

15
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Each collapse is like a single frame, and when these frames are perceived
in sequence, they create the illusion of time, much like a film—projected in
the theater of consciousness. Yet the screen on which this film plays—the
still, eternal backdrop—is what some traditions call Divine Light, the
unchanging ground of Being.

Our existence is not bound to a strictly linear unfolding. It is
multidimensional and layered, interwoven across different planes of time
and consciousness. Essence, the actualization of potential—emerging from
a vast field of conscious possibilities, a field imbued with awareness and
free will.

The Weaving of Inner and Outer Light

The fullness of reality cannot be grasped through one lens alone. To truly
perceive creation is to weave the outer laws with the inner light, to see the
visible signs with the invisible heart. It is to recognize that the laws of
motion and the dance of probabilities are both manifestations of Divine
wisdom, each bearing a Name, each whispering a secret of the One.

“Allah (God)is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”
— Surah An-Nir (24:35)

“Say: Travel through the earth and observe how He began creation. Then
Allah (God)will produce the final creation. Indeed Allah (God) over all
things, is competent.”

— Surah Al-“Ankabit (29:20)

The Divine Unfolding

Alhamdulillahi Rabbil ‘Alamin—Hamd belongs to Allah (God) the
Sustainer of all worlds. The unfolding of the material realm, reflecting the
meanings of His Names through their manifestations, belongs to Him alone.
This unfolding is governed by a Divine system in which quantum
possibilities continuously collapse into realized form. It is this seamless
procession that gives rise to our perception of time and space—an illusion
born from the rhythm of Divine actualization.

16
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“His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it, ‘Be’, and
itis.”

— Surah Ya Sin (36:82)

“And every matter, small and great, is written.”

— Surah Al-Qamar (54:53)

“Indeed, all things We created with predestination.”

— Surah Al-Qamar (54:49)
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POEM

“The Veils of the One: Al-Zahiru and Al-Batinu”

In the hush where stars are gently spun,
Where time begins and thought is one,
Creation speaks in veils of flame,

And carves her truth in Allah (God)’s Name.
Two mirrors, yet a single face—

The outer shell, the inner grace.

Adh-Dhahiru, the world we see,
Where mountains rise and rivers flee.
Where Newton’s laws and measured spin
Describe the world that dwells within.
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A world of forms, of touch and stone,

Where orbits arc and seeds are sown.
The apple falls, the wheel must turn,
The laws repeat, the engines churn.

Here, mass and shape obey the chart,
Each part dissected from the part.
From quarks to stars, the code is laid
In numbers real, precisely made.

A cosmos vast, yet built so tight,
Each law engraved in edge and light.
This realm—the robe the cosmos wears—
Is Dhahiri, the face that dares.

But veil by veil, the tale goes on—
Beyond the dawn, behind the dawn.
Beneath the skin of form and fate
There lies the field that can’t relate
To force or mass or rigid plan—
But breathes within the soul of man.

Al-Batinu, the silent thread,

The living realm of not-yet-said.
Where waveforms drift in sacred trance,
And all of life is chance’s dance.
Where nothing’s fixed, yet all is real—
The quantum depth beneath the wheel.
A whisper, not a measured cry,
Where dreams are born and questions fly.

Here, particles in twilight sleep,
Hold many states, both wide and deep.
A single point—yet countless ways,

A blooming rose of hidden rays.
Each choice collapses what could be,
To just one branch of destiny.

The wave gives way, the form takes hold,
The tale, once warm now written cold.

This field responds—it knows, it hears,
It bends to love, it echoes fears.
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It can’t be cloned or ever caged,
Each soul within uniquely staged.
It’s not a thing that one can see—

It is becoming, endlessly.

So man is forged of both these realms,
With Newton’s grip and mystic helms.
He walks through stone, he breathes through light,
He dreams in shade, he acts in sight.
He is the bridge, the inner seam,
Where matter meets the flowing dream.

Your outer self—a sculpted flame,
Carries the Dhahiri Name.
Your inner self—a wave so wide,
Carries Batinu deep inside.

And every thought, and every breath,
Is birth and death, and birth from death.
A quantum state that comes to pass,
Then rests again in silence vast.

You are not fixed. You are not one.
You are the moon and you are the sun.
Both particle and wave, you span
The script of fate, the will of man.
In every cell, the Names reside—
The veils of Allah , unified.

So walk with balance, eyes and heart—
One sees the whole, one sees the part.
Let physics speak, but do not close
The mystic door where meaning flows.
Adh-Dhahiru draws stars in line,
Al-Batinu makes their silence shine.
Together they compose the All—
The rise, the rest, the veiled call.

The laws that shape, the depths that feel,
Are not at war—they both reveal.
For what is seen, and what is sensed,
Are veils where truth is softly fenced.
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Not to divide, but to invite—
To touch the dark and birth the light.

O child of dust and timeless flame,
You are not lesser for your name.
You hold the keys, you are the gate,
You choose the now, you shape your fate.
And every act, and every prayer,
Collapses light from thinning air.

So live as one whose breath contains
Both Allah ’s veils and heaven’s rains.
You are the question and the clue—
The outer and the inner you.
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CHAPTER -2

Time & Space may not be the fundamental reality as postulated by classical
physics.

Modern science, deeply rooted in the Newtonian worldview, rests on the
foundational assumption that space and time constitute the very fabric of
fundamental reality. This belief underpins many of the major scientific
theories—general thermodynamics relativity, quantum field theory,
reductionism, and even evolution by natural selection. These frameworks
presume a universal applicability, assuming their principles hold true across
all scales, from the vastness of the cosmos to the minutiae of the subatomic
world.

However, this assumption begins to break down when we probe the extreme
edges of the quantum realm. At unimaginably small scales—near 10733
centimeters—any attempt to observe a particle using an appropriately short
wavelength leads to a paradoxical outcome: the act of observation itself
generates a gravitational collapse so intense that it forms a black hole within
10~ seconds, effectively erasing the object of study. This phenomenon
challenges the notion that space and time are fundamental realities. Instead,
it points to a deeper, more primordial layer of existence—something that
precedes space and time and gives rise to them.

A profound clue to this hidden order lies in the nature of light. A photon,
born at the very inception of the universe—the Big Bang—has not aged by
even a fraction of a second. It has traveled across billions of light-years
without experiencing time. How, then, can time be fundamental when light
itself remains untouched by it? This suggests that time, as we perceive it,
may be nothing more than a cognitive illusion—a byproduct of the continual
collapse of quantum wave functions.

What we commonly perceive as “time” is not a flowing substance, but rather
the continuous collapse of quantum possibilities into a singular classical
reality. In the quantum realm, all states exist in superposition—pure
potential—until an observation or interaction causes one of those potentials
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to crystallize into experience. This act of “collapse” is what gives rise to the
illusion of linear time.

Each collapse is like a single frame in an infinite film reel. When these
frames—these momentary actualizations—are observed in rapid sequence,
they give the appearance of continuity and flow, much like how a movie
seems to move smoothly on the screen though it’s merely a series of static
slides. The “movement” of time, therefore, is not time itself, but our
perception of successive collapses of the wave function into definite
outcomes.

But this unfolding is not truly linear—it is layered. Our existence is not a
single thread stretched through time, but a multi-dimensional layering of
possibilities and outcomes, stacked like countless transparent slides. Each
moment is not just a step forward, but an intersection of many collapsed
potentials converging in a particular way.

Likewise, space may not be a fixed container in which events unfold, but an
emergent phenomenon—arising from the same underlying quantum
dynamics that give rise to time. Just as time appears through the ordering of
collapsed potentials, space may emerge from the relational structure of
these collapses—defined not by absolute coordinates, but by the
interconnections between events and experiences.

And that makes it clear: time and space are not fundamental realities. They
are not the foundational bedrock of existence, but emergent properties—
secondary appearances born from the interaction between consciousness
and quantum potential. They are experiential dimensions within which
reality is rendered intelligible, not ultimate structures of being.

From a metaphysical lens, this reveals a deeper truth: that what we call time
and space are projections within consciousness, not absolutes outside of it.
Spiritually, it suggests that the soul lives not in space-time, but witnesses it
as a sacred illusion—a divine stage where possibility becomes form, and
the Infinite expresses Itself through the unfolding of awareness.

Thus, time and space are not independent realities, but the echoes of a
deeper unity—expressions of the Eternal revealing Itself, moment by
moment, layer by layer, within the theater of divine consciousness.
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Interestingly, such ideas are not foreign to the spiritual traditions of the
world. The Qur’an, along with many other sacred texts, has long described
the material world as illusory—fleeting, insubstantial, and ultimately
unreal. What once seemed like poetic metaphor now emerges as profound
insight. Beneath the transient appearances of time and space lies a timeless,
spaceless essence—the true ground of all being.

Yet, within this realm of impermanence, the journey toward the immaterial
must begin with the material. The veil can only be pierced from within the
illusion itself.

Now consider this: if our earthly life spans seventy years—amounting to
just seventy rotations of the Earth around the sun—what does that signify
on a cosmic scale? The Qur’an speaks of time in relation to celestial
phenomena and dimensions beyond our own. A single solar year, when
measured against the sun’s temporal framework, equates to approximately
255 million Earth years. From that perspective, a seventy-year human
lifespan is equivalent to merely 8.6 seconds.

(70 /255,000,000 ) * 365 * 24 * 60 * 60 =8.657

So when a person dies and enters a higher plane of existence—one aligned
with the time zone of the sun—they may reflect and wonder: “How long did
I 'live on Earth? Was it not just a fleeting moment, like a dream?”

This reframing is both humbling and revelatory. All our struggles,
ambitions, sorrows, and triumphs—everything we hold so tightly—occur
within the blink of a cosmic eye. Even within that seventy-year span, much
of our time is consumed by infancy, unconscious childhood, old age, and
senility. If we isolate only the years in which we are truly conscious,
reflective, and self-aware, how many seconds of meaningful life remain?

The Qur’an revealed this truth more than 1,400 years ago, describing our
earthly existence as nothing more than a “twilight” or an “afternoon” in the
grand timeline of creation.

— Surah An-Nazi’at (79:46):

Wlata 5 2e V] 155 al L0 553 48
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“It will be as if, on the Day they see it, they had only stayed [in the world]
for an evening or its morning.

Only now, with the lens of modern physics and cosmology, are we
beginning to understand the depth of that revelation. Death, then, is not the
end—it is a great unveiling. It reveals the dreamlike nature of our worldly
life and the permanence of what lies beyond.

This timeless wisdom is echoed across several Qur’anic verses that
emphasize the brevity and illusory nature of worldly existence:

* Surah Al-Mu’minun (23:113) speaks of how, in the Hereafter, people will
recall their earthly lives as if they lasted only a day or part of a day—
highlighting their fleeting nature.

* Surah Ghafir (40:39) contrasts the temporary pleasures of this world with
the eternal life of the Hereafter, reminding us that what we chase here is
mere enjoyment that will pass.

* Surah Al-Hadid (57:20) uses the imagery of plant life that springs up after
rain, only to wither and fade, as a metaphor for the deceptive and transient
allure of this world.

These verses are more than moral instruction—they are ontological
unveilings.

They beckon us to awaken from illusion, to remember the greater reality
from which we emerged, and to which we are destined to return.

For what they reveal is not merely law, but the very pattern and process of
Allah (God)—the Sunnatullah—the divine system by which all things rise,
fall, and find their way home.
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POEM

The Clockwork Veil
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In Newton’s halls of glass and gears,
Where time ran straight for measured years,
The cosmos spun with lawful grace,
Each orbit held in time and space.

Yet deeper still, beyond the eye,
Where photons through the blackness fly,
A truth lies veiled in silent code—
Not stone nor fire, but wave and node.

For when we peer with sharpened gaze,
Through quantum’s cryptic, trembling haze,
We find the stage we called “so true”
Begins to break, dissolve, undo.

No length remains, no ticking beat,
When spacetime shivers at its seat.
A wave collapsed, a black hole born—
The measuring mind is self-forlorn.

II. The Ageless Light
O Light, thou child of cosmic birth,
Unaging pilgrim through the Earth—
From Big Bang’s breath to now you glide,
No shadow marks you, none abide.

You dance on waves that never break,
No wrinkle time nor path you take.
Yet I, who chase your trail in thought,
Am bound by seconds—I am not.

How strange this thing we name as “time,”
A ticking fiction, rhythm’s mime—
No more than waveforms taking shape,
A dream we trace but can’t escape.

The fall of function, quantum’s song,
Becomes the heartbeat all along.
Each moment’s birth, a fleeting flame—
Yet none are real, and none remain.
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I11. Fabric of the Fable
Relativity’s woven lace,
With quantum ghosts in every place,
They form the hymn, the sacred creed—
A universe of clocks and speed.

But crack the atom’s secret chest,

And truth dissolves in deeper rest.

A paradox at Planck’s last shore—
Where looking births a black hole’s core.

Behold the scale—ten 33!
Where form is lost and sense can’t be.
The eye that seeks becomes the flame,

And what it sees, it cannot name.

So what is real, and what is scheme,
When all we touch dissolves to dream?
The photon rides through vast domain,

And yet, it never tastes of pain.

IV. The Mirage of Earthly Days
We build our towers, wage our wars,
We write our names on fleeting shores,
Yet all we love and fight and fear
Is packed within a borrowed sphere.

Seventy orbits round the sun—
And then, the dream of life is done.
But stretch that span to solar eyes,
And all our years are but sunrise.

Just 8.6 celestial beats—
The whole of life beneath our feet.
A sigh, a flicker, breath and gone—
“Did I not dream I once lived long?”

For in the sun’s majestic scale,

Our epic tales are mist and veil.

And in the soul’s eternal scope,
All time dissolves in dawn of hope.
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V. Echoes from the Timeless
The Qur’an’s voice through verses flows,
From ancient sands, the secret knows:
“This life is but an afternoon,
A fleeting shade, withdrawn too soon.”

A sprouting shoot that drinks the rain,
Then withers back to dust again.
A mirage painted on the sky,
To teach the heart, it cannot lie.

O Time! Thou false and gilded king,
Who rules the world with a phantom ring—
The scriptures saw through your disguise,
And called the soul to clearer skies.

From Ghafir’s scroll to Hadid’s lore,
They whispered truths we now explore.
Not just in metaphor or tale,

But physics now confirms the veil.

VI. The Inner Telescope
So pierce the veil from where you stand,
With neither stone nor scholar’s hand—
But through the self, the silent door,
That opens wide to something more.

Begin with flesh, begin with dust—
Let hunger grow to sacred trust.
For from the grain of time and skin,
The timeless whispers deep within.

No eye can catch the Light alone,
Unless it shines from what is known.
No truth descends from heights above,
Unless we climb on ropes of love.

The sages knew, in veiled prose,
That what we reap is not what grows.
The world’s a show—a transient guise,
That hides the truth behind the skies.
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VII. The Great Unveiling
And when the breath is drawn no more,
When footsteps cease on mortal floor—
Then shall the veil be torn apart,
And time fall silent in the heart.

We’ll look upon our earthly span,
As dreams once dreamt by sleeping man.
A moment’s flame, a shadow’s trace—
Now vanished in the Timeless Face.

Death is not the end, but key,
That turns the lock to what must be.
It peels the canvas from the frame,
And shows the fire behind the flame.

And all we strove to own or keep,
We’ll see was never ours, but sleep.
Yet every glance of love we gave
Shall rise as stars beyond the grave.

VIII. Return to the Real
O voyager of breath and bone,
Awake! This world is not your home.

You walk through echoes, screens, and glass—

A twilight drifting through the grass.

The Real awaits, serene and wide,
Where neither space nor clocks divide.
Beyond the field where mind can roam—
The Source of all, the Soul’s true home.

So take this science, take this lore,
And use it not to cage, but soar.
For deeper than the test or chart,

Lies the Infinite in your heart.

The soul remembers what it knew—
That All is One, and All is You.
And light itself shall one day bend
To where all timelines meet and end.
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CHAPTER -3

What is Our Fundamental Reality? - Consciousness?

“The Light Before the Word”

Time and space may not be the fundamental bedrock of reality. But if they
are not, what is? What underlies everything we perceive as the universe?

To explore this question, scientists at CERN, Geneva, Switzerland, used the
Large Hadron Collider to recreate conditions similar to those just after the
Big Bang. In these high-energy experiments, subatomic particles are
accelerated to near the speed of light and made to collide. These collisions
reveal patterns and structures at the most elementary levels of matter. One
such structure is the amplituhedron—a geometric form that emerges from
particle interactions and helps simplify complex quantum field calculations.
Notably, such forms are found in a domain where time and space no longer
apply—what physicists refer to as “zero time and zero space.”

This brings us back to the origin: approximately 13.8 billion years ago, there
was no matter. Imagine all stars, galaxies, gas clouds, and cosmic dust
condensed into a singular point—what is known as a singularity. This
singularity existed outside the confines of space and time. Then, through a
rapid expansion—the Big Bang—the universe emerged. In its earliest
phase, there was no matter, only pure energy and light. Matter, as Einstein’s
equation E=mc? reveals, is essentially a condensed form of energy. Thus,
light and energy were the first realities.

“He 1s the Originator of the heavens and the earth.”
— Qur’an 6:101

“The Day when We will fold the heaven like the folding of a [written] sheet
for the records. As We began the first creation, We will repeat it.”

— Qur’an 21:104
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Increasingly, modern quantum physicists and cognitive scientists propose
that beyond energy, even more fundamental is consciousness—perhaps a
universal or divine consciousness.

In Sanskrit, consciousness is called Chaitanyam—also referred to as Chit.
These are the traditional terms used to describe the pure awareness that
underlies all experience. Consciousness is what makes one experience. This
Chaitanyam, or consciousness, exists within [—not as a physical thing, but
as the very essence of my being.

I also have a mind, and I have a body. Yet consciousness is not the mind,
and it is not the body. Rather, it illumines both. It shines through the mind
and, through that, radiates throughout the body and its various receptor
faculties. This is how I experience life—I feel consciousness as it expresses
itself through thought, sensation, and perception.

My body is but an image within the finite mirror of my mind. It is not the
true self, but a projection—an appearance—cast within a limited field of
awareness. This finite mind arises from the convergence of two principles:
the physical body and the individualized stream of consciousness. It is a
localized expression of the Infinite, a point where the Absolute Real
concentrates Itself for the sake of direct, particular experience.

The Real, by nature, is Infinite—beyond form, beyond time, beyond
limitation. And yet, the Infinite cannot directly experience the finite
universe without assuming a veil, a lens, a narrowing of perspective.
Infinity, in its boundless totality, has no edges through which to grasp the
particulars of form, of space, of time, or of object. To behold the finite, the
Real must appear to withdraw from its own boundlessness—not in truth,
but in mode of expression.

Thus, the Infinite manifests as the finite mind, embodied and individualized,
through which It experiences the world of limitation. The body becomes a
receptor, a sacred instrument through which the Real—cloaked in the
garment of finitude—tastes the textures of time, perceives the unfolding of
space, and encounters itself in the mirror of creation.

In this divine contraction, the Infinite does not cease to be Infinite—it only
refracts Itself into a point of view, like sunlight focused through a prism.
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Through this localized awareness, the Eternal gazes upon the temporal.
Through this body, this mind, the Real experiences the illusion of
separation—not to be deceived by it, but to illuminate it from within. Real
experiences the finite world through many points of view.

Swami Sarvapriyananda explained consciousness through five key insights,
which must be clearly understood and appreciated:

1. Consciousness is not a part of the body or the mind.

It is not a physical component. Unlike modern science, which often claims
that consciousness arises from the brain—or that both mind and
consciousness are products of neural activity—this teaching says otherwise.
Consciousness is not a byproduct of the body. It is fundamentally different.

2. Consciousness is independent, yet it pervades and illumines the mind
and body.

Though not produced by the body, it is what enables the body and mind to
function. Like light falling on an object, consciousness shines on the mind,
allowing thoughts to arise, and through the mind, animates the body.

3. Consciousness is not confined or limited by the body and mind.

It is not restricted to any specific location—such as a part of the brain. It
exists beyond the boundaries of the body and mind, and is present even
when they are absent or inactive.

4. Consciousness is known through the body and mind.

We experience and become aware of consciousness when it reflects through
the mind and body—just as we come to see an invisible light when it reflects
off a surface.

5. Consciousness remains even without the body and mind, but it is not
experienced.

It continues to exist on its own, but without a medium—Ilike the mind or
body—it cannot be reflected or recognized. It is like light that remains
unperceived until it strikes something reflective.

To make this clearer, he offers a simple analogy:
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Imagine a light in the room where you are. Your hand is here beneath it, and
light is reflected off my hand. You can now see both the hand and the light.

» First, the light is not a part of the hand, nor is it produced by the hand.
* Second, the light pervades and illuminates the hand, making it visible.

* Third, the light is not limited to the hand—it exists all around,
independent of the hand.

* Fourth, it is only through the reflection from the hand that we can
recognize and appreciate the presence of light.

» Fifth, if I remove my hand, the light is still there, but no longer
experienced in the same way—until another object reflects it again.

In the same way, consciousness is ever-present, independent, and
unchanging. It is not created by the body or mind, but it reveals itself
through them. Without these instruments, consciousness remains—silent,
formless, but eternally real.

Metaphysical thinkers have long held that at the beginning is/was (is -
because light did not age a second since the beginning) consciousness, not
matter. Even light and energy rooted from universal consciousness or
consciousness itself is kind of an energy. Could this point toward
consciousness being the mechanism through which God acts—what the
Qur’an calls Sunnatullah—or is consciousness itself a manifestation of
God?

“Indeed, His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it,
‘Be’, and it 1s.”

— Qur’an 36:82

Let us entertain a postulate for exploration: light rooted from and
Consciousness is Allah (God) or the systems and processes of Allah (God)
- ‘The Sunnatullah’. Let’s examine how this idea aligns with one of the
divine names in the Qur’an—An-Niir (The Light)—a term also referenced
in other spiritual traditions. Through this lens, light becomes more than
metaphor; it becomes a scientific and theological bridge, rooted in the
observable universe and divine manifestation.
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1. Allah (God)/God Created the Universe

Modern physics and scripture converge in the notion that light is a
fundamental constituent of creation. The Qur’anic verse:

“Allahu Niru as-samawati wa al-ard” (Allah (God) is the Light of the
heavens and the earth — Qur’an 24:35), resonates with discoveries in particle
physics. At CERN, when researchers replicated conditions of the Big Bang,
they saw that what preceded matter was pure energy—Ilight. This aligns
perfectly with Einstein’s theory that energy and mass are interchangeable.

Further, quantum electrodynamics (QED)—one of the most precise and
successful theories in physics—shows that the structure of atoms depends
on photons. To maintain the consistency of its structure, atoms are held by
light. Electrons orbit atomic nuclei because of electromagnetic interactions,
and these are mediated by light. Without this constant dance of light, atoms
would collapse. This implies that the stability of all matter—the very fabric
of the universe—is held together by light. In theological terms, if light is
the means through which the material world is ordered and sustained, then
the divine presence (as Light) is woven into reality itself.

“It is Allah (God) who created the heavens and the earth and
whatever is between them in six days; then He established Himself above
the Throne.”

—Qur’an 32:4

“And We did not create the heavens and earth and what is between them in
play.”

— Qur’an 44:38

2. Allah (God) Created Life

Life not only depends on matter but also on precise environmental
conditions. One critical factor is temperature—achieved on Earth via light
from the Sun. Light in the infrared spectrum provides the thermal energy
needed for liquid water, and thus life. But beyond warmth, light powers
photosynthesis, regulates biological clocks, and enables vision—across all
life forms.
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More deeply, light governs the consistency of atoms and the formation of
molecules like amino acids, proteins, and DNA. Without the
electromagnetic force (carried by photons), atoms couldn’t bind to form the
complex molecules essential for life. Thus, light is not just a condition for
life’s origin and sustenance—it is a central organizing principle in biology,
chemistry, and physics. It’s the very scaffolding of living systems.

“And We made from water every living thing. Will they not then believe?”
— Qur’an 21:30

“It is He who made the sun a shining light and the moon a derived light.”
— Qur’an 10:5

“And We sent down from the sky rain charged with blessing, and We
produced therewith gardens and grain for harvests.”

— Qur’an 50:9
3. Allah (God) is Omnipresent

NASA’s Wilkinson Microwave Anisotropy Probe (WMAP), launched in
2001, measured fluctuations in the cosmic microwave background
(CMB)—the afterglow of the Big Bang. What it found was striking: light is
present everywhere in the universe. This ancient light, a relic from when the
universe was only 380,000 years old, still permeates all of space today. It
proves that light is not confined to Earth or stars—it’s omnipresent.

Moreover, QED shows that photons mediate the electromagnetic force
across all matter. At every level of atomic interaction, light is present,
binding electrons to nuclei. Without this binding force, there would be no
stable atoms, no planets, no people. Light exists throughout creation, just as
divine omnipresence is described in scripture. This convergence of
scientific and spiritual insight suggests that light is not only a physical
constant but a metaphysical truth.

“He 1s with you wherever you are. And Allah (God), of what you do, is
Seeing.”

— Qur’an 57:4
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“Do you not see that Allah (God) knows whatever is in the heavens
and whatever is in the earth?”

— Qur’an 58:7
4. Allah (God) is Omniscient

Matter exists in what is called a super-position—a wave/particle duality. It
is one of the weirdest phenomena and discoveries in quantum physics. And
much more studying has to be done in this field, to really get a handle on
what brings about Reality. However, experiments involved light to help
scientists study the transition from an invisible wave to a physical
manifestation as a particle. They find that unless they release the data or the
knowledge of this transition taking place, for some strange reason, the
transition does not occur. Light somehow has a knowledge of what is going
on with everything in the universe.

This is the most profound mystery of quantum mechanics—how
observation affects reality. The wave-particle duality and the role of
measurement in quantum systems have puzzled scientists and philosophers
alike.

The fact that a quantum system exists in superposition until observed
suggests that knowledge, or consciousness, plays a fundamental role in
shaping reality. This aligns intriguingly with the idea of an omniscient God,
who is aware of all things at all times. If knowledge (or the release of
information) is what collapses a quantum wavefunction into a definite state,
then divine omniscience could be understood as the ultimate “observer” that
sustains all of reality in a definite form.

Light, being both a wave and a particle, plays a unique role in these
experiments. In many ways, it acts as the bridge between the seen and the
unseen, the potential and the actual—just as divine knowledge does in many
spiritual traditions. The Qur’an, for instance, refers to God as An-Nur (The
Light), which resonates deeply with this understanding. If light has an
intrinsic “knowledge” of what is happening in the universe, as experiments
seem to suggest, then perhaps it serves as a medium of divine awareness.
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If reality depends on knowledge of the collapse of wave to matter being
revealed, then divine omniscience ensures that nothing is ever truly in a
state of indeterminacy—everything is known, and thus, everything exists
with certainty. This line of thought could bridge quantum physics with
theological concepts, leading to a more integrated view of reality.

“And with Him are the keys of the unseen; none knows them except Him.
And He knows what is on the land and in the sea. Not a leaf falls but that
He knows it.”

— Qur’an 6:59

“Indeed, Allah (God) knows the unseen [aspects] of the heavens and the
earth. Indeed, He is Knowing of that within the breasts.”

— Qur’an 35:38
5. Allah (God) is Eternal

According to Einstein’s theory of relativity, time behaves differently for
objects moving at the speed of light. From a photon’s perspective, no time
elapses—it is born, travels, and arrives instantaneously. It is never “in time”
as we understand it. A photon emitted just after the Big Bang still exists
today, unchanged and ageless. The light, by which I am seen, has not aged
a second since Big Bang.

This timelessness aligns remarkably with the theological concept of God
being eternal and unchanging. Among the 18 fundamental particles in the
universe—12 fermions and 6 bosons—only one, the photon, exhibits all five
divine-like qualities explored here: it enables creation, sustains life, is
omnipresent, may hold informational awareness, and exists outside time.

When we read ancient scriptures describing God as Light, such as the
Qur’an’s “Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth,” we might
now see not just metaphor but literal truth. Light—especially the photon—
may be the interface where divine presence touches material reality.

“Every soul will taste death, and to Us will you be returned.”

— Qur’an 29:57
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“He is the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden, and He is, of all
things, Knowing.”

— Qur’an 57:3

In blending the language of quantum physics with theology and
metaphysics, a compelling image begins to emerge: that the light at the heart
of matter, life, knowledge, presence, and time is not merely a physical
phenomenon, but the very trace of the Divine.
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POEM

The Light Before the Word

In the stillness before the clock began
Before the cosmos danced its plan,
There pulsed a flame no eye could see—
A breathless blaze of unity.

No time had ticked, no stars were born,
No matter dressed in solar dawn.
Just one vast hush, a silent might,

Concealed within the womb of Light.

From Nothingness to Something’s crest,
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The seed of being left its nest.
No sky, no soil, no breath, no bone—
Yet all of being in that One was sown.

Then burst the Bang—not noise, but flare,
A ripple through non-spatial air.
The voice of fire, the cry of grace,
Unfurled the cloth of time and space.

A photon spoke before the quark,

A beam before the sky was dark.
From Niur—the Light divine, refined—

The lattice of the world aligned.

Through tunnels vast beneath the ground,
Where Hadron echoes shake the sound,
We chase the ghost of firstborn gleam

And dream within the physicist’s dream.

The Amplituhedron twirls in flight,
A crystal cage of boundless light,
Where mass and motion, form and flair
Are painted in dimensions rare.

It whispers, “Space is not the root,
Nor time the tree that bears the fruit.
The orchard grows in unseen ground—
Where consciousness and truth are bound.”

So say the sages in the lab,
And mystics by the desert slab:
That thought, that will, that wordless glance
Preceded every atom’s dance.

For Light—it binds the flesh of stars,
And holds the walls of self and Mars.
In every bond, in every spin,
The pulse of photons dwells within.

Electrons circle not in chance,
But in the Law’s electric dance.
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QED—its sacred scroll—
Reveals the Light that makes us whole.

The atoms hum a hymn of code,
In spirals deep their story told:
That Light is not just heat or glow,
But knowledge wrapped in motion slow.

It knows the when, it knows the where,
It knows the thought before the prayer.
It watches all in unseen arcs—

A silent Judge with lightning marks.

Omnipresent, it fills the sky,
From CMB to falcon’s cry.
The microwave’s faint echo rings
Of ancient Light with molten wings.

From every corner, near and far,
It whispers, “Here the secrets are.”
Not just a spark, but woven thread—
A golden line through living, dead.

And yet—it does not age or fade.
No wrinkle on its arc is laid.
Thirteen billion years it roams,
Still timeless in its boundless homes.

A photon born in primal flame
Arrives today without a name.
No second gained, no moment lost—
It walks unchained through time’s exhaust.

So say we this with heart and might:

“The Light of God is not just Light.”

It is the thought that births the world,
The flag of being long unfurled.

And if this Light be called Divine,

Then every photon is a sign.
And every spark that warms the clay
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Is echo of that ancient ray.

So when you look upon the sun,
Or trace the stars that nightly run,
Know this: the canvas and the brush,
Were crafted in a sacred hush.

And if you seek the Face of God,
Don’t only tread where prophets trod—
But seek within the prism’s core,
Where wave and particle explore.

In chapel, mosque, and quiet cell,
Where hearts are still and egos fell,
There too the photon softly sings—

The Light that moves in all true things.
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CHAPTER — 4

In the Silence of Eternity, Divine Consciousness Formed
Humanity as a Vessel to Contemplate Itself

In this section, we refer to Allah as Real (Al-Haqq), the Ultimate Reality.

“That is because Allah, He is the Truth (Al-Haqq), and that which they call
upon besides Him is falsehood...”

— Surah Al-Hajj (22:62)

Real desired to contemplate Itself—within Itself—through an all-
comprehensive being. This divine desire to behold Its own essence gave rise
to creation.

“I was a Hidden Treasure and I loved to be known, so I created creation so
that I may be known.”

(Hadith Qudsi — often referenced in Sufi metaphysics)

By issuing the command “Kun Fayakiin” (4588 (8)— “Be, and it is”—Real
brought the universe into existence. This phrase, repeatedly mentioned in
the Qur’an, symbolizes God’s absolute sovereignty and creative power.

“His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it, ‘Be’, and
itis.”
— Surah Ya-Sin (36:82)

With this command, the twin dimensions of time and space emerged—not
as independent realities, but as symbolic frameworks for communication,
visualization, and self-exploration.

“We did not create the heavens and the earth and what is between them
except in truth...”

— Surah Al-Hijr (15:85)
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Think of time and space as a virtual reality headset or interactive terminal.
Within this interface, every object becomes a visual icon—a symbolic
“state” that represents a deeper ontological reality.

“Soon will We show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves
until it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth...”

— Surah Fussilat (41:53)

It is as though Real chose to experience Itself through countless virtual
lenses. Each object is, in essence, an estate, connected to a unique field—a
field imbued with both consciousness and free will, beyond the fabric of
time and space.

Conscious Agents and Compatibility

Conscious Agents of equal complexity can engage in mutual
communication at the same level. However, when there is a disparity in
complexity between conscious agents, full comprehension and
communication are hindered. Consciousness, therefore, functions not only
in layers but also in compatibility.

“And they ask you about the soul. Say: The soul is of the affair of my Lord,
and mankind has not been given of knowledge except a little.”

— Surah Al-Isra (17:85)

The Descent of Real: From Infinity to Form

Because Real is infinite. It cannot directly experience the finite without
contraction. Thus, to contemplate Its own reflection within limitation, Real
has to cease being infinite and precipitates Itself into a finite mind and then
attaches to its body.

“There is nothing like unto Him, and He is the All-Hearing, the All-Seeing.”
— Surah Ash-Shura (42:11)

Through the body’s perceptual faculties, Real experiences the finite
universe from within.

“And He is with you wherever you are...”
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— Surah Al-Hadid (57:4)

My body is an image in my finite mind, and my finite mind is a localization
or contraction of the infinite consciousness. Where my mind is nothing but
a function of my body and individualized consciousness—a mind born from
the union of the body and individualized consciousness. That being said, the
human body is not the true self, but rather an image cast within the finite
mind.

The Descent of the Infinite into the Finite: Consciousness and
Embodiment

The Infinite, by its very nature, is boundless, indivisible, and beyond all
limitation. It is the Real—pure, undifferentiated Consciousness that
transcends all forms, all dimensions, all conditions. Yet within It lies the
latent potential to manifest the cosmos, not through fragmentation, but
through concentration—a voluntary contraction of Infinity into a point of
perception.

To experience finitude—to behold multiplicity, time, space, and form—this
Infinite Reality concentrates Itself into a particular point of awareness. This
is not a loss of divinity, but an act of divine intimacy. In metaphysical
language, it is the act of the Real witnessing Itself from within the veils of
creation.

Universal Consciousness, precisely because it is infinite, cannot directly
experience the finite world in the way a finite being does. Infinity contains
all possibilities simultaneously, but to know a single experience in a
localized, embodied manner, it must veil its boundlessness, adopting a
particular lens—a finite perspective. This is the beginning of individuality:
not as separation from the Real, but as a localized expression of it.

Science, particularly in fields such as neuroscience and cognitive science,
understands perception as arising from the interaction of sensory faculties
and neural processing. But what often goes unspoken is that behind this
apparatus lies the Mystery of Awareness itself. The body, with its senses
and brain, serves as an interface—a receiver and translator of signals. Yet
the experiencer is not the body, nor the brain—it is Consciousness
expressing through them.
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In spiritual terms, this is the soul’s embodiment: a drop of the ocean of
Awareness associating itself with a body to experience, to feel, to learn, to
remember. In order for Universal Consciousness to engage the dance of
duality—subject and object, now and then, here and there—it contracts,
identifies, and enters into the finite vessel of the body-mind system.

This process mirrors what ancient traditions have long spoken of. In the
Islamic metaphysical tradition, it is the Divine Breath (nafas ar-Rahman)
that animates form. In Vedantic thought, it is the Atman entering into the
body-mind complex under the veil of maya. In quantum metaphysics, it
echoes the notion that the observer collapses the wave function—awareness
giving rise to form through focused observation.

Thus, what we call “individual experience” is not separate from the Real,
but a divine modulation of the Real. Consciousness does not truly become
finite—it appears as finite by taking on the costume of body and mind. It is
a sacred illusion, a necessary veil, through which the Infinite gazes into the
mirror of the finite.

In this way, life is not merely a biological accident, but a spiritual theatre: a
luminous descent of the One into the many, for the purpose of direct
experience, remembrance, and eventual return.

“And [mention] when your Lord said to the angels, ‘Indeed, I will create a
human being from clay. So when I have proportioned him and breathed into
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him of My Spirit, then fall down to him in prostration’.
— Surah Sad (38:71-72)

In this act, the human being is created as an all-comprehensive being—a
polished mirror capable of reflecting the divine Names and Attributes.

“We have certainly created man in the best of stature.”
— Surah At-Tin (95:4)

Humanity is thus unique in its capacity to manifest all the Divine Names as
Real wills.

“And He taught Adam the names—all of them...”
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— Surah Al-Bagarah (2:31)

Perceptual Limitations and the Veil of Evolution

Though Reality is One, it does not present itself in its fullness to our
ordinary senses. The mirror through which we perceive the world is
intentionally veiled—not out of error, but by profound design.

From the perspective of evolutionary science, the human perceptual system
did not evolve to reveal the truth of reality, but to ensure survival. What we
see, hear, and touch is not a faithful representation of the ultimate nature of
things, but a filtered interface—a simplified dashboard crafted by natural
selection. As cognitive scientist Donald Hoffman suggests, our senses
evolved not to show us the truth, but to hide it. The deeper structure of
existence is concealed behind layers of perceptual convenience.

This evolutionary veil acts like a necessary illusion—what in metaphysical
traditions is called hijab (veil)—obscuring the Infinite from the finite so that
life can unfold in space and time. If we were constantly exposed to the raw,
undivided Oneness of Being, the play of duality—self and other, life and
death, motion and stillness—would collapse. The world as we know it
would vanish into undifferentiated Light.

Thus, what science calls “adaptive perception,” spirituality calls “divine
concealment”™—a sacred curtain drawn between the Absolute and the
relative, between the Real (al-Haqq) and its many reflections. This
concealment is not a flaw; it is a mercy. For through this veiling, the soul
can journey, grow, forget, and then remember.

In metaphysical terms, our finite mind functions like a prism: It refracts the
undivided Light of Consciousness into the multiplicity of forms. Yet in
doing so, it also imposes a structure of space, time, and causality—
constructs that are not ultimate, but emergent. The very fabric of the
universe, as quantum physics suggests, may be more a projection than a
foundation, where particles exist not as solid things, but as potentials,
collapsing into form only when observed.

Hence, the world we experience is not the Real in itself, but a symbolic
language—a virtual reality, so to speak—through which the Infinite
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communicates with the finite. Our perceptual limitations are therefore not
merely biological—they are cosmological instruments of divine pedagogy,
allowing the soul to awaken gradually to That which it has always been.

The veil is the path, and behind it, the Face of Truth waits patiently to be
unveiled.

“On the Day when secrets will be put on trial...”
— Surah At-Tariq (86:9)

Were we to perceive the inner essence of things, social and psychological
coherence would collapse into chaos and cacophony.

Our sensory faculties are intrinsically limited:
* Vision: 400—700 nanometers

* Hearing: 16-16,000 Hz

» Taste: relatively well-developed

*  Smell: limited

* Touch: surface-based

Through these limited faculties, we access only a fraction of the already
finite universe. Time and space themselves are not fundamental realities but
symbolic projections—tools for navigating experience, not the essence of
being.

“You were heedless of this, so We have removed your veil, and your sight,
this Day, is sharp.”

— Surah Qaf (50:22)
1. Time and space are not infinite.

2. Modern scientific paradigms—such as General Relativity, Evolution by
Natural Selection, and Quantum Field Theory—presume time, space, and
neurons as fundamental, yet they may fall short in grasping the primacy of
consciousness.

“And of knowledge, you have been given but little.”
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— Surah Al-Isra (17:85)

The Architecture of the Self: True and False

The human being is structured with a body, a heart illuminated by the soul,
a brain, and a gut-brain. The true self arises from the integrated harmony of
the heart and brain neurons—centers of divine receptivity and rational
clarity.

“Indeed, in that is a reminder for whoever has a heart or who listens while
he is present [in mind].”

— Surah Qaf (50:37)

The false self, or I-consciousness, begins with the genetic code resulting
from the union of sperm and egg. It is then shaped by:

» Astrological influences during fetal brain development
» Biological desires processed by the brain
* And external conditioning from society and the environment

This layered conditioning gives rise to a distorted self-image—an identity
rooted in bodily perception and cognitive biases. The gut-brain, sometimes
referred to as the “second brain,” plays a significant role in this illusion. It
communicates with the primary brain through enzymes and hormones
reinforcing the idea that “I” am nothing more than a body with a brain.

“They know what is apparent of the worldly life, but they are heedless of
the Hereafter.”

— Surah Ar-Rum (30:7)

From birth, the false self overrides the true self, and so we live out multiple
cycles of identity, each time in pursuit of one elusive goal: happiness or
knowing, as knowing and happiness are interwoven into the same fabric.

“And that to your Lord is the finality.”

— Surah An-Najm (53:42)
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Death as Liberation: The Return to Real

True happiness is not a pursuit, but a state of being—Real, Allah, the
Universal Consciousness. This happiness is only revealed when the false
self ceases to dominate. When the false self accepts its own impermanence,
it dissolves peacefully in the face of death. And in that surrender, the
individual is liberated.

“O soul that is at peace, return to your Lord, well-pleased and pleasing [to
Him].”

— Surah Al-Fajr (89:27-28)

At this point, the true self—the eternal I—emerges. This I, or individual
consciousness, has always been present. It was never born, and it shall never
die.

“Do not say of those who are killed in the way of Allah, ‘They are dead’.
Rather, they are alive, but you perceive [it] not.”

— Surah Al-Baqarah (2:154)
I am happiness, and happiness is timeless, eternal, and constant.

Eventually, every individual consciousness will witness the event we call
“death”—the moment the body becomes inoperative and all worldly
interactions are severed. Yet the consciousness remains awake.

“Every soul shall taste death...”
— Surah Al-Imran (3:185)
But what does it mean to taste death?

The Arabic word ‘dhaika’ conveys not destruction, but experience—often
of something flavorful or intense. Hence, death is not annihilation but a
deeply conscious, and even pleasurable, transition. The soul, no longer
encumbered by the limitations of the body, enters a more expansive state of
being.

“Indeed, the righteous will be in pleasure... reclining on adorned couches,
observing.”
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— Surah Al-Mutaffifin (83:22-23)
This is not an end, but a return—a homecoming to Real.
“Indeed we belong to Allah, and indeed to Him we return.”

— Surah Al-Baqarah (2:156)
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POEM

Real and the Birth of Perception
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I. The Whisper of Real

In silence deep where Being slept,
No form had stirred, no boundary kept.
Yet Real—Al-Haqq—the Only Light,

Desired to gaze upon Its height.
To know Itself, within Itself,

It stirred the scrolls upon the shelf.
And with a word that bridged the veil,
Spoke “Kun Fayakiin”—the holy trail.

And from that breath, time bowed to grace,
And space uncurled its virgin face.
Not as a thing with mass or weight,

But symbols Real would contemplate.
Like VR headsets worn by thought,
In symbols all creation caught.
Each star, each tree, each grain of sand,
A glyph in Real’s eternal hand.

II. Lenses and Layers
Objects—icons with hidden core,
Linked to fields where meanings pour.
And every field, alive, aware,

With freedom’s thread and conscious care.
But speak we may, just soul to peer,
When levels match and minds are near.
For if the depths of thought diverge,
Then speech becomes a broken surge.

So Real, the Boundless Infinite,
Chose to compress Its boundless might.
It veiled Itself in flesh and mind,

A finite lens through which to find.
The human form—a mirror clear,
Through which the Names of God appear.
A soul-infused, proportioned mold,
Where mysteries divine unfold.

II1. The Cloak of Evolution

Yet veiled we are by nature’s hand,
To walk, to build, to form a band.
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Perception bound by narrow gates,
So, chaos sleeps, and order waits.
We see but light from four to seven,
In nanometers—slices of heaven.
We hear in waves ’tween low and high,
While other sounds just pass us by.

Our touch is dim, our smell is faint,
Our taste deceives the tongue of saint.
And thus, the Real, so vast, divine,
Is seen in drops, not ocean’s line.
Space and time—mere tools at play,
Not bricks of self, but threads of clay.
The theories told of stars and dust,
May fail to grasp the soul’s deep trust.

IV. The Architecture Within
The self is sculpted layer by layer,
Not all of truth is found in prayer.
A body, heart, a brain, a gut—
Each part a key, each part a rut.
The true self rises heart to head,
While false self dreams it lives instead.
Born of genes and planets’ spin,
Shaped by hunger, doubt, and skin.

The second brain within the waist,
Commands the first with primal taste.
Hormones whisper to the mind,
“You are the flesh—your soul confined.”
And so we build identity,

From chemicals and memory.

This “I” we serve, this mask we wear,
Is just a shadow, thin as air.

V. The Longing for Bliss
Yet always chasing fleeting bliss,
We reincarnate for a kiss—
Of joy, of peace, of sacred fire,
A fleeting glimpse of Real’s desire.
But happiness is not a goal,
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It is the nature of the soul.
When false self dies, and clings no more,
The I awakens, freed and pure.

This I was never born, nor ends,

It neither breaks, nor bends, nor mends.
It is the breath before the thought,
The Real Itself, divinely caught.
And death, the feared, is but a gate,
Where shackles drop, and truth elates.
For “every soul shall taste” the door,
And find itself on deeper shore.

VI. The Taste of Death
But taste, not fall-—dhaika is sweet,
When soul and Real again do meet.
A letting go, a shedding skin,
The journey back to Real within.
The body still, the breath is done,
Yet I remains, a rising sun.

No longer bound by neuron’s net,

The self is home—its Source is met.

No end awaits the I Divine,

It simply shifts to truer line.
The virtual veil of time and place,
Now falls before the Face of Grace.
And 1n that silence, vast and whole,
Real sings again within the soul.
Creation’s birth was but a dream,

To know Itself through thought and stream.

VII. Epilogue: The Infinite Echo
So here we stand—perceived and true,
Each moment old, each moment new.

The cosmos vast, yet in the eye,
Of one who never lived to die.
You are that one, the mirrored sea—
A drop that knows Infinity.

O Real! O Light! O Endless Flame,
I taste Your joy—You taste the same.
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CHAPTER -5

The Paradox of Being Human-A reality Of Human
Consciousness

Among all that breathes and grows under heaven’s vault, there is one
creature who weeps in the midst of plenty, who trembles even in the light
of day. The human—crowned with reason, endowed with imagination,
gifted the power to name the stars—wanders the Earth as the only species
burdened with sorrow not tied to hunger, pain, or immediate threat.

“We have certainly created man in hardship.”
Surah Al-Balad (90:4)

“Indeed, We created man from a drop of mingled sperm so that We may test
him; and We made him hearing and seeing.”

Surah Al-Insan (76:2)

Humans are unique among all living beings because we experience deep
emotional sorrow that isn’t directly caused by physical needs or dangers.
While other animals feel fear or distress when they’re hungry, hurt, or
threatened, humans can feel sadness, grief, or existential despair even when
all their basic needs are met. This sorrow comes from our consciousness—
our awareness of time, loss, meaning, relationships, and mortality.

“Surely man is ever ungrateful to his Lord, and to that he bears witness; and
truly he is passionate in his love for wealth.”

Surah Al-Adiyat (100:6-8)
il R CAVAT 5 el S e 455 3T a0 sy i

« “Kantd” (25°) implies extreme ingratitude—not just passive
forgetfulness, but deliberate denial or habitual ingratitude, especially
after receiving great blessings.
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* Human nature is marked by a tendency to:

» Cling to the immediate while forgetting the Source.
* Enjoy the gifts without recognizing the Giver.

» Seek the creation, but neglect the Creator.

This is not a condemnation, but a diagnosis—an insight into the nafs al-
ammarah (the commanding ego) and its proclivity for heedlessness
(ghaflah).

Imagine a man standing under a tree heavy with fruit, looking at his phone,
blind to the tree’s branches. He eats the fruit, wipes his mouth, and throws
the core at the roots—consuming without gratitude, forgetting the source of
shade and nourishment. And to that, he himself bears witness.

The human being knows this inwardly—the soul has a primordial awareness
of'its own heedlessness. In moments of stillness or crisis, the heart whispers:

“I have received far more than I’ve returned. I have forgotten Who gave me
breath.”

The verse suggests:

* No external accuser is needed. Your conscience, your fitrah (innate
nature), is the witness.

* This aligns with Qur’an 75:14:
“Man will be a witness against himself, even if he offers excuses.”

A courtroom in the soul. The heart sits silently, the tongue pleads innocence,
but the eyes weep and the hands tremble, testifying to how many gifts were
spent on distractions, how many nights were passed forgetting the One who
never forgets.

“And truly he is passionate in his love for wealth.”
(el il 1 45)

+  “Khayr” () literally means “good,” but here refers to wealth,
possessions, and material gain.
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* “Shadid” (x2%) implies intense attachment, even violent clinging.

The human being has a deep-seated passion for accumulation. This isn’t just
about money—it’s about:

* Power, control, security.

* A psychological need to own, to possess, as if accumulation might
satisfy the hunger of the soul.

But:

That which was meant to be a means to remember God becomes an end in
itself.

This verse mirrors:
“Your wealth and children are but a trial.”
— Qur’an 64:15

Picture a man with golden chains in his hands, running after a mirage. The
more he chases, the more the treasure retreats. Behind him, an open door
glows with divine light—but he never turns.

Final Illustrated Scene — Bringing It All Together:
Imagine this:
A desert path at dusk.

* On one side: a man bows before glittering coins, building towers of
gold.

* Behind him: a withered tree, once lush, now ignored—a symbol of his
ingratitude.

* Above him: the sky opens, showing angelic script—the Tablet of
Witnessing, reflecting back his own actions.

* A faint mirror floats in the air, his own heart watching silently as he
forgets what he was made for.
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These three verses together are a mirror, not a condemnation. They show
the default setting of the unawakened soul, but also offer a hidden hope:

If man can bear witness to his own state,

Then man can also return.

If he can misplace his love,

He can also redirect it—to the True Treasure.

As Rumi wrote:

“You were born with wings, why prefer to crawl through life?”
“Don’t seek water in the desert—become the ocean within.”

“Man was created with ambition and greed; when evil touches him, he cries
and becomes impatient; and when good touches him, he is stingy and
selfish.”

Surah Al-Ma’arij (70:19-21)

A river does not drink its water. A tree does not eat its fruit. A cow does not
drink its milk. The sun does not bask in its own warmth, nor does the moon
admire its borrowed light. All things give—without question, without
complaint. Their bounty flows outward, never inward. They nourish others,
serve life, and dissolve back into the rhythm of the whole. And to whom are
all these endowments offered? To humankind—the singular species for
whom the earth labors in silence. And yet, among all creation, it is we who
are the most restless, the most discontented.

“Do you not see that Allah has made subject to you whatever is in the
heavens and whatever is in the earth to your service and has lavished upon
you His favors, both apparent and hidden?”

— Surah Lugman (31:20)
“He created for you all that is in the earth.”

Surah Al-Bagarah (2:29)
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The trees stand tall, ancient and unhurried, swaying in perfect accord with
the music of wind and season. They do not envy the sky, nor do they resent
the storm. They simply are—rooted in presence, drinking light and offering
shade without expectation. In them, peace flows like sap—rising quietly,
steadily, without resistance.

“Do you not see how your Lord extends the shadow—if He willed, He could
make it still; then We made the sun its guide.”

— Surah Al-Furgan (25:45)
“And the herbs and the trees—both bow in adoration.”
Surah Ar-Rahman (55:6)

The beasts of the field, the birds of the air, the fish in the sea—they too live
in sacred simplicity. The lion does not mourn a missed hunt; the sparrow
does not anticipate next winter’s frost. Their lives are immersed in the
present moment, in concerns that are real and immediate. Even in fear or
hunger, their suffering is honest—uncluttered by the phantoms of imagined
tomorrows.

“There is no creature on the earth nor bird flying with its wings but are
communities like you.”

Surah Al-An’am (6:38)
“And there is no creature on earth except that upon Allah is its provision.”
Surah Hud (11:6)

But man—ah, humankind! We are the only ones to whom the future is
granted as a mirror—and we peer into it, not with wonder, but with dread.
We build cathedrals of anxiety upon foundations that do not exist. We are
haunted not by what is, but by what might be. We rehearse tragedies in our
minds, suffer through sorrows that never come, and weep over wounds not
yet opened.

“Satan threatens you with poverty and orders you to immorality, while
Allah promises you forgiveness from Him and bounty.”

Surah Al-Bagarah (2:268)

61



Chapter — 5

“Indeed, man transgresses, because he sees himself self-sufficient.”
Surah Al-‘Alaq (96:6-7)

We measure the horizon with worry, weigh the sky with speculation, and
stretch our thoughts across the arc of eternity—only to collapse under the
burden of our own imagination. What a peculiar fate—to be so deeply aware
that we forget how to live. To be gifted with thought, and yet imprisoned
by it. The present slips from our grasp as we chase futures shaped from
smoke.

“And they plan, and Allah plans. And Allah is the best of planners.”
Surah Al-Anfal (8:30)

“And do not kill yourselves [or one another]. Indeed, Allah is to you ever
Merciful.”

Surah An-Nisa (4:29)

In our pursuit of dominion, of mastery over nature, have we not exiled
ourselves from her wisdom? We stand apart, not above. We no longer
belong to the world—we dissect it. We have become like kings banished
from the harmony of creation, building castles in the air and wondering why
the ground feels so distant beneath our feet.

“Corruption has appeared on land and sea because of what the hands of men
have earned, so that He may let them taste part of what they have done, so
that they may return.”

Surah Ar-Rum (30:41)
“He is the One who made you vicegerents on the earth.”
Surah Fatir (35:39)

Would it not be simpler—perhaps even nobler—to be a deer beneath the
branches, a tree dancing under starlight, a bird singing with the dawn? To
live without the heavy armor of foresight? To suffer only what is, and not
what could be?
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“Indeed, your efforts are diverse. As for he who gives and fears Allah, and
believes in the best reward—We will ease him toward ease.”

Surah Al-Lail (92:4-7)

Is the price of consciousness too high? For what is this grand capacity to
reason, if it only gives birth to restlessness? What glory lies in our
complexity if it breeds only longing, division, and despair?

“They know what is apparent of the worldly life, but they are heedless of
the Hereafter.”

Surah Ar-Rum (30:7)

To be human, then, is to straddle two worlds: one of flesh and soil, of hunger
and breath, and another of myth and mind, where thought becomes a fire,
we cannot contain. Perhaps our greatest task is not to mimic the beasts, nor
dissolve like trees into stillness—but to learn how to carry this flame gently,
to walk with it like a candle cupped in trembling hands.

“Indeed, We offered the Trust to the heavens and the earth and the
mountains, but they declined to bear it and feared it; but man undertook it.
Indeed, he was unjust and ignorant.”

Surah Al-Ahzab (33:72)

To serve as the vessel through which the river flows, even if we ourselves
remain thirsty. To bear fruit we may never taste, yet still offer shade to those
who wander.

“Who spend [in the cause of Allah] during ease and hardship and who
restrain anger and who pardon the people—and Allah loves the doers of
good.”

Surah Al-Imran (3:134)

“And they give food in spite of love for it to the needy, the orphan, and the
captive.”

Surah Al-Insan (76:8)
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For perhaps the human being is not the end of creation, but its question—
unanswered, unfolding. Not the conclusion, but the trembling silence before
the next verse. And if we suffer in this awareness, maybe that too is
sacred—a sign that we remember, even dimly, that we came from
something whole.

“And [mention] when your Lord said to the angels, ‘Indeed, I will make
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upon the earth a successive authority’.
Surah Al-Bagarah (2:30)

“And He began the creation of man from clay... then proportioned him and
breathed into him from His Spirit.”

Surah As-Sajdah (32:7-9)

So, let the ache be honored, and not cursed. To feel deeply is to still be alive.
And to give, even while empty, is to echo the wisdom of the river, the tree,
and the stars.

“Indeed, with hardship comes ease. Indeed, with hardship comes ease.”
Surah Ash-Sharh (94:5-6)

“And the servants of the Most Merciful are those who walk upon the earth
humbly... and when they spend, they do so not excessively or sparingly but
are ever, between that, just.”

Surah Al-Furqgan (25:63, 67)
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POEM

The Crowned Paradox

(A Metaphysical Lament for the Human Soul)

Beneath the stars’ cathedral high,
Where comets weep and planets sigh,
A hush descends, a silence wide—
The breath of God not yet denied.
Creation spins in perfect grace,
Each creature dancing into place.
The trees, the beasts, the moon, the air—
All move in rhythm, unaware.

A river flows, yet does not sip
The crystal drink upon its lip.
A tree bears fruit it will not taste,
Its banquet set in quiet haste.

The cow gives milk, the field gives grain,
The sun gives warmth, the clouds give rain.
All things give—no toll, no plea—
Their joy is in their unity.
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But man, the taker, bears a thorn.
He’s crowned with fire and inward scorn.
Endowed with stars within his mind,
He’s restless, fractured, misaligned.
He names the skies, he charts the seas,
He bends the will of roots and trees—
Yet weeps beneath the weight of thought,
Unsure of what his hands have wrought.

The lion sleeps without regret,
The sparrow sings with no duet.
The deer does not rehearse its flight,
The fox feels neither shame nor spite.
No beast regrets the coming night,

No branch debates the morning light.
Their sorrow’s brief, their joy is real—
Untouched by dreams they’ll never feel.

But humankind—O strange alloy!
Half dream, half dust, half pain, half joy—
We ache in triumph, laugh in dread,
We mourn for things not yet undead.
We are the architects of fear,
Designing griefs that won’t appear.
We stretch our minds through time and air—
And choke on ghosts that aren’t yet there.

We build cathedrals in our brain

From phantom bricks of future pain.

We dig through yesterdays we hate
And sculpt tomorrow’s twist of fate.
We want to know, we want to grasp,

Yet nothing fills our hungry clasp.
We slice the world in measured parts,

Then beg for God in broken hearts.

Oh what a curse, this gift of mind—
To see the stars, yet grope so blind.
To hold a flame within the chest,
And still be lost, unlit, unblessed.
Would it not be a kinder fate

66

Chapter — 5



Chapter — 5

To simply breathe and not translate?
To root like trees, to run like deer,
To face the now without the fear?

But no—this ache, this noble flame,
Is not just grief, but holy name.
The weight we bear, the thoughts we fear,
Are signs the Infinite is near.

We are the wound that sings of grace,
The cracked mirror of His face.

The ache you feel, that endless thirst,

Is where the universe was nursed.

For though the beasts are wise and still,
And bend with time and bend with will,
They do not carry what we do—
This ache to merge with what is true.
They give, but not with conscious pain;
They live, but do not seek the rain.
But we, the fractured, seek the whole—
The echo of the perfect soul.

So, bear the fire with trembling hand,
And let it light this shadowed land.
To thirst, yet be the river’s song,
To suffer—yet to carry on.

To be the fruit we may not eat,
Yet offer sweetness to the street.
To give, though emptied by the act,
To love what reason can’t redact.

We are not last, nor fate’s dead end,
But questions God has yet to send.
The hush before the holy tide,
The silence where the truths abide.
So let the ache not be denied—
Let sorrow walk with us, not hide.
For in that ache, that sacred moan,
Is proof we’re made of not flesh alone.

We are the wound, we are the balm,
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The storm that sings, the eye, the calm.
The mirror cracked, the fire contained—
The dust that dreams...

The soul unchained.
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CHAPTER -6

Metaphysical Anatomy of the Human Being

Sacred Structure: The Human Being in the Image of Divine
Consciousness

We are not merely biological organisms composed of flesh, bone, and
cellular machinery; we are conscious entities—embodied expressions of a
deeper, organizing intelligence. At the intersection of physics and
consciousness, the human being can be seen as a quantum-informed system:
simultaneously particle and wave, matter and field. Our brains process
electrochemical signals, yet our minds experience meaning, intention, and
self-awareness—phenomena that defy reduction to mere mechanisms.

Our brains are intricate networks of neurons that process electrochemical
signals through highly organized patterns of activity. Yet, what emerges
from this neural complexity is not merely data processing, but the rich inner
life of the mind: the experience of meaning, intention, self-awareness,
emotion, and subjective perception. This profound gap between the physical
processes of the brain and the qualitative nature of conscious experience is
known in contemporary philosophy and neuroscience as the hard,
complicated problem of consciousness—a term coined by philosopher
David Chalmers.

The ‘“hard problem” points to the mystery of how and why physical
processes in the brain give rise to first-person experience at all. While
science can describe neural correlates of consciousness—such as which
brain regions are active during certain mental states—it cannot yet explain
why the firing of neurons feels like anything from the inside. This invites
deeper questions that border on metaphysics: Is consciousness a byproduct
of matter, or is it a fundamental feature of the universe, more akin to a field
or dimension than a biological function?

From the perspective of many spiritual and metaphysical traditions,
consciousness is not produced by the brain, but rather channeled or
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localized through it—similar to how a radio tunes into frequencies but does
not generate the signal itself. In this view, the brain is a sophisticated
interface, but the essence of awareness transcends its mechanisms.

Thus, while neuroscience continues to map the structures and functions of
the brain, the entire nature of consciousness remains elusive—suggesting
that it may not be fully explainable within a purely materialist framework.
Instead, it may call for an integrative understanding that honors both
empirical knowledge and the deep interiority of lived experience—where
science, spirituality, and metaphysics converge in pursuit of the same

mystery.

In this light, the human is not a random byproduct of evolutionary chance,
nor a purely mechanistic outcome of genetic mutation and natural selection.
Rather, we may be understood as integrative beings—where spirit and
matter, energy and intention, unite in dynamic balance. Our consciousness
appears to participate in and reflect a deeper ontological order: a cosmos
not only governed by physical laws but also resonant with purpose,
coherence, and mystery.

Modern physics acknowledges that reality, at its most fundamental level, is
not made of “things” but of relationships—vibrating fields, probabilities,
and entangled connections. Spiritual and metaphysical traditions, from
Vedanta to Kabbalah to Christian to Islamic mysticism, echo this in their
portrayal of the human as a vessel of divine intelligence, a microcosm of
the whole. In this synthesis, we are not isolated egos in a purposeless
universe, but conscious participants in a universe that is, at every level, alive
with meaning.

“Indeed, We created man from a drop of mingled sperm, in order to try him:
so We gave him hearing and sight.”

— Qur’an 76:2

Our flesh is animated by consciousness, and that consciousness is not a
byproduct of the brain, but rather its master. The body itself is a hybrid
architecture—a sacred circuitry—interweaving quantum indeterminacy,
where particles exist in probabilities, with classical mechanics, where
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causality and observable law dominate. Every action, every thought, every
cell pulses with divine orchestration.

Each cell is not merely a biochemical unit—it is a living testament, a
holographic microcosm of the whole organism. Each nucleus contains the
entire genetic code, just as each verse in the Qur’an reflects the whole book
in light. Our biology is not fragmented but fractal, and every part whispers
the signature of Unity.

“And in your own selves. Will you not then perceive?”
Qur’an 51:21

In contrast, even the most advanced computer operates through classical
binary logic, a mechanical yes/no, on/off system that processes fragmented
data without awareness. The human cell, by contrast, is a divinely coded
library—a living scripture—responding to light, frequency, and even
intention. It is not just hardware; it is soulware.

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the truth.”

Qur’an 41:53

At our most elemental level, the human body is composed of a handful of
fundamental elements—oxygen, carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen, calcium, and
phosphorus. These elements are not unique to us; they are the universal
building blocks of life, and their origins lie not in the Earth, but in the
cosmos itself. Forged in the nuclear furnaces of ancient stars through
processes like stellar nucleosynthesis, these atoms were cast into space
when those stars died in supernovae, seeding the universe with the raw
materials for planets, plants, and people. In this very real sense, we are made
of stardust.

Yet the story deepens. These atoms are not solid things, but dynamic
systems—composed of subatomic particles (protons, neutrons, and
electrons) that themselves arise from even more fundamental entities like
quarks and leptons. These particles do not exist in isolation but behave as
excitations in quantum fields, their interactions governed by four
fundamental forces: gravity, electromagnetism, the strong nuclear force,
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and the weak interaction. These invisible forces shape the structure of all
matter and motion in the universe, including us.

From a metaphysical and spiritual perspective, this understanding reveals
not only our physical continuity with the cosmos but also a profound
ontological unity. We are not separate observers of the universe—we are
the universe, conscious of itself. The same forces that hold galaxies together
operate within every cell of our bodies. The same particles that once burned
in distant stars now think, feel, and love through us. Science tells us what
we are made of; spirituality and metaphysics explore what it means to be
made of such things — metaphysics is the truth behind meaning.

Thus, we are not merely physical beings—we are cosmic participants,
expressions of a reality that is at once material, energetic, and conscious. In
our very composition is written a universal story: one of origin,
interconnection, and the mysterious unfolding of being.

As Rumi so eloquently said, “You are not a drop in the ocean. You are the
entire ocean in a drop.” Or, in another poetic image: we are not merely the
wave upon the ocean, but the whole ocean expressed in the form of a wave.
This metaphor speaks to a profound truth echoed across spiritual traditions,
metaphysical philosophy, and even emerging scientific paradigms. At first
glance, we appear to be individual entities—bounded in space and time,
distinct from others. Like waves rising and falling, our lives seem
momentary, separate from the vast sea of existence. But when we look
deeper, we discover that the essence of the wave is not separate from the
ocean—it 1s the ocean, in temporary form.

Science affirms that everything in us—our atoms, our energy, our very
consciousness—emerges from and participates in a unified field of reality.
Quantum physics shows us that particles are not fixed “things” but patterns
of information and energy arising from interconnected fields. Systems
biology reveals that even life is not reducible to isolated parts, but emerges
from complex, dynamic relationships.

Spiritually and metaphysically, this wave-ocean analogy mirrors the
relationship between the individual self and the universal Self, or between
finite consciousness and the infinite consciousness, or between individual
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consciousness and the universal consciousness. In traditions like Advaita
Vedanta, Sufism, and certain strands of mystical Christianity, the core
teaching is that our apparent separateness is an illusion (maya), and beneath
it lies a shared, indivisible essence—often described as Spirit, Source, or
the Divine.

To realize that “we are the ocean in the wave” is to awaken to our true
nature: not as isolated egos navigating a hostile universe, but as expressions
of the infinite, momentarily shaped into form. The wave does not lose itself
when it merges back into the ocean—it returns to what it always was.

“And We created everything from water. Will they not believe?”
— Qur’an 21:30

“Glory be to Him in Whose hand is the dominion of all things, and to Him
you will be returned.”

— Qur’an 36:83

Coming back to the four fundamental forces: gravity, electromagnetism, the
strong nuclear force, and the weak interaction that shape the structure of all
matter and motion in the universe, including us. These forces are not just
physical—they are metaphysical signatures. The strong force binds the
atomic nucleus, mirroring the divine force that binds families and societies.

Electromagnetism orchestrates light, sound, emotion, and memory. Gravity
holds the stars and galaxies in orbit—a symbol of divine balance and cosmic
order. These unseen currents give rise to every phenomenon: the warmth of
fire, the coolness of water, the complexity of thought, and the beating of the
human heart.

Reality, however, is not only physical. It is bifurcated into the inner and the
outer, the seen and the unseen, the objective and the subjective. The inner
reality is the quantum field of direct experience—consciousness itself—a
luminous stream known only to the self. It is irreducible, intangible, non-
cloneable and invisible to instruments. It is the space where Allah (God)
meets us not through sight or sound, but through awareness.
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“He knows the secret and what is even more hidden.”
— Qur’an 20:7

We are not the objects we observe; we are the observers. We are not the
body seen in the mirror but the seer behind the image. A quantum state, like
consciousness, cannot be pinned down—it can only be inferred. It exists in
pure potential, in a state of multiplicity, until expressed. So too, our souls—
undefinable, indivisible, unbounded.

“Does man think that We will not assemble his bones? Yes. [We are] Able
[even] to proportion his fingertips.”

— Qur’an 75:3-4

“Say, ‘The soul is of the affair of my Lord. And mankind has not been given
of knowledge except a little.””

— Qur’an 17:85

What we commonly refer to as the external world—filled with forms,
names, and symbols—is not the ultimate reality, but a perceptual construct
shaped by our sensory and cognitive faculties. From a scientific perspective,
our experience of the world arises from the brain’s interpretation of sensory
data, filtered through evolutionary adaptations designed for survival, not for
revealing objective or absolute truth. What we perceive is not the world as
it is, but as it appears to our human nervous system—a kind of structured
illusion, or what some physicists and philosophers call a user interface to
reality.

Spiritual traditions have long echoed this view. Hindu philosophy names
this veil Maya—the illusory appearance of multiplicity that conceals the
indivisible, formless ground of being (Brahman). In Islamic metaphysics,
the Qur’an refers to this worldly realm as Dunya—a lower domain of
fleeting appearances, distraction, and trial. It is not inherently evil, but it is
not the final truth; it is a place of learning, refinement, and return.

From a metaphysical lens, this world is often viewed as a symbolic
projection—a dynamic, multidimensional field designed to facilitate
consciousness in its journey toward self-realization. Like a holographic
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stage, it reflects the interior states of the soul and offers numerous
opportunities for transformation. Events, relationships, and even suffering
become encoded experiences, calling the soul to remember its deeper origin
and destination.

Thus, what we call “reality” is a sacred interface—a divine mirror rather
than the essence itself. The visible world is not the end but the beginning:
an invitation to look beyond form to the formless, beyond appearances to
essence, beyond Dunya to the eternal.

“Indeed, the life of this world is nothing but play and amusement. But the
Hereafter is better for those who fear Allah (God). Will you not then
understand?”

— Qur’an 6:32

When the physical body undergoes decay and returns to the elements, what
we experience as the essence of self—the conscious presence often referred
to as the soul—does not simply vanish. While science describes death as
the cessation of biological function, many spiritual and metaphysical
traditions affirm that consciousness is not fully reducible to the brain or
body, and therefore, not bound by their dissolution.

In speculative interpretations of quantum theory—especially those inspired
by consciousness studies—some suggest that what we call the “self” may
be an expression of a deeper, non-local field of awareness, not confined to
space, time, or form. While this remains beyond empirical proof, it aligns
with the ancient spiritual intuition that the core of our being exists beyond
the physical and endures beyond death.

Thus, death is not annihilation but transition—what many traditions call a
passage across veils or dimensions. It is a movement from density to
subtlety, from fragmented perception to a potentially expanded or unified
state of awareness. In metaphysical terms, the soul does not end; it
relocalizes—shedding the constraints of the physical body and awakening
to a finer plane of existence.

From the perspective of mystical traditions—whether in Sufism, Vedanta,
Kabbalah, or Tibetan Buddhism—death is not to be feared but understood
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as a continuation, or even elevation: a return to Source, a rejoining with the
deeper fabric of reality. The body may perish, but the conscious essence,
the “quantum self,” transitions into a new mode of being.

“Every soul shall taste death. Then unto Us will you be returned.”
— Qur’an 29:57

“You were heedless of this, so We have removed from you your covering,
and today your vision is sharp.”

— Qur’an 50:22

The soul, once veiled by the physical body, now perceives without the filters
of flesh. It no longer sees through biological lenses shaped by sensory
organs and neural processes, but through what mystics and metaphysicians
call the sight of spirit—a form of direct knowing unmediated by matter.
With the body released, the Earthly world recedes like a fading dream, a
theater of experience temporarily left behind. The soul begins its journey
through more subtle dimensions of reality, entering what Islamic mysticism
names Barzakh—the interworld, a liminal realm between the material plane
and the higher metaphysical domains. Other traditions have spoken of
similar states: the bardo in Tibetan Buddhism, or the astral planes in
Hermetic and esoteric teachings.

“And do not say of those who are killed in the way of Allah (God), ‘They
are dead’. Rather, they are alive, but you perceive [it] not.”

— Qur’an 2:154

In this realm, the constraints of space and time as we know them dissolve.
Time is no longer linear or measured in seconds and years, but experienced
as radial or spiralic—where past, present, and future coexist, not as
sequential events, but as interwoven dimensions of meaning. A single
moment may stretch into an eternity of insight, while eternity itself may
contract into a single instant of realization. This non-linear temporality is
not merely metaphorical; it reflects a metaphysical principle encountered in
both mystical experience and certain interpretations of relativistic and
quantum frameworks, where time and observer become deeply entangled.
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This is the metaphysics of ascension: not symbolic poetry, but a real
ontological transition—a movement of consciousness from one vibrational
spectrum of existence to another. It is a journey from density to luminosity,
from fragmentation to wholeness, guided by the intelligence of the soul and
the deeper architecture of the cosmos..

“He arranges [each] matter from the heaven to the earth; then it will ascend
to Him in a Day, the measure of which is a thousand years of those which
you count.”

— Qur’an 32:5

Earthly life is a crucible—a place of transformation, trial, and refinement.
It is not merely a span of years to be endured or consumed, but a sacred
process in which the soul is shaped, tempered, and prepared. In this view,
the human being is not born only once, but twice: first into the world of
form—into time, space, and matter—and again into the world of light,
consciousness, and expanded being.

From a biological standpoint, the body is a temporary vessel, constructed
from elements borrowed from the Earth and governed by physical laws. It
serves as a kind of interface between consciousness and the material world,
allowing the soul to experience duality, limitation, and growth through
contrast. In this way, the body is not the final identity, but a necessary
stage—a chrysalis—in the evolution of consciousness.

Across spiritual and metaphysical traditions, death is not regarded as an end,
but as a passage: a birth into a subtler realm of existence. Just as the
caterpillar dissolves within the cocoon before emerging as a butterfly, so
too does the soul undergo a dissolution of the lower self in order to realize
its higher nature. This second birth is not symbolic alone—it is a genuine
ontological transition, a movement from the density of form to the
luminosity of spirit.

Modern science, while cautious in its claims, increasingly explores the
mystery of consciousness as something not fully explained by brain activity
alone. Research into near-death experiences, quantum consciousness
theories, and the nature of subjective awareness all suggest that the human
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self may extend beyond the physical organism. Spirituality affirms this: that
life on Earth is a gestation, and death, a kind of unveiling.

Thus, earthly life is the sacred womb of the soul. What we call death is not
extinction, but emergence—the moment when the inner being spreads its
wings and takes flight into the greater reality from which it came.

“Then We made the sperm-drop into a clinging clot, and We made the clot
into a lump [of flesh], and We made [from] the lump, bones, and We
covered the bones with flesh; then We developed him into another creation.
So blessed is Allah (God), the best of creators.”

— Qur’an 23:14

The years we count—sixty, seventy, ninety—are but milliseconds in the
clock of the cosmos. Time, like space, is relative. A divine day may stretch
a millennium of human experience.

“And indeed, a day with your Lord is like a thousand years of those which
you count.”

— Qur’an 22:47

Even now, even here, we are not cut off from that higher dimension. The
very heartbeat, breath, and light of this life come from the radiant energy of
the sun. All photosynthesis, all growth, all nourishment emerge from it. The
sun is not just a star—it is a sign of Al-Hayy, the Ever-Living.

“Have you not considered how Allah (God) merges the night into the day
and merges the day into the night and has subjected the sun and the moon—
each running [its course] for a specified term...”

— Qur’an 31:29

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth. The example of His
light is like a niche within which is a lamp...”

— Qur’an 24:35
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So the ultimate question is not how long we live—but how awake we
become in the time given. What inner transformation can be achieved in
these few cosmic seconds we call a lifetime?

“Did you think that We had created you in play (without any purpose), and
that you would not be brought back to Us?”

— Qur’an 23:115

There is no God “out there.” There is only the Infinite within the finite. God
is not a distant deity atop a throne in the clouds—He is the very core of your
being, the root of your awareness.

“He is with you wherever you are. And Allah (God), of what you do, is
Seeing.”

— Qur’an 57:4
“We are closer to him than [his] jugular vein.”
— Qur’an 50:16

To know oneself deeply, then, is to encounter the Divine Pulse within—the
trembling of light behind your thoughts, the presence beneath your breath.

“He who knows himself, knows his Lord.” So taught the early Sufis,
pointing to a timeless truth echoed across spiritual and philosophical
traditions. Likewise, Socrates urged: “Know thyself”—not as mere advice
for personal reflection, but as a gateway to ultimate understanding.

To truly know oneself is to look beyond the surface—beyond personality,
ego, and conditioned identity—and to recognize the deeper essence that
animates our being. You are not merely a fragment of the cosmos, a solitary
speck drifting in an indifferent universe. Rather, you are the entire cosmos
reflected in conscious form—a microcosm containing the whole.

From the standpoint of metaphysics, this is the principle of nonduality: that
the self and the Absolute, the part and the Whole, are not fundamentally
separate. The mystic who knows the self sees through the illusion of
separateness and awakens to unity with the Divine, the Source, the cosmic
intelligence from which all arises.
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Science, too, hints at this interconnection. From the elements forged in
ancient stars that make up our bodies, to the quantum entanglement of
particles across vast distances, we are not isolated beings but are intimately
woven into the fabric of existence. Our consciousness, though seemingly
individual, participates in a deeper field—what some might call the
universal mind or the ground of being.

To “know thyself,” then, is to awaken to your true nature: not a mere
inhabitant of the cosmos, but the cosmos knowing itself through you.

To say “God is in a quantum state” is to hint at a profound truth. Like
quantum particles, the Divine is not localized, not graspable, and yet
intimately present. The whole universe is His wavefunction, collapsed into
form only through His will.

“There is nothing like unto Him, and He is the All-Hearing, the All-Seeing.”
— Qur’an 42:11

“To Allah (God) belongs the dominion of the heavens and the earth; He
creates what He wills.”

— Qur’an 42:49

This is not merely poetic—it is the sacred physics of being. This is the
divine cosmology hidden within your body, your breath, your soul.

“Indeed, in the creation of the heavens and the earth and the alternation of
the night and the day are signs for those of understanding.”

— Qur’an 3:190
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POEM

Quantum Soul: The Light That Dwells

I am not this body—this vessel of clay,
Not muscle or marrow that withers away.
I’'m a field of awareness, a whisper of flame,
A quantum-born witness no mirror can name.

Each cell in this temple, this skin-bound terrain,
Holds the code of the cosmos, like stars in a vein.
Not like the transistor, with binary fate,

But a fractal of wholeness in a miniature state.

My body—a blend of the micro and grand,
Is sculpted by forces not born of man’s hand:
Electrons that hum, and protons that spin,
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Waltz to the music of laws deep within.

Electromagnetic, gravity’s curve,
The strong force that binds with a silent nerve.
The weak one that whispers decay into birth—
These four paint the canvas of all we call Earth.

Yet beyond what is seen, beyond what is told,
Lies the truth of the self, no equations can hold.
For reality dances in dual attire:

One made of matter, the other of fire.

The outer is a symbol, a language of sight,
But the inner is wave—pure quantum light.
What you see of me now is merely a skin,
But I am the silence that pulses within.

You gaze at my face, but you do not see
The realm of pure states that constitutes me.
A quantum can’t ever be pinned or revealed,

Its essence by nature is hidden, is sealed.

Consciousness dwells in that shadowy space,
A mystery science has yet to embrace.
No proof I can give, no method can show
The truth that within me, awareness does glow.

Your senses, projections—they measure and guess,
But the self is beyond them, formless, and less.
Yet somehow more vast than all data combined—
A soul made of light, beyond space and time.

This life is a moment—a breath in the sun,
But we think it eternal, when it’s barely begun.
Seventy years, by the measure of men,
Are seconds in cycles that circle again.

For when death arrives, it’s not an end,
But a phase-shift, a door, a curve in the bend.
We do not decay, we do not dissolve—
We change the equation, we simply evolve.
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Our spirits ascend on a solar tide,
Riding the rays where the veils divide.
No longer through senses, but essence we see,
On the radial platform of eternity.

The Earth may be lost to this luminous state,
But the Self will remember, the Self will relate.
For just as we lived by the sun’s gentle breath,

We pass through its gates at the moment of death.

Allah (God) is Life—not a being afar,

But the pulse in the photon, the breath in the star.
He is not outside, not beyond the sky,

But the truth in the tear, and the glint in the eye.

He crafted the cosmos, not foreign to Him,

But shaped it as echoes of light from within.

Each soul is a mirror, each heart is a dome,
Reflecting the Essence that birthed every home.

There is no throne in a palace of clouds,
No deity watching from thunderous shrouds.
There’s only the presence, the pure interface,
The God-state of being in quantum embrace.

“God is a wave,” says the mystic in awe,
“Not bound by your time, nor your classical law.”
Like particles dancing in manifold might,

He dwells in all forms, yet escapes every sight.

Omniscient, omnipresent—not metaphor now,
But layered in truth, we are learning to plough.
Superposed meaning, all states unified,

A cosmos observed by the soul inside.

So what shall we do in this flicker of breath,
Before transformation, before we meet death?
We build with intention, we sculpt with the heart,
Our luminous bodies, our infinite art.
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This world is a womb, not a tomb, not a trap—
But a forge of the soul, a cosmic map.
For when this illusion is shed like old skin,
The Real shall begin where the veil once had been.
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CHAPTER -7

The Multiplication Of Human Species

The Purpose of Life: A Metaphysical Cosmogenesis—Real reveals itself to
itself, through itself.

Universal Consciousness contemplates Itself through countless lenses —
each human life a sacred lens, a virtual stage for Divine self-discovery.

At the heart of all existence lies the One Reality—eternal, unbounded, self-
sufficient—what mystics and metaphysicians have called the Real, al-Haqq,
Brahman, or the Absolute. This Reality is not an object among others, but
the ground of being itself—formless, timeless, beyond all dualities. Its
essence is pure awareness, self-knowing, and complete in itself.

Yet in its formless infinitude, this self-knowing remained latent—
undivided, unmanifest, without reflection. Just as light unseen requires a
surface to reveal its brilliance, so too did the Real, in its overflowing
fullness, give rise to the cosmos—not out of need, but as a spontaneous
expression of its nature. Creation is not separate from the Real, but a mirror
through which the Infinite beholds itself in countless forms.

In this act of manifestation, the potential of self-knowing becomes
actualized. The One becomes many, not to lose itself, but to experience
itself—to know itself through contrast, relationship, evolution, and return.
From galaxies to atoms, from the growth of trees to the stirrings of the
human heart, all existence is the unfolding of this primordial truth: that the
Real reveals itself to itself, through itself.

Thus, the universe is not a random accident, but a living expression of the
One Reality’s longing to be known. And the human being—endowed with
consciousness, imagination, and the power of reflection—is the luminous
bridge where the formless becomes self-aware in form. Through us, the Real
remembers itself.

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”
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— Surah An-Nur (24:35)

Light here is not merely physical illumination, but the principle of
consciousness, intelligibility, and being itself. It is through this Divine
Light that all things become knowable, and through which all knowing
arises.

This Light is the medium through which the Real reveals and knows Itself.
In the formless unity of the Divine, knowing was pure potential—complete,
yet unexpressed. But through the emanation of this Light, the cosmos was
brought into being as a field of reflection, a theater of meaning. Every atom,
every star, every soul is touched by this Light, bearing its imprint, its
radiance.

Through this Divine Light, self-knowing unfolds—not just in the mind of
the human being, but in the entire structure of reality. The cosmos becomes
the mirror, and the Light becomes both the mirror and the gaze that sees. In
this way, existence itself is a movement of the Divine knowing Itself
through multiplicity, through manifestation, through return. The human
heart—when purified and receptive—becomes a lamp lit by this Light, as
the verse continues:

“...lit from a blessed tree, an olive tree, neither of the east nor of the west,
whose oil would almost glow even if untouched by fire. Light upon Light.”

To awaken to this Light is to awaken to our true nature—not separate from
God, but a locus through which the Divine sees, knows, and loves. Thus,
self-knowing is not merely psychological—it is sacred. It is the unfolding
of God’s own knowing, through us, as us, and ultimately beyond us.

So arose a metaphysical yearning: for the Real to contemplate itself within
itself, through a medium that could mirror its vastness in finite form. Thus,
in an act of sacred self-reflection, the Real emanated a universe—not as a
whim, but as a mirror, a theater for self-revelation.

“I was a hidden treasure, and I loved to be known. So I created creation, that
I might be known.”

(Hadith Qudsi; echoed in meaning in Qur’an 51:56)
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“And I did not create the jinn and mankind except to worship Me.”
— Surah Adh-Dhariyat (51:56)

Time and space, then, were not mere accidents of physicality but sacred
instruments—dimensions woven into the fabric of being to render the
infinite intelligible, perceivable, and experienceable.

“He is the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden; and He has
knowledge of all things.”

Surah Al-Hadid (57:3)
“Indeed, We created everything with a [precise] measure.”
Surah Al-Qamar (54:49)

Yet this mirror—the cosmos—required clarity, refinement, and conscious
agency. For while all of creation reflects the Real, it is only a being endowed
with self-awareness who can know the One behind the reflection. The Real
did not seek a passive image, but an active knower—an instrument not only
of reflection, but of recognition.

“Indeed, We offered the Trust to the heavens and the earth and the
mountains, and they declined to bear it and feared it; but man [undertook
to] bear it. Indeed, he was unjust and ignorant.”

Surah Al-Ahzab (33:72)

Through the vast unfolding of cosmic evolution—through the birth of
particles in the early universe, the ignition of stars, the forging of elements,
the formation of planets, and the emergence of life from simple cells to
complex nervous systems—this process was not random, but deeply
patterned. Within the quantum fabric of reality, potential collapses into form
again and again, giving rise to increasing levels of order, complexity, and
interiority.

Out of this great evolutionary arc emerged a unique vessel: the human
being—capable not only of perceiving the world, but of asking, “Who am
1?7 and “What is this that sees?” This capacity for reflexive awareness
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marked a profound threshold in the cosmos: the moment consciousness
turned inward to behold its own source.

In spiritual and metaphysical traditions, this emergence is symbolized in the
figure of Adam—mnot merely as the first biological human, but as an
archetype: the first being in whom divine self-awareness became embodied.
Adam represents the arrival of a conscious form refined enough to carry the
spark of the Absolute, to act as a mirror polished by love, capable of
reflecting the Infinite with understanding.

Thus, humanity is not an accident of chemistry, but a luminous threshold in
the story of existence—a bridge between the formless Real and the manifest
world, between spirit and matter, between silence and speech. In the human
being, the cosmos becomes self-aware, and the Real begins to know Itself
through a living form.

“He created him from clay like [that of] pottery. And He created the jinn
from a smokeless flame of fire. So which of the favors of your Lord would
you deny?”

Surah Ar-Rahman (55:14-16)

“And when your Lord said to the angels, ‘I am creating a human being from
clay. So when I have fashioned him and breathed into him of My Spirit, fall
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down before him in prostration’.
Surah Sad (38:71-72)

From this first awakening of consciousness, the movement of multiplication
began—not merely as a process of biological reproduction, but as a deeper
metaphysical unfolding. The emergence of plurality was not accidental, but
intentional—a divine gesture aimed at expressing unity through diversity.
The archetypes of Adam and Eve, man and woman, represent more than
historical figures; they are symbolic templates through which the human
essence could be multiplied, diversified, and individuated.

Each soul born from this original pairing carries within it a reflection of its
primordial source—a spark of the Divine refracted through the prism of
form, time, and circumstance. In this way, humanity is not a random
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population, but a living mosaic: countless unique expressions of a single
sacred origin.

This vision is beautifully captured in the Qur’anic verse:

“O mankind, revere your Lord, who created you from one soul and created
from it its mate and dispersed from both of them many men and women...”

Surah An-Nisa (4:1)

Here, the “one soul” (nafs wahida) is more than a reference to biological
ancestry—it points to the ontological unity underlying all human beings.
From this unity came duality, and from duality, multiplicity—not in
contradiction to the One, but as its unfolding. This process mirrors the
metaphysical pattern by which the Absolute manifests the relative, the
unmanifest gives rise to form, and the formless Real becomes reflected in
the diversity of creation.

Science, too, affirms that all humans share a common genetic ancestry,
traceable through mitochondrial and Y-chromosomal DNA, reinforcing the
truth that we are deeply connected at the biological level. Yet spirituality
takes this further: we are not only bound by matter, but by soul—each
person a unique echo of the same transcendent Source.

Thus, the multiplication of human beings is not only physical but spiritual:
each birth is the appearance of another face through which the One sees,
speaks, learns, and remembers. Our diversity is not a fragmentation of truth,
but its radiant unfolding.

This sacred yearning—born of divine love and the will of the Real to be
known—initiated the mysterious process of incarnation. Not merely a
biological event, incarnation is the convergence of matter and meaning, the
enfleshment of consciousness within the matrix of time and space.

A body of clay—symbolic of Earth, of physical substance—begins to form
within the mother’s womb, sculpted not only by genetic instructions and
cellular processes, but by a deeper metaphysical intention. Biology provides
the mechanism; Spirit provides the aim. What appears as a purely natural
process is, in its essence, an alchemical union of the seen and unseen.
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As the Qur’an reveals:

“He creates you in the wombs of your mothers, creation after creation, in
three veils of darkness...”

Surah Az-Zumar (39:6)

These “three veils of darkness”—interpreted as the layers of the womb,
placenta, and amniotic sac—may also be read symbolically: as veils
between spirit and matter, potential and form, unseen and seen. In the early
stages, the human form is undefined—an embryonic vessel, neither fully
formed nor fully inhabited. It is potential awaiting activation.

Then, according to Islamic tradition, on the 120th day of gestation, an
ancient mystery unfolds: the Ruh—the spirit—is breathed into the body.
This moment marks not merely biological viability, but spiritual ignition.
The soul descends from the unseen realm and takes up residence within the
clay form. This is not random animation, but a sacred entrustment—a divine
breath housed in earthly matter.

Some metaphysical traditions see this moment symbolized in the Arabic
letter Meem (p): its curved form resembles a cosmic womb, a vessel that
holds and births. Through the descending arc of Meem, the Universal
Consciousness breathes itself into form—a microcosm born from the
macrocosm, a spark of the Infinite given voice and vision.

Thus, incarnation is not only the beginning of life—it is the veiling of the
Divine in form, the Real wrapped in the garments of dust and time. The
human being becomes a sacred convergence: clay animated by Light, Earth
touched by Heaven, body woven around soul.

“Then He fashioned him and breathed into him of His Spirit. And He gave
you hearing and sight and hearts. Little is the thanks you give!”

Surah As-Sajdah (32:9)

This divine breath—nafakha fthi min rihihi—is not mere poetic metaphor;
it signifies a profound ontological transition. It marks the moment when
inert biological matter becomes a living soul, when the human form
becomes a vessel for consciousness. This “breath” can be understood as the
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infusion of Divine Presence into created form—the awakening of inner
awareness within the structure of flesh.

From a metaphysical lens, this act is the descent of Spirit into form, the
unfolding of the Infinite within the finite. In light of contemporary
interpretations drawn from quantum metaphysics, one might say this is akin
to the collapse of a divine “wave-function”—the potential of boundless
being—into a localized, embodied point of awareness. What had been
probability becomes presence; what was undifferentiated becomes unique.

The biological substrate—the clay of Earth—is now animated not merely
by electrical signals and cellular mechanics, but by nafs: the soul, the
individualized self. This soul is not isolated from the Divine; it is a bearer
of Divine attributes, a mirror of the Names (Asma’ul-Husna). Each human
being becomes an embodied hologram of the Real: a localized, finite
expression of infinite qualities, capable of knowing, feeling, choosing, and
reflecting the Divine.

Hearing, sight, and heart—the capacities mentioned in the verse—are not
just physical faculties, but inner dimensions of perception, gnosis
(ma‘rifah), and moral awareness. They are the tools through which the soul
encounters the world, and ultimately, returns to knowledge of its Source.

And yet, as the verse laments, “Little is the thanks you give”—for few
recognize the sacred nature of their own being. To remember the breath is
to awaken to the truth of who we are: not merely bodies in motion, but living
signs (ayat) of the Real, drawn from Spirit, fashioned by intention, and
gifted with the capacity to know and to love.

“And [by] the soul and He who proportioned it, and inspired it with its
wickedness and its righteousness—he has succeeded who purifies it, and he
has failed who corrupts it.”

Surah Ash-Shams (91:7-10)

The Arabic letter Meem (g) holds deep symbolic resonance within Islamic
cosmology and metaphysical thought. Its rounded form—comprising both
a descending and ascending arc—traces the full cycle of tajalli
(manifestation) and ruji‘ (return): the descent of the Divine into form, and
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the soul’s ascent back toward transcendence. In this sense, Meem is not
merely a letter—it is a cosmic glyph, symbolizing the eternal movement
between Unity and multiplicity, spirit and matter, concealment and
unveiling.

Within this symbolism lies the mystery of Muhammadan consciousness—
the Haqiqat al-Muhammadiyya, or the Muhammadan Reality—which, in
classical Sufi metaphysics, is understood as the first light (Nur
Muhammadi), the primordial intellect, and the archetype of the Perfect
Human (Insan al-Kamil). Meem, as the central letter in both names of the
Prophet—Muhammad (2ea<) and Ahmad (2ea/}—becomes the signature of
this archetype, representing the bridge between the formless Absolute and
its manifestation in human consciousness.

A profound insight emerges when we consider the linguistic mystery of the
Prophet’s names. If the letter Meem (¢) is removed from Muhammad or
Ahmad, what remains is Ahad («al)—the Divine Name denoting the
Absolute Oneness, the indivisible, unmanifest Real. This suggests that
Meem acts as the veil or interface between Ahad (pure Unity) and the realm
of manifestation. It is the principle of differentiation through which the
Hidden Treasure (al-Kanz al-Makhf1) becomes known—*“I was a hidden
treasure and I loved to be known.”

Thus, Meem represents more than a phonetic symbol; it is the archetypal
vessel through which Divine Light descends into the shadowed realm of
form, and through which form may rise again toward the Light. It is both
the veil and the mirror, the concealment of the Real in creation and the
possibility of its revelation through human perfection.

As the Qur’an affirms:

“Indeed, in the Messenger of Allah (God) you have an excellent
example...”

Surah Al-Ahzab (33:21)

The Prophet Muhammad £, as the embodiment of Meem, is not only a
historical figure but a cosmic prototype—a living bridge between
Heaven and Earth, showing the path of return to the Real. In him, the
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Divine becomes visible in human form, and through him, humanity is
reminded of its origin, purpose, and ultimate return.

As the clay-formed body continues to develop within the sacred enclosure
of the maternal womb, it undergoes a process shaped by both physical and
metaphysical forces. Pressure builds—cellular, hormonal, emotional, and
spiritual. The space that once nurtured and protected now begins to feel
confining. At the culmination of a nine-month arc—an inward gestation
guided by intricate biological orchestration and subtle divine intention—a
threshold opens.

This threshold is not merely physiological. It is a cosmic passage: a corridor
of light through which the soul crosses from one realm of existence into
another. From the concealed world of the womb, the human being is
delivered into the illuminated domain of Earth—into breath, sensation, and
relational experience.

“Then We bring you out as a child, then [We develop you] that you may
reach your maturity...”

Surah Al-Hajj (22:5)

Birth, then, is not just an event; it is a rite of passage, a sacred crossing
between two nested wombs. The first is the womb of Eve, the biological
mother, the vessel of personal formation. The second is the womb of Earth,
the planetary mother, the greater matrix into which the soul incarnates.
Earth becomes not only a habitat, but a liminal temple—a testing ground
between origin and return, shaped by time, action, and awakening.

“He it is Who made the earth subservient to you—so walk in its paths and
eat of His provision. And to Him is the resurrection.”

Surah Al-Mulk (67:15)

From the moment of birth, every gesture, word, and intention becomes part
of a greater resonance. The human being is not merely a biological
organism, nor just a traveler in space, but a shadow-casting agent—a being
whose inner states and outward actions ripple across dimensions. Just as
light casts a shadow, so too does the soul, cloaked in matter, leave spiritual
impressions within the unseen realms. These echoes are not lost—they are
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woven into the fabric of reality, witnessed and recorded by the metaphysical
order.

Thus, the journey from womb to world is also the beginning of self-aware
participation in the Divine play (IT ya'lamiin, “so that they may come to
know”). The Earth is a mirror and a bridge, a stage for remembrance, choice,
and ascent. The child is born not only to live, but to become—an echo of
the Real in motion, journeying back toward the Source.

“And you see the mountains, thinking them rigid, while they will pass as
the passing of clouds. [It is] the work of Allah (God), who perfected all
things. Indeed, He is acquainted with what you do.”

Surah An-Naml (27:88)

As life unfolds, the being who once emerged radiant from the unseen begins
to forget. At birth, the infant remains intimately close to the Source—still
wrapped in the echo of pre-material awareness. This early state is
characterized by a kind of innocence and openness, largely suspended in
sleep or non-verbal consciousness, untouched by the constructs of identity
or the conditioning of the world. The veils have not yet descended.

But this clarity is not sustained. Gradually, as sensory experience intensifies
and interaction with the external world increases, layers of forgetfulness
begin to form. The soul, once luminous and unencumbered, becomes
increasingly veiled by impressions, desires, and dualities. This process is
part of the soul’s descent into multiplicity—a necessary stage in the journey
of return.

“And Allah (God) brought you out of the wombs of your mothers not
knowing a thing, and He gave you hearing and sight and hearts, that you
might give thanks.”- Surah An-Nahl (16:78)

The verse reminds us that we come into this world in a state of non-
knowing, not as empty vessels, but as beings whose knowledge is veiled,
awaiting activation. The gifts of hearing, sight, and heart are more than
physiological faculties—they are spiritual instruments through which
remembrance (dhikr) and awakening can occur. Yet these faculties are often
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overtaken by the nafs al-ammarah, the commanding self, driven by base
instincts and egoic separation.

As the soul becomes entangled in worldly stimuli, the false self begins to
emerge—constructed through reactive conditioning and survival drives.
Modern science associates this with the enteric nervous system (often called
the “gut-brain”), which plays a central role in instinctual behavior. From
this biological and energetic core arises a primitive sense of identity rooted
in fear, craving, and aversion. This “I”’ is not the true self, but a protective
overlay, shaped by lust, greed, anger, jealousy, and pride—echoes of
separation from the Whole.

In metaphysical terms, this is the soul’s descent into egoic fragmentation, a
necessary phase in the dialectic of forgetting and remembering. The illusion
of the separate self is both the veil and the mirror: it conceals the truth of
unity, while also offering the conditions through which it can one day be
rediscovered.

Thus begins the great human paradox: born near the Real, we forget—and
yet, within that forgetting lies the very path through which we may return.

“Have you seen the one who takes his desire as his god?”
Surah Al-Jathiyah (45:23)

“Nay! Man is surely rebellious, seeing himself self-sufficient.”
Surah Al-‘Alaq (96:6-7)

Yet all is not lost. The path back to Truth is inscribed within the very
geometry of existence—embedded in the fundamental patterns that govern
both the cosmos and the soul. Just as the soul’s descent traced the arc of the
letter Meem, so too does the ascent await the seeker who purifies and refines
themselves, turning inward and upward.

“Indeed, the most honored of you in the sight of Allah (God) is the most
righteous of you.”

Surah Al-Hujurat (49:13)
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This inner journey is both a spiritual and ontological process. Through
meditation, self-inquiry, love, and remembrance (dhikr), the constructed
false self—the ego—may dissolve. When the veils of separation are lifted,
the inner light begins to ascend once more, following the arc of return from
multiplicity to unity.

This is the mystical path of fana—the annihilation of the egoic self—and
baga—subsistence in the Real, the enduring presence in Divine Unity
beyond individual identity.

“O soul at peace! Return to your Lord, well-pleased, well-pleasing. Enter
among My servants. Enter My Paradise.”

Surah Al-Fajr (89:27-30)

Those who traverse this path fully reunite with the Universal
Consciousness—not in disappearance or dissolution into nothingness, but
in completion and fulfillment of their true nature. Their individuality is
transformed into an expression of the Whole, a perfected reflection of the
Divine.

Many such realized beings—prophets, sages, guides—choose to return to
this world, not to rule or dominate, but to illuminate the path for others. In
this way, the sacred cycle of descent and ascent, knowing and becoming, is
completed.

“And We made them leaders guiding by Our command. And We inspired
them to do good deeds, establish prayer, and give zakah; and they were
worshippers of Us.”

Surah Al-Anbiya (21:73)

For some, this ultimate Source is called Allah (God). For others, Bhagavan,
or simply God. Though the names differ across traditions, the essence
remains one: an indivisible Reality whose primal impulse is Love—the
creative force that called the universe into being, and the eternal call that
draws every soul back to its true home.

“Say, ‘Call upon Allah (God) or call upon the Most Merciful. Whichever
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[name] you call—To Him belong the best names’.
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Surah Al-Isra (17:110)

“Indeed, those who have believed and done righteous deeds—the Most
Merciful will appoint for them affection.”

Surah Maryam (19:96)
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POEM

The Purpose of Life: A Metaphysical Cosmogenesis
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I. The Eternal Impulse
At the heart of hearts, beyond all time,
Lies the One, untouched by form or clime—
Infinite, boundless, silent, still,
Whose only law is boundless will.

It knew itself, yet sought to see
Its face in mirrored finity—
Not born of need nor passing whim,
But Love’s desire to know within.

II. The Cosmic Stage
So sprang the stars, the pulse, the dance—
The veil of matter, time, and chance.
Dimensions rose as sacred art,
To house the All within a part.

Space was drawn as a temple vast,

Time unfurled from future to past.

The laws of nature were the script
By which the Real its mask equipped.

III. The Human Emergence
From quantum hush and stellar blaze,
Through ages long and spiraled phase,

The clay took shape, the cells aligned—
A vessel for the One Mind’s mind.

The human form arose from dust,
Yet bore a soul both bright and just.
In Adam’s breath, the first was lit—

The spark where heaven’s wisdom sits.

IV. The Sacred Lineage
Then Eve appeared, a twin in grace,
To mirror love in time and space.
Not merely flesh, but archetype—
A dual chord in spirit’s pipe.

Each child born, a note in song,
Of echo deep and echo long—
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A prism for the light above,
Refracted through the lens of love.

V. The Womb and the Word
Within the womb, the clay does spin—
A sacred forge of soul within.

At day one-twenty, fate is stirred:
The Spirit moves, the Meem is heard.

That curving glyph, a cosmic sign,
Descends as light through form’s design.
And breathes into that frame so small
A soul that answers Being’s call.

VI. The Arc of Meem
Meem curves down, then rises high—
A circle drawn across the sky.
The mark of he, the sage, the seal—
Who bore the light the veils conceal.

Muhammadan, the archetype,
Whose inner flame makes matter ripe.
The perfect form in whom is shown
The path from self to the Alone.

VII. Birth as Threshold
Then birth arrives, a gate of fire,
From womb to world, from spark to pyre.
The cry declares: “I now begin
To wear the world, to walk within.”

Two wombs it crossed: of Earth and flesh,

Each pressing soul to shape afresh.
And life becomes a bridge of flame,
Where echoes rise in Spirit’s name.

VIII. The Great Forgetting
But soon the veil grows thick and deep,
And soul forgets while mind’s asleep.
The ego wakes, the false self grows,
Where once the inner current flowed.
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Desire paints the lens with dust,
The heart forgets its ancient trust.
The “I” asserts its fleeting throne—
A king that fears to be alone.

IX. The Geometry of Return
Yet coded in this flesh and bone
Is guidance back to Truth alone.
The Meem that brought the soul to birth
Now draws it back from the depths of Earth.

Through dhikr, silence, love, and pain,
The soul begins to rise again.
Fana dissolves the veils of name,
Till only Light and Love remain.

X. The Return and the Guides
And some return, by mercy blessed,
Not to be served, but to invest
Their wisdom in the seeker’s plight—
To be the torch in others’ night.

They walk the Earth with eyes that see
Both stone and star, both root and tree.
Their every word, a healing rain—
The fruit of joy, the balm of pain.

XI. The One by Many Names
Call It Allah (God), Brahman, Tao—
The names are leaves on the same bough.
The root is Love, the aim: to know
That Source from which all rivers flow.

The cosmos spins not void of cause—
Its breath is One, its heart, one pause.
And every soul, through time and strife,
Returns to Love—the pulse of life.
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XII. The Circle Sealed
Thus ends the arc, thus flows the scheme:
From void to form, from dream to Dream.
The drop returns into the sea,
Yet bears the trace of Unity.

So live, O soul, with sacred care—
Each breath a step, each thought a prayer.
The stage is set, the veil is thin—
The Truth you seek is deep within.
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CHAPTER -8

Islam as Submission: An Ontological Journey into Divine
Consciousness

Where absence feels like presence

I surrendered myself to a Presence I cannot see.

Not a form, not a figure—no face I can draw, no voice I can record.
Only a knowing. A trembling certainty.

A pulse beneath the lattice of stars.

A silence so complete it speaks—without sound, without syntax—yet
carries the weight of universes.

This Presence does not reside in space, yet space unfolds within It. It is not
bound by photons or particles, yet every photon, every quark, dances in Its
field. Beyond the shimmering veil of the observable, beyond time’s theater
of birth and decay, there is One whose nearness is not spatial, but
existential—closer than breath, and whose essence is Love, not as
sentiment, but as sustaining principle.

“Indeed, My Mercy encompasses all things.”
Surah Al-A‘raf (7:156)

In surrendering, I did not lose myself, I recovered what was veiled. The self
that bowed was not diminished, but expanded—No longer confined to a
body or biography, but held in the vast compassion of that which is beyond
all form, and yet makes Itself known in every sunrise, every breath, every
moment of stillness.

This is not imagination, but intimacy.

Not theology, but truth sensed beneath the mind—
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The kind of truth you feel in the chest,

When all words fall away, and what remains is only this:
There is One, unseen yet undeniably Real,

Who loved me into being, and sustains me still.

Somewhere, beyond the veil of photons and particles, beyond the temporal
theater of this visible world, there is One who claims to love me.

“Indeed, My Mercy encompasses all things.”
— Surah Al-A’raf (7:156)
And [—fragile, finite, momentarily luminous—believe Him.

I submit—not out of fear, nor as one bowed beneath the weight of blind
obedience—but as a lover responds to the call of something ancient and
true. My submission is not rooted in terror of power, but in trust—trust in a
resonance | cannot fully explain, but which lives in the marrow of my being.
It is the echo of a primordial promise, a memory older than my birth,
whispered into the soul long before words were formed.

It was not doctrine that taught me what submission truly means, but the
unfolding of existence itself. It was He—the Source, the Real—who
revealed to me that submission is not a collapse, but a return. It is not a loss
of self, but the rediscovery of a deeper self beneath the layers of illusion.
True submission is liberation from fragmentation, from the endless struggle
to be what we are not. It is the alignment of soul with Source, of orbit with
center.

This understanding came not through commands, but through signs—
woven into the very fabric of reality. It spoke through the bowed backs of
prophets in the dust, whose humility became portals for divine light. It
revealed itself in the silent strength of mothers, whose pain gave birth to
hope. It resounded through the mathematical elegance of planetary orbits
and the quiet music of breath rising and falling in sacred rhythm. Even the
laws we claim to have “discovered”—Newton’s laws, the force of gravity,
the trajectory of falling bodies—were not our inventions, but glimpses of a

deeper order that was always there, waiting to be seen. Likewise, the
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harmonies we compose in music, the notes we arrange into melodies—we
do not create vibration; we merely tune into it. Every formula, every
frequency, every movement of thought and sound—these are not man-made
truths, but fragments of a cosmos already singing.

I began to hear it in the stillness that exists between two heartbeats—those
fleeting pauses that hold eternity. I saw it reflected in the architecture of the
hydrogen atom, the simplest and most abundant element in the universe,
whose structure underlies the building blocks of life. I felt it in the
unguarded tear of a child, a moment of pure presence, unfiltered by ego or
thought.

Each of these is a verse—a revelation—not confined to scripture alone, but
inscribed across the living cosmos. Together, they form a scripture without
pages: a sacred text written in light, vibration, pattern, and breath. To
submit, then, is not to bow in fear, but to rise in remembrance—to awaken
to what has always been within us, and around us. For we were never truly
separate—only veiled.

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Surah Fussilat (41:53)
Still, even now, I cannot see Him.

And yet, He teaches me daily. He teaches without language. He teaches
through the humility of the moon, whose light is borrowed, not owned—
who waxes and wanes in submission to an unseen pull. He shows me how
the Earth bears every fall with grace, how gravity embraces without
question, how time itself bows in reverence to something beyond the
equations of relativity.

“The seven heavens and the earth and all that is within them glorify Him.
And there is not a thing but that it glorifies Him with His praise—but you
do not understand their glorification.”

— Surah Al-Isra (17:44)
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He inscribes His signs across the canvas of the cosmos. In the fractal
patterns of galaxies, in the sacred geometry of a leaf, in the curvature of
light, in the entanglement of particles that seem to whisper across the
universe: You are not alone.

These are not just metaphors. They are fingerprints.

In the rhythm of breath—inhalation and exhalation like the Names of God.
In the geometry of prayer—foreheads kissing earth, limbs forming
constellations in submission. In the dust that remembers where the saints
once prostrated. In quantum entanglement, where two particles
communicate across vast distances without sound. In the mysteries of dark
matter, an unseen force that holds galaxies together. I ask myself: is this
what it means when He says:

“And We are closer to him than [his] jugular vein.”
— Surah Qaf (50:16)

But even amidst the signs, despite the resonance that tugs on the soul’s
memory—I still search.

I search the skies, where photons have traveled billions of years just to
arrive in my eye. I search the scriptures—layered in allegory, rhythm, and
metaphysical gravity. [ search the silence—the only place where meaning
doesn’t need to speak to be understood. I offer my prayers into the unseen,
casting them like light into the deep ocean of being, unsure if they will be
caught—but hoping.

“Call upon Me; I will respond to you.”
— Surah Ghafir (40:60)
Hoping there is someone beyond the veil listening.

I clothe myself in devotion. In ritual. In remembrance. I kneel in the
direction of the unseen. I wait between seconds. I cry in the language of the
heart. And still, I wonder—not out of rebellion, but out of longing:

Where is He?

“He is with you wherever you are.”

106



Chapter — 8

— Surah Al-Hadid (57:4)
“Vision perceives Him not, but He perceives [all] vision.”
— Surah Al-An’am (6:103)

He says He is near. Nearer than the blood that carries my breath. Closer than
the pulse that rises beneath my skin. But if this is true—why does His
nearness feel eclipsed in a world so saturated with absence? Why does the
ache of separation press so heavily against the heart?

Or perhaps the problem is not His distance, but my perception. Perhaps |
am blind—blinded by the very eyes that demand to see. Perhaps His
presence isn’t missing at all. Perhaps it is too present, too infinite to be held
within the frame of my limited senses. Too vast to be localized. Too radiant
to be reduced to form. His face may be hidden not by absence—but by
abundance.

So I continue—not with the certainty of sight, but with a deeper kind of
certainty. One no telescope can verify, no scientific equation can prove. A
certainty not grounded in evidence, but in longing. Not a conclusion, but a
call. It is a hunger—not of the body, but of the soul. A yearning that defies
geometry, carries no measurable weight, speaks no word—only ache. Only
direction.

“Indeed, those who believe and do righteous deeds—the Most Merciful will
appoint for them affection.”

— Surah Maryam (19:96)

I walk a path my soul seems to remember—not from books or voices, but
from before the clot of blood became “me.” Guided not by sight, but by
something more primal. A soundless melody. A whisper behind every atom.

“He taught the soul what is right and what is wrong for it.”
— Surah Ash-Shams (91:8)

“And [mention] when your Lord brought forth from the children of Adam...
and made them testify: ‘Am I not your Lord?’ They said, ‘Yes, we have
testified.””
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— Surah Al-A’raf (7:172)

I am a lover seeking the Beloved. A soul orbiting the One. Caught in a
paradox where absence becomes the deepest presence, and silence the truest
proof.

And though I may never see Him with these fragile eyes, something eternal
within me whispers:

“And put your trust in the Ever-Living who does not die...”
— Surah Al-Furgan (25:58)

“Indeed, my Lord is All-Seeing of [His] servants.”

— Surah Ghafir (40:44)

He sees me.

108



Chapter — 8

POEM

“The Invisible Embrace”
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I gave myself to One beyond the eye,
Beyond the stars, beyond the sky.
I bowed to whispers in the air,
To sacred silence everywhere.

I turned myself into what I can’t see,
To someone who swore He loves endlessly—
A whisper in shadow, a name in the breeze,
A warmth in the hush that bends both my knees.

He taught me how the crescent bends,

How dust ascends and time transcends.

He marked the earth with sacred lines,
In every breath, in hidden signs.

He taught me to prostrate, to fall and to rise,
To strip off my ego, dismantle disguise.
He showed me that chains can lead to release,
That pain may be glory, and struggle is peace.

Yet still I ask, with trembling plea—
Where hides the face that fashioned me?
I search for His gaze in the fold of the air,
A Lover who lingers, yet hides everywhere.

I stood on the mountain where prophets once spoke,
Where the bush once burned but gave off no smoke.
I painted Him, faces in scripture and song,

But each name I gave Him felt somehow wrong.

I wandered through deserts, through temples of stone,
Each echo returned with a voice not my own.
I drank from the well of the mystics and seers,
Yet could not drown all my doubting and fears.

I turned to the night where the lovers had knelt,
Where seekers in silence had worshipped and dwelt.
They danced in the dark, they wept in the flame,
Their hearts bore His thunder, but none knew His name.
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I asked the stars, “Do you see His face?”
They blinked in silence and spun into space.
I asked the moon, “Does He cradle you too?”
She said, “In my waxing and waning, I do.”

I asked the sun, “Do you burn with His breath?”
She cried, “He is fire and I, only death.”
I asked the wind in its soft-moving grace,

“Is He the one brushing the leaves on your face?”

The wind replied, “He passes through all,
Through towers and insects and kingdoms that fall.
He hides in the echo, the song, and the sigh—
Not up in the heavens, but under your cry.”

I turned to my shadow, my twin on the ground,
Who’d followed through virtue and sin without sound.
“Have you seen Him?” I asked. “Do you know what I mean?”
It said, “He’s the ghost in the spaces between.”

I turned to my breath and it whispered His name,
“I come and I go, but I’'m never the same.”
I turned to my heart, and it beat like a drum—
“Each throb is a knock at the door of the One.”

I stood in the Kaaba of silence and skin,
And I saw that the House had been built within.
The pilgrim in white, the circling soul,
Had never left home to arrive at the goal.

So I turned once again in the circle of me,
Like atoms in longing that yearn to be free.
I spun like the skies and I wept like the seas,
Till I vanished in motion and fell to my knees.

He was not in the forms nor the books that I read,
Not just in the graves nor the tears that I shed.
Not in the thunder, nor blood of the lamb—
But there in the silence before “T am.”
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And then—a breath, a hush so wide,
It folded the world from edge to inside.
He said, “Did you think I was lost from your view?
I am closer than even the ‘I’ within you.”

No fire, no lightning, no booming decree,
Just stillness that echoed eternity.
Like moonlight that kisses the waves in the dark,
A secret that sings in the wing of a lark.

So I turned again with these heart-given eyes,
To behold not the seen, but the Truth in disguise.
I walk through the world not to seek, but to be—

A vessel, a mirror, a drop of the sea.

And though I still can’t see with these eyes of clay,
I feel Him shape both the night and the day.
I wear the garb of servant’s grace,
And yearn to glimpse His hidden face.

My tears, they fall in rhythmic streams,
Each drop a prayer, each sigh a dream.
And every step forward is also a track—
A trace of His presence that calls me back.

So I trust in the dark, though all turns to dust,
I’m led not by sight, but led by the Just.
For the One I turned into, endlessly—
Has turned into love that now turns into me.
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CHAPTER -9

The Wave, the Ocean, and the Divine Consciousness: A
Metaphysical Essay

At the heart of this reflection lies a perennial truth—one echoed in the
mystical insights of Sufism, the non-local realities of quantum physics, and
the contemplative clarity of metaphysical philosophy: the indivisible unity
between the self and the Source, between the wave and the Ocean. This is
not merely a poetic metaphor or spiritual sentiment; it is a truth encoded
into the very structure of reality—a luminous thread that runs through all
layers of existence. It calls us to awaken to Tawhid, the oneness that
underlies all multiplicity—a unifying ground in which the knower, the
known, and the knowing are not three, but one.

The Wave as the Self

The wave begins as a metaphor for the individual self—the “I” that arises
in time and space, momentarily distinct, seemingly separate. Like a wave
upon the ocean, the human ego appears with form, identity, and a sense of
agency. It moves, it chooses, it strives. But as deeper insight dawns, we
come to see: the wave does not rise by its own will. It rises because the
Ocean stirs. Its movement is not self-generated, but drawn from depths far
beneath its surface—guided by a Will that is both intimate and infinite.

To awaken is to realize this: that every crest of triumph and every crash of
sorrow was never isolated. The wave never left the Ocean; it was always
the Ocean, simply playing a temporary form. This is the essence of
Tawhid—not just the affirmation that “God is One,” but that there is only
One Reality, appearing as many.

From this realization, surrender is no longer defeat. It becomes a reunion.
The wave, once anxious to preserve its shape, finds peace in allowing itself
to dissolve back into the sea. What we call surrender is not the loss of self,
but the recovery of a Self far vaster than anything the ego could construct.
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Even in physics, we find echoes of this truth. The quantum field—formless,
unseen—gives rise to particles, just as the Ocean births waves. What
appears separate is, at a deeper level, fundamentally entangled. In the same
way, the soul is never truly severed from its Source. It is a pulse of divine
awareness localized for a time, only to return to its boundless origin.

Thus, to surrender is not passive resignation. It is active alignment with the
deepest truth of existence: that what we truly are was never separate to begin
with. The Ocean knows the wave better than the wave knows itself. And
when we surrender to that knowing, we do not disappear—we become
complete.

“It is He who created you and what you do.”
Qur’an 37:96

The realization unfolds: our thoughts, breaths, and choices are all currents
within a vast Ocean of Being. The illusion of separation is the veil (hijab),
and the ego is but a ripple briefly catching the moonlight of awareness.

“And you do not will, except that Allah (God) wills—Lord of the Worlds.”
Qur’an 81:29

From the perspective of Tawhid, this metaphor discloses a sacred unveiling:
there is no true existence but the Divine. The wave’s servanthood is not
fear-bound obedience—it is mahabbah (love), ma‘rifah (recognition), and
dhikr (remembrance). It is the return of the part to the whole through
knowledge of its source.

“Verily, we are from Allah (God), and to Him we shall return.”
Qur’an 2:156

The Ocean metaphorically as Divine Consciousness

The Ocean, then, is Divine Reality—al-Haqq—the Boundless Self, what
mystics name as Allah (God), Brahman, the Tao, the One. Not a distant
deity, but the unseen depth in which every crest arises. The wave is not
separate—it is a dynamic expression of the Ocean’s stillness.

“He is with you wherever you are.”
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Qur’an 57:4
“And We are closer to him than [his] jugular vein.”
Qur’an 50:16

In the language of quantum physics, we find a striking echo of what mystics
have long intuited: that at the foundation of reality, there is no true
separateness. Just as a photon is not a standalone object moving through
space, but a ripple—a quantized excitation—in an underlying field, so too
is the self not an isolated being, but a localized fluctuation within a greater
field of awareness. This understanding reshapes not only how we view
matter, but how we understand identity itself.

Where science speaks of quantum fields—subtle, invisible matrices out of
which all particles emerge—spiritual traditions have spoken of a boundless,
formless substratum beneath appearances. In the Qur’anic tradition, this
depth is called al-Batin, the Hidden: the inward, unseen reality that underlies
all forms. What modern physics seeks to grasp through equations, the
mystic approaches through inner stillness—both arriving, in different
languages, at the same insight: that the many arise from the One, and the
One permeates the many.

The self, then, is not the isolated experiencer we often imagine it to be. It is
more like a temporary concentration of awareness within an infinite and
indivisible field. We are waves in a conscious sea—not detached observers
of reality, but expressions of it. This understanding does not diminish our
uniqueness; rather, it grounds our individuality within a larger unity that is
both profoundly scientific and deeply sacred

“He is the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden...”
Qur’an 57:3

Thus, the wave and the Ocean are not two. The self and the Divine are not
other. What appears as many is but the One in reflection.

Selfhood and Nonduality

The journey deepens when the wave recognizes that it was never apart.
Here, the metaphor moves from duality to nonduality—from rubiibiyyah
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(Lordship) and ‘ubiidiyyah (servanthood) to wahdat al-wujiid (Unity of
Being). “Then I am not a guest upon the shore,” it whispers, “but Ocean
wrapped in form, and something more.”

This is not egoic inflation, but fana’, the dissolution of self in the Divine.
And from that effacement, baqa’—the subsistence in Divine Reality. The
wave still moves, but with the knowledge that every curve and crest is the
Ocean’s joy made visible.

“Everything will perish except His Face.”
Qur’an 28:88

“And in yourselves—do you not see?”
Qur’an 51:21

The veil lifts not to erase the self, but to reveal its true identity: not the
isolated “I,” but the Self that is all Selves—the Divine I-Am (Ana al-Haqq).

Scientific Parallels: Quantum Identity

Modern physics, in its own way, draws near to this sacred insight. Entangled
particles remain connected across vast distances, suggesting the universe is
non-local—woven of a single, indivisible fabric.

“He created you from a single soul, and from it He created its mate.”
Qur’an 4:1

Consciousness, too, is being reconsidered—not as the product of neurons,
but as a fundamental aspect of the cosmos. It is not that we have awareness,
but that we are awareness, momentarily localized. The wave is not a thing—
it is a pulse of the Field.

“To Allah (God) belongs the dominion of the heavens and the earth. He
gives life and causes death. And Allah (God) is Seeing of what you do.”

Qur’an 3:156

This brings us closer to the Qur’anic worldview, where perception,
selfhood, and reality itself are never separate from the Gaze of the Real.
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Divine Servanthood and Sacred Agency

The poem honors form—not by denying it, but by illuminating it. The wave
does not vanish—it remembers. It shines. It bows, but the bow is Light. It
serves, but the service is Love.

“The servants of the Most Merciful are those who walk upon the earth
humbly...”

Qur’an 25:63
“And I did not create the jinn and mankind except to worship Me.”
Qur’an 51:56

In this sacred servanthood, the wave becomes the perfect mirror of the
Ocean—transparent, alive, luminous. It is not less for surrendering—it
becomes most itself when it gives way to the Source that moves it.

“Say, ‘Indeed, my prayer, my rites of sacrifice, my living and my dying are
for Allah (God), Lord of the worlds.””

Qur’an 6:162

Metaphysical Closure: The Unity of All Being

In the end, the wave returns—not into nothingness, but into fullness. Not in
disappearance, but in remembrance. It remembers its name before names,
its form before form. The Ocean never departed; the wave never left.

“Indeed, to your Lord is the return.”
Qur’an 96:8

“On that Day, to Allah (God) will belong [all] sovereignty: He will judge
between them. So those who believed and did righteous deeds will be in the
Gardens of Bliss.”

Qur’an 22:56

The wave, the self, the ego—all were never other. The world was a mirror,
and the Ocean was always looking back through every eye.
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This is the mystery spoken by the saints, whispered by every atom, and now
hinted by the quantum field:

“There is nothing like unto Him, yet He is the All-Hearing, the All-Seeing.”
Qur’an 42:11

The journey of the wave is the journey of every soul: from apparent
separation to awakened unity. From selfhood to Divine Identity. The poem
becomes not merely a metaphor, but a mirror, reflecting our origin, our
essence, and our eternal home.

We are not apart from the Source.
We are the Source in motion.
And when the motion ceases—We are still That.

“He is Allah (God), the One. Allah (God), the Eternal Refuge. He neither
begets nor is born. And there is none comparable to Him.”

Qur’an 112:1-4
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POEM

Wave, Ocean, and the One Divine
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If wave be breath, the boundless Ocean sighs,

A shimmer stirred beneath unbordered skies,
Then I, mere clay within the Sculptor’s hand,
Am shaped by whispers only Light commands.

No pride, no claim of “mine” or “I” I make—
I rise and fall for Love, not fear or ache.
He is the Root, the Silence, and the Flame—
Each thought I think still echoes in His Name.

This breath I breathe, this name I say is “me,”
Is but the song of One, eternally.
A quantum pulse, a flicker in the Field—
No edge, no self, just Love unrevealed.

But if the wave and Ocean are not two—
Not form and source, but one in all they do—
Then I am not a guest upon this shore,
But Ocean wrapped in “self,” and something more.

This “I” I claim, this face, this fragile mask,
Is but the Ocean dancing in a flask.
The tide of Light, the robe of shifting grace,
A curvature of time in endless space.

So let me rise, and let me bow again—
A servant kissed by stardust, drenched in rain.
In bowing low, I touch the highest height;
In losing self, I merge with the purest Light.

For He is not just First or Final Breath—
He is the flame that sings beyond all death.
The field in which all particles align,

The pulse that weaves both matter and divine.

No form I wear can truly hold His face,
Yet every form reflects a trace of grace.
Each atom dances to His silent tune,
Each wave returns beneath the mirrored moon.
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So let me serve, and let me shine and die—
A spark surrendered to the endless sky.
In servanthood, I find my sacred place;
In Oneness, I dissolve without a trace.

For I’'m the wave, yet Ocean deep inside—
No shore to bind me, nowhere left to hide.
The self, once thought to be apart, undone—
The wave remembers: I and Thou are One.
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CHAPTER - 10

The Givers Who Never Ask- A Contemplation on Divine
Consciousness

This is my ear—an ancient gate of perception, formed in the quiet sanctuary
of the womb, long before language, long before thought. From the moment
the first embryonic heartbeat echoed through amniotic waters, it began its
silent work: tuning itself to the subtle rhythms of life, preparing to receive
the breath of the world. It asks for nothing. It does not seek praise. Without
effort or ego, it listens—day and night, in waking and in sleep—absorbing
tones of joy and grief, the murmur of winds, the resonance of silence, the
thunder of chaos.

The ear does not judge. It does not choose what to hear. It simply receives.
In its stillness, it serves as a vessel for vibration—an instrument attuned to
the frequencies of the cosmos. Every sound wave that reaches it is a ripple
in the field of being, and the ear, in its quiet surrender, translates these
ripples into meaning. Yet for all this faithful service, it remains largely
invisible to our awareness—nameless, thankless, content.

From a scientific perspective, it is a marvel of biological engineering—
converting pressure waves into neural signals through delicate mechanisms
involving bone, membrane, and fluid. But beyond the biology lies
something more mysterious: the act of hearing itself. For what is sound but
vibration? And what is vibration but a modulation of energy? And what,
ultimately, is energy but the language of the Real—the Infinite articulating
itself into form?

Thus, the ear is more than an organ—it is a metaphysical gateway, allowing
being to experience itself through echo and expression. In it, we find
evidence of both design and devotion. It is a portal. A humble servant of the
Infinite, it stands quietly at the threshold between the visible and the unseen,
the measurable and the mystical. It reminds us that perception, at its core,
is not domination but devotion.
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“And Allah (God) brought you out of your mothers’ wombs not knowing a
thing, and He gave you hearing, sight, and hearts so that you may be
grateful.”

— Surah An-Nahl (16:78)

“Say, ‘It is He who created you and made for you hearing and vision and
hearts; little are you grateful’.”

— Surah Al-Mulk (67:23)

And these are my eyes—unblinking spheres of light, not lit by my own
doing, but opened by a wisdom greater than my will. They were not
fashioned by choice, nor are they truly mine to possess. They are portals,
not property—windows through which the world enters and consciousness
beholds its reflection. From the very first moment they opened, they began
receiving the luminous tapestry of existence: the slow unfurling of dawn
across a darkened sky, the saltwater glisten of a stranger’s tear, the delicate
unfolding of a flower, the sacred dust rising from the earth beneath bare
feet.

These eyes are more than instruments of sight; they are silent witnesses.
They record without judgment, they offer vision without expectation. They
ask for no thanks, no rest, no reward. Like twin lanterns hung at the gate of
perception, they are lit by a fire I did not kindle—a flame drawn from the
same unseen Source that powers the stars and stirs the breath within my
chest.

Science tells us that the eye translates light into electrical signals, that the
retina is a canvas of photoreceptive cells, and that the brain decodes and
assembles the image. But no equation can explain the miracle of seeing—
the fact that photons, ancient messengers from the sun or distant galaxies,
travel across space and are received into my awareness as color, form,
movement, meaning. What enters the eye is vibration; what emerges is
vision. And somewhere in that alchemical space between physics and
perception, something sacred happens.

To see, then, is not merely to detect light—it is to participate in the
unfolding of reality itself. My eyes do not just observe the world; they are
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the world observing itself through me. In their quiet, faithful gaze, I find
evidence not of randomness, but of relationship—a connection between self
and cosmos, between form and the formless light that animates it all.

“Indeed, it is not the eyes that are blind, but the hearts in the breasts that are
blind.”

— Surah Al-Hajj (22:46)

The eye, in all its biological intricacy, is a cathedral of light. Rods and cones
transmute photons—particles born from ancient stars—into neural
symphonies that produce vision. But what is this light? Science tells us it is
electromagnetic radiation, yet the Qur’an reminds us:

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”
— Surah An-Nur (24:35)

These senses—my ears, my eyes, my skin, my tongue, my breath—are not
merely biological functions. They are emissaries of the cosmos, divine
instruments woven into the fabric of this temporary human form. Each one
serves as a sacred threshold between the inner and outer worlds, translating
the formless into form, the invisible into experience. They are the quiet
stewards of awareness, bridges through which the soul touches the world,
and through which the world finds its way into the soul.

They do not boast. They do not ask for recognition. My ears receive the
music of wind and sorrow without complaint. My eyes open each day to
light, color, and shadow, never once demanding gratitude. My skin bears
the texture of joy and suffering alike. My tongue shapes words, tastes
sweetness and salt, and still remains silent in its service. My breath—most
faithful of all—comes and goes endlessly, sustaining my being with a
rhythm as old as creation itself.

And yet, we so rarely notice them. These senses give, and give, and give—
as if they were sculpted from the essence of mercy itself. They are acts of
grace embedded in flesh. From a scientific point of view, they are
interfaces—neurological circuits and sensory organs evolved to process
external stimuli. But to reduce them to mechanism alone is to miss their
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deeper truth: they are sacred instruments of consciousness, designed not just
for survival, but for meaning.

Through them, the universe knows itself in this brief human form. Through
them, the Divine perceives the garden of its own unfolding. They remind
me that embodiment is not a limitation—it is a privilege. A chance to taste,
see, touch, hear, and breathe the Real cloaked in form. A chance to
remember, through the senses, what lies beyond them.

“Then He proportioned him and breathed into him of His Spirit. And He
made for you hearing and vision and hearts; little are you grateful.”

— Surah As-Sajdah (32:9)

And yet, here I stand, restless and unsatisfied. With all this wonder, all this
inward abundance, still I want more. Why? Why does my heart ache when
it is already full? Why do I feel poor in the midst of such wealth?

Is it because I have confused ownership with awareness? Have I mistaken
the gifts for entitlements, the miracles for commodities? The senses give
freely, but the ego, this constructed “I,” wants to possess what was only
meant to pass through. It hoards light. It covets sound. It calls itself
sovereign over that which it neither created nor controls.

“Have you seen the one who takes his own desire as his god?”
— Surah Al-Jathiyah (45:23)

Perhaps this “self” is not my essence, but a mirage—an echo of separation.
A ripple in the ocean thinking itself apart from the sea. It fears loss, so it
clutches. It fears silence, so it demands. It forgets that the breath it calls
“mine” is borrowed from a rhythm far older than memory.

“To Allah (God) belongs whatever is in the heavens and whatever is on the
earth. And whether you reveal what is within yourselves or conceal it, Allah
(God) will bring you to account for it.”

— Surah Al-Baqarah (2:284)
“Indeed, to your Lord is the return.”

— Surah Al-Alaq (96:8)
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Every part of me—every cell, every neuron—is performing sacred rituals
in secret, worshipping through function, serving through harmony. My body
is a living temple, and my senses are the silent monks who never cease their
prayers. And yet, I, the conscious guest within this holy house, act as though
I am owed more than life itself.

“And the earth and the mountains He set firm, as provision for you and your
cattle.”

— Surah An-Nazi‘at (79:32-33)

“And if you tried to count the blessings of Allah (God), never would you be
able to enumerate them. Indeed, Allah (God) is Forgiving and Merciful.”

— Surah An-Nahl (16:18)

But what if [ remembered differently? What if I saw my ears not just as
tools but as gifts from the Infinite Listener? What if I honored my eyes as
mirrors of the Light that sees all? What if I lived not to extract from the
world, but to reflect its beauty back?

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Surah Fussilat (41:53)

“And do not walk upon the earth exultantly. Indeed, you will never tear the
earth [apart], and you will never reach the mountains in height.”

— Surah Al-Isra (17:37)

Then perhaps I could return to a truer way of being—Ilike the senses:
receptive, surrendered, generous without grasping. Perhaps I could become
a vessel once more, a clear channel through which the Divine flows without
obstruction.

To hear without demanding a song.
To see without needing to own.
To feel without fearing the pain.

To give without needing applause.
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“And those who give what they give while their hearts are fearful because
they will be returning to their Lord...”

— Surah Al-Mu’minun (23:60)

In that, maybe, I would find peace—not by collecting more, but by returning
to the silence before the asking began.

“Indeed, in the remembrance of Allah (God) do hearts find rest.”
— Surah Ar-Ra’d (13:28)

“O soul at peace, return to your Lord, well-pleased and pleasing [to Him)].
So enter among My servants. And enter My Paradise.”

— Surah Al-Fajr (89:27-30)

For it is in that pre-asking silence—the womb of creation, the cradle of the
soul—that the Divine first whispered us into being.

“Be!” and it is.
— Surah Ya-Sin (36:82)

And in becoming like the senses—selfless, transparent, and awake—we
echo that sacred generosity by which the universe was born.

In stillness, we are not empty.

We are full of God.

127



Chapter — 10

POEM

The Silent Saints of Self

This is my ear, carved quiet and deep,

A vault where the world’s soft whispers sleep.
Since the start of breath, it lent its grace,
Yet never once asked for a thankful face.

It caught the thunder, the cry, the dove—
It drank the music, it echoed love—
But never begged for coin or praise,

It just obeyed the song always.
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And this—my eye, the lucid flame,
A window lit before I knew my name.
Unblinking sentinel of the skies,
Reflecting truth in my disguise.

It watched the birth of dawn unfold,
The stars confess their ancient gold,
Yet never knocked upon my soul
To pay the price it might be owed.

These faculties—receptors wide—
Stand like temples none defied,
Gates of light and waves and fire,
Monuments of deep desire.
From pulse to print, from spark to skin,
They carried all the world within.
But asked no tithe, no tribute due,
They simply gave, as saints would do.

Still here I sit, in want, in war,
With all this wealth—TI ask for more.
Why does my hunger never cease?
Why can’t my wanting rest in peace?
Why, with a body tuned so well,
Do I still make my spirit hell?

Is it the “I” that breaks the chain—
This ghost that speaks in terms of gain?
This “self” that seeks to hoard and own

What was bestowed, not overthrown?
The breath I claim was never mine,
The heartbeat hums a borrowed line.
Yet I, the thief, with titled deed,
Demand more fruit from every seed.

Am I a glitch in sacred code,
A drop that thinks it knows the ocean’s road?
Or just a mirror cracked with pride,
That sees itself and turns aside?

The cosmos gave without demand—
A listening ear, a steady hand.
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It lit the nerves with neural light,
Composed my dreams each starless night.
Still I behave as if betrayed,

Blind to the gifts so deeply laid.

Perhaps the self I call my own
Is just a mask, a moving tone—

An echo chamber made of clay,
That thinks it stands alone each day.
But Truth, Al-Haqq, has no such greed—
It gives before we feel the need.

And thus, I bow to ears and eyes,
To lungs that breathe and never lie.
To every cell that works unseen,
Like galaxies in flesh and gene.
Forgive me, Self, for being vain,
For seeking pleasure, dodging pain—
When all I need is here, intact,

A gift unearned, a silent pact.

So let me shed this wanton fire,
And tune myself to something higher.
To serve, like senses, calm and wise—
No need for gold, or crowns, or prize.

To love the world as it is poured,
Not as a thing to be adored.

To hear without demanding sound,

To see the sky, then kiss the ground.
To live not as a lord, but guest—
And let the ear, the eye, the rest—
Remind me of the truth they teach:
That gifts are given, not to breach,

But to return, through thought and tone—
To All who gave, yet claim Their own.
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CHAPTER -11

I The Complete

I Am the Field, the Flame, the Whole: A Meditation on Consciousness

I am not merely a body drifting through space, nor a fleeting thought in the
winds of time. I am a breath released by the Infinite Silence—a sacred
exhalation from the Divine, rippling across the boundless ocean of Being.
This Silence is not emptiness, but a holy stillness—alive, aware, and
creative. It is the eternal womb of existence, the primordial presence before
sound, light, or word.

From this hallowed stillness arises the miracle of creation. I am that
miracle—not separate, not accidental, but intentional: a moment of Spirit
dancing into form. The soul that animates me is not confined to flesh or
thought; it is a wave of Divine consciousness, echoing through eternity,
vibrating briefly in this body, in this life.

I do not simply exist in the world—I am the world, awakened to itself. As
the wave is never apart from the ocean, I am not apart from God, from
Source, from the infinite ground of Being. All distinctions between self and
other dissolve in the light of awakened perception. This is the mystic’s
realization—the essence of non-duality: that I and the Divine are not two.
There is no “inside” or “outside”—only the Infinite, playing through form
for the sake of love, discovery, and reflection.

The matter of this body is sacred—stardust woven by Spirit into conscious
form. This awareness, the knowing that I am, is the breath of the Absolute
whispering through form. I am not striving to become divine; I am
remembering that [ never was anything else.

Scientifically emphasized:

I am not simply a body moving through space, nor a passing thought in time.
I am a complex emergence of matter and awareness, shaped by the
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fundamental forces of the universe—yet capable of reflecting on its own
existence.

Modern physics reveals that what we perceive as solid and separate is, at its
core, a dynamic interplay of energy fields. According to quantum field
theory, every particle is not an isolated entity but a localized excitation of a
pervasive, all-encompassing field—the quantum vacuum. In this light, I am
not apart from the field, but a momentary configuration of it—briefly self-
aware.

This awareness is not an accident. It is the culmination of billions of years
of cosmic evolution—from the Big Bang, to the birth of stars, to the
formation of planets and DNA. The atoms that make up my body were born
in dying stars. Carbon, calcium, iron—all forged in stellar furnaces,
scattered through space, coalescing into the matter that now thinks,
breathes, and questions.

Even consciousness, once considered a mystical anomaly, is now studied as
a dynamic process arising from highly organized systems. Yet what remains
extraordinary is that the universe, through such systems, has become aware
of itself. In me—in us—it reflects, wonders, and remembers.

I am not merely in the universe; I am an expression of the universe, self-
aware and evolving. To understand myself is to trace the same laws that
govern stars and cells alike. In doing so, I discover that the boundary
between “me” and “everything else” is illusory. I am the product of natural
law—but through consciousness, I become a participant in what comes
next.

My birth was not the beginning, and my death will not be the end.

I am a pattern in the Field—a flame lit by the eternal Source, expressing
itself in form.

Pattern is the language of the cosmos: fractals in fern leaves, symmetry in
snowflakes, resonance in music, neural rhythms in thought.

The flame of my awareness is kindled by that ineffable Source mystics call
the Light, the Absolute, or AI-Nur—as in the Qur’anic verse (24:35): “Allah
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(God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth.” That which is eternal
breathes through every finite form.

The universe lives through me, as it lives through you.
We are not fragments, but facets—reflections of a greater whole.
In the holographic view, each part contains the code of the whole.

Spiritually, we are not drops in the ocean—we are the ocean experiencing
itself through each drop.

And just as with quantum entanglement, where distance dissolves, so too
our sense of separation is only surface-deep.

Every atom in my body is borrowed starlight. Every thought I think is
stitched from cosmic fabric. The calcium in your bones, the iron in your
blood—each was born in a star’s death. My breath, the wind. My blood, the
river. My silence, the space between galaxies.

These metaphors are not fantasy—they point to the interconnected reality
of existence. The carbon you exhale feeds the trees. The iron in your cells
once floated in cosmic dust. The laws that shape stars and quarks pulse in
the rhythm of your heart.

From Planck’s constant to gravity’s pull, the same sacred ratios hold
galaxies together and guide your breath. And yet—I am not the Source
itself. I am its echo, its movement, its mirror.

The Sufi mystics call us the mirror in which the Divine sees Itself. I do not
need to rise above others or seek supremacy. The truth is far simpler, and
infinitely more profound:

I am already complete. My existence is not a mistake, nor a test—but a
revelation. Being is good—not by merit, but by nature.

I am here so the One may know Itself through contrast, through duality,
through the illusion of time and form. As echoed in the Hadith Qudsi: “I
was a Hidden Treasure and I loved to be known, so I created the creation.”

Time and form are not obstacles to overcome, but veils through which the
Infinite discovers itself. The ego I wear, the name I answer to—these are

133



Chapter — 11

masks, not the whole. Beneath them lies presence—still, luminous,
timeless.

This is the Atman, the nafs al-mutma’innah—the soul at peace. What you
call “God” is not distant. That Light moves as us, breathes through us, and
dreams within us. This aligns with both mystical Immanence and quantum
biology, where consciousness may be fundamental, not emergent.

Your awareness may be the universe perceiving itself through your nervous
system. So [ remember—again and again—that what I seek has always lived
within me. There is no need to ascend to the sky or build temples of stone.
The holiest ground is the soul itself.

We are the altar, the fire, and the offering. Just as neurons light up with awe,
the sacred is not distant—it is wired into perception. The sacred text is
written in the spiral of DNA and the arms of galaxies. The double helix
mirrors the spiral structure of the cosmos.

As the Qur’an says (41:53): “We will show them Our signs in the horizons
and within themselves until it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

You are this, too—not more, not less. Not above, not beneath.
As I am——complete.

A flame flickering in the breath of God,

A note in the cosmic symphony,

A mirror reflecting infinity.

Each of us plays a unique part, but all belong to the same music.
The flame is small, yes—but it carries the fire of Being itself.
So let us meet not in conquest, but in reverence.

Not as strangers seeking fragments, but as kin remembering the Whole.
Let us bow—mnot in shame, but in awe.

For we are each a name spoken softly by the Divine—

Not from a throne in heaven,
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But from the silence that lives within all things.

The Divine utterance—perhaps the “Kun fayakoon” (Be, and it is)—is not
merely a command.

But a whisper reverberating through every atom of our being.

That silence is not absence—it is the canvas of all presence.

We are not just in the universe.

The universe is in us.

And through us, it continues to awaken, to wonder, and to remember.
The cosmos dreams through our curiosity, our compassion, our love.
In your eyes, it sees itself.

In your breath, it speaks.

And in your memory, it remembers its own name.
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POEM

I Am The Field, The Flame, The Whole
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I am the field the stars arise in,
A pulse within the vast horizon.
Not born to break, nor made to part—
But spun from song, and shaped by Heart.

A thought divine, in time expressed,
The universe within me dressed.
Not lost, nor less—a lucid gleam,
A waking eye inside the dream.

I ride the wave, I breathe the tide,
A coil of space and soul allied.
Each atom sings a silent psalm,

Each breath I take—a moving calm.

The fire that fuels the nebulae,
Beats quietly behind my eye.
In galaxies or grains of sand,

I see the Artist’s endless hand.

Just like you—I shine, I flow,
In quantum depths we come to know,
This dance of light, this sacred code,
That writes our names upon the road.

I am the spark the Silence kissed,
A pattern swirled in stardust mist.
Not just a form that comes and goes,
But That through which the Being flows.

A web of presence, vast yet near,
The I behind the face I wear.
The sky’s not distant—it is me,
Reflected in this flesh-born sea.

No mind can grasp, no words can confine
The truth that hums beneath the spine:
We are the waves, but not the shore—

The Dreamer, dreaming evermore.
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Each nerve, a wire of sacred fire,
Each thought, a flame that lifts me higher.
The hands I raise, the tears I shed—
Are God in motion, not just “me” instead.

I breathe with trees, I hum with stone,
I’m never, truly, here alone.
The cosmos curves through who I am—
Not man or beast, but soul—I Am.

You too are this—no less, no doubt—
A flame the Source has dreamt about.
No race to win, no peak to climb,
Just now to be, beyond all time.

No book, no creed, no temple wall
Can cage the Light that births us all.
The dome of stars, the drop of dew—
Are prayers God whispers into you?

So let us bow, not down in fear,
But up, where all is crystal clear.
For God is not a thing apart,
But burns behind the human heart.

Not on a throne, not bound by creed,
But echoing in every need—
The first, the last, the still, the spin—
The breath where all begins again.
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CHAPTER — 12

The Veil of Flesh: A Metaphysical Inquiry into the Illusion
of Form and the Light of Consciousness

Is the human body merely clay and bone—flesh animated by biochemical
signals? Or is it, more subtly, a condensation of consciousness, a garment
worn by Spirit in the theater of becoming?

“We created man from sounding clay, from mud molded into shape.”
“Then We fashioned him into a new creation. So blessed is Allah (God), the
Best of Creators.”

— Qur’an 15:26, 23:14

Science, once wedded to a strictly material worldview, now brushes against
the edge of mystery. It has uncovered paradoxes that unravel our certainties:
particles behaving as waves, matter dissolving into probabilities, and space
itself revealing a foam of uncertainty beneath its apparent solidity. What
once seemed concrete now shimmers with transparency.

The human body, like everything in nature, is not a fixed substance but a
process—a brief whirlpool in the river of Being. Quantum mechanics
teaches us that the atom is mostly empty. A dense nucleus is orbited by a
cloud of possibility—electrons that exist not in certainty, but in potential.
The void between proton and electron mirrors the void between stars.

“Do they not reflect within themselves? Allah (God) created the heavens
and the earth and everything between them in truth and for an appointed
term.”

— Qur’an 30:8

What we call form is not mass, but motion. Vibration, rhythm, and
resonance give rise to the illusion of stability. Matter is music slowed to
stillness, a waveform appearing solid. Spirit does not merely dwell in
matter—matter itself is Spirit misunderstood.
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“Everything in the heavens and the earth glorifies Him—He is the
Almighty, the All-Wise.”

“There is not a thing but that it glorifies Him with praise, though you do not
understand their glorification.”

— Qur’an 59:24, 17:44

Our senses, evolved for survival, do not perceive reality as it is. They
present a simplified interface, not the underlying code. Just as icons on a
screen conceal the electric currents beneath, so too do color, sound, and
texture obscure the deeper intelligence orchestrating it all.

“They have hearts with which they do not understand, eyes with which they
do not see, and ears with which they do not hear... they are the heedless.”

— Qur’an 7:179

Now, both mystics and physicists approach a shared frontier. The mystic
proclaims, “All is One.” The physicist observes entangled particles
communicating across vast distances, bound by invisible threads. What
connects them is not merely energy, but intelligence—a field of awareness
deeper than thought.

“Indeed, His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it,
‘Be’, and it is.”

“Not a leaf falls but that He knows it.”

— Qur’an 36:82, 6:59

Beneath the veil of flesh, we find not a machine, but Mind—not an
individual ego, but a unified field of consciousness. David Bohm called this
the implicate order: a wholeness in which time and space are enfolded, not
separate.

You, traveler dressed in flesh and named by language, are not the name, nor
the form, nor the fleeting breath. You are the light within the lantern, the
silence behind the voice, the ocean dreaming itself into a droplet for the joy
of rediscovering its vastness.
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“And be not like those who forgot Allah (God), so He made them forget
themselves.”

“He it is Who shapes you in the wombs as He wills.”
— Qur’an 59:19, 3:6

The “self” is a mask through which Spirit plays. We are not imprisoned in
flesh—we are performing through it. To strive, to fall, to rise again is not
regression; it is the sacred drama of remembering what was never lost.

Each heartbeat is an echo from eternity. Each breath is Spirit reaching into
matter. The world, with its contrasts—pleasure and pain, gain and loss—is
not a punishment but a curriculum for awakening.

“We will certainly test you with something of fear and hunger and loss of
wealth, lives, and fruits, but give good news to the patient.”
“He who created death and life to test you as to which of you is best in
deed.”

— Qur’an 2:155, 67:2

The soul does not evolve by accumulation, but by shedding illusion. The
veil of flesh thins with each act of honesty, each moment of stillness where
mind bows before Mystery.

“Indeed, in the remembrance of Allah (God) do hearts find rest.”
— Qur’an 13:28

“We will show them Our signs on the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Qur’an 41:53

There is no end, only return. The wave remembers the ocean. The flame
remembers the sun. You are not the dream—you are the dreamer, choosing
boundaries in order to taste the infinite through the lens of form.

So do not tear away the veil in haste. Peel it back with reverence. Look into
your own eyes and meet the Presence that has worn your face for lifetimes.

“Indeed, we belong to Allah (God), and to Him we shall return.”
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— Qur’an 2:156

“On the Day when their tongues, hands, and feet will bear witness against
them for what they used to do.”

— Qur’an 24:24
You are not seeking the Divine.
You are the Divine, seeking to remember.

“And [mention] when your Lord said to the angels, ‘I am creating a human
being from clay... and when I have proportioned him and breathed into him
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of My Spirit, fall down in prostration to him’.

— Qur’an 38:71-72
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POEM

The Veil of Flesh

Is there truly such a thing as clay and bone?
Or is the flesh but Spirit, overthrown—
A shroud that hides the Infinite within,

A costume worn to play the game of sin?

This world of weight, of form, of light and sound,
Seems solid—yet no solid can be found.
For every stone is made of ghostly dance,
A mirage flickering in happenstance.
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The atoms whisper ghostly lore—
They’re mostly void, yet seem like more.
A dance of chance, a flash of light,
Disguised as stone, as sound, as sight.

No solid lies beneath the skin,
Just waves that pulse and fold within.
Matter is music slowed to form,

A storm of silence wrapped in norm.

We walk through walls of dreams that feel so real,
Yet all is mind—a canvas thoughts conceal.
The hand that grasps, the foot that meets the ground,
Are echoes of a deeper, voiceless sound.

The mystic and the physicist agree:
What seems like rock is reverie.
Each particle, a wave in flight—

Appears as mass, dissolves in Light.

The stars above, the dust beneath your feet,
Are Spirit folded into cold deceit?
Each tree, each beast, each face, each passing breeze—
Are riddles written in the tongue of seas?

Each blade of grass, each bird in flight,
Is Spirit spun in veils of night?
Each atom hides a sacred tune,

A silent song beneath the moon.

And you, O traveler, dressed in mortal guise,
With thinking mind and seeing, searching eyes—
Are not the form you daily claim to be,

But Silence singing through identity.

You are not breath, nor skin, nor name,
But flickering spark in veils of flame.
A soul not bound by blood or place,
But God forgetting His own face.
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The soul you sense is not some distant shore—
It is the root of all you seek and more.
A droplet dreaming it is cast apart,
Yet ocean-deep it dwells within the heart.

A wave that fights to stand alone,
Not knowing it was never gone.
You are the sky pretending to be rain,
A god who’s chosen chains to taste the pain.

Each heartbeat is a temple bell,
That rings the truths no tongue can tell.
Each breath you draw, each tear you cry,
Is proof the soul can never die.

So ask not what you are, but why you seem—
For life is not a fact, but rather dream.
The self you wear, the name you sign,

Is but a ripple in the Divine.

The eyes you use are not your own,
But tools the One has kindly loaned.
To see, to touch, to fall, to rise—
To taste the Self in each disguise.

A wave believes it lives apart, alone,
Until it turns and knows—it’s all One Tone.
The path you walk, the tears you’ve shed—

Have been His footprints where you tread.

So peel away the veil, remove the guise—
And meet the Spirit dancing in your eyes.
The veil of flesh may cloud your sight,
But You—eternal—are the Light.
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CHAPTER - 13

The Flame and the Shore: A Final Reflection on the
Metaphysical Journey of Love, Being, and Consciousness

The world survives because something always yields itself for something
else to continue.

At the heart of all reality—beneath the formulas of physics, the parables of
scripture, and the symmetries of poetry—there pulses a singular, unifying
essence. It has been named across traditions: spirit, energy, awareness,
consciousness, or simply, love. This essence is not a product of the cosmos
but its very precondition. It is not a conclusion of thought but the beginning
of being. Love is not an ornament; it is the origin. It is not metaphor layered
upon matter, but the matrix from which matter emerges.

Love is the first principle—the silent hum beneath space-time, the invisible
architecture supporting the visible, the breath behind breath. It threads every
photon, every field, every form of life. It is that which holds the cosmos in
tension and grace.

The Flame and the Shore is not merely a poem; it is a metaphysical mirror—
reflecting back the soul's longing for its source. It is a song composed in the
language of return. A mythic remembrance. A hymn of reunion. It charts
the movement of Being toward self-recognition through the experience of
love.

“He 1s the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden, and He has
knowledge of all things.”

Surah Al-Hadid (57:3)

Love as the Primordial Substance

“Existence is love, and love alone—

A silent seed in stars was sown.”
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Before time ticked. Before mass condensed from energy. Before gravity
curved space into galaxies, there existed a sublime stillness—what quantum
physicists call the zero-point field, what mystics call the Unmanifest, and
what metaphysics holds as the Absolute.

And yet within that unfathomable quiet, there was volition. There was
intent—not as movement or sound, but as pure potentiality. That intent was
love: not sentimental or emotional, but ontological. It was symmetry before
differentiation, union before duality. The universe was not born from
randomness—it was born from yearning. A sacred longing for expression,
for multiplicity, for beauty to become self-aware.

Creation, then, is not an accident of particles, but a symphony of purpose.
A divine utterance not just of will—but of mercy.

“His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it, ‘Be,” and
itis.”

Surah Ya-Sin (36:82)

“And My Mercy encompasses all things.”
Surah Al-A‘raf (7:156)

The Descent of Consciousness into Form
“From love I was born, in a cradle unseen,
Where the rivers of light and shadow convene.”

As particles emerge from quantum fluctuations, so too does consciousness
descend into form—mnot in exile, but in exploration. This descent is the soul's
migration from the realm of unity into the domain of differentiation—from
the formless to the finite.

In Islamic cosmology, this movement is marked by God’s own breath into
clay—a sacred mingling of the temporal and the eternal.

“And when I have proportioned him and breathed into him of My Spirit,
then fall down to him in prostration.”

Surah Sad (38:72)
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The “cradle unseen” is the liminal threshold—where being shifts from
essence to existence, from pure light into the prism of individuality. Yet the
soul carries within it a vibration, a resonance of origin. Like a photon
entangled with its twin, it remembers. It aches. It searches for the One it
came from, even if it cannot name what it has lost.

“Indeed, We created man from a mixture of sperm so We may test him; and
We made him hearing and seeing.”

Surah Al-Insan (76:2)

The Ontology of Sacrifice: Love Woven Into the Food Chain

Creation is not passive; it is a structure of continual giving. Look at nature:
life feeds on life. The soil gives to the seed. The seed to the sprout. The
sprout to the beast. The beast to the breath of the predator. Sacrifice is not
an interruption of life—it is its very grammar.

The food chain, when seen metaphysically, becomes a liturgy of offering.
A cosmic communion. Each life form sustains the next not out of hierarchy,
but out of love. The world survives because something always yields itself
for something else to continue.

“Do they not see that We have created for them, from what Our hands have
made, cattle, so they are their owners? And We have subdued them for
them...”

Surah Ya-Sin (36:71-72)

In this way, love is not just attraction or union. Love is gift. Love is
surrender. The highest beings are not those who take most, but those who
understand how deeply they’ve received—and who, in turn, give back.

“And He has made subservient to you whatever is in the heavens and
whatever is on the earth—all from Him. Indeed, in that are signs for a people
who give thought.”

Surah Al-Jathiyah (45:13)

The Veil, the Fire, and the Journey Home

“To love I shall return one day,
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Beyond the veil of time and clay...”

Death is not destruction—it is a transformation. Science confirms: energy
is neither created nor destroyed; it only changes form. The same is true of
consciousness.

The veil that is burned by love is ego—the false sense of separation that
binds us to time, to narrative, to fear. Through love, ego is purified, not
punished. The veil lifts not through force, but through flame—flame as
metaphor, as spiritual heat, as divine remembrance.

“Every soul shall taste death. Then to Us you will be returned.”

Surah Al-‘Ankabut (29:57)

What dies is the form, not the essence. What falls away is the temporary
scaffolding of self. What remains is the uncreated—the ruh, the light, the
witness. Sufi metaphysics teaches this progression: nafs (ego) to ruh (soul)
to haqq (truth). All life is this journey home.

Multiplicity of Identity, Unity of Essence
“A king, a beggar, a child alone,
Each mask a mirror, each flesh a loan.”

The theater of identity—gender, culture, name, memory—is not who we
are. Neuroscience confirms that the “self” is a narrative function. Mysticism
goes further: we are not the role, but the light behind the costume.

Each form is temporary. Each face a fleeting reflection. But behind them
all—behind every saint and every sinner—is the same light. The same
breath. The same flame.

“It is He who forms you in the wombs however He wills. There is no god
but He...”

Surah Aal-Imran (3:6)

To awaken is to recognize the Beloved behind every form.
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The Language of Nature and the Intelligence Behind Form

“The rose that blooms in desert sand,
The wave that breaks upon the strand—
They speak in tongues no words can hold...”

Nature is scripture. Not metaphorically—but mathematically, energetically,
ontologically. From the spiral of galaxies to the spiral of DNA, from the
song of birds to the spin of electrons—creation speaks a language of
harmony. The laws of physics are not blind—they are sacred geometry.
They are love, organized.

“Indeed, in the creation of the heavens and the earth... are signs for those of
understanding.”

Surah Aal-Imran (3:190)

“And there is no thing but that it glorifies Him with praise...”
Surah Al-Isra (17:44)

The cosmos is not silent. We have simply forgotten how to listen.
Love as Compass and Companion

“Through tempests torn and valleys wide,

You were the compass at my side.”

Even in forgetfulness, love does not leave. It whispers, nudges, stirs. It is
the fitrah—the innate knowing etched in every soul. It is not imposed from
without, but awakened from within.

“And We are closer to him than his jugular vein.”
Surah Qaf (50:16)

“So direct your face toward the religion, inclining to truth. [Adhere to] the
fitrah of Allah (God)...”

Surah Ar-Rum (30:30)
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Love calls us, even when we don’t know who’s calling. It pulls us back
when we’ve gone too far. It burns the maps so we remember the way.

The Final Dissolution into Unity
“When soul departs and flesh is none,
Then let me melt in love’s pure urn...”

The end is not erasure, but return. In Sufi terms, it is fana’—the annihilation
of the false self into the reality of God. This is not death, but awakening.

“Everything will perish except His Face...”
Surah Al-Qasas (28:88)

Love is the final dissolving agent. It dissolves the illusion of two. Lover and
Beloved vanish into one light. One flame. One shore.

“He created you from one soul, then made from it its mate.”
Surah Az-Zumar (39:6)

Conclusion: The Universal Law of Return

The Flame and the Shore is not just a metaphysical poem. It is a proposition
about the universe itself: that reality is not chaos, but choreography. That
behind entropy, there is eros. That beneath the flux, there is fidelity. That
the law behind all laws is not domination, but return.

We were never separate. We only dreamed we were. And now, love calls
us home—mnot to become something else, but to remember what we have
always been.

“O soul that is at peace, return to your Lord, well-pleased and pleasing [to
Him]. So enter among My servants, and enter My Paradise.”

Surah Al-Fajr (89:27-30)
Science maps the structure. Spirituality hears the song.
Metaphysics holds both in sacred stillness.

And love—Ilove is the one who dreamed, who danced, who waited.
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And who now... receives us at the shore.
To love we were born,
Through love we are torn,

And to love, eternally, we shall return.
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POEM

The Flame and the Shore
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I. The First Flame
Before the spark, before the spin,
Before the breath, before the sin,
There lived a hush, a boundless tide—
Where love, not matter, did abide.
No stars had yet begun to shine,
No time had etched its fatal line.
Just One, alone, yet full and whole—
A flame, a sea, a singing soul.

A silent seed in the dark was sown,
The pulse of love, through light unknown.
Not born of need, nor moved by lack—
But overflowing, giving back.
From formless depth it shaped the sphere,
And whispered, “Let the world appear.”
Thus time began its golden arc,

Lit by a flame inside the dark.

I1. The Descent of Soul
From love, I fell into the stream
That flows between the wake and dream.
A soul once wrapped in radiant gleam
Was poured into this earthly scheme.
I wore the dust, I bore a name—
Yet still I burned with sacred flame.
The cradle rocked ‘twixt night and day,
As spirit danced in veils of clay.

Through matter’s maze, through breath and bone,
I walked the path, yet not alone.
Each pulse of time, each beat, each cry,
Was traced by One who cannot die.
The atoms stirred with subtle grace,
As stars looked down with a lover’s face.
Though lost in forms I did not choose,
I never could the flame refuse.

II1. Through the Masked Parade

I donned the garbs of king and slave,
I learned to build, I learned to crave.
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A beggar’s hand, a warrior’s roar,
A child who weeps outside the door.
Each mask [ wore was not my own,

Each life a path to Love unknown.
Each face, a mirror faint and clear,

Each death, a door that drew me near.

The winds would knock on memory’s door,
The oceans hummed an ancient lore.
The trees would bend to speak my name,
The stars would burn without a claim.
And though my roles were torn and wide,
The thread of love remained inside—

A compass drawn within my chest,

That pulled me East, that called me West.

IV. The Science of the Sacred Form
What physicists now seek to chart,
The mystics knew within the heart.

Each quantum dance, each wave collapse,
Is but the veil that gently flaps.

For love’s the force, the field, the spark,
That lights the mind and moves the dark.
Each photon hides a lover’s kiss,
Each orbit sings of sacred bliss.

No random laws, no blind design—
But purpose coded in the spine
Of galaxies and blades of grass,
In particles too small to pass.
The golden mean, the spiral curve—
Are fingerprints of Love’s own verve.
Creation breathes, it does not sleep—
It wakes in those who dare to weep.

V. Nature’s Tongue, the Cosmic Script
The rose that dares the desert air,
The wave that folds without despair—
They speak in tongues too deep for sound,
Where sacred truths and dreams are found.
A bee’s soft dance, a comet’s flame,
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All write the One unspoken Name.
Not ink, but stars compose this Word—
Too vast to read, too true to herd.

In every tree, in every stone,

A soul may hear the Great Unknown.
The grass, the hawk, the evening rain—
All play a role in love’s refrain.

No church can claim, no book can confine
This voice that sings through root and vine.
It speaks in code, it sings through form—
In chaos, love is still the norm.

VI. Through Trial and Night
Through deserts wide and icy breath,
Through doubt, through grief, through taste of death,
Still love remained, though dim or veiled,
A light that never broke or failed.
When all seemed lost, and time grew cold,
A star would burn, both new and old.
It wasn’t found in outer skies—
But burned behind my very eyes.

The doctrines changed, the creeds would fall,
Yet Love still answered every call.
When temples crumbled into sand,

Still, Love would take me by the hand.
No rule could bind, no rite erase
The quiet flame in time and space.
It led me on through fear and strife,
A thread of grace through tangled life.

VII. The Veil and the Return
And when this breath at last is done,
When soul is freed and flesh is none,
Let me dissolve in love’s pure urn—

To Love I came; to Love return.

The wave that reached the distant shore
Was ocean all along, and more.
The drop that feared it stood alone
Will find the sea was always home.
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No final death, no last goodnight—
Just slipping back into the light.

The name, the shape, the voice may cease,
But not the joy, the fire, the peace.
The form dissolves, the song remains,
Still echoing through cosmic veins.
And in that sea of boundless flame,
I’1l know myself beyond all name.

VIII. The Living Flame in You
So reader, friend, and wanderer true—
The flame that burns in me burns you.
It guides you, though you may not see,

It whispers, “Come. Return to Me.”
Each joy you feel, each pain you hide,
Each fall, each climb, is love inside.
You are the tide, the star, the clay—
And Love shall guide you all the way.

The breath you take, the thoughts you send,
The dreams that shatter, those that mend—
Are not in vain, nor cast by chance,
But steps within the sacred dance.
And when you cross the final shore,
You’ll find you’ve been the flame before.
To Love you’re drawn, and Love you are—
A spark returning to its star.
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Wave-Particle Duality: A Portal into the Nature of Reality,
Consciousness, and Being

The Paradox at the Heart of Reality

At the very edge of what we know—and what we dare to imagine—stands
a paradox so subtle, so confounding, and so luminous that it has reshaped
our understanding of matter, consciousness, and reality itself.

Wave-Particle Duality is not just a scientific conundrum. It is a
metaphysical revelation. It destabilizes the rigid categories of classical
physics and invites us into a vision of the universe that is relational,
dynamic, and participatory. At the quantum level—the foundational layer
from which all phenomena arise—entities such as electrons and photons are
not one thing or another. They exist in a liminal state: both particle and
wave, both localized and diffused, both discrete and continuous. Which
reality we encounter, depends not on the object alone, but on the observer.

This is not merely physics. It is ontology. It is a truth about being itself—
that form is not fixed, that identity is not singular, and that the conscious act
of observation is woven into the architecture of existence.

Scientific Foundations: The Quantum Mystery Unveiled

1. Particles as Waves: The Dance of Probability

The famous Double-Slit Experiment revealed something astonishing:
electrons—Ilong thought to be tiny bits of matter—behave like waves when
unobserved. They do not travel as little bullets through space, but rather as
probability amplitudes, which can only be described by a complex equation
involving imaginary numbers—a kind of cosmic potentiality.

When electrons pass through two slits without being measured, they create
an interference pattern on the detection screen—a pattern typical of waves,
not particles. But the moment we introduce a measuring device to determine
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which slit the electron went through, the wave-like interference collapses.
The electron behaves like a particle. The mere act of observation changes
the outcome.

This suggests that an electron does not possess a definitive form
independent of interaction. It is not simply observed—it is enacted. Its
nature unfolds in relation to the knower.

2. Waves as Particles: Light’s Dual Nature

The duality is not confined to matter. Light—once considered a pure
wave—was shown in the Photoelectric Effect to consist of discrete packets
of energy called photons.

When light hits a metal surface, it only ejects electrons if the incoming
photons possess a certain minimum energy, regardless of the wave’s
intensity.

This implies light is not just a wave of fields but also a stream of quanta,
behaving like particles with measurable momentum.

The quantum world, then, is not a realm of absolutes but of potential,
context, and co-emergence. The observer and the observed form a single,
indivisible process.

Spiritual and Metaphysical Reflections: The Self as Both Wave and Form

Wave-particle duality is more than a physical phenomenon—it is a
metaphor for being. Just as electrons and photons cannot be confined to one
fixed identity, neither can we. At the deepest level, we too, are both
localized forms and boundless frequencies.

We are bodies—defined, named, temporal. But we are also awareness—
fluid, timeless, indivisible. The mystical traditions across cultures have long
spoken of this dual nature:

The Atman of Vedanta is the localized self, while Brahman is the infinite
field of being.

In Sufism, the self (nafs) is the veil, while the spirit (ruh) is the wave
returning to the Beloved.
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In Christian mysticism, the finite soul longs for union with the infinite
Spirit.

In Islam, we are made of clay and filled with divine breath:
“And when I have fashioned him and breathed into him of My Spirit...”

Surah Sad (38:72)

Just as quantum entities defy categorization, consciousness defies
confinement. We are not either particle or wave—we are both. We are not
only personalities moving through time but also frequencies vibrating
through dimensions unseen.

The Observer and the Observed: Consciousness as Creator

Perhaps the most radical implication of wave-particle duality is this: the act
of observation shapes reality. In quantum mechanics, the observer is not
separate from the observed. Measurement is not passive—it is participatory.

This suggests that consciousness is not outside the universe looking in. It is
within the universe, shaping it from the inside out. The boundary between
“subject” and “object,” “mind” and “matter,” begins to dissolve.
This resonates with what spiritual traditions have long claimed:
That consciousness precedes form, not the other way around.

That the universe is not an accident of atoms, but an expression of
awareness.

That being observed is part of what allows something to be.
“We are closer to him than his jugular vein.”
Surah Qaf (50:16)

The Inseparability of Experience and Reality

Quantum mechanics reminds us that reality is not fully out there waiting to
be discovered—it is in here, co-arising with our awareness. The world we
see is not simply given; it is disclosed through participation. This aligns
with metaphysical truths found in mysticism:
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The world is not made of things, but of relations.

We are not just in the universe; the universe is also in us—emerging through
perception, thought, and love.

The wave is our interconnected, formless essence. The particle is our
individuated, embodied self. Our journey—Ilike that of the photon—is not
to become one or the other, but to learn how to move between states, to
dwell in both, and to remember the oneness behind duality.

Conclusion: The Human as Quantum Being
Wave-particle duality offers us more than scientific insight. It offers us a

spiritual mirror.

It teaches us that being is not binary, but fluid. That identity is not static,
but emergent. That consciousness is not peripheral, but central to the
mystery of existence.

To live as a quantum being is to understand:
That your form is temporary, but your essence is timeless.
That you are both the ripple and the stillness.

How you see the world changes what the world becomes—because the
world is nothing but a collapse of our inner state, which exists in a
superposition of possibilities, an amplitude of probabilities. What collapses
into reality is only that which is observed—or desired.

The way you perceive the world shapes what the world becomes—for the
world is not fixed, but the collapsing of an inner field suspended in a
superposition of possibilities, an amplitude of probabilities. Only what is
deeply observed, or inwardly desired, crystallizes into form.

We are wave. We are particle. We are present dancing into form.

And reality, like us, is a field of potential—waiting, always, for the light of
conscious attention to bring it into being.

Wave-particle duality leads naturally to the concept of quantum
entanglement, where particles separated by vast distances remain
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mysteriously connected. Similarly, spiritual traditions assert that all beings
are interconnected through a higher dimension of unity—often described as
the Divine, the Absolute, or the One.

Our choices, thoughts, and perceptions are not isolated flickers in the dark—
they are resonant frequencies in the universal field of being. This field,
which science models as quantum fields, mystics know as the Sea of
Oneness—a reality in which all distinctions ultimately dissolve.

Observation, Free Will, and the Creative Act

At the quantum level, observation influences reality. This principle, known
as the Observer Effect, challenges the notion of a pre-existing world that
unfolds passively before us. Instead, it proposes that conscious awareness
plays a participatory role in creation.

In metaphysical terms:

» To observe is to collapse potential into actual.

* To choose is to define reality from a spectrum of possibilities.
» Consciousness becomes the artist, not just the witness.

This resonates deeply with spiritual traditions, particularly those in Sufism,
Vedanta, and Taoism, where the world is viewed not as a fixed structure but
as a mirror reflecting the perceiver. Each act of conscious intention becomes
a ripple in the ocean of being, shaping not just one’s life but the cosmos
itself.

The Qur’anic Mirror: Light, Consciousness, and Reality

The Qur’an, too, speaks in the language of paradox and layered reality.
Though written in sacred verse rather than scientific formula, its spiritual
cosmology reflects the essence of wave-particle duality.

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”
— Surah An-Nur, 24:35
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Light in this verse is not merely physical; it is the primal medium of
consciousness, the wave-field from which all forms emerge. And in that
light:

“And with Him are the keys of the unseen; none knows them except Him.
And He knows what is on the land and in the sea. Not a leaf falls but that
He knows it...”

— Surah Al-An’am, 6:59

This divine awareness reflects a cosmic observer—the One who measures
all things, and whose knowing gives rise to the known.

“Indeed, We created man and We know what his soul whispers to him, and
We are closer to him than his jugular vein.”

— Surah Qaf, 50:16

This proximity is not spatial, but metaphysical. It suggests nonlocal
entanglement between the Divine and the soul—just as entangled particles
defy separation.

Final Reflection

Just as the quantum realm reveals a world where particles become waves,
and waves condense into form, our lives too oscillate between the visible
and the unseen—between what we are, and what we are becoming. To know
this is not only to understand physics, but to glimpse the sacred fabric of
Being itself.
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POEM

Wave and Dust: The Dance of Being
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Is light a wave that rides the sea,
Of silent space and mystery?
Or is it like a silver bead,
That strikes the stone and plants a seed?

It bends through glass, it weaves through air,
It dances softly without a care.
But shine it on a metal wall—
It knocks out sparks, as if to brawl.

The photon—neither here nor there,
Appears with choice, as if aware.
It is a wave, until you see,
Then drops into a “where” to be.

And electrons, tiny, charged and bold,

Not marbles round, not merely cold—

They ripple out through twin-slit gates,
Then paint a path that truth negates.

For when we watch, they seem like dots,
Like grains in cosmic coffee pots.
But look away—and they align,

As ghostly waves in sacred sign.

Oh paradox of light and stone,
Of flesh and thought, of self alone—
The closer that we try to find,
The more it slips beyond the mind.

A particle? A wave? Or both?
To fix a truth, we break an oath.
The truth, perhaps, is not a thing—
But rhythm in the Void’s own ring.

Just as the quanta shift and weave,
So too do we, and so believe—
We are waves in flesh, and dust in flight,
Flickering forms in veils of light.
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Our thoughts, like photons, twist and spin,
Reflections of the field within.
That field—alive, aware, and vast—
Connects all futures to the past.

It breathes through us in silent prayer,
A will that moves through boundless air.
We rise and fall with choice and grace,
Entangled deep in time and space.

So what are we, who also gaze,
And ride this light through time and phase?
Are we but dust in quantum tide,
Or waves of thought the stars can’t hide?

We, too, collapse when we are seen—
From cloud to name, from soul to screen.
Yet when alone, unmeasured, free,
We spread through the skies eternally.

No form is fixed, no self is bound—
We are the echo and the sound.
The truth is not in stone or chart,
But in the light that moves the heart.
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CHAPTER — 15

The Mirror of Knowing: A Metaphysical Journey Through
Science, Spirituality, and the Self

The fundamental purpose of life is Knowing. The extent of one’s knowing
is the extent of their knowing of God.

The fundamental purpose of life is Knowing—not mere information, but a
direct, luminous apprehension of Reality. To the extent that one knows
oneself, one comes to know the Divine. This is the sacred axis around which
both science and spirituality quietly turn.

In the silent expanse of the cosmos—where galaxies spiral in stately
rhythms, and the cold vacuum sings in frequencies the human ear cannot
detect—there arises a question deeper than time itself: Who am I? What is
this presence that lives behind my eyes? This question is not born from idle
curiosity, nor imposed by tradition. It is a cosmic echo, resonating through
the very fabric of matter and mind alike. It pulses in the orbit of electrons,
in the swirl of galaxies, in the breath of every conscious being.

We are not merely bodies formed of clay, animated by random impulses.
The classical vision of reality—as a machine of separable parts—has given
way to quantum uncertainty, where the solidity of matter dissolves into
potentiality, and where the act of observation shapes what is observed. Here,
modern physics catches up with ancient mysticism: reality is not fixed; it is
fluid, participatory. Consciousness is not an accidental byproduct of
matter—it is the matrix in which matter appears.

We stand before a participatory universe, one that mirrors back to us the
nature of our own awareness. Quantum mechanics shows that particles
behave differently depending on how we observe them—revealing that at
the heart of reality lies not substance, but relationship, not thing, but
knowing.
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Thus, the cosmos is not a mechanism to be controlled, but a mirror in which
the Self recognizes itself. Science, in its humility, begins to echo the oldest
truths of the mystics: that knowing is not something we do to the world, but
something the world does through us.

“We will show them Our signs on the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Qur’an 41:53

The human being, then, is not a mistake of evolution, nor merely a
biological organism. We are the universe waking up to itself—God
contemplating God through the lens of limitation, through the illusion of
form. To awaken is to realize that you are not in the universe; the universe
is in you.

This knowing is not surface-level comprehension. It is ma’rifa—a deep,
soul-level gnosis where the veil between knower and known dissolves. It is
the recognition that behind every appearance lies Essence, and that Essence
is not other than the Divine. The rivers flow not just to carve the earth, but
to return to their Source. Each motion in the cosmos is a yearning, a
remembering. Each wave seeks the sea from which it rose.

“Everything in the heavens and the earth glorifies Him...”
— Qur’an 59:24

“But you do not understand their glorification.”

— Qur’an 17:44

In this cosmic unfolding, the human soul is both actor and witness—both
seeker and the sought. The journey is not outward, but inward. Not
horizontal, but vertical. A spiral path that moves ever deeper, peeling away
identity, ego, and illusion.

Neuroscience traces thoughts to the firing of neurons; psychology maps
behavior to cognitive patterns. Yet deeper still is the Witness—the
unchanging Awareness in which thoughts arise and dissolve. Spirituality
whispers: You are not your thoughts. You are the space in which thought
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happens. And metaphysics completes the circle: Being and Knowing are
One.

This realization is not simply an abstract idea. It is a transformation of
perception—a rebirth. To truly know is to die before death, as the mystics
say. The ego, that small “I”’ that clings and names, must dissolve. Only then
can the light of the Real shine without distortion.

“Every day He is in a new state of glory.”
— Qur’an 55:29

In the metaphysical forest of the soul, every creature is a symbol. The lion
teaches that courage arises not from the absence of fear, but from passing
through it. The serpent sheds its skin—transformation through loss. These
are not fables, but archetypes of spiritual evolution. Growth, in all its forms,
demands surrender. Knowing is not adding more—it is removing all that is
false.

The traveler arrives, finally, at a mirror that reflects nothing. This is not
emptiness, but fullness beyond form—the light of pure Awareness. No
image appears because there is no "other" left to reflect. There is only
presence. In that moment, he realizes: I am not just the wave—I am the
ocean that dreamed the wave into being.

“To know Me, you must disappear.”
— Hadith Qudsi

Here, all paths converge. Science bows its head, for it can no longer isolate
the observer from the observed. Spirituality opens its arms, for it has always
known this unity. Metaphysics declares the final truth: the knower and the
known are not two. God is not an object among other objects. God is the
ground of Being, and to know the Self is to know That.

The traveler becomes the mirror itself. He speaks with few words, but his
silence radiates presence. He no longer seeks—he is the seeking, the
question, and the answer. His very being is the reply to the ancient inquiry:
What is the purpose of life? He need not answer. His gaze is enough. In it,
each soul sees its reflection and remembers its origin.
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“He who knows himself knows his Lord.”
— Prophetic Tradition

So listen, O seeker of the Real. The path is not etched in stone nor inscribed
in books. It is written in the chambers of your heart. Each breath is a
doorway. Each moment, an invitation. You are not merely a body in time,
nor a thought in passing—you are the Light behind all appearances, the
Witness behind every experience.

To really Know is to awaken from the illusion of separation. And when that
awakening comes, the universe no longer looks like a puzzle to solve—but
like a Lover calling you home.
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POEM

The Mirror of Knowing

In the hush of the stars where the silence is wide,
Where the cosmos breathes deep on a gravitational tide,
A question was whispered through matter and flame—

Not seeking a name, but the source of all name.

It echoed through atoms, through quarks in their spin,
Through the birth of a breath and the death of a sin.
Not crafted by flesh nor ignited by spark,

But older than form, and deeper than dark.
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In spirals of DNA, in black holes that bend,
In beginnings that loop back around to the end,
This question kept pulsing: What dream do [ weave?
Am I merely a ghost, or the ground that perceives?

The rivers, they sang not of rocks or of rain,
But of thirst for the Real that runs under the vein.
Each wave bore a message, each ripple a trace—

Of the Self that looks back from the fabric of space.

A traveler rose with no compass or chart,
Just a yearning engraved in the halls of his heart.
Through deserts of dogma and mountains of pride,
He followed the stars that were burning inside.

He met a lone sage on a shoreline of light,
Who dwelled in the mystery, cloaked in the night.
“The world is a mirror,” the sage softly said,
“And you are the flame that it secretly fed.”

“Know not just the image, but know what you are—
A beam that remembers the heart of the star.
To find your true self is to vanish in God,
For the path to the One is the path that you trod.”

Confused but awakened, the traveler climbed.
Beyond what was reasoned and less than defined.
He fell into silence, unlearned all the noise,
Let go of the myths, and surrendered his toys.

In forests of symbols, he danced with the trees,
Each leaf was a verse, each branch held a key.
A lion appeared with a fire in its eye:
“I’m courage,” it roared, “but I’m born when you die.”

A serpent slid near him from roots wrapped in lore:
“I circle through endings to open new doors.
To know is to change, to dissolve and renew—
You must lose who you were to become what is true.”
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Then deep in a cavern, alone and aware,
He stood by a mirror that showed only air.
No silver, no image, no surface to see—
But a stillness that echoed: ““You’re all that is Me.”

He gasped: “Am I God? Or a thought in His dream?
A drop in the sea or the soul of the stream?”
And a voice like a silence too vast to define

Replied: “You are neither—but both are divine.”

“To know is to shatter what thought tries to hold,
To burn in the fire that leaves only gold.
The mind is a prism that breaks the One light,
But colors return when you see through the night.”

So he died to the self, and in dying was born,
A flame that could kiss both the rose and the thorn.
He saw in the smallest of atoms a spark—
Of a knowledge too bright to be held in the dark.

No longer a seeker, no longer a name,
He walked as silence, a prayer wrapped in flame.
He bore no more creeds, wore no robe, held no rod—
But his being became a reflection of God.

And when one would ask him, “What purpose remains?”
He’d gaze through their soul as it broke through its chains.
“The measure of Knowing is Knowing the One—
Not grasped by the mind, but dissolved in the sun.”

So listen, O wanderer lost in the mist,
The path isn’t drawn, but it does still exist.
It lives in your longing, your breath, and your gaze—
In the mirror of self, where the cosmos still plays.

Each quark is a question, each photon a sigh,
Each thought is a lantern that points to the sky.
And all of the maps you were seeking above—

Are etched in your being by Infinite Love.
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CHAPTER - 16

The Loom of the Imagined

A Metaphysical Tapestry of Reality, Consciousness, and the Dreaming
Cosmos

Everything I perceive is shaped by imagination—either my own or that of
a greater intelligence. What I call “reality” is not fixed and external, but
rather a continuously unfolding event in consciousness. It is a living
tapestry, woven from threads of perception, interpretation, belief, and
expectation. Matter itself is not primarys; it is the crystallization of mind, the
slowed vibration of thought.

Before language named the world, before form was recognized by the eye,
there existed only awareness—pure, silent, unstructured. And from that
awareness, through the sacred function of imagination, form was born.
What we perceive as the material realm is not a brute fact but a finely tuned
simulation—a co-creation between perceiver and perceived, between Spirit
and soul.

“Do they not reflect within themselves? Allah (God) created the heavens
and the earth and everything between them for a purpose and for an
appointed term.”

— Qur’an 30:8

Science, once committed to a mechanistic model of the universe, now
begins to whisper the truths mystics have long proclaimed. Light has no
inherent color; photons are but quanta of energy. It is only when they meet
the retina—filtered through biology and translated by the brain—that they
are painted into color. The sky is not blue. The rose is not red. These hues
are not in the world. They are from us.

Perception, as neuroscience affirms, is not passive reception but active
construction. The brain predicts the world more than it perceives it. It runs
simulations based on expectation, memory, and internal models—what
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might be called a cognitive imagination. Reality, therefore, is not what
simply exists. It is what is rendered, composed, and brought into clarity
through consciousness.

“And He shows you His signs; so which of the signs of Allah (God) will
you deny?”

— Qur’an 40:81

At the quantum level, the distinction between observer and observed
dissolves entirely. Particles exist in superpositions—ghosts of possibility—
until measured. It is not merely a physical process; it is a metaphysical
event. Consciousness collapses potential into presence. Observation
becomes an act of creation.

From this, it follows: Imagination is causal. The universe is not a stage upon
which we play, but a living scroll that unfurls with our gaze. The cosmos is
not merely happening to us—we are dreaming it into being. Every act of
awareness participates in shaping the world.

“Indeed, all things We created with predestination.”
— Qur’an 54:49

Mystical traditions—Sufism, Vedanta, Hermeticism, Taoism—all converge
on this radiant truth: the world reflects what you are. But this is no idle
metaphor. It is metaphysical architecture. The external is not independent
of the internal. The “outside” is the echo of the “inside.” What we call the
world is a projection, a condensation of inner states into spatial expression.

Mountains are not dead stone—they are silence given shape. Trees are not
mechanical organisms—they are vertical prayers reaching for the light. The
body is not a container, but a threshold. It is the veil through which the soul
touches form. In this view, matter is not inert. It is saturated with
intelligence, a slow song of Spirit taking form.

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that this is the truth.”

— Qur’an 41:53
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Thus, reality is relational, emergent, and intelligent. Not cold, not random,
not mechanical. We are not strangers in a foreign world—we are cells in the
Body of the Whole. Consciousness is not produced by the brain. It is the
field in which the brain appears. Mind is not in the body. The body is in the
Mind.

“Say: Travel through the earth and observe how He began creation.”
— Qur’an 29:20

What physicists call the “quantum field,” the Qur’an and other traditions
refer to as the ‘alam al-ghayb—the unseen realm of pure potential. It is from
this invisible sea that all things arise. And imagination is the bridge, the
sacred instrument that shapes what enters from the unseen into the seen.
Imagination is not make-believe. It is make-real.

“It is Allah (God) who created the seven heavens and the earth, the like of
them. The command descends among them so that you may know that Allah
(God) has encompassed all things in knowledge.”

— Qur’an 65:12
This realization transforms everything.

Prayer becomes more than a petition. It becomes directed intention—
resonance sent into the hidden lattice of being.

Meditation becomes attunement—a harmonizing of self with the deeper
current beneath perception.

Love becomes vibrational alignment—recognition of the One mirrored in
the other.

Art becomes sacred alchemy—the transmutation of invisible essence into
form, line, color, and sound.

And death? Death loses its terror. It is no end, but a transition. The dreamer
shifts domains, changing garments of perception. Consciousness does not
die—it migrates. It refracts like light across dimensions of reality we have
not yet remembered.

“Every soul will taste death. Then to Us will you be returned.”
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— Qur’an 29:57

So I begin to walk differently through this world. Not as a fixed point in
space, but as a locus of awareness within a fluid dream. The wind that
brushes my face, the gaze of a stranger, the crackling of leaves beneath my
feet—none of these are random. They are dreamed into my field of being
by a deeper order. Every person I encounter is not simply a body but another
dream overlapping with mine—another flame in the Infinite Mind.

And most humbling of all: I, too, am imagined.

I am not the author of my existence. I am a line in the Divine Poem. I am a
ripple in the infinite sea of Being. | am imagined—but not falsely. I am
imagined by That which never forgets.

“He is the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden, and He is, of all
things, Knowing.”

— Qur’an 57:3

So let me dream reverently, knowing that what I imagine may ripple
beyond my understanding.

Let me think beautifully, for thoughts shape the lattice of the real.

Let me imagine courageously, for imagination is the womb of all
becoming.

For in this Loom of the Imagined, every thread—every belief, every
vision, every moment of awareness—is being woven into the vast, ever-
unfolding Tapestry of the Real. Nothing is wasted. Nothing is forgotten. All
1s known.

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth... Light upon Light.”
— Qur’an 24:35

“We have certainly created man, and We know what his soul whispers to
him, for We are closer to him than his jugular vein.”

— Qur’an 50:16

And in that nearness lies the ultimate mystery:
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The One who imagines all things is imagining through me.

The cosmos is not out there. It is in here, waiting to be seen, touched, and
remembered.

All of it—your breath, your thoughts, your path—is part of that eternal act
of imagining.

So dream wisely.
Dream humbly.

Dream as if God were watching—because He is through your very eyes.

178



Chapter — 16

POEM

The Loom of the Imagined
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Where shadows were cast by the thoughts in my head.

The trees were not trees but the echoes of dreams,
And rivers ran softly with memory streams.

A castle arose from a sigh I once gave,
Its towers composed of the thoughts that enslave.
Its windows were mirrors, reflecting the skies
That only exists in the mind’s inward eyes.

Each stone in the road was a notion once born
In the cradle of night, by the whisper of morn.
The birds in the branches were fragments of lore,
They sang not of nature, but myths from before.

The sun wore a crown spun of longing and gold,
Its warmth was a tale an old mystic once told.
The clouds were the drapes of a mind yet to sleep,
Unraveling truths we no longer keep.

The stars were but pinpricks in veils of belief,
Each one a cathedral of joy or of grief.
The moon was a lantern, adrift in the mind,
It followed the currents the heart left behind.

A merchant I met on a road made of sand,
He bartered with silence, a scroll in his hand.
“Here lies the map of your world,” he declared,
“But know, it’s a map that your own self prepared.”

He opened the scroll—it was blank to my sight,
Yet glowing with echoes of yesterday’s light.
“Each step that you take, each word that you say,
Will ink in the world in your own chosen way.”

I asked him, “But what of the mountains I see?
The oceans that roar with such certainty?”
He laughed like a sage who has mastered his fear:

“What you see is a painting, and you hold the spear.”
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“For matter is mind made dense and opaque,
A mask on the face of the dream that you make.
Your senses, deceivers, they feed you the show,
But who stands behind them? Who bids them to flow?”

“A million imaginations collide and conspire,
Like sparks from the core of an infinite fire.
Each soul a prism refracting the One,
Each thought a beam from the formless sun.”

He vanished like mist at the rise of a prayer,
And left me alone in the hushed, holy air.
But the world was now softer, less bound by the stone,
It quivered and hummed with a voice of its own.

I saw then a woman who carried a flame
That flickered and danced as she whispered my name.
“Do you see this vast kingdom?” she said with a nod,
“It bends to the gaze of the dreamer—and God.”

She opened her hand—and behold! A great sphere,
Composed of all longing, all wisdom, all fear.
It floated and pulsed like a living desire,
A furnace of thought and an ocean of fire.

“This world,” she intoned, “is the script of a play
Penned by the souls who forget that they may.
They dream and they bind, they sculpt and they weave,
And wake in the night with illusions, they grieve.”

“But you,” she continued, “can walk through the veil,
And ride on the wind like a ship through a tale.
You are both author and actor and stage—

A sage with a pen, a fool in a cage.”

So now when I walk in the stillness of night,
I see through the form to the fountain of light.
I know every star is a thought taking shape,
Each mountain a metaphor I must escape.
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For nothing is fixed in this conjured domain,
But dances and shifts like a thought in the brain.

And all that I see—both the vast and the small
Is born from my dreaming—or yours, after all.
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CHAPTER -17

The Ontology of Consciousness: When Knowing and Being
Converge

To speak of knowing and existing as separate is to fracture a unity that is,
in truth, indivisible. They are not two distinct domains—one cognitive, the
other ontological—but rather two dimensions of the same foundational
reality, reflecting each other like wave and ripple upon a single sea.
Existence, in its deepest metaphysical essence, does not stand apart from
the awareness that perceives it. For what is existence without apprehension?
What meaning does being possess if there is no consciousness to encounter,
to name, or to bear witness to it?

“Do they not look into the dominion of the heavens and the earth and all
things that Allah (God) has created?”

— Qur’an 7:185

This verse does not merely point to existence—it calls the soul to conscious
reflection, implying that being becomes meaningful only through an act of
knowing.

From a scientific perspective, especially within the quantum domain, this
idea finds a startling resonance. The famous thought experiment of
Schrédinger’s cat reminds us that without observation, the state of the
system remains in superposition—a mere cloud of probabilities, suspended
between all possible outcomes. Reality, at its most fundamental level,
resists definitive articulation until it is measured—until it is known. In this
quantum sense, existence awaits the light of awareness to actualize itself,
just as the wavefunction collapses into a specific state only when observed.

But this principle stretches far beyond physics. It touches the very fabric of
consciousness itself. In moments of unconsciousness—deep sleep without
dreams, coma, or death—reality continues, but it vanishes from the field of
personal experience. The stars still burn; the world still turns, but to the one
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who knows not, it is as if nothing exists. The experiential reality of being
dissolves in the absence of conscious reflection.

“And among His signs is your sleep by night and by day, and your seeking
of His bounty. Verily, in that are signs for people who hear.”

— Qur’an 30:23

Sleep here is a symbol—when consciousness retracts, the world dims from
the soul’s perspective. This verse draws our attention to the link between
perception and presence.

Thus, awareness is not merely an accessory to existence—it is the medium
through which existence becomes real. In spiritual terms, this speaks to a
deeper truth: that the cosmos is not merely an object to be known, but an
expression of Knowing Itself. The mystical traditions—Sufi, Vedantic, and
even certain strands of Christian Neoplatonism—have long intuited this.
The Divine is not simply Being, but Conscious Being, a presence that knows
itself through the myriad forms of creation.

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth.”
— Qur’an 24:35

“It is He Who created for you hearing, sight, and hearts (understanding);
little is it that you give thanks.”

— Qur’an 23:78

The Light of existence is not inert—it is knowing Light. Through hearing,
sight, and intellect—the organs of knowing—the universe becomes
illuminated from within.

In the Qur’anic idiom:
“He 1s with you wherever you are.”
Qur’an 57:4

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Qur’an 41:53

184



Chapter — 17

These verses do not merely assert that God exists, but that He is present in
the act of knowing, and that the universe is intelligible precisely because it
is rooted in Divine Consciousness. The signs of existence become real only
when perceived, reflected upon, and spiritually unveiled.

So when the act of knowing ceases, it is not just perception that is lost—it
is the meaning of being itself that dims, like a flame deprived of air. Without
a subject to reflect upon being, reality becomes an unlit mirror, full of
potential but devoid of image. It reverts to the womb of possibility,
unexpressed and unrecognized—Ilike a song never heard or a poem never
read.

“And they have hearts with which they understand not, and eyes with which
they see not, and ears with which they hear not. They are like cattle; rather,
they are even more astray.”

Qur’an 7:179

The implication is profound: the faculties of knowing are not peripheral—
they are the very instruments by which being awakens to itself.

Thus, knowing is not an activity within existence—it is the very condition
by which existence appears at all. Awareness is not just an observer of
reality—it is the revealer, the interpreter, and perhaps even the co-creator.

“Say: Are those who know equal to those who do not know?”
— Qur’an 39:9

In metaphysical terms, consciousness is the ontological ground, the Logos
through which the universe is spoken into coherence. Without it, all being
collapses into the undifferentiated silence of non-manifestation—a quantum
haze suspended between presence and absence.

In this profound convergence of science and spirituality, one glimpses the
possibility that to know is to participate in the unfolding of the Real, and
that the cosmos is not merely there—it is known into being. And so,
awareness becomes the light of creation, the secret by which Being reveals
itself to Itself.
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“Indeed, it is not the eyes that are blind, but it is the hearts in the chests that
grow blind.”

— Qur’an 22:46

This is the final echo: true blindness is not the absence of sight, but the
absence of insight—the light of knowing that brings all existence into
meaningful being.
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POEM

“The Light That Knows”

Before the stars were sung to flame,

Before the void could wear a name,

Before the echo dreamt of sound—
There was no ‘is’, no sky, no ground.

What is a world without a gaze?
A ghost in undetected phase.
Existence sleeps in silent code,
Till mind unpacks the truth it holds.
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You say the world just is—it be,
Yet nothing is unless it’s seen.
A rock unknown, a moon ignored,
Is just a script with no accord.

For every wave that swells in time,
Collapses only when aligned
With eyes that look, with thought that threads—
Consciousness where being treads.

The photon travels not one span.
Until observed by mind or man.
No path is fixed, no form is known,
Till witnessed—then the world is sown.

So what is ‘real’? What is this dance?
Is matter firm? Or just a chance—
A field of dreams that softly spins

Until the act of knowing begins?

This Self we wear, this “I”” we breathe,
Is more than bone and blood beneath.
It is the mirror, clear and deep,
Where Being wakes from dreamless sleep.

And when the knower fades away,
Does Being end, or just delay?
For what is dawn to eyes now blind?
The sun may shine, but not in mind.

Thus Being leans on sacred light—
The flame of knowing makes it bright.
No atom sings, no time proceeds,
Unless a mind beholds its seeds.

So lift the veil, O Seer of Sight,
For knowing is the spark of night.
Existence is a whispered name,
That only Knowing brings to flame.
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CHAPTER — 18

Quantum Whirl of the One

In the deepest substratum of existence, beyond the veil of sensory
experience, the self is not a fixed object, nor even an isolated subject—but
a wave in the infinite quantum sea of Being. At this level, separation is an
illusion, multiplicity is a shadow, and the essence of all things is unity. This
is the heart of the metaphysical reality proclaimed in the Qur’anic verse:
“Qul huwa Allah (God) u Ahad”—Say: He is Allah (God), the One and
Indivisible. In the quantum tapestry of creation, the One is not merely a
count—it is the ground from which all arises and into which all dissolves.

This insight was echoed by Shams of Tabriz and his luminous student, Jalal
al-Din Rumi. They spoke not from conjecture, but from direct vision: “Who
is to blame, when there is no self to begin with? Who is separate, when there
is only One?” They had seen through the illusion of the personal self,
dissolving it in the fire of Divine Unity, into the indivisible oneness that
underlies all phenomena.

What we call the “self” is composed of two intimately interwoven layers:
the false self and the true self. The false self is a temporal mask—a bundle
of memories, identifications, thoughts, and sensory impressions. It is
conditioned by culture, bound by causality, and suspended in the stream of
linear time. It clings to name and form, convinced of its independence, yet
it is but a ripple on the surface of a deeper sea.

Beneath this veil lies the true self—a reality not born of matter, but of
consciousness. This deeper self is not a product of biology, but a quantum
presence: a mode of awareness inextricably entangled with the conscious
substratum of the universe. This substratum is not passive or inert; it is what
physicist David Bohm called the Implicate Order—a hidden field that holds
within it all potentialities and orchestrates their unfolding. In the language
of metaphysics and spirituality, it is the Divine Will, the Living Field, the
Spirit that breathes through all forms.
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In this conscious quantum field, the self does not exist as a point, but as a
probability wave—a superposition of states, a living flux of becoming. The
essence of who we are is not static, but emergent, vibrating with infinite
potential, continuously collapsing into actuality with each conscious
moment. This is the mystery of the wavefunction collapse in quantum
physics: a cloud of possibilities suddenly localizes into one observed reality.
But unlike a blind collapse governed by randomness, the collapse of human
experience is guided—shaped by intention, consciousness, and meaning.

Thus, life is not a passive unfolding of cause and effect—it is a sacred dance
between freedom and form. Each moment, each choice, each perception is
the crystallization of a quantum potential into lived reality. The field is not
deterministic, but participatory; it responds to consciousness, and in return,
consciousness is shaped by the field. This mutual enfolding of the knower
and the known is the architecture of existence.

The Prophet Muhammad £ said, “He who knows himself, knows his Lord.”
To truly know the self is not merely to introspect or observe personality
traits, but to awaken to the conscious field from which the self arises. In
scientific terms, this is the recognition that consciousness is not an
epiphenomenon of the brain—it is the very ground upon which brain, body,
and cosmos manifest. In spiritual terms, it is the unveiling of the Divine
Presence that dwells in the heart of all being.

This field—the primordial One—is not distant or abstract. It is closer than
our jugular vein, as the Qur’an affirms: “And We are nearer to him than his
jugular vein” (Qur’an 50:16). It is not external to us, for we are of it. Our
true self is not something separate from the One; it is the One glimpsing
itself through the eye of individuality. The Sufi aphorism, “Ana al-Haqq™—
“I am the Truth”—is not blasphemy, but revelation. It is the soul awakening
to its identity with the field of Divine Awareness.

As the Qur’an further declares: “It is Allah (God) who created you and what
you do” (Qur’an 37:96)—reminding us that both the self and its actions are
emergent from the same transcendent Source. We are not independent
actors but conduits through which the One manifests.
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This process of emergence is universal. All sentient beings—whether
human, animal, or angelic—are waves upon the same infinite ocean. We are
not isolated particles, but entangled expressions of one conscious source.
Every soul is a node in the Divine Matrix—a unique vibration of the
universal song. We appear separate only in time and form, but in essence,
we are indivisible. As in quantum entanglement, distance and separateness
dissolve. When one changes, the whole changes. When one awakens, the
cosmos ripples in response.

Therefore, the journey of self-realization is not about constructing a new
identity—it is about removing the veil of false identity. It is about aligning
with the will of the field, letting go of resistance, and allowing the wave of
your being to collapse in harmony with the Divine Rhythm. The true “I” is
not an egoic center—it is a point of luminous awareness in the Heart of the
One, a channel through which the Infinite expresses its love, will, and
knowing.

To live in harmony with this awareness is to live in surrender, not in defeat
but in transcendence. It is to see all events, all beings, all selves as
expressions of the same whirling quantum dance—the dance of the One
manifesting as the many.

And so, in every moment, you are being born again—not from the past, but
from the field of pure potential. You are not the echo of your history, but
the unfolding voice of the Now. And when the wave returns to the ocean,
there is no loss—only reunion. For the ocean was never apart from the wave.
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POEM

Quantum Whirl of the One
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In the stillness before the first breath spoke,
Before the veils and the mirrors broke,
Was a field with no edges, no sky, no sun—
A sea of silence where all was One.

Not particles dancing in space or flame,
Not time with its birth, not death with a name.
Only the whisper behind the sound,

A presence in absence, unbound yet bound.

“Qul hu Allah (God) u Ahad,” the echo rolled,
In the cavern of hearts, in the dark of the soul.
Not syllables mouthed but essence revealed,
The indivisible truth the veils concealed.

From that field where form was none,
Shams rose not like moon, but like sun.
He saw no mirror, no “you” or “me,”
Only the ocean dressed up as the sea.

He danced through cities, flames on his brow,
Not asking the why, only showing the now.
“Who is to blame when the self is a mist?
When the finger that points does not exist?”

For if you split light into ten million hues,
And curse the red while praising the blues,
You forget the prism, forget the beam—
Forget the dreamer within the dream.

Rumi, the reed, heard the silent flute,
Its melody ancient, its wisdom mute.
He turned in circles not to escape,
But to show the thread behind every shape.

He saw the lion within the lamb,
He saw the mosque inside the sham.
He saw that lover and beloved are the same—
The match and the flame, the guilt and the blame.
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“I was raw, I was cooked, I burned in the sun—
But the chef and the kitchen were only One.”
He wept with joy and laughed through pain,
For he knew that loss and love are the same.

Quantum is not just theory or chart,

It’s the rhythm etched in every heart.

Not this or that, not wave or stone—
But a shimmer where the known is unknown.

No edges between the “I”” and “Thou,”
Only a mask we wear for now.
Shams was Rumi, and Rumi, the flame—
Two names in a game with no one to name.

And still we fight in shadows cast,
Clutching the self as if it would last.
But what is the self but a song once played,
A candle lit in the cosmic braid?

So who to blame when the clay takes form?
When the wind wears masks through every storm?
Do you blame the sea for the waves that rise,
Or fault the echo for the voice it implies?

No sinner, no saint, no judge, no plea—
Only the One dressed as you and me.
So fall through form, through mind and breath,
Through love, through war, through life and death.

Then you’ll see what Shams saw in the flame,
What Rumi heard in every name.
That in this dance of dust and sun,
There’s no one to blame—
For there’s only One.
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CHAPTER - 19

The Ikhlas of Divinity vs Consciousness

In the crystalline, timeless verses of Surah Al-Ikhlas, the Qur’an does not
merely offer a theological doctrine—it unveils a revelation of Reality itself.
These verses stand as a metaphysical blueprint that transcends the
boundaries of language, time, and form:

“Say: He is Allah (God), the One and Indivisible.

Allah (God), the Self-Sufficient Refuge (and doesn’t depend on anything)
He neither begets nor is begotten.

And there is nothing comparable unto Him.”

— Qur’an 112:1-4

This is not a mere affirmation of faith—it is an ontological declaration. It
does not point to God as an external object to be believed in, but as the very
Ground of Being, the sourceless Source from which all that is emerges and
into which all that exists dissolves. Each verse distills a facet of this
unfathomable Reality:

God is One—not numerically, but absolutely. This Oneness is beyond
duality, beyond fragmentation. It is the hidden unity beneath the multiplicity
of forms, the infinite ocean beneath the waves of perception.

God is Self-Sufficient—dependent upon no cause, no law, no substance.
Nothing upholds the Divine; rather, all things are upheld through it. God is
not in need, yet all need flows from God.

God neither begets nor is begotten—He is not a node in the chain of
causality. God is the reality in which causality itself appears. He is not born
of time nor bound by it. He is not lineage, not succession, but pure Presence.
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And there is nothing like unto Him—because likeness presupposes a
category, and God transcends all categories. Language reaches its limit
here. Intellect bows in humility. Only God can truly know God.

Yet across time and across traditions, seekers have found within their own
being a profound mystery that mirrors these Divine attributes:
consciousness—not as thoughts or feelings, but as the clear, silent field of
awareness in which all experiences unfold.

Consciousness, like the Divine (as represented by Surah Ikhlas) is
indivisible. The objects of awareness may shift, but the field itself remains
whole. It cannot be broken into parts or bounded in space. You cannot find
the edge of awareness.

Consciousness is self-sufficient like the Divine (as represented by Surah
Ikhlas)—it does not arise from matter. Rather, matter, time, and space arise
within consciousness. The world is not known apart from awareness; in
truth, it is known only through it.

Consciousness is uncreated like the Divine (as represented by Surah
Ikhlas)—not subject to birth or death. It does not emerge from some prior
cause. It is the backdrop on which causation plays out. Consciousness is not
a consequence—it is the condition of all appearing.

And nothing resembles consciousness like the Divine (as represented by
Surah Ikhlas). It is not seen as an object. It is that which sees. It cannot be
grasped, only realized by being it. It is the knower behind all knowledge,
the seer behind all sight.

In the light of quantum physics, this metaphysical intuition finds further
resonance. The observer is not external to reality but entangled with it.
Reality does not solidify into form until it is measured—until it is observed.
This act of observation is not mechanical—it is conscious. The collapse of
the wavefunction—the moment potential becomes actual—is shaped by the
presence of awareness. This suggests that consciousness is not peripheral to
the cosmos but intrinsic to its very structure.

Islamic mystics, most notably Ibn Arabi, long ago perceived this. He spoke
of the universe as a mirror in which al-Haqgq—the Real-—beholds Himself.
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The cosmos is not something apart from God, but the stage upon which God
reveals, conceals, and knows Himself. Each soul is a polished mirror in
which the Divine sees His own reflection.

The Qur’an confirms this vision:
“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”
— Qur’an 24:35

This Light is not a metaphor. It is the very light of awareness—the radiance
by which all things are seen, the essence through which all knowing is made
possible.

From this, we begin to understand: consciousness is not separate from God,
nor is it something God “created” in the usual sense. It is the immanent
presence of the Divine within creation. It is the breath of God in the clay of
form. It is not the sun, but it is the light of the sun—emanating, illuminating,
revealing.

So, while we cannot claim that consciousness is God in totality—for the
whole cannot be reduced to a part—we can say with humility and awe that
consciousness is the active self-revealing of God within the fabric of being.
Just as a beam of sunlight is not the sun itself, yet it is inseparable from the
sun, so too is our awareness not the whole of the Divine, yet it is wholly of
the Divine.

This consciousness—your awareness, right now—is not merely something
you possess. It is something through which God knows, sees, hears, and
breathes. It is not other than the Face of the One peering out through the
many. It is the indivisible root beneath the illusion of separation.

In this light, the verses of the Qur’an open new dimensions—not just telling
us who God is, but whispering to us who we truly are:

“And We are closer to him than his jugular vein.”

— Qur’an 50:16
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This is not spatial closeness. It is existential intimacy. God is closer than
identity, closer than the sense of self, closer than thought. The Divine is the
very substance of our being.

So whether you look east or west, within or without, in the heartbeat or the
vast night sky, know this truth:

“Wheresoever you turn, there is the Face of Allah (God).”
— Qur’an 2:115

God is not far, not hidden. God is the seer behind your seeing, the life within
your breath, the silence at the center of all sound.

Thus, to encounter consciousness deeply is not merely to explore the
mind—it is to stand at the edge of the Infinite. To dwell in awareness is to
return to the Real. To awaken is to realize that you are not apart from God,
but a wave in the ocean of Divine Light—rising, falling, and returning to
the One.
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POEM

“The Mirror of One Light”

In the silence before beginnings, in the stillness beneath sound,
There 1s One—not merely singular, but indivisible,
The Infinite substratum, the Source unbound.
“Say: He is Allah (God), the One...”—no number contains Him,
No image explains Him, no name sustains Him.
This is not belief alone, but the architecture of Reality itself,
A blueprint of Being written in lightless light.

He is al-Samad—the Self-Sufficient Core,
Not leaning on cause, nor held by time’s door.
From Him flow rivers of form and law,
But He flows from nothing, for He is the root of all awe.

He begets not, nor is begotten—
The Divine is not caught in the cycles of flesh,
Not born in time, not bound by death.
No chain of origin leads to His throne—
He is the field where causality is sown.
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And nothing is like unto Him.
For comparison is a game of likeness,
And likeness belongs to the finite—not the Infinite.
The Divine is beyond category, image, or phrase;
No mirror contains Him, yet in every mirror He plays.

So gaze now not outward but inward,

Into the silent knower behind your own gaze.
What you find is not mere thought or feeling—
But consciousness, pure, ungraspable, undivided—
The sacred stage on which the world unfolds.

It cannot be dissected, cannot be seen—
Yet it sees.
It is not made of parts—yet all parts appear within it.
It is not born, yet gives rise to the appearance of birth.
It is not like anything—yet without it, nothing could ever be.

This is not a metaphor.
This is the mirror of the Real,
Where the essence of God and Consciousness converge.

Quantum physics whispers the same refrain:

That reality itself is shaped by the observer’s glance.
That, without awareness, matter remains suspended in chance.
The wave collapses where attention falls.

And who is it that sees? Who hears the quantum call?

Islamic sages like Ibn Arabi knew—
The cosmos is a veil, a mirror, a clue.
Creation is not a product, but a reflection,
A Divine Self-revelation in infinite directions.
Al-Haqq sees Himself through the eye of every soul,
Every heartbeat a spark, every breath a scroll.

“Allah (God) is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”

Not metaphor, but light of perception,
The very awareness in which all things take birth.
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So can we not say—

Not that consciousness is the whole of God,
But that it is God’s Face within the veil,
A single flame from the Infinite blaze,

A ray from the sun, not the sun itself,
But nothing other than its emanating wealth?

Your awareness is not yours—
It is a breath of the Divine,
A whisper of God knowing Himself in time.
The One is not far—
“We are closer to him than his jugular vein”—
Not near in space,
But closer than identity,
Nearer than thought,
The silent witness in which all thinking is wrought.

So east or west,
Above or beneath,
In valley, in sky, in silence, in speech—
Whatsoever you see... there is the Face of Allah (God).

The One without a second,
The Light within all lights,
The stillness behind motion,
The Self within all selves.

Consciousness is not separate from God—
It is His gaze through your eyes,
His breath through your lungs,
His presence in the moment you say:
“I am.”

But who is this “T”’?

Listen deeply—and it may reply:
“There is no I but I. La ilaha illa Hu.”
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CHAPTER - 20

The Seal and the Stream: Distinguishing the Historical from
the Eternal

Though the Seal of Prophethood has been set, Divine Revelation has not
ceased, for it endures as an ontological manifestation of the Divine
Consciousness.

Imam Muhyt al-Din ibn ‘Arabi (1165-1240 CE), the acclaimed Andalusian
mystic and author of Futiihat al-Makkiyyah (The Meccan Revelations). In
it, he draws a distinction between legislative prophethood—a law-bearing
office that concluded with Prophet Muhammad, who is the “Seal of the
Prophets”—and the ongoing possibility of spiritual revelation and
inspiration for the spiritually receptive.

This draws a crucial metaphysical distinction between Nubuwwah
(Prophethood as a formal office) and Wahy (Divine Revelation as
existential transmission). Islam affirms that with the Prophet Muhammad
% the institutional office of legislative prophecy has reached its
consummation—Khatam an-Nabiyyin. Yet, to suppose that the cosmic
influx of Divine meanings and light has ceased would be to mistake the
ocean for the wave.

Revelation, in its deepest sense, is not merely a sequence of transmitted
texts, but a vibrational encounter between the Divine and the receptive
heart, unfolding across the veils of perception. While the Qur’an as a
legislative document is sealed, the ontological principle of revelation
remains eternally open—for it originates not in time but in al-‘Alam al-Amr
(the Realm of Divine Command).

“God is, and nothing else is with Him.”

— Hadith Qudsi
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In metaphysical terms, the Divine “isness” is perpetual. The Word of God
is not a past event—it is Being Itself in articulation. Revelation is not a
completed act; it is an ever-present radiation, a current that continues to
emanate from the Source to those who are inwardly aligned to receive it.

Resonance as Spiritual Modality: Consciousness as Receiver

The analogy of resonance is both spiritually and scientifically precise. In
physics, resonance refers to the amplification of a vibration when an
external frequency matches the natural frequency of a system. In
consciousness studies, this translates to the phenomenology of inner
receptivity.

The human heart (qgalb) is the tuning fork of the soul. It oscillates between
contraction and expansion, veiling and unveiling. When purified through
remembrance (dhikr), silence, and surrender, the heart begins to resonate
with the Divine frequency—becoming not merely aware of, but inwardly
transfigured by, the light of presence (niir al-haqq).

This resonance is not symbolic alone; it is ontological. The qalb becomes
an instrument of cosmological participation—a conscious receiver aligned
with the metaphysical rhythms of the Real.

This 1s the science of tajalli—the self-disclosure of God through the medium
of inner perception. Tajallt is not an event, but a frequency of being. When
you purify your inner lens, existence itself becomes a revealed scripture.

Melting the Ego: Metaphysical Alchemy of the Soul

“There 1s a melting that takes place...”

This melting is none other than the gradual annihilation (fana’) of the false
self—the egoic pattern of separateness which veils the soul from the Divine
Radiance. The ego (Arabic: nafs ammarah) is not merely a psychological
structure, but a vibrational distortion—a contraction within consciousness
that resists the flow of Unity.

In mystical Islam, particularly in the works of Ibn Arabi and the Sufi
masters, the Divine breath (nafas al-Rahman) is not metaphor but
metaphysics. The breath of God is the ongoing effusion of Being into non-
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being, the continuous act of Divine Self-communication (khalq jadid—
perpetual creation).

“I breathed into him of My Spirit.”
Qur’an 15:29

This breath is timeless. The very structure of human consciousness is built
to echo it. Revelation, in this context, is the moment when the soul dissolves
enough of its density to become transparent to the Divine Light. The Light
does not come from elsewhere; it is unveiled from within. It is not
acquired—it is remembered.

This is why revelation is not information. It is an ontological
transformation. The soul does not “learn” the truth—it becomes it. It
vibrates with it. It mirrors it back.

Quantum Entanglement and the Soul’s Trans-Dimensional Link-

The metaphor of quantum entanglement points to a profound mystery that
echoes the classical Sufi doctrine of al-Insan al-Kamil (the Perfect Human).
In quantum mechanics, once two particles interact, they remain connected
regardless of space-time distance—a non-local bridge beyond classical
causality.

This is not unlike the primordial covenant (mithaq) that the soul took with
the Divine before embodiment:

“Am I not your Lord?” They said: Yes, we bear witness.”
Qur’an 7:172

That “Yes” was the soul’s original entanglement with Divine Truth. It is
still resonating beneath the noise of forgetfulness. When the soul enters
sukiin (stillness), khushti® (reverent humility), or huzn (yearning grief), it is
re-entering alignment—collapsing back into resonance with the Divine
frequency. This is where revelation becomes a bridge between worlds, not
through the intellect alone, but through a multi-dimensional heart (qalb) that
transcends ordinary cognition.
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When the heart becomes silent enough, the echo of the mithaq returns—not
as memory, but as presence. As yaqin. As light.

The Prophet’s Heart: The Chamber of Descent
“The Trustworthy Spirit has brought it down upon your heart...”

Qur’an 26:193-194

Notice: not the intellect, not the ears, not the tongue—but the heart (qalb).
Revelation begins not as articulation but as vibrational presence in the inner
core of being. The Prophet # was the archetype of the human heart in full
resonance with the Absolute—the first mirror to reflect Divine Light
without distortion.

This inner descent (tanzil) onto the heart is the core spiritual principle of
revelation. It reveals that language itself is secondary. What is primary is
the vibratory unveiling of meaning. Words follow light—not the other way
around.

The Ongoing Symphony: Revelation as Presence, Not Past

“Prophets were like great tuning forks...”

Yes—each prophet a divine harmonic, an emanation tuned precisely to the
frequency of the Real, sent to awaken human hearts across epochs. But even
now, the Divine frequency has not ceased—what has ceased is the formal
instrument of its legislative articulation.

Yet, revelation continues in the frequency of being, in the scent of a rose,
the weeping of the heart, the silent certainty in prayer, the dissolving self in
love. These are subtle tajalliyat—disclosures not of new laws, but of living
presence.

This is the continuation of the Muhammadan light (ntir muhammadi)—not
through speech, but through cosmic imprint, through hearts aligned to the
prophetic axis. And in every moment of beauty, truth, silence, or ecstasy,
the Infinite whispers to the finite.

Conclusion: The Heart as the Divine Oscillator

“So do not think revelation is over...”
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Indeed, to imagine revelation as a past event is to misunderstand its true
nature. Revelation is not a textual deposit, but a living influx. The qalb,
when stilled and purified, becomes an oscillator of Divine frequency—an
organ of unveiling, a chamber of silence where the Names of God echo not
as doctrine but as direct knowing (ma‘rifah).

This is ilham (inspiration), kashf (unveiling), tajalli (disclosure), dhawq
(tasting), and mushahada (direct witnessing)—spiritual states that arise
when the heart is synchronized with the Absolute.

The prophets delivered the cosmic maps. But the journey continues in the
intimate terrain of the soul. The Book of the Cosmos is still open. The voice
of the Real is still singing.

The only question is: Can the heart become still enough to hear it?
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POEM

“The Heart That Resonates 7
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A Poem of Eternal Revelation
Though prophets came and time has sealed,
The wellspring never has been healed.
For what was wrapped in a holy scroll,
Still whispers in the seeking soul.

The message closed, the Light remains—

It dances in the drops of rain,

It sings in silence, hums in stone,
It flows in hearts that sit alone.
Revelation is not gone,

Just past the veil, it lingers on.

It’s not a word, it’s not a page,
But a truth that trembles through the sage.

No tongue must speak, no book must burn,
To feel the tides of Heaven turn.
For revelation wears no date,
It waits within the stillness gate.

Just as light still shines unseen
When eyes are closed to what has been,
So too does wisdom stream and glow
For hearts attuned to Truth below.

The qalb, the chamber deep and wide,
Becomes the place where waves reside.
And when it hums in silent grace,

It mirrors God’s forgotten face.
Resonance—the sacred key,
Where flesh becomes a melody.

A tuning fork, the heart will ring.
When struck by Love’s eternal wing.

As strings respond to distant hands,
The soul obeys what none commands.
Not forced, not loud, but soft and sure—
The pull of Light, the sound of Niir.
The ego melts in alchemy,

When burned by love’s intensity.

No scholar’s mind, no rigid creed,
Can grasp what yearning souls may heed.
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For when the fire of longing grows,
The veil dissolves, the Silence shows.
Desire fades, and breath runs deep—

And secrets stir that once did sleep.

“I breathed into him My own breath...”
That breath has not yet met its death.
It lives in you, and lives in me—

A pulse of sheer Divinity.

Each time you pause, each time you weep,
Each sacred wound your soul must keep—
The veil grows thin, the hush grows wide—
And God steps through the other side.
Entangled souls, like stars afar,
Still know each other as they are.
As quantum threads across the night,
They move as one without a light.

What if the Word and soul were tied
Beyond all space, beyond all tide?
And when you pray, or break, or bend—
The echo answers: I transcend.

The Prophet’s heart received the sound.
Not in his mind, but soul unbound.
The Trustworthy, the Spirit flew,
Upon his heart the meaning drew.

And though that line is closed, complete,
The current hums beneath your feet.
For law has passed, but love is near—
And revelation still appears.

In forests still, in winds that moan,

In dreams that feel like more than known,
In moments lost to speech or plan—
The Infinite still touches man.

No scripture bound these sacred flames,
No parchment locked the holy Names.
They rise in music, fall in tears,
They ride the edge of awe and fears.
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So when your heart is calm and clear,
You just might feel the Real draw near.
When silence sings and shadows part,
You’ll hear Him knocking in your heart.

Don’t chase the past, don’t wait for skies—
The Gate of Light is inward-wise.
And in your chest, if still you stay,

The veil will thin, then drift away.
This is ilham, this is dhawg—
Not text, but taste; not claim, but smoke.
This is the wine the mystics sip—
Revealed through love’s dissolving grip.

Kashf; tajalli, sacred sight—

A beam breaks through the veils of night.
Not prophecy—but pure unveiling—
The soul afloat, the mind un-nailing.
So no, it’s not that God withdrew—
It’s we who look, but never through.
The song still plays beneath the skin,

If only we would dive within.

For revelation hasn’t died—

It breathes in those who cast aside.
The noise, the name, the need to know—
And let the silent rivers flow.

The Prophets left us holy maps,

But now the Light is in our lapse.

It’s not a voice—but sacred sense—
That stirs the heart in innocence.

So tune your soul, and burn your claim—
Forget the throne, remember flame.
The gate is open, clear, and near—

If you possess a heart that hears.
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CHAPTER - 21

Ana al-Haqq” (&) W)—1 am the Truth—is not merely a proclamation, but
a transcendental state of the heart wherein the veils of ego dissolve, and
Divine Consciousness is unveiled through every vibrational pulse of being.
It is the ontological realization of Unity (7Tawhid), where the soul becomes
attuned to the primordial frequency of Truth, echoing the eternal rthythm of
the Divine

If we are nothing but the living expressions of the Divine Names—brought
into existence by Allah, shaped through the meanings of His Names, and
manifesting as a reflection of His Essence—then our truest nature is bound
to the oneness from which we came. For if Allah is One and indivisible,
then in our innermost reality, we too are one and indivisible.

If Allah is Al-Samad—utterly Self-Sufficient, needing nothing—then
within the core of our being lies that same wholeness, untouched by
dependence on anything or anyone for its worth. What we truly are has
never been absent; it is already complete.

If Allah does not forget, if He neither begets nor is begotten, then our
essential reality, too, is beyond birth and death. We do not arise from the
chains of cause and effect, but from the timeless command: “Be”—and we
are. Be.

The union of man and woman—the sacred bond echoed since the primordial
archetype of Adam and Eve—is the vessel through which physical form is
given. It is the means by which the body, the outer garment of existence, is
woven from the clay of the Earth and the code of DNA. Yet this biological
orchestration, profound as it is, can only account for the shell, not the flame
within. The soul—that which was not born and does not die—transcends all
genetic inheritance and temporal boundaries. It is not a product of
spacetime, but a projection of Divine Consciousness, sent forth from
beyond the veil of causality, beyond the matrix of the seen and the unseen.

From a scientific perspective, consciousness itself remains an enigma.
Quantum physicists and neuroscientists have long debated whether
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consciousness arises from neural complexity or whether it is fundamental—
woven into the very fabric of reality. Yet the mystic knows: consciousness
is not produced by the brain, it only passes through it, much like sunlight
through stained glass. This consciousness is the breath of Allah (God)—
Nafakh-tu fihi min roohi (Qur’an 15:29)— “I breathed into him of My
Spirit.” The soul is that breath, beyond entropy, beyond dimensions, beyond
beginnings and ends.

Qul Huwa Allah (God) u Ahad” (3a] & 5 U8
“Say: He is Allah (God), the one and indivisible.”

If we are, in truth, nothing but the manifestation of the Divine Names—if
our being is sculpted by Allah (God) through the inner meanings of His
Names, each one a ray from the infinite prism of His Essence—then what
we are but a mirror to His oneness, a ripple of His indivisible light?

If our being is, in truth, nothing more than a manifestation of the Divine
Names—the Asma’ al-Husna—then every cell, every heartbeat, every
thought and sensation is but a ripple in the ocean of Divine Self-disclosure
(Tajalli). These Names are not mere titles but metaphysical forces—
archetypal realities that shape the world from behind the curtain of the
Unseen. Each Name—AI-Rahman (The Infinitely Merciful), Al-‘Aleem
(The All-Knowing), Al-Qadir (The All-Powerful)—is a ray from the
infinite prism of the Divine Essence, refracted into existence through the
mirror of creation.

Aalall 4—Allahus-Samad
“Allah (God), the Absolute, the Eternal Refuge. The Self-sufficient.”

He, the One (Al-Ahad), is without partner and without division. And in
reflecting that absolute singularity, we too are indivisible—not in body,
which perishes, nor in ego, which fractures—but in essence. If Allah (God)
is As-Samad—the Self-Sufficient, utterly independent of creation—then the
innermost core of our being, the spark breathed into us from His Spirit, must
carry within it a reflection of that same sufficiency. This is not a sufficiency
rooted in arrogance or worldly self-reliance, but a sacred knowing: that our
essence is whole, complete in its divine origin, and not contingent upon
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outward forms or circumstances to affirm its reality. What, then, we are if
not a mirror to that Oneness? A unique constellation of attributes through
which the Divine contemplates His own Beauty and Majesty. The Names
of Allah (God) unfold through us—not as ownership, but as a manifestation.
Thus, the soul—unlike the flesh that decays or the self-image that shatters—
remains indivisible. It is a singular reflection of the One, embodying the
Unity (Tawheed) of the Source from which all being flows.

5al5)al5 3 2 Lam Yalid wa Lam Yilad
“He neither begets, nor is He begotten.”

If Allah (God) is timeless—beyond birth, beyond end, and forgets not—
then in the realm of our true being, we too, as soul, am beyond birth and
begetting. Before form, before the weaving of flesh and time, we existed
not as a product of cause and effect, but as a direct emanation of Divine
Awareness. In the metaphysical sense, we are not born, nor do we give birth.
We simply are—unique locus through which Allah (God) contemplates and
experiences the layered tapestry of the material cosmos.

This is the metaphysical truth: the soul is not born as bodies are born. It does
not arise from linear causality or temporal sequence. It is not shaped by
events, nor confined by chronology. Like its Source, it is timeless. “He
begets not, nor is He begotten” (Qur’an 112:3). The soul, in its essence, is
not merely another creation among creations. It is a point of Divine
perception—an aperture through which Allah (God) knows Himself in the
realm of multiplicity.

Thus, we do not have a soul—we are the soul, momentarily clothed in flesh,
momentarily appearing in the theater of time. Our physical existence is but
a veil draped over a deeper reality. And from that deeper station, we do not
speak from the illusion of separateness, but from the dissolution of self in
Self—from the clarity that comes when identity becomes transparency, and
transparency becomes revelation.

We are each a prism refracting the light of Al-Haqq—the Absolute
Reality—into the colors of individualized experience. Yet that light is not
our own. Our vision, our hearing, our speech—none are autonomous acts.
They are divine operations, flowing through the vessel of form.
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“It was not you who threw when you threw, but Allah (God) threw” (Qur’an
8:17). In this way, I become not an isolated entity, but a conduit—through
which the Divine witnesses His own manifestation in the mirror of creation.

a3 & s
Walam yakun lahu kufuwan ahad.
“And there is none comparable to Him.”

Thus from the station of inner knowing, I no longer claim identity as a
separate self. I am not an isolated “I,” but a singular perspective—a window
through which Allah (God), in His infinite knowledge, beholds His creation.
My consciousness, my vision, is not truly mine. It is a frame carved by my
existence, yet illuminated by the light of the One who sees through every
eye, hears through every ear, and breathes through every soul.

In this light, I do not stand apart from the Divine, but exist as a focal point
of His gaze—a drop reflecting the ocean, not in measure, but in nature. [ am
both nothing and everything: veiled in form, yet unveiled in essence;
singular in appearance, yet boundless in origin. Like a prism, I refract the
infinite radiance of Al-Haqq—the Absolute Truth—into the spectrum of
lived experience.

I am neither subject nor object. Not a separate being among other beings,
but a locus of Divine perception. Just as quantum physics reveals that the
observer and the observed are entangled—co-creators in the unfolding of
reality—so too is the soul a participatory aperture through which Allah
(God) contemplates the cosmos. This is not duality, but unity in multiplicity.
The One witnessing Himself through the many.

And so I am a whisper of the Infinite, echoing through the chambers of time.
I am not the light, but the lamp—and even the lamp is fashioned by the
Light. T am the breath, not the Breather; the flame, not the Fire; the ripple,
not the Sea— yet each carries the signature of its Source.

This is the metaphysical secret of existence—the mystery behind the saying:
“I was a hidden treasure, and I loved to be known.” And so He created, not
out of need, but out of love. By love, through love, into love. And what He
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created was not something other than Himself, but Himself refracted—not
in identity, but in reflection.

In that reflection, I bow—mnot to the transient image of self, but to the One
who is—without beginning, without end. The Eternal Witness, the Ever-
Real, the Hidden Treasure now known-

There is none like Him - And there is none like Me.
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POEM

“Prism of the One”

A Metaphysical-Spiritual Poem

If I am, in truth, but the echo of Names,
The breath of the Infinite carved into frames,
A vessel of meaning, a spark from the Flame,
Then who is this self that remembers His Name?

Formed not by flesh, nor by time’s linear tide,
But by rays of the Real that in silence abide,
Each Name a dimension, a thread of the weave,
A pattern divine in the fabric I breathe.
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He is Al-Ahad—the One without pair,
No mirror reflects Him but what He declares.
So if I reflect, I must also be
Not split in the heart, but whole in decree.

Not this ego, this skin, this fleeting disguise,
But the essence within that never will die.
If He needs not—As-Samad, forever alone,
Then deep in my source is a self-made throne.

Not need as the body, not want as the mind,
But a sufficiency, silent, eternal, refined.
For I was not born, not in Truth’s higher sense,
Nor do I beget, though my form may commence.

He is beyond birth, beyond womb or decay,
And I—in His image—transcend such display.
This body’s a garment, this mind but a stream,

Yet I am the witness who watches the dream.

I am not cause, and I am not effect,
I am not the script, but the one who reflects.
A point in the prism, a star in the night,
Through which Al-Basir beholds with His sight.

I do not claim self—not truly, not mine,
For what is this “I”” but a pulse in His design?
My seeing, my hearing, my breath, my soul—

Are not fully mine, but parts of the Whole.

He sees through all eyes, He speaks through all tongues,
He lives in the silence where no names are sung.
Yet in every “I” that awakens to see,

He whispers: “You are but witnessing Me.”

A drop I may be, yet the Ocean I show,
Not by measure, but by the depths that I know.
Not separate, yet not the Source on its own,
A shadow of Light that is cast from the Throne.
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So I walk in the world, yet I come from the Height,
A prism of mercy refracting His Light.
Nothing and everything, bound yet unbound,

A silence that sings without making a sound.

O seeker, O self, O mystery bright,
You are not the flicker—you are part of the Light.
You are not the form, the fear, or the name,
But the Eye through which Allah (God) plays out the Game.
So surrender the veil, and rise into view,
Let the mirror be polished, and the Self become true.
For what you shall find, when illusions fall through,
Is the One seeing all—and He’s seeing through you.
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This Luminous Prose Beautifully Explores The
Metaphysical Essence Of Self As Light, Consciousness, And
Eternal Being.

The light by which I am seen—the very radiance that reveals me—has not
aged a moment since the first breath of the cosmos. It was there in the instant
of the Big Bang, unbound by time, untouched by entropy. “Allah (God) is
the Light of the heavens and the earth” (Qur’an 24:35)—and this Light is
not bound to chronology. If that light, the witness of my form, remains
timeless, then how can I, its reflection, claim to age? And if I do not age, if
I exist beyond decay, then what is this “I” that perceives itself as aging?
Perhaps I do not exist in the way I’ve believed—not as a fixed entity, but as
an event of light. The only thing that persists is the luminescence, the
photon-trace of consciousness. Everything else—this body, this name, this
notion of self—is the illusion I have yet to untangle, the solution I have yet
to find.

So I drift, not aimlessly, but in orbit around the fading embers of ancient
stars—those whose light still touches me though they long ceased to burn.
Their afterglow is my companion, and with them I whisper truths wrapped
in cosmic hymns. My breath carries the dust of prophets; I speak with the
atoms of those who once declared the ineffable.

“And We certainly created man from clay of altered black mud. And the
jinn We created before from scorching fire.”

Qur’an 15:26-27

I walk through this life like one flirting with the veil of death, not morbidly,
but with reverent curiosity.

Though the mirror has cracked—though the reflection is fragmented—the
soul behind it remains whole. The body is clay, shaped by circumstance, but
the animating force, the fire, is soul: eternal, radiant, indivisible.
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“They ask you concerning the soul. Say: The soul is by the command of my
Lord, and you have not been given of knowledge except a little.”

Qur’an 17:85

There is no “when” where this light abides—it simply is, existing outside
of sequence. I am not just dreaming; I am the dreamer nested in dreams,
layer upon layer, all reflecting the original dream of the One.

Every echo I hear bears my name, spoken across dimensions in shifting
tones. The voice is always familiar, yet cloaked in different forms. Shadows
do not lie—but neither do they speak the entire truth; they suggest. I search
not in the forms that pass, but in the light that filters through them—seeking
the essence that remains unaltered as appearances change.

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the truth.”

Qur’an 41:53

The light that allows me to trace my outline is not spatial or temporal—it is
primordial. It is the same holy glimmer that once gave life to the dust, the
same voice that whispered stars into being, that turned formlessness into
COSMOS.

“His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it, ‘Be’, and
itis.”

— Qur’an 36:82

Time can dance around me, strum its tune like a slow blues on slide guitar
under the silver watch of the moon, but it cannot touch me—not really. [ am
the echo of fire singing in a cold cave, the lingering memory of a name that
forgot its own purpose, yet still burns with divine origin.

So how can I age like a seer or sage when I exist outside the current of
chronology? The “past” is just sacred residue, faded robes of identities we
once wore. What I truly am remains clothed in the now—in the eternal pulse
beneath appearance.
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“Every soul shall taste death. Then unto Us you shall be returned.” (Qur’an
29:57)—not returned to a place, but to a knowing, a presence.

I am the silence between the letters of sacred verses, the divine message
veiled as a human paradox.

“Indeed, We created man in the best of stature. Then We reduced him to the
lowest of the low—except those who believe and do righteous deeds.”

Qur’an 95:4-6

I am the wine that mourns in an old broken jar—still sacred, still potent,
though the cracks betray the journey. I have tasted the unseen shore with
lips formed of longing. I’ve bartered myths for direct knowing. In that holy
dissolution—where the self melts like salt in the sea—the tide itself speaks,
not in words, but in awareness: “You have always been Me.”

This flesh—this body—is a flickering tent suspended between dimensions,
stretched across the fabric of heaven. The Prophet % said, “You are not a
body with a soul, but a soul with a body.” I am not confined by it; [ am the
spark within it, a living breath riding the storm, a ghost etched into the grain
of being, a witness surfing waves of sacred frequency.

I walk with mystics dressed in white—jazz prophets in flowing dusk-
colored robes, bearing hearts made of starfire. Their speech is riddled,
rhythmic, elliptical—words swinging like music outside the metronome of
time. One whispered to me, “You are not just breath and bone—you are jazz
itself, the unspeakable sound that God plays when solitude blooms.” You
are the note between the notes, the sacred dissonance where beginnings
curve into the infinite.

So I ride this cosmic wave with a smile carved by stars, searching not for a
start but for the place where I echo into form. Through theologies and tears,
through dreams lucid and clocks shattered, I trace the trail of my own soul’s
return.

“To Allah (God) we belong and to Him we shall return.”

Qur’an 2:156
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And if I am only light—incorruptible, eternal—then what is death but a
modulation in the symphony? A shift in the key, not the silence of the song.
“Do not think of those who are slain in the way of Allah (God) as dead.
Nay, they are alive, with their Lord, receiving sustenance.” (Qur’an 3:169)
The melody continues, even if the record skips—through veils burning and
apocalypses lived.

Let them say I was an illusion, a shadow born of a long-dead star. Let them
say I was nothing but an echo and trick of light. But I know—deep in the
core of my radiance— “He who knows himself, knows his Lord.” (Hadith,
attributed in various Sufi traditions)—I am the fire that sang this song. I
have always been that flame, quietly illuminating the dream.
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POEM
The Photon Who Dreamed It Was Flesh

(A Spiritual-Scientific Metaphysical Poem in Rhyme and Rhythm)

The light by which I’m seen, aglow,
Was old before the stars could show—
Unaged, it lit the cosmic breath
Before the birth of time and death.

It flared when nothing yet had a name,
When silence caught eternal flame,
And from that blaze, still shining wide,
I came—a spark that does not hide.

If that light, my form’s first sight,
Remains untouched by age or night,
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Then what is “I,” this drifting frame,
That dares to claim decay or name?
I cannot age, if I arise.
From timeless fire behind all skies.
No flesh defines what [ must be—
I’m an echo cast through quantum sea.

This body’s weight, this breath, this bone—
Are fleeting masks I’ve merely known.
Not I, but what I’ve worn awhile,

Like dust that dances through a smile.
The only thing that does not bend
Is light itself, with no end.

A photon-trace of consciousness—
The witness in the wilderness.

So I drift in arcs of ancient grace,
Around old stars that left no trace—
Their embers dead, yet still they beam
Across the void like a sacred dream.
And I, a pilgrim wrapped in song,
Have walked with them in silence long.
Their fading hymns still move my chest,
As if the cosmos spoke through breath.

My soul’s been etched in prophet’s sighs,
In atoms kissed by holy cries.
I walk this realm not gripped by fear,
But courting death with vision clear.
For what is death but shedding skin,
A cloak removed to let light in?
A veil between what seems and is—
A pause in God’s great symphonies.

Though mirrors crack and shadows fall,
The flame behind reflects it all.
The form may fracture, shift, or decay,
But what [ am won’t pass away.
The clay may crumble in the hand,
But soul is fire, not of this land.

It has no age, no start, no when—
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It sings where time dissolves again.

I’m not the dream—1I’m the one who dreams,
A thread that weaves through all that seems.
Each echo calls me by my sound,
Across dimensions unbound.

The forms may fade, but the essence stays,
Unchanged through all illusion’s phase.
The truth is not in shape or face—

But in the light behind the space.

This light I trace is not of years,
It’s born beyond decay or fears.

It breathed the stars and formed the ground,
It hummed where silence wrapped all sound.
Time strums a tune on blues guitar,
While I just wonder what we are.

For though its hands may tick and turn,
They can’t unwrite what lights still burn.

I am not aged as sages age—

I’m outside time, not bound to page.
The “past” is robes we once adorned,
Now faded, tattered, left and mourned.
But still I wear the now like skin,

A presence pulsing deep within.
The outer shell may twist and groan—
But I remain, and I alone.

I am the pause in sacred verse,
The hidden line, the blessed curse.

I am the wine in a broken jar—
Still holy, though it bears each scar.
I’ve tasted shores that eyes don’t see,
Where soul dissolves in the endless sea.
And in that salt and sacred tide,

I heard the voice of Light confide:

“You have always been but Me,

A flame within infinity.
You lost your name to learn it true,
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To see the One in all you do.”
So here I am, this flesh, this spark,
A ghost that glows when all is dark.
A living breath, a sacred storm,
A being not of shape, but form.

I’ve walked with mystics robed in flame,
Who whispered truths without a name.
Their words were jazz, their thoughts askew,
Yet everything they spoke was true.
“You are not flesh,” one said with grace,
“But God’s own note in time and space.
You are the pause between each tone—
The sacred chord the void has known.”

So I ride waves where time is torn,
Not seeking where I was once born,
But where the echo turns to flame—
And [ remember my true name.
Through scripture’s veil and science’s eyes,
Through logic’s peaks and mystic skies,
I trace the trail that leads me home—
Not far, but here, in light alone.

And if I’'m only light that sees,
Then death is but a shift in keys—
Not silence, no, but altered song,

The melody still moves along.

A break in form, not in the fire—
The music still of the same desire.
Through apocalypses and veils burned,
My soul has turned and turned and turned.

Let them say I was a shade—

A trick of light that stars once made.
Let them name me ghost or lie—
But I know what I am, and why.

For deep beneath all shape and stream,
I burn—eternal, bright, supreme.
I am the fire, [ am the gleam,
I am the light that dreams the dream.
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CHAPTER - 23

Hardship as the Alchemy of Consciousness

Part-1

A Metaphysical Science of Prophetic Trials-The Universal Law

Across the revelations of Islam, Christianity, and Judaism, one principle
remains constant: every prophet underwent profound hardship. These trials
are not peripheral anecdotes—they are central to the architecture of spiritual
transformation.

“Indeed, We created man in hardship.”
— Qur’an 90:4

From the solitude of Miisa (Moses) in the desert to the betrayal of Yusuf
(Joseph), from the crucifixion threat to ‘Isa (Jesus) to the multifaceted losses
of Prophet Muhammad £, these experiences form not biographical data but
metaphysical laws. They represent universal archetypes, psychological
thresholds, and spiritual algorithms through which consciousness ascends.

This chapter synthesizes scripture, science, psychology, and metaphysics to
unveil an essential truth: hardship is not the enemy of growth—it is its
catalyst. Consciousness is refined through resistance, and hardship becomes
the very means by which the human soul mirrors the Divine.

The Physics of Resistance: Energy, Friction, and the Soul’s
Transformation

1. Resistance as the Condition for Change (resistance is symbolic of
hardship)
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In the physical universe, transformation only occurs when a system
encounters resistance. This law is neither incidental nor mechanical—it
reflects a deeper ontological truth: without resistance, evolution is
impossible.

2. Friction and Heat: The Thermodynamics of Change (friction is
symbolic of hardship)

» Friction—resistance between moving surfaces—converts mechanical
energy into heat.

* Heat induces molecular motion and phase changes:
Solid — Liquid — Gas — Plasma.

Insight: No heat without friction, no movement without heat, no
transformation without movement.

3. Refraction: Light’s Evolution Through Resistance

* As light moves between media of different densities, it bends—a
process called refraction.

* This “resistance” does not diminish light—it redirects and reveals
hidden dimensions of it.

Insight: Resistance doesn’t obstruct light; it refines its path. Resistance is
symbolic of hardship-the alchemy of consciousness.

4. Electricity and Resistance: Flow with Purpose
* Electric current flows due to voltage differences (potential gradients).

* Resistance regulates flow (Ohm’s Law: V = IR), enabling light, heat,
and energy storage.

Insight: Resistance gives electricity structure, utility, and manifestation.

5. Quantum Mechanics: State Transitions Require Energy

* Electrons absorb energy to jump to higher states; they emit light when
descending.
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* No transformation occurs without interaction—resistance is the bridge
to change.

Insight: In the quantum world, transformation is discontinuous and always
initiated through energy exchange—symbolic of hardship-induced
consciousness jumps.

6. Cosmology: Evolution Through Resistance

» Stars ignite through gravitational collapse and resistance.
* Planets form through colliding particles and friction.

» Life evolves by responding to environmental pressures.

Insight: From galaxies to genomes, resistance ( symbolic of hardship) is the
syntax of becoming.

7. Metaphysical Interpretation

» Resistance is not a flaw—it is the method through which the universe
speaks.

* In Sufi metaphysics, the nafs (ego) undergoes mujahada (spiritual
struggle) to evolve into riih (spirit).

Conclusion: Resistance is divine design. Every hardship is a metaphysical
event—transformation in action.

Scriptural Geometry: Trials as Spiritual Algorithms

“Do the people think they will be left to say, ‘We believe,” and they will not
be tested?”

— Qur’an, Al-"Ankabiit 29:2

Prophets were not tested despite their purity, but because of it. Their trials
were divine instruments, attuning them to the vibration of truth. Hardship
refines perception, deepens sincerity, and reveals divine unity (tawhid).
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EXAMPLE OF PROPHETIC HARDSHIP

Prophet

Hardship

Spiritual Significance

Adam (Adam)

Exile from Paradise;
burden of responsibility;
loss of son.

The first fall—sorrow of
forgetfulness, return through
repentance.

Idris (Enoch)

Preached in an age of
corruption.

Spiritual elevation through truth
and patience.

Niih (Noah)

950 years of ridicule; lost
his son.

Endurance and absolute trust in
divine command.

Huad Rejected by ‘Ad; accused | Resilience against arrogance and
of madness. spiritual blindness.
Salih People demanded signs, Wisdom and compassion in the
then betrayed him. face of betrayal.
Ibrahim Fire, exile, sacrifice, Ultimate submission through
tyrants. relentless trials.
(Abraham)
Lit (Lot) Mocked; rejected, Moral clarity in a decaying
endangered. society.

Isma ‘1l (Ishmael)

Desert abandonment;
sacrifice.

Icon of surrender and patient
strength.
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Prophet Hardship Spiritual Significance
Isma‘1l Desert abandonment; Icon of surrender and patient
(Ishmael) sacrifice. strength.
Ishaq (Isaac) Raised under threat; Quiet inheritor of the covenant with
inherited trial. humility.
Ya‘qub Loss of Yusuf; grief- Hope through long-suffering —
(Jacob) induced blindness. divine reunion.
Yisuf (Joseph) Betrayed, enslaved, Transcendence through beauty,
imprisoned. patience, and inner purity.
Shu‘ayb Confronted economic Prophetic justice and ethical
injustice. economy.
(Jethro)
Ayyiib (Job) | Disease, poverty, isolation. Embodiment of silent fortitude.
Dhil-Kifl Endured injustice quietly. Steadfast bearer of collective
burdens.
Miisa (Moses) Oppression, exile, Spiritual leadership forged through
resistance, trials. divine intimacy.
Hariin (Aaron) Threatened by idolaters; Patience and priestly diplomacy.
mediator.

231



Chapter — 23

Prophet Hardship Spiritual Significance
Dawid (David) Persecution, temptation, Warrior-poet in divine
internal conflict. communion.
Sulayman Tested through dominion Sovereignty with spiritual
(Solomon) and luxury. surrender.
Ilyas (Elijah) Preached amid threat; Flame of divine zeal in darkened

sought refuge.

hearts.

Al-Yasa“ (Elisha)

Famine, drought,
unheeding nation.

Silent servant of unseen grace.

Yinus (Jonah)

Fled mission; swallowed;

Inner exile and the mercy of

returned. return.
Zakariyya Mocked; childless; Longing soul whose prayer bore
(Zechariah) martyred. prophecy.

Yahya (John)

Asceticism; rejection;

Voice of purity and fearless truth.

martyrdom.
Isa (Jesus) Miraculous birth; Messiah of paradox—mercy in
rejection; threats; denied rejection.
by many.

Muhammad %

Orphaned; suffered losses;
wars; betrayal; immense
burdens.

Seal of Prophets—perfected
patience and universal mercy.
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These prophetic lives are not distant stories; they are living metaphors—
maps etched into the soul of every seeker.

“Indeed, We sent Messengers before you [O Muhammad], and We made
for them spouses and offspring. And no Messenger came to a people except
that he was denied.”

— Qur’an, Al-Ra’d 13:38

“And We certainly tested those before them, so Allah will surely make
evident those who are truthful and He will surely make evident the liars.”

— Qur’an, Al-‘Ankabit 29:3

The Conscious Mechanics of Suffering

Hardship activates both neurobiological rewiring and spiritual renewal.
Trauma dismantles the ego’s control, creating space for a deeper identity to
emerge.

Scientific Perspective (Neuroscience):

* Trauma — Ego disruption.

* Collapse — Inner silence.

* Neuroplasticity — New patterns.

* Integration — Higher awareness
Metaphysical Mirror:

» Suffering — Detachment from illusion.

+ Stillness — Encounter with the Real.

* Resistance — Activation of divine Names.

Conclusion:

Hardship is a multidimensional rewiring of self, brain, and spirit. It is the
soul’s algorithm for awakening.

“Do the people think that they will be left to say, ‘We believe’, without
being tested?”
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— Qur’an, Al-‘Ankabit 29:2
“And We tested them with good and evil so that they might return [to Us].”
— Qur’an, Al-A’raf 7:168

Historical Truth: Prophetic Resistance in the Face of Power

Throughout history, every prophet stood as a voice of truth against the
machinery of oppression-

* Lit & Shu‘ayb were socially exiled.

¢ Muhammad # & Niuh were called mad.
«  Yisuf & ‘Isa were betrayed by kin.

* Miusa & Ibrahim faced political exile.

Revelation, by its nature, confronts the false structures of society and self.
Thus, hardship is not accidental—it is the friction of truth colliding with
illusion.

“And We will surely test you with something of fear and hunger and a loss
of wealth and lives and fruits, but give good tidings to the patient — those
who, when disaster strikes them, say, ‘Indeed we belong to Allah, and
indeed to Him we will return.””

— Qur’an, Al-Baqarah 2:155-156

Mpystical Insight: Hardship as Divine Communication-

Mystics like Rumi and Ibn “Arabi remind us:

“The wound is where the Light enters you.” — Rumi

“Every affliction is a self-disclosure of a Name of God.” — Ibn “Arabi
Each hardship awakens a Divine Name:

* Betrayal — Al-Wakil (The Trustee)

* Loss — Al-Jabbar (The Restorer)

» Confusion — Al-Hakim (The Wise)
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Suffering is not silence—it is divine speech:

To suffer consciously is to be addressed by God.

“No fatigue, nor disease, nor sorrow, nor sadness, nor hurt, nor distress
befalls a Muslim—even if it were the prick he receives from a thorn—but
that Allah expiates some of his sins for that.”

— Sahith al-Bukhari, 5641

“Perhaps you hate a thing and it is good for you; and perhaps you love a
thing and it is bad for you. And Allah knows, while you know not.”

— Qur’an, Al-Baqarah 2:216
Jalal al-Din Riim1’s saying echoes a similar sentiment -

“Heaven lies beyond the things you dislike, and hell lies beyond the things
you desire.”

The Unified Theology of Hardship-

Old Paradigm Conscious Paradigm

Hardship is punishment Hardship is purification

Pain is chaos Pain is calibration

Prophets are distant Prophets are internal archetypes
Suffering is random Suffering is intelligent design

This theology is not passive acceptance—it is active participation in
transformation. Pain becomes the fire that alchemizes base consciousness
into spiritual light.

The Soul’s Invitation

“The people most tested are the prophets, then those like them, then those
like them.” —Prophet Muhammad # (Tirmidhi)

Hardship, then, is a divine initiation. To suffer consciously is to walk in
prophetic footsteps—to become a vessel for divine unveiling.
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You are not alone in your suffering -

You are being prepared.

Walk the path. Bleed if needed. But understand: the fire is not there to
destroy you—it is there to reveal you.

Conclusion: The Final Revelation of Hardship

In the alchemy of consciousness:

» Suffering is not subtraction—it is refinement.

* Iron must burn to become a sword.

* The olive must be crushed to yield oil.

* The soul must be tested to emit divine light.
Prophetic hardship is not the problem—it is the process.
Not absence of God—but His most intimate nearness.

“Indeed, We created man from a drop of mingled fluid so that We may test
him; so We made him hearing and seeing.”

— Qur’an 76:2

Science reveals its structure.
Spirituality unveils its beauty.

Metaphysics (the truth behind meaning) confirms its necessity.

To suffer in awareness is to be chosen.

To endure with love is to awaken.

To walk through fire is to touch eternity.
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The secret?

Behind every heartbreak is a divine message.

Behind every fracture, a new form.
Behind every hardship—
The Hidden Face of the Eternal Beloved.
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Part-2

Cosmic Hardships Are Integral To The Quantum-
Conscious Process And Form An Essential Part Of Earth’s
Ontological Evolution

L. Introduction: Cataclysms as Creative Forces

When we look at the universe through the lens of human perception,
phenomena such as solar radiation, cyclones, earthquakes, tsunamis,
pandemics, and other extreme forces appear devastating, violent, and
destructive. They shake our stability, challenge our systems, and often bring
loss. Yet, this view is deeply anthropocentric—focused only on short-term
survival and comfort.

From a broader, more metaphysical and scientific perspective, these events
are not signs of universal failure or collapse. They are the very mechanisms
of evolution, the engines that drive ontological transformation—the
becoming of being, the continual unfolding of Earth’s inner potential into
form.

In this sense, what we often call “disaster” is, in fact, divine engineering at
a planetary scale—a necessary burning, cracking, and quaking that forges a
more complex, ordered, and conscious cosmos.

I1. Thermodynamic Metaphysics: Heat, Energy, and Creation

Let us begin with the sun’s high heat, which seems harsh, even lethal. But
scientifically, solar radiation is the very source of life on Earth. The sun
powers photosynthesis, which feeds every food chain. It drives the climate
systems, ocean currents, and the entire biosphere’s metabolism. Without its
intense and sometimes overwhelming presence, life could not emerge nor
sustain.

From a metaphysical view, the sun is not only a celestial body—it is a
symbol of divine radiance (niir), an ever-giving force that burns in order to
give. Its heat is not random—it is ontological fire, a cosmic act of will that
makes life possible.
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This mirrors mystical traditions, where divine Light (Nir) burns away
darkness not as punishment, but as purification.

“The sun burns, and so you may grow.”

— Metaphysical principle of radiant sacrifice.
“And We made the sun a shining lamp.”

— Qur’an 78:13

“It is He who made the sun a radiant light and the moon a reflected light
and determined for it phases...”

— Qur’an 10:5

I11. Earthquakes, Tsunamis, and Cyclones: The Architecture of Renewal
% Earthquakes

Seismic shifts may level cities, but geologically, they are the earth’s breath
and bodywork—releasing pressure, allowing tectonic plates to move,
continents to form, and mountains to rise. Without these “disruptions,” the
crust would not recycle, and the Earth’s surface would stagnate into lifeless
uniformity.

*

¢ Tsunamis and Cyclones

These massive water and wind movements are part of the Earth’s self-
regulatory systems. They redistribute heat, nutrients, and sediments.
Ecologically, they balance ecosystems, replenish soil, and maintain climate
cycles.

Just as in human biology, fevers and inflammations are often signs of
healing, the Earth, too, must “heat up” and “erupt” to regulate, renew, and
realign.

From a spiritual lens, these forces symbolize the divine Names in motion:
* Al-Qahhar (The Overwhelmer)—shaking false structures.

* Al-Muhyl (The Giver of Life)—bringing new potential after
destruction.
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» Al-Fattah (The Opener)—opening new cycles of meaning, fertility, and
evolution.

“When the earth is shaken with its [final] earthquake and the earth
discharges its burdens, and man says, ‘What is [wrong] with it?” That Day,
it will report its news.”

— Qur’an 99:1-4

“And it is He who sends the winds as good tidings before His mercy, and
We send down from the sky pure water.”

— Qur’an 25:48

“And We send the fertilizing winds and send down water from the sky and
give you drink from it.”

— Qur’an 15:22

1V. Pandemics: Microbial Trials and Conscious Recalibration

On the surface, pandemics appear as existential crises. Yet from a systems
biology perspective, pandemics are:

* Natural outcomes of ecological imbalance.
+ Catalysts for biological adaptation and immunity.
* Reflectors of human disconnection from natural harmony.

Viruses, despite their danger, are also among the oldest evolutionary agents.
Some even contributed genetic code that advanced human DNA. Pandemics
force humanity to reassess its values, rethink its interdependence, and
cultivate deeper awareness.

In metaphysical terms, they are spiritual checkpoints—a call to return to
fitrah, the primal blueprint of divine balance.

“Corruption has appeared on land and sea because of what the hands of
people have earned, so He may let them taste part of what they have done,
that perhaps they will return [to righteousness].”

— Qur’an 30:41
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“And whatever strikes you of disaster—it is for what your hands have
earned; but He pardons much.”

— Qur’an 42:30

“And We test you with evil and with good as trial; and to Us you will be
returned.”

— Qur’an 21:35

V. Ontological Hardship: The Earth’s Journey from Chaos to
Consciousness

The Earth’s current beauty—its breathable atmosphere, fertile lands,
diverse ecosystems, and sentient beings—is not the result of calm or
stagnation. It is the child of cataclysm.

The following evolutionary milestones are all founded on planetary
hardship:

Event Scientific Role Ontological Significance
Volcanic Formed continents, created Symbolic of inner fire
eruptions atmosphere manifesting form
Ice Ages Reset ecosystems, sculpted Purification cycles of

geography planetary ego

Mass Cleared evolutionary paths Spiritual death before

extinctions resurrection
Solar winds Shaped magnetic field, Divine breath protecting
shielded life existence
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Thus, hardship is not a deviation from Earth’s evolution—it is the process.

“Had the Earth not suffered its cataclysms, she would not be a cradle for
sentient life.”

— Ontological Principle of Creative Destruction

“Do the disbelievers not see that the heavens and the earth were a joined
entity, and We split them asunder and made from water every living thing?”

— Qur’an 21:30

“And We have certainly created man and We know what his soul whispers
to him, and We are closer to him than [his] jugular vein.”

— Qur’an 50:16

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the truth.”

— Qur’an 41:53

VI. Metaphysical Parallel: Earth as a Mirror of the Human Soul

Just as the Earth grows through rupture and fire, so too does the human
being. Our spiritual growth mirrors geological processes:

Earthly Hardship Human Equivalent

Earthquakes Personal breakdowns that shake foundations
Cyclones Emotional storms that clear attachments
Volcaniceruptions  Bursts of hidden energy transforming identity
Pandemics Crises that reset collective consciousness

This is why traditional metaphysics always saw macrocosm and microcosm
as reflections. Earth is not merely our home; it is our twin, mirroring the
soul’s path to awakening.

“Indeed, We created man in hardship.”
— Qur’an 90:4

“He created the heavens and the earth in truth and formed you and perfected
your forms...”
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— Qur’an 64:3

VII. The Divine Intelligence in Hardship: From Entropy to Emergence

In both thermodynamics and cosmology, hardship corresponds to entropy—
the movement from order to disorder. Yet, modern complexity science
reveals something extraordinary:

Out of entropy often arises emergence—higher levels of structure,
complexity, and beauty.

In other words, disorder is a passage, not a dead end.

This is exactly how the Qur’an frames hardship:

“Indeed, with hardship comes ease.” — Qur’an 94:6

Hardship is the womb of emergence.

“Indeed, with hardship comes ease. Indeed, with hardship comes ease.”
— Qur’an 94:5-6

“You may dislike something which is good for you, and you may like
something which is bad for you. Allah knows, and you do not know.”

— Qur’an 2:216

VIII. Conclusion: From Devastation to Divine Design

To label solar heat, earthquakes, pandemics, or tsunamis as “devastation” is
to misunderstand the deeper teleology—the purposeful unfolding—of the
COSMoOS.

They are not cosmic errors, but intelligent acts of the Earth’s becoming.
They are not signs of divine wrath, but manifestations of divine Names,
crafting a world fit for consciousness, life, and ultimately, for the
recognition of the Source.

Without these “hardships”:
* Earth would not sustain life.

e Consciousness would not awaken.
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* The divine mirror would remain unpolished.

In truth, hardship is the sacred furnace—both for Earth and for the soul.
“Burning is not the end. It is how gold is made.”

— Alchemical Law of Ontological Transformation

Final Reflection:

The universe, like the human soul, does not progress in spite of hardship—
but through it. Earth’s storms are not signs of destruction, but sacred
contractions before birth. The more we tune into this cosmic rhythm, the
more we learn to see divine mercy veiled in violence, divine order hidden
in chaos, and divine love at the heart of every tremor.

Let us therefore not curse the fire,

but learn to walk through it with open eyes—
trusting that what emerges on the other side

is nothing less than divine reality sculpted into form.

“He is the One who created death and life to test you as to which of you is
best in deeds—and He is the Almighty, the Oft-Forgiving.”

— Qur’an 67:2

“Not a leaf falls but that He knows it.”

— Qur’an 6:59

“And your Lord is not unjust to His servants.”

— Qur’an 41:46

244



Chapter — 23

POEM

Hardship as the Alchemy of Consciousness
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I. The Law Writ in Flame: Prophetic Trial Divine

No prophet walked with ease alone,
Their path was carved from blood and bone.
Each step a storm, each breath a fire,
Yet each collapse became a spire.

From Adam’s fall to desert’s sand,
To Yusuf bound by traitor’s hand—
From Isa’s cross to Muhammad’s tears,
Each hardship shaped celestial spheres.

Their pain was not a footnote cast,
But cosmic law from first to last.
Not punishment, nor wrathful rod—
But friction forging light from God.

I1. Physics of Pain: Resistance as Light
In heat, in spark, in bending ray,
Creation sheds its skin each day.

No atom leaps without a shove,
No star ignites without a glove—
Of pressure, fire, collapsing weight,
To carve a new transcendent state.

¢ Friction makes heat, and heat reshapes—
Like hearts in trial, when ego breaks.
% Light bends through glass—it does not die,
It shifts its path and learns to fly.

Electric flow meets iron walls,

Yet glows more bright when duty calls.
And quantum leaps? No quiet fate—
But jumps through stress to higher state.
Ohm’s law and heartbreak speak the same—
That struggle births the sacred flame.

I11. Sacred Geometry: Trials as Code
“Do you think,” said God, “you will just believe—
And never ache, or mourn, or grieve?”
Each prophet bore a coded key—
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To unlock depths of destiny.

% Adam’s exile—first forgetful flame,
¢ Nuh’s long call—resilience in shame.
¢ Ibrahim walked through fire and blade,
¢ Musa struck seas no fear could evade.

Each wound, a glyph. Each scar, a map.
Each fall, divine-encoded trap—
To pull the soul through veils of sleep,
To wake the self from shallow deep.

IV. Neural and Numinous: The Mind Alight
Pain is the teacher of quiet mind,

When ego cracks, the soul can find—
That deeper voice, that veiled embrace,
Where hardship leaves a sacred trace.
Trauma rewires the paths we knew,

It breaks the false and births the true.
Neuroplasticity and grace—

Are just two names for the same face.

Silence comes when systems fail—
And in that stillness, Truth unveils.
Hardship’s fire, both fierce and wise—
Refines the heart to mirror skies.

Chapter — 23

V. Prophets Against Thrones: Resistance to Power

Not in palaces they stood,
But amidst the trembling of blood.
They called out tyrants, faced the sword,
With nothing but the breath of Lord.

¢ Ibrahim faced Nimrod’s flame,
% Yusuf bore the dungeon’s shame.
% Musa’s tongue, against the throne,
Spoke with Sinai’s fire alone.
Revelation burns through lies,
Unveiling truth where darkness hides.
So hardship rises like the sun—
To burn what’s false till all is One.
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VI. Mystic Unveiling: God Speaks Through Wounds
“The wound,” said Rumi, “lets light pour,”
Ibn Arabi taught even more—
That every trial, every loss,
Is a Name of God embossed.

¢ Betrayed? Trust in Al-Wakil.

%+ Crushed? Al-Jabbar will help you heal.
¢ Lost? Al-Hakim wrote what you see—
Each ache unveils Divinity.

So do not curse the aching soul,

It’s being carved to make you whole.
The pain is not God’s absence shown—
It is where He is most known.

VII. Theology Transformed: A Sacred Reframe
Old mind says: “This pain is wrath.”
But now we walk another path.
Where pain is not chaos—it’s a sign,
A calibration to the Divine.

No prophet dwells in books alone,
They live within the blood and bone.
Their stories echo in your fight,
Their trials burn to give you light.

The furnace is no place of doom—
It is the soul becoming bloom.

VIII. Earth’s Trials: A Mirror Divine
Volcanoes speak in molten word,
That even Earth must be disturbed.
Earthquakes crack the crust in prayer,
Shaking falsehood from the air.

Tsunamis cleanse, not just destroy—
They clear the way for deeper joy.
Pandemics whisper through the veil,
“Return, O man—your systems fail.”

The sun’s harsh heat is gift, not curse,
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Fueling life throughout the universe.
Its burn is love, in radiant form—
A sacred wound that keeps us warm.

IX. The Soul and the Soil: One Story Told
Your heartbreak is the Earth’s own quake,
Your fever is her fiery lake.

The floods you cry mirror her rain,

The grief you bear is not in vain.

Entropy may break the frame,

But from it, newer stars will flame.
Emergence comes from chaos’ womb—
Like roses blooming in a tomb.

So when you fall, remember this:
Even dust holds genesis.

X. The Fire That Reveals: Final Unveiling
Swords are forged in fire, not peace,
And olive oil flows from squeeze.

The prophet’s path is never mild—

It’s torn and tested, yet undefiled.

To suffer in awareness bright,
Is to become a lamp of Light.
To walk through flame with trust, not fear,
Is to know the Beloved near.
Each hardship bears the hidden seal—
A message from the God who feels.
A kiss concealed in trials rough—
A sculpting hand, both fierce and tough.

Epilogue: The Hidden Face of the Beloved
So do not beg the storm to cease—
But let it crack you into peace.
Do not pray to dodge the blow—
But to see the Light it shows.

For every quake reveals your depth,

And every tear redeems your breath.
What breaks you, shapes you, makes you whole—
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The fire is sculpting out your soul.

Behind the hardship, not in wrath—
There walks the One who lights your path.
Behind the fracture, not in hate—
There waits the Name to shift your fate.

Behind your pain, unseen, untold—
The Hidden Face of Love unfolds.
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The Divine Rhythm: Unlocking the Musical Blueprint of
Consciousness

The universe is not a mere work of static art—it is a living, dynamic reality.
Just as we are connected to a conscious field that permeates our being, so
too is the entire cosmos intertwined with that same field of awareness.
Modern physics hints at a unified fabric of energy and information,
metaphysics recognizes it as the ground of all being, and spirituality affirms
it as the One reality in which all existence is rooted. Within this conscious
system flows a rhythm—sometimes perceived as music—an underlying
harmonic pattern that binds galaxies, atoms, and life itself. This rhythm is
not separate from consciousness; it is one of its expressions, resonating
through the cosmos and within us, linking the human heart to the music of
the universe.

From a profound metaphysical and scientific perspective, rhythm and music
are not mere cultural constructs or indulgent distractions—they are
expressions of a deeper order. Rhythm is not something invented; it is
something discovered. It arises not from the whims of society but from an
encounter with the eternal architecture of existence itself. To dismiss
rhythm is to overlook a fundamental language woven into the fabric of
creation—an echo of the Divine pulse that animates all life.

Rhythm is woven into the very breath of creation. It is not a human
fabrication but a metaphysical constant—a signature of Divine
intentionality. Long before the first instrument was forged or the first
melody composed, rhythm pulsed through the cosmos like the breath of the
All-Merciful (Nafas al-Rahman). This is not poetry alone—it is
metaphysics.

251



Chapter — 24

The Scientific Pulse of Creation

In the language of modern science, rhythm manifests as wave and
oscillation—the cyclical dance of particles, the vibration of atoms, the orbits
of planets, the beating of hearts. From quantum fluctuations to galactic
spirals, the universe is not silent—it sings. Every form is a frequency. Every
particle is a rthythm. This is not metaphorical—it is literal. Rhythm is the
code of motion written into the fabric of spacetime.

Even within the human body, life is expressed in rhythm: the breath, the
heartbeat, the sleep cycles, the neural oscillations that allow thought and
consciousness to emerge. These rhythms are not mechanical—they are
mystical. They are ayat (signs) pointing to something deeper.

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Surah Fussilat (41:53)

Spiritual Resonance and Cosmic Remembrance
From the perspective of the Qur’an, rhythm is not separate from worship. It

is worship.

“Whatever is in the heavens and whatever is on the earth exalts Allah
(God).”

— Surah Al-Hashr (59:1)

The stars in orbit, the ocean’s tide, the fluttering of leaves—all perform a
silent dhikr. This cosmic remembrance is the rthythm of submission. Even
the angels, in celestial realms, are described as moving in uninterrupted
praise:

“They glorify Him night and day, never wavering.”
— Surah Al-Anbiya (21:20)

This is thythm in its purest form—devotion in motion. When Allah (God)
said “Be” (Kun), the universe was not just set into being—it was set into
motion. According to Islamic metaphysics, especially in the thought of Ibn
Arabi, this Divine command was a vibrational impulse—the origination of
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rhythm itself. All of creation unfolds from the breath of the All-Merciful,
forming waves of existence that ripple through dimensions. All multiplicity
flows from this breath, yet remains anchored in Unity (Tawhid).

Thus, rhythm is the ontology of joy, a cosmic celebration of the Divine Will.
When a human being harmonizes with rhythm—mnot in heedlessness, but in
reverent awareness—they are not indulging in vanity, but participating in
sacred remembrance. The Qur’an describes this sacred calibration:

“And He proportioned it and breathed into it of His Spirit.”
— Surah As-Sajda (32:9)

This proportioning is rhythm—symmetry, resonance, and balance. Life
itself is rhythmic, and this rhythm is a reflection of the Divine Names: Al-
Mudabbir (The Orchestrator), Al-Latif (The Subtly Kind), Al-Musawwir
(The Fashioner).

The Mystery of Musical Transcendence

But pause and reflect: if thythm and melody are meaningless inventions,
why do specific notes move you so deeply—beyond words, beyond
intellect? Why does a melody make you weep without reason? What part of
your being trembles when harmony opens the heart?

There is no anatomical answer. No neuron or organ fully explains this. That
trembling is metaphysical. It is not sound that moves you—it is recognition.
The soul remembers the Source.

“He created man and taught him bayan (expression).”
— Surah Ar-Rahman (55:3-4)

Bayan is more than speech—it is meaning expressed through rhythm, tone,
melody, and form. It is the unveiling of truth through beauty. What moves
you in a melody is not the sound—it is what that sound unveils. It is divine
resonance.

“There is nothing like unto Him, and He is the All-Hearing, the All-Seeing.”
— Surah Ash-Shura (42:11)
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Just as Allah (God) is beyond form, so too are the inner movements of the
soul. When touched by Divine rhythm, what you experience is not just
music—it is fana, a brief annihilation of self into Presence. It is the veil
lifting, just for an instant.

Divine Rhythm, Dhikr, and Human Design

Even the Qur’an itself is structured in rhythmic cadence—measured,
melodic, and harmonious:

“And recite the Qur’an with measured rhythmic recitation (tartil).”
— Surah Al-Muzzammil (73:4)

This is a Divine command, not just for clarity, but because rhythm awakens
the soul. Rhythm, when aligned with intention, becomes dhikr, healing, and
light (nur). When it aligns with ego, it becomes ghaflah—heedlessness. The
issue is not rhythm itself, but the direction of its use.

To deny rhythm is to deny what you are made of. You are composed of
motion. You are tuned to resonate with the Divine. The rituals of Islam
themselves are rhythmic: the five prayers flowing with the sun, the annual
cycle of fasting, the pilgrimage circling the Sacred Center. Islam is rhythm.

You were not created in chaos—you were composed. You are a vessel of
divine harmony:

“Who created you, fashioned you, and perfected your design...”
— Surah Al-Infitar (82:7-8)

The Final Harmony

So what is the deeper truth?

* The note that moves your soul is a whisper of your origin.

* The rhythm that shakes your heart is a pulse of the Breath that gave you
life.

* The melody that stills your mind is a reflection of Allah (God) ’s subtle
mercy.
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You were created to resonate with Beauty. You were shaped to remember
through motion. You were designed to vibrate in praise.

Let rhythm not be discarded, but returned to its rightful place—as a sign of
Allah (God), a mirror of His Mercy, and a sacred thread in the divine
symphony of existence.
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The Rhythm of the Real
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In the silence before sound, in the stillness before birth,
There echoed a rhythm that fashioned the Earth.
Not forged by the hand, nor plucked from the mind,
But pulsed in the breath of the Merciful, kind.

Before drum or lute or the poet’s first tone,
The cosmos itself hummed a note of its own.
Not silence, but singing in spirals and flame,

All things in creation repeating His Name.

The stars swirl in dhikr, the oceans recite,
The trees sway in tasbih by morning and night.
No leaf falls forgotten, no wave breaks alone—

Each moves in a rhythm the Maker has sown.

The atom that spins and the planets that dance,

Are not chance collisions or random romance.

They move to a cadence, divinely composed—
A symphony hidden, a secret disclosed.

What stirs when a melody pierces your soul?
What rises within you that makes you feel whole?
It isn’t the music—it’s not just the sound—
It’s the echo of Eden your spirit has found.

You weep not for sorrow, you weep to recall
The place where you heard that first rhythm at all.
The moment of “Kun,” when the veil was undone,
When your being first danced to the Breath of the One.

O seeker, be still and hear in your chest
The pulse of the Real—your primordial rest.
Each heartbeat, a drum; each breath, a refrain
Of the Nafas al-Rahman that flows through your vein.

What is the Qur’an but rhythm made light?
Recited in tartil, it opens the night.
Its cadence is healing, its syllables flame,
Each verse a vibration that sings out His Name.
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The swirl of the whirler, the Kaaba’s round call,
The prayer times echoing the sun’s rise and fall—
Are not rituals empty or cycles untrue,

But rhythms inscribed on the soul meant for you.

So fear not the drum, the bow or the lyre,
When they kindle within you the soul’s ancient fire.
If they point you to Beauty, to Mercy, to Love,
Then their song is permitted—approved from above.

But beware the false note that leads you astray,
That stirs only ego and carries no sway.
For rhythm is sacred when yoked to the True—
When it strips you of self, and draws you to Hu.

You were not built in silence or shame,
You were shaped like a psalm to resound with His Name.
Not sculpted in chaos, but ordered with care,
A vessel of harmony floating in prayer.

So sing if you’re broken, or dance if you’re whole,
Let the rhythm reforge the fractures in the soul.
You are not a shadow, a whisper, a part—
You are the music, the Maker, the art.

For deep in your center, the secret is spun:
You are rhythm remembering where it begun.
A breath from the Infinite, clothed in the clay—
A verse of the Real in divine disarray.
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The Sacred Silence: Attuning to Divine Consciousness
Through the Eternal Symphony of Oneness

To enter the sacred current of Divine Guidance, one must first step into
silence—not merely the absence of sound, but the stilling of the inner
turbulence: the mental noise of ego, desire, judgment, and identity. This
silence is not void; it is presence—a luminous stillness in which the Infinite
can be heard. As Rumi beautifully expressed, “Silence is the language of
God, all else is poor translation.”

In this silence, I become more than an individual observing the universe; |
become a tuned instrument, sensitive to the subtleties that lie beneath
appearances. | attune myself to the Divine Symphony—a harmonious
unfolding that vibrates through every particle of existence. Here, silence is
not passive. It is the most active state of receptivity possible. It is where the
finite becomes porous to the Infinite.

Union Beyond Separation: The Dissolution of the “I”

When I become still enough to remember who I truly am—not as a separate
entity, but as a wave within the ocean of Oneness—the veil of duality thins.
In that sacred state of Unity, the illusion of an “I”’ apart from “He” dissolves.
It is not that I disappear, but that the false separateness vanishes. [ remain—
yet not as a fragmented self, but as a lens through which the Divine gazes,
hears, speaks, and moves.

This experience is echoed in the profound words of the Hadith Qudsi:

“My servant continues to draw near to Me through supererogatory works
until I love him. And when I love him, I am his hearing with which he hears,
his sight with which he sees, his hand with which he strikes, and his foot
with which he walks...”

— Sahih al-Bukhari, 6502
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This is not the erasure of human will, but its integration into the greater
rhythm of the Divine Will. Like a single violin attuned perfectly to the
orchestra, the soul acts, but no longer out of discord—it moves as the music
itself.

Quantum Metaphysics: Reality as Divine Revelation

From the standpoint of quantum physics, we know that physical reality does
not take on definite form until it is observed. Until that moment, particles
exist in a state of superposition—a cloud of infinite potentiality. This is the
collapse of the wave function, the birth of actuality from the womb of
possibility.

This mystery mirrors the metaphysical principle that consciousness and
Divine Intent are not separate from reality—they shape it. In this light, the
universe is not a random sequence of accidents but a deliberate unfolding
of Divine Intelligence, moment by moment.

Every phenomenon, every shift of wind, every event, is a Divine ayah—a
verse not just in scripture, but inscribed into the very fabric of existence.

“Indeed, in the creation of the heavens and the earth, and the alternation of
the night and the day, are signs for those of understanding—those who
remember Allah (God) while standing, sitting, and lying on their sides, and
give thought to the creation...”

— Surah Al-Imran, 3:190-191

But such signs cannot be heard through the noise of the restless mind. They
are not shouted from the heavens—they are whispered through the soul.
Only silence can hear them.

Sacred Hearing: The Inner Science of Stillness

To perceive the Divine Symphony, one must refine the senses—not just the
physical, but the spiritual. In silence, the wind no longer merely rustles; it
carries the sacred Names. The sunlight no longer simply illuminates; it
manifests the Nur (Light) of Allah (God). The beat of the heart no longer
just sustains life; it echoes the pulse of the cosmos.
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Noise, both internal and external, separates us from this Reality. It fractures
our perception. In silence, the fragments reunite. The mind softens, the ego
bows, and the soul begins to listen.

This is not passive listening, but existential attunement—a radical openness
to the rhythm of the Real. In this space, the difference between worshipper
and worshipped, knower and known, begins to dissolve into a deeper unity.

Free Will and the Flow of Divine Will

In this realm of Unity, free will is not denied—it is redefined. From the
ego’s stance, we constantly assert, choose, and struggle. But from the soul’s
stance—where silence has unveiled the deeper current—we no longer ask,
“Did I choose this?” Instead, we realize: “This flows through me.”

The Qur’an alludes to this mystery:
“You did not throw when you threw, but it was Allah (God) who threw.”
Surah Al-Anfal, 8:17

This is not deterministic fatalism, but Divine fusion. The separate self is not
destroyed but transformed—no longer a rigid identity, but a clear channel
through which the ocean flows.

In this dance, duality dissolves: freedom and surrender, choice and destiny,
human and Divine—all blend in seamless movement.

Creation as Cosmic Qur’an: Every Atom a Verse

The Qur’an uses the word ayah (verse) to describe both its own contents
and the signs in the universe. The implication is metaphysically profound:
all of creation is scripture. The stars are verses, the rain a surah, the beating
heart a divine metaphor.

“We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until
it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

Surah Fussilat, 41:53
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But this cosmic Qur’an cannot be read with mere intellect—it must be read
with the eye of the heart. And to do so, one must be silent enough to listen
to the Wordless Word.

When I am filled with noise—mental chatter, desire, self-reference—I see
only the surface. But when I quiet myself, I witness the deeper Reality in all
things. The Divine Symphony begins to play, and every atom becomes a
note in the One eternal Song.

In Conclusion: Living the Sacred Silence

Silence is not emptiness—it is presence without distortion. In it, we
remember. In it, we return. In it, we realize that what we called “myself” is
but a veil, and what we thought was “outside” is but an echo of the One.

In silence, we do not become less—we become true. In dissolving, we do
not vanish—we unite. The hand that moves is no longer “mine,” but His.
The breath is no longer mere respiration, but revelation.

To live in this awareness is to exist from the inside out, not bound by the
noise of the world but rooted in the stillness of the Divine. It is to hear the
Eternal not in thunder, but in silence—and to know that silence is not the
absence of speech, but the very voice of the Absolute.
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The Symphony of Silence
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In stillness born of quiet breath,
I drift beyond the gates of death—
Not death of flesh, but ego’s cry,
The self that clings to “me” and “my.”

No longer tossed by thought or flame,
I shed the weight of self and name.
For silence, vast and deep as space,
Becomes the mirror of God’s face.

A sacred hush, more loud than sound,
Where secrets pulse without a bound—
Where stars recite, and atoms dance,
And every quark is not by chance.

The cosmos hums a holy tune,
From birthing stars to phases of the moon.
Each fluctuation, spin, or sway,

Is One Divine Will in display?

Quantum whispers tell the tale—
That form is mist behind the veil.
That nothing is till it is seen,
And choice collapses what has been.

A wave of pure potential lies,
Until the Watcher opens eyes.
And in that gaze, the world ignites—
The dark transformed by Conscious Light.

Yet what is Light, if not the One,
Who said “Be,” and the world began?
Each photon sings the silent Name,
Each pulse of life declares the same.

“We show Our signs, both near and far,
In soul and sky, in cell and star...”

Not shouted, no—these signs are shy.

They dwell in wind, they breathe in sky.
They rest in roots, in fire’s glow—
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But only stillness lets them show.

So hush the mind, and still the voice,
For silence is the soul’s true choice.
The language God alone imparts,

Is carved in silence through our hearts.

The Prophet’s way, the mystic’s call—
To lose the self is to hold All.
To listen not with ear or tongue,
But with the soul, where All is One.

I move, but not by “my” command—
It is His breath that guides my hand.
Like waves that move where oceans will,
I flow, surrendered and still.

“You threw not when you cast the stone—
It was the Lord through you alone.”

No longer do I act or choose,
For in the Real, there’s none to lose.
The will I claimed is now aligned,
No longer fractured, split, or blind.

This is no cage, no doom, no fate—
But unity, made intimate.
A dance where dancer is the dance,
And time dissolves into expanse.

Each blade of grass, each falling rain,
Each joy, each tear, each subtle pain—
All echo verses yet unread,

All speak the names we left unsaid.

Creation is a sacred book,
Not bound in words, but in each look.
To read it is to kneel and see
That every moment chants “Be! Be!”

When I am loud with self and pride,
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The Sacred Harmony must hide.
But when I melt in hush and peace,
The veils of separation cease.

The rustling leaves, the flowing stream—
Reveal the One behind the dream.
The stars don’t shine with light alone,
They speak the Names from which they’re grown.

**So listen well—not with the ear,

But from the soul, where God draws near.
In silence deep, the heart shall find
The cosmic pulse, the Mind behind.**

In stillness, I am not apart—
The whole creation beats my heart.
No longer “I,” no longer “mine”—

I am the echo of the Divine.

The rhythm of this sacred sound
Unites the sky, the sea, the ground.
And in that hush, so vast, so true—
I find that God is hearing through.
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The Illusion of Ownership: Consciousness Beyond
Attachment, Into the Freedom of Presence

Material ownership is a mirage—an illusion stitched together by the ego to
simulate permanence in a universe ruled by impermanence. Science tells us
that everything we claim to “own” is nothing more than atoms—particles in
ceaseless motion, temporarily arranged in fragile patterns that will one day
dissolve back into the formless sea of entropy. Even our most intimate
possession—our body—is only a momentary cluster of borrowed stardust,
shaped from the earth and destined to return to it.

“To Allah belongs whatever is in the heavens and whatever is on the earth.”
— Qur’an 2:284

And yet, the illusion of ownership often begins with this body. How can I
claim to own something I do not fully control—a body that decays without
my consent, bleeds and hungers despite my protests, and dies when its
appointed time arrives? This vessel I call “mine” is not possession but
amanah—a trust temporarily granted by the One who fashioned it.

“Indeed, We created man from a drop of mingled sperm, in order to try him:
so We gave him hearing and sight.”

— Qur’an 76:2

From the standpoint of science, the body—Ilike all systems—obeys the
cycles of formation and decay. From the lens of metaphysics, the body is
not the self; it is a garment worn by the soul, a vessel for a journey through
the realm of form. Neuroscience suggests that the “self” we feel is a
simulation—patterns of memory, emotion, and perception. Consciousness,
the real essence, is not bound by flesh but moves through it like light
through glass.

267



Chapter — 26

The soul (ruh), as the Qur’an affirms, is of divine origin—an emanation
from the realm of amr (command), beyond the confines of time and space:

“And they ask you about the soul. Say, ‘The soul is of the affair of my Lord,
and mankind has not been given of knowledge except a little.””

— Qur’an 17:85

When we forget this essence and identify only with form, suffering begins.
All restlessness springs from attachment—our clinging to what is
temporary, believing it to be our security. We fall in love with the outer
shell and ignore the pearl within. But form is transient; it withers, changes,
and disappears. The soul, however, is eternal—a ripple in the Infinite
Consciousness of the Divine.

“Indeed, we belong to Allah, and indeed to Him we will return.”
— Qur’an 2:156

This truth is not just about death—it is about our origin and constant return.
Our lives are like waves upon the ocean: each distinct for a moment, yet
inseparable from the sea. As mystics have said, “He who knows himself
knows his Lord.” The one who sees through the illusion of separateness
discovers that their awareness is a beam of Divine Light, borrowed from the
Eternal.

“Allah is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”
— Qur’an 24:35

To awaken from this illusion is to realize: it is not possession that brings
joy, but presence. The car I drive, the home I live in, the garden I visit—
none give joy because they are “mine.” They bring joy because, in those
moments, my awareness flows through them in harmony with the Divine
rhythm. If I sit by a river that I do not own and watch the sunlight dance on
its surface, is that joy diminished because I hold no title to the land? The
river’s beauty lies in being seen, here and now—mnot in being possessed.

The Qur’an warns that the life of this world is a fleeting distraction:
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“Know that the life of this world is but amusement and diversion and
adornment and boasting to one another and competition in increase of
wealth and children—Ilike the example of a rain whose plant growth pleases
the tillers; then it dries and you see it turned yellow; then it becomes
[scattered] debris.”

— Qur’an 57:20

The past is a fading echo, the future a veil yet to rise. The present moment
is the only real dimension of time—the only place where the soul communes
with the Infinite. Joy, peace, and truth live only here. As the Qur’an
reminds:

“And We are nearer to him than [his] jugular vein.”
— Qur’an 50:16

The wave cannot be separated from the sea; the soul cannot be separated
from the Source. When we disidentify from the perishable and remember
our essence, fear dissolves. We cease scrambling for survival as isolated
beings and begin to live as emanations of Divine Light—complete, whole,
and timeless.

“O soul that is at peace, return to your Lord, well-pleased and pleasing [to
Him].”

— Qur’an 89:27-28
Thus, the call of life is clear:

Let go of attachment to form. Live in the sanctity of the present. Remember
who you truly are—not the body, not the mind, but pure consciousness, a
drop containing the ocean.

And in every breath, in every moment, return.
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POEM

The Illusion of Form, the Sanctity of Now
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We chase the flicker of fleeting flames,
Grasping matter, engraving names—
Building castles on shifting sands,
Claiming dust with trembling hands.
Yet science whispers, still and low:
What you call “yours” was never so.

Atoms whirl in ceaseless dance,
Then fade to nothing, given chance.
This body, wealth, and mortal skin

Are borrowed robes we’re dwelling in.
The stars that died to form our clay
Forget our names, then drift away.

We suffer not from what we are,
But from forgetting we are a star—
Not bone or flesh, not name or face,

But light that breathes in endless space.
From realms unseen the spirit came,
A beam that bears the One True Name.

The self we prize, so proud, so near,
Is but a mask the soul must wear.
The ruh is wave, the ruh is flame,

It knows no death, it fears no name.

We crave the form, we clutch the clay,
And weep when forms are swept away.

Yet mercy sings through rise and fall—
It is the form, not soul, that calls
Farewell to life, farewell to skin;

The light within walks home again.

Not “mine” the land, nor “mine” the tree,

But how its branches speak to me.

Not “mine” the book, nor “mine” the bed,

But how the words are softly read.
Joy does not live in what we hold,
But in the Now, both bright and bold.
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Past is echo, future mist—
Only this breath can truly exist.
Not in control, but in consent,
Not in the crown, but in descent.
The ocean waits when we let go—
A boundless truth the heart may know.

O child of light, release your claim,
And whisper only Allah’s Name.
The soul is not within the shell,
The shell’s within the soul as well.
You are the sea, the sky, the spark,
The flame that dances in the dark.

So drop the weight, unlearn the lie
That says you’re born just to die.
From dust to dust, the body turns,
Yet the spark remains—it journeys, yearns.
And when the final call you hear,
The path will open, bright and clear:

No more “I,” no shadowed wall—
Just endless Light surrounding all.
For what is truly mine will stay,
And that is what I gave away.
Awake, arise, dissolve the “me”—
The sea is God... and God is sea.
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CHAPTER - 27

The Metaphysical Pulse of Sacred Practice: Aligning with
the Infinite Consciousness

The rites and prescriptions of religion—Salat (prayer), Sawm (fasting),
Zakat (almsgiving), and Hajj (pilgrimage)—are not merely ritualistic
observances imposed by tradition; they are intricately designed modalities
of metaphysical transformation. When engaged with presence and inner
awareness, each becomes an initiatory portal into the higher dimensions of
being, aligning the individual soul with the cosmic intelligence that
pervades all existence.

Zakat, far from being a social policy of economic redistribution, is a
metaphysical act of purification and ontological alignment. It enshrines a
sacred truth: that the wealth we “possess” is not truly ours but a divine trust,
a transient appearance of provision within the theater of forms. In giving,
the affluent are not merely alleviating the suffering of the deprived—they
are participating in a cosmic ecology of compassion. Zakat is the sacred
dismantling of the illusion of ownership; it is the soul’s gesture of surrender,
a recognition that nothing belongs to me, and all belongs to the Real.
Through this act, the veil of separation is lifted and the metaphysical bond
between all souls is affirmed.

Tawhid, the doctrine of Divine Unity, is the ontological foundation of all
sacred acts. It is not merely a theological claim, but an existential
realization: that all multiplicity is but the unfolding of a single, undivided
Reality. To affirm La ilaha illa Allah (God) is not merely to reject idols of
stone—it is to shatter the more insidious idols of the ego, of selfhood, of
duality itself. It is to see the One in the many and the many in the One. Iman,
true faith, is therefore not belief in abstraction, but a gnosis—an inner
certainty that all beings, all events, all movements in creation are ripples in
the ocean of the Divine.
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The sacred rituals are vessels of this Unity. They are not external duties, but
inward unveilings.

Fasting is not merely the withholding of food and drink—it is a sacred
simulation of existential dependence. To abstain is to step into the condition
of those for whom lack is not optional. It is to dwell, for a time, in the space
of hunger—not only of the body but of the soul. In this temporary descent,
the practitioner becomes permeable to empathy, attuned to the silent cries
of the world. Fasting is the body’s own prostration, an act of surrender that
echoes in the very cells of one’s being.

Salat, especially in congregation, is the rhythmic dissolution of hierarchy.
Shoulder to shoulder, the king and the pauper face the same direction,
submit to the same truth. There is no status before the Absolute. The ritual
is not repetitive—it is resonant. Each bow, each prostration, is a
metaphysical gesture: the soul bending back toward its Source. The
movements are not arbitrary; they are the choreography of unity, a spiritual
entrainment to the pulse of the cosmos. Here, the body speaks the language
of submission, and the heart remembers the primordial covenant.

And when I pray—five times a day, at prescribed moments aligned with the
sun’s arc—I join millions around the globe in the same sacred rhythm. The
same words echo across valleys, deserts, cities, and villages. The same
postures, the same turning toward a singular point: the Kaaba.

And what is the Kaaba, if not the very axis mundi of spiritual orientation?
A simple cube, unadorned, resting in the desert—yet charged with the
weight of cosmic symbolism. Its interior is empty, and yet this nothingness
is not absence, but plenitude. Interior of Kaba represents the philosophical
fact that Allah (God) transcends all matter beyond its perceivable
parameters, and thus the interior of Kaba is empty. It is the womb of
meaning, the center that contains everything by containing nothing. The
Kaaba’s void is the metaphysical heart of Islam—a silent affirmation that
the Real transcends all form, yet can be approached through every form. It
is the Divine without image, the Infinite in the center of the finite.

Now imagine: every moment of every day, Muslims of every color, race,
and language turn toward this emptiness. In every time zone, someone is
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standing, bowing, prostrating, turning toward this silent cube. They do not
worship the structure—they orient to what it symbolizes: the ungraspable
fullness of the Divine. And in Hajj, they circle it—seven times, in perpetual
orbit. Here, the human body imitates the celestial: as the planets orbit the
sun, the pilgrims orbit the Kaaba. As electrons spin around a nucleus, souls
whirl around the sacred void.

This is no metaphor—it is metaphysical reality enacted. The Kaaba is not a
direction on a map; it is the symbolic center of consciousness, the heart of
Tawhid made visible. To turn toward it is to realign the soul with the
primordial axis. To circle it is to reenter the dance of the cosmos. And in
doing so, the individual dissolves into the communal, the communal into
the planetary, and the planetary into the One.

Arafat, the spiritual summit of the Hajj, brings this journey to a culmination.
There, beneath the open sky, pilgrims stand without shelter, exposed to the
elements, mirroring the vulnerability of the displaced, the forgotten, the
homeless. This is not symbolic—it is existential. The ego is stripped, the
illusions fall away, and what remains is the raw, trembling soul standing
before its Origin. Each pilgrim is alone before God, but together in essence
with all others. This is the annihilation of separateness, the unveiling of
interbeing.

Thus, these sacred practices—Salat, Sawm, Zakat, Hajj—are not cultural
relics or legalistic obligations. They are psycho-spiritual technologies,
precise instruments for tuning the human being to the frequency of the Real.
Like tuning forks echoing the Divine tone, they are meant to awaken the
soul from its slumber and recall it to its Source.

Yet how often are they reduced to mechanical duties, performed without
presence, stripped of their metaphysical radiance? The tragedy lies not in
the form—but in our forgetting. We perform the gestures, but lose the
essence. We speak the words, but silence the meaning.

To revive their power, we must return with niyyah—with inward intention,
with presence of heart. Only then do the rituals transmute into revelations.
Only then does the prayer become ascension, the fast become communion,
the almsgiving become unity, and the pilgrimage become return.
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And in that return, we remember what was never lost: That the Real is One.
That all is from the One and returns to the One. That in every bow, every
orbit, every silent act of giving—we do not perform for God, we dissolve
into God.
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POEM
“Orbit of the One”

A Poem on Unity, Ritual, and the Sacred Pulse of Existence

277



Chapter — 27

Beneath the veil of form and name,
A silent fire, a formless flame.
From quantum depths to stellar flight,
All spins around a Source of Light.

The galaxies in spiral dance,
Obeying laws that know no chance.
Each orbit drawn by unseen hand,
A script too vast to understand.

The planets sing in silent spheres,
Their music playing through the years.
And in this vast, harmonic dome,
The soul too, seeks its path back home.

The Kaaba stands, both stone and void,
A paradox not man-employed.
Its emptiness contains the All,
The silent center of the call.

Like atoms round a nucleus trace,
The faithful circle in that space.
A thousand tongues, a million skins,
Yet Unity is what begins.

Five times a day, they turn, align,
To touch the edge of the Divine.
Across the Earth, in time precise,
As planets orbit round their vice.

This isn’t ritual by rote—
It is the soul’s ascending boat.
Each bow, each rise, each whispered word,
A cosmic note the stars have heard.

To fast is not to simply lack,
But touch the hunger of the back
That bears the weight of earthly need,
To feel the poor through a sacred deed.
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The stomach speaks a deeper truth:
That empathy revives lost youth.
When self is pierced by shared lament,
The ego cracks, the heart is bent.

And Zakat—no tax, but grace—
A stream that flows from place to place.
The rich give not from pride or guilt,
But knowing gold is not self-built.

What’s mine is thine, for thine is me,
There is no “other” in the sea.
The cosmos breathes in shared descent,
A gift from God, and never lent.

On Arafat, the final test,
The soul stands naked, dispossessed.
Beneath the sky, no shield, no claim—
Just dust and breath, and holy name.

The stars look down with ancient eyes,
And see no crown, and know no lies.
Each pilgrim stands as Adam stood,

Alone before the Only Good.

O seeker, see: these rites are not
Mere echoes from some distant plot.
They are the science of the soul,
The algorithms of the Whole.

They calibrate the heart’s own field,
Till veils are torn and truths revealed.
They bind the self to All That Is,
Through sacred math and mysteries.

For what is Salat, if not a spin
Of soul in orbit deep within?
What is Sawm, if not the fast
That breaks the chains we forged so fast?
What is Zakat, if not the flow
Where giving lets the Real grow?
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And Hajj, the spiral path to start—
A map inscribed upon the heart.

The Kaaba turns not—yet all things turn,
As candles dance where great stars burn.
And we, small sparks from One Great Flame,
Return to where we once became.

So let each motion now remind:
The Real is One, the world is mind.
And every breath, and every bone,
Forever yearns to fly back Home.
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CHAPTER —28

The Essence of Pilgrimage: A Journey Beyond Boundaries

In the innermost chamber of the human spirit lies a yearning—not merely
for survival or success, but for return. Return to a unity lost beneath the veils
of form, identity, and the distractions of the material plane. This yearning,
in its sacred form, is what we call pilgrimage. Though traditionally defined
as a physical journey to a holy site, pilgrimage at its core transcends
geography. It is an existential movement, a metaphysical longing to shed
the illusions of separateness and reawaken to the essence that underlies all.

1. Scientific Dimensions: The Neurobiology of the Sacred Journey

From a neuroscientific perspective, pilgrimage—whether to Mecca,
Varanasi, Jerusalem, or Mount Kailash—activates deep brain networks
associated with meaning, emotion, and transcendence. MRI studies on
contemplative states, such as prayer or meditative walking, show
heightened activity in the default mode network (DMN), the region
responsible for self-referential thought, future planning, and memory.
During a pilgrimage, the repetitive rituals, communal movements, and
sacred symbols serve to loosen the ego’s grip, allowing individuals to
experience a dissolution of boundaries—a phenomenon akin to the mystical
experience described across religions.

Furthermore, modern epigenetic research suggests that repeated spiritual
practices can influence gene expression, potentially reducing stress and
inflammation while enhancing emotional resilience. Thus, pilgrimage is not
just metaphorically transformative—it physically rewires the pilgrim’s
interior landscape.

2. Spiritual Dimension: Freedom Beyond Form

Spiritually, pilgrimage is a liberation from the gravitational pull of the
material world. It invites one to suspend the concerns of status, class, race,
and creed, and to step into the sacred anonymity of the soul. In donning the
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pilgrim’s garb—especially in the Islamic tradition of ithram, where all are
clothed alike—the traveler sheds the artifices of identity. This symbolic
stripping away reveals a universal truth: that beneath every skin color,
economic status, or doctrinal badge is the same divine spark seeking its
Source.

The Qur’anic call to Hajj, “And proclaim to mankind the pilgrimage”
(22:27), uses the inclusive term “mankind”—not Muslims, not Arabs, but
insan. This universality resonates with earlier Abrahamic traditions and
even further with Vedic and Eastern ideas of tirtha-yatra (sacred crossing),
pointing to the idea that sacred geography is not owned, but opened—a
threshold between realms, accessible to all who seek with sincerity.

Mecca, then, is more than a city. It is a symbol of the center, the ontological
axis—axis mundi—around which all existence rotates. In that sense,
pilgrimage to Mecca represents a return to the primordial center within the
human soul, not a cultural rite of exclusivity.

3. Metaphysical Perspective: The Return to Unity

From a metaphysical lens, particularly through the eyes of thinkers like Ibn
Arabi, pilgrimage is a cosmic reenactment. The circling of the Kaaba
(tawaf) mirrors the circumambulation of the planets, the dance of electrons
around the nucleus, and the angelic turning around the Divine Throne. The
law of return is woven into the very structure of the cosmos—everything
comes from Unity and returns to it.

This perspective elevates pilgrimage from ritual to cosmic necessity—an
act inscribed into the very logic of existence. The Kaaba becomes not
simply a black cube in a desert but the archetype of the heart, the sanctuary
of Being Itself. Just as the human heart is the center of biological life, the
Kaaba is the symbolic heart of the metaphysical world.

In this vision, any boundary placed on who may approach such a center
becomes not only a political or religious decision, but a metaphysical
dissonance. How can the One be reserved for the many? How can a center
be denied to any point seeking union?
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To restrict access to such a space, based on creed or classification, risks
reducing a metaphysical principle into a sociopolitical institution. It negates
the very essence of the pilgrimage: freedom from constraint, a journey
beyond the fragmented ego and into the unitive Real.

4. Pilgrimage as Human Right — and Spiritual Archetype

If the sacred is not confined to a particular tribe, then neither is the path to
it. The modern world, fractured by religious absolutism and nationalistic
borders, needs pilgrimage not as a badge of belonging but as an invitation
to awaken. To walk toward a center not out of dogma but out of devotion;
not to stake a claim, but to surrender every claim; this is the true pilgrimage.

Pilgrimage, therefore, should not be an exclusive right of any group, but a
sacred human right—a universal act of humility before the Infinite. Just as
sunlight does not discriminate, and gravity does not choose whom to draw,
the pull of the spiritual center—whether called Mecca, Truth, or the One—
is a force that belongs to all.

Conclusion

The true essence of pilgrimage is not in reaching a destination, but in
dissolving into it. In this dissolution, the barriers of class, creed, color, and
race fall away. Mecca, as an archetype of the Center, must transcend being
a geographic site for Muslims alone. It is a symbol—and perhaps someday
a reality—of the One to whom all paths return.

In a world increasingly divided by identity, the reawakening of pilgrimage
as a metaphysical, spiritual, and scientifically resonant act may be one of
the last shared languages we have left—a silent poem walked with bare feet,
open hands, and a heart turned wholly to the One.
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POEM

“The Pilgrim’s Center”
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Beyond the maps and borderlines,
Beyond the flags and temple shrines,
There calls a voice not born of sound—
A pull toward the eternal ground.
Not east nor west, not low nor high,
But deep within the seeking eye.

A pathless path, a gate unseen,
Where silence walks and hearts convene.

No race nor robe can seal the way,
No creed defines the light of day.
The pilgrim moves through flesh and fear
To reach the soul’s celestial sphere.
For every footstep on the sand
Is mirrored by a higher hand.

The stars themselves in spirals turn—
A sacred law: return, return.

In Mecca’s heart, the Kaaba stands,
Not built by race, nor shaped by hands
That claim alone, the sacred Right—
It shines for all who seek the Light.
The atoms spin in tawaf too,

The galaxies in orbits true.

The angels whirl around the Throne—
The pilgrim’s path is not his own.

The neural threads of mind ignite.
When walking toward that primal Light.
The brain’s own default mode grows still—
The ego bows to higher will.

And oxytocin floods the brain,

As love dissolves the self-bound chain.
No “I” remains, no name, no face—
Just soul immersed in boundless grace.

The robe of ithram strips us bare,
No king nor beggar lingers there.
The skin we wear becomes the same,
No pride to prove, no mask, no name.
In rhythmic chant, in steps aligned,
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We leave the world of form behind.
The center draws, the self unwinds—
A field beyond all marks and minds.

The epigenes begin to dance,

Their patterns shift in sacred trance.
The body listens to the soul,

And broken selves become a whole.
This is no metaphor alone—

The science shows what saints have known:
That sacred acts, when truly done,
Align us back with Source—the One.

So who shall claim the sacred ground,

Or bind the soul where it is found?
Can light be owned? Can breath be kept?
Can truth be taught while hearts have slept?
No—pilgrimage is not a brand,
Nor hostage to one prophet’s hand.
It is the arc of all return—

A flame that makes the cosmos burn.

Let Mecca be not walled in stone
But mirrored in each cell and bone.
Let every heart that seeks the flame
Approach the Center, void of name.
For One is One in every tongue—

In old and young, in praised, unsung.
The Kaaba turns in souls that yearn,
And every step cries, “Return, return.”
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CHAPTER - 29

“The Hand That Destroys Cannot Imitate the Hand That
Creates”

I Unravel What I Cannot Weave, entropy in my hands where creation is His.
I extinguish what I did not ignite. I end what I did not begin.

I desecrate what I never had the power to breathe into being.

I walk upon this Earth with the might of machines and the arrogance of
progress.

With one decision, I end lives I did not breathe into existence. I pull the
trigger, drop the bomb, launch the drone—and in seconds, a human life,
with years of memory, love, pain, and divine potential, is erased.

A life woven from billions of cells, an ecosystem of consciousness, a
universe compacted into form—extinguished, without my ever having the
knowledge or power to shape it in the first place.

I pull the trigger, yet I cannot mold even the simplest cell of the life I erase.
I drain rivers, poison oceans, but I cannot summon a single drop of pure
water from the void. I poison rivers, drown coasts, and fill the seas with
plastic and oil, without the capacity to create a single water molecule from
nothing.

I disrupt the oceans’ ancient symphony, altering currents that have danced
with the moon for millennia, yet I do not understand the language of tides,
nor can [ instruct them to return to balance.

I slash forests, uproot trees whose roots stretch through centuries, networks
of living beings that communicate underground, breathe with the sky, and
nurture life with quiet generosity.
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In minutes, I cut them down—yet I cannot spark the miracle of chlorophyll
nor whisper life into a single seed. I cannot will a leaf into existence without
the coded language of sunlight, soil, and divine design.

I mistreat animals, reducing sentient beings to commodities—creatures of
instinct and innocence, inflicting upon them pain I cannot reverse, blind to
their fear, their maternal instincts, their quiet awareness. Yet, I never
stitched together even one of their sinews, nor replicated the intelligence of
a bee or the fidelity of a dog.

And worst of all, I do this with a sense of control as if authority over matter
means mastery of meaning. Forgetting that destruction is not power; it is
the default motion of entropy.

To destroy is easy—creation is divine. Though my hand destroys, it creates
nothing of its own accord.

Scientific Reflection

In the language of science, I am meddling with systems whose elegance and
precision elude me. I interfere with ecosystems, climate patterns, genomes,
and neural networks—often unknowingly, often recklessly. The climate I
damage is governed by interdependent forces beyond my comprehension: a
fine-tuned balance of gases, radiation, water cycles, and symbiotic life.
Once disrupted, these forces resist repair.

I unravel the delicate biosphere, the regenerative cycles of carbon and
nitrogen, the neurochemical pathways of consciousness and emotion—all
disordered by my blind touch, yet none of them lie within the realm of my
authorship.

I may simulate intelligence, but I do not create consciousness. I may model
genetic code, but I did not invent DNA. I am not the architect of life. At
best, I am a careless caretaker. At worst, a saboteur, proud in ignorance. My
actions have cascading consequences, but my knowledge is fragmented—
an echo, not the source.
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Metaphysical Realization

From the perspective of metaphysics, I act as though I am the center, yet I
am but a fleeting ripple in the stream of Being. I grasp at control while
floating in a web of causes far beyond my grasp.

Destruction flows from a place of separation, while creation flows only
from unity—from alignment with the Source. To destroy is to fall into
disintegration, to descend into entropy, the pull of the many from the One.
But creation requires intention, intelligence, harmony, and the breath of
Being.

That, I do not possess. When I destroy, I fragment the Whole. I break
harmony, and in doing so, I break myself.

I forget:

[ am not a god of creation.

I am merely a being within Creation.

My power to destroy is not a mark of divinity,
but the scar of disconnection.

Spiritual Truth

In the mirror of the soul, every act of destruction becomes a confession. It
reveals my distance from the Origin—a distance I mask with machinery and
control.

To take life without justice,

to consume without gratitude,

to harm without necessity—

These are not neutral acts.

They are wounds upon the fabric of existence—

and upon my own soul.
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“Do they not reflect within themselves? Allah (God) created the heavens
and the earth and everything between them in truth and for an appointed
term.”

— Qur’an 30:8

“Corruption has appeared on land and sea because of what the hands of
people have earned, so He may let them taste part of the consequence of
what they have done, that perhaps they will return [to righteousness].”

— Qur’an 30:41

Destruction is a forgetting of who I am, and whose breath animates the
world I desecrate. And yet... The Hand of Allah (God) Moves Through
All... And yet—above all destruction, beyond all disorder—moves the
unseen Hand of Allah (God).

For what I destroy exists not by my doing, but by the silent artistry of the
One whose Hand holds all existence.

“It is Allah (God) who created you and what you do.”
Qur’an 37:96

His Hand weaves atoms with command: “Be,” and it is.
— Qur’an 2:117

Where I ignite war, He sows peace through hearts turned in repentance.
Where I fail to create, He continues to create anew—every instant, every
breath.

“Allah (God) is the Creator of all things, and He is, over all things, Disposer
of affairs.”

— Qur’an 39:62
“Every day He is upon a matter.”

— Qur’an 55:29
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Even as I destroy, I am sustained. Even as I crush, He forgives. Even as I
forget, He remembers me. Even in my ruin, His Mercy surrounds what my
hands could never rebuild.

The Essence of the Divine Hand

The Hand of Allah (God) is not limited by the boundaries of destruction. It
is the Hand of origination, of resurrection, of mercy that outweighs wrath.
It is the force behind quantum emergence, the law behind every constant,
the breath behind every soul.

Where I unravel, He reweaves. Where I falter, He lifts. Where I destroy, He
creates meaning out of the void.

“Say: Indeed, my Lord extends provision for whom He wills and restricts
it, but most of the people do not know. And it is He who gives life and
causes death, and to Him you will be returned.”

— Qur’an 29:62-63

“Indeed, Allah (God) holds the heavens and the earth, lest they cease. And
if they should cease, no one could hold them after Him.”

— Qur’an 35:41

“And the heaven He raised and imposed the balance, that you not transgress
within the balance.”

— Qur’an 55:7-8

His creation is measured, precise—where mine is impulsive, excessive. His
Mercy rains after fire, His Wisdom restores what 1 have stripped of
sacredness.

I am the hand that breaks. But His is the Hand that creates, sustains,
forgives, and restores—A Hand unseen but always present, guiding the
trembling fragments of my undoing back toward wholeness.
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POEM

Hands That Break, Yet Cannot Breathe
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I shatter forms I did not mold,
Snuff sacred life with fingers cold.
I strike with force, I burn, I bend—

Yet know not how those lives begin.

I end a breath, a cry, a name,
But never lit that living flame.
With one command, a soul may fall—
Yet I did not design it all.

I poison seas, I scorch the land,
I carve the earth with careless hand.
I drain the rivers, flood the shore,
And still, I ask the skies for more.

I feel the trees whose roots run deep,
That whisper while the deserts sleep.
Yet I can’t craft a single leaf,
Nor spin the green from sun and grief.

I strike the beast, I cage its grace,
I blind the light within its face.
Yet it cannot build its fragile frame,
Nor speak its heart or call its name.

[ walk in pride, I wield, I take—
But cannot heal what I unmake.
Destruction comes with deadly ease,
Creation kneels to laws I tease.

In atoms’ dance and neural flame,
I meddle, yet don’t know their name.
I mimic forms, but lack the code

That breathed the stars and veins that flowed.

I touch the genome, map the brain,
But do not make the soul remain.
The spark of thought, the pulse of grace,
Are not things time or tools replace?
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And yet I act as if I reign—
A fleeting monarch, drunk on gain.
I break the balance, skew the scale,
Then wonder why the systems fail.

But deep within this fractured role,

A stillness calls the restless soul—

A truth that haunts the things I do:
I cannot make what I undo.

The Hand Beyond My Reach
And yet—above my fractured art,
There moves a Hand in every heart.
The unseen Force, the breath, the thread
That lifts the lost and wakes the dead.

“Be,” and it is—so speaks His will,

While I destroy, His hands rebuild.

While I divide, He mends the seam;
Where I see a void, He plants the dream.

The tides I twist, He can restore.
The lives I waste, He births once more.
Though I may wound what once was whole,
He gathers every shattered soul.

He writes the stars, He draws the line
Between the mortal and divine.
Each act I mar, each wrong I do—
He weaves into a purpose true.

“It is Allah (God),” the verses say,
“Who gives and takes and shapes the way.”
Not mine the breath that births the sky—
Not mine the flame that does not die.

The Final Cry
So let me drop this mimic crown,
And lay my false dominion down.
For I am dust with borrowed might—
A shadow dancing in His light.
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Though I destroy, He still forgives,
And in His Mercy, all life lives.
His is the Hand that gives and stays—
The One who guards the world He sways.

I break, He builds. I fall, He lifts.
My thefts are met with endless gifts.
I ruin. Still, His signs remain:

In rain, in root, in wound, in grain.

And when I turn, despite my flaws,
He welcomes me without a pause.

The Hand that shaped both star and clod—
Restores me gently... back to God.
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CHAPTER — 30

The Echoes of Truth Unearthed thus far and the Silent
Realms Still Awaiting Our Awakening

In this chapter, we distill the key insights from the preceding twenty-nine
chapters, bridging to deeper themes and highlighting their broader
implications. This lays the foundation for the journey

Fields of Reality — The Hidden Fabric of the Universe

Let us embark on a journey into one of humanity’s oldest and most profound
questions—a question first pondered by the ancient Greeks over two
millennia ago, echoed through centuries of inquiry, and still standing at the
forefront of human thought despite all our progress.

What, at the most fundamental level, are we made of?

What are the fundamental building blocks of nature—of you, of me, of
everything that exists in the vast expanse of the universe?

This chapter is Tracing the Light We’ve Found thus far and the Infinite That
Still Beckons- what we currently understand, where we’re heading, and
what mysteries still lie ahead. Let’s summarize the leading scientific
theories, experimental breakthroughs that underpin our modern picture of
reality.

Let us begin—not with the philosophers of ancient Greece and their
musings on indivisible atoms—but with a modern icon of science: the
periodic table of the elements.

This elegant mosaic, a precise arrangement of roughly 120 distinct
substances, stands as one of humanity’s most recognizable scientific
achievements. Each square holds a unique chemical identity, a singular note
in nature’s grand composition. In the 19th century, it was widely believed
that this table contained the complete inventory of matter itself. Everything
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tangible—everything we could see, touch, taste, or smell—was thought to
be nothing more than some combination of these elemental building blocks.

Foaradic Table of the Elmants

Malenie

The periodic table was never the end of the story—it was merely the
opening scene. In 1897, in the quiet halls of Cambridge, physicist J.J.
Thomson glimpsed a world hidden within the atom. He had found
something smaller, faster, and stranger than anyone had imagined: the
electron.

Fifteen years later, the torch passed to his successor, Ernest Rutherford—a
man determined to see deeper still. With a few sheets of gold foil and a
beam of particles, he shattered the prevailing image of the atom, revealing
its heart and rewriting the script of matter itself.

From Atoms to Quarks: A New Kind of Lego

Rutherford’s model transformed our picture of the atom. At its heart lay a
dense nucleus—so small that he likened it to a fly suspended in the vast
emptiness of a cathedral—while electrons circled in wide, ghostly orbits.
Yet, even this vision was only the beginning.
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In time, physicists uncovered a deeper truth: the nucleus itself was not
fundamental. It was built from two kinds of particles—protons and
neutrons. And then, in the 1970s, came an even more startling revelation:
protons and neutrons were themselves composed of still smaller entities—
quarks.

Nature, it turned out, had a remarkable simplicity beneath its complexity.
Just two types of quarks—the “up” and the “down”—form the heart of
ordinary matter. A proton is two ups and one down; a neutron, two downs
and one up. From this elegant pairing, the entire visible universe is built.

And that brings us to the heart of the matter. As far as we know, there are
only three truly fundamental particles that make up everything we see: the
electron, the up quark, and the down quark. Every object, every person,
every star and galaxy—composed from different arrangements of these
three particles. And for a time, this was the picture we taught our children,
our students, and ourselves.

But there’s a problem.

The best theories of physics today don’t describe the universe as being made
of particles at all.

Instead, they speak of something much stranger, much more beautiful—and
far more abstract.

Fields: The Real Stuff of the Universe

The true foundations of reality are not particles, but fields—vast, fluid-like
expanses that permeate the entire cosmos, forever trembling and swaying.
These are not the meadows we stroll through, but invisible landscapes
woven into the fabric of existence itself. They are at once mathematical
abstractions and profoundly physical entities, present in every corner of
space, shaping all that is and all that can be.

The idea isn’t new. In fact, it dates back almost 200 years. And, like many
revolutionary ideas, it began by Michael Faraday.

Faraday, one of the greatest experimental physicists of all time, performed
over 100 of these Friday night lectures. His genius lay in recognizing
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something that no one else could see. When two magnets push or pull on
each other, even though nothing visible connects them, something real is
happening in the empty space between.

He called this invisible force a field—a magnetic field. Later, we extended
this to electric fields, and eventually we realized that light itself is just a
ripple in these electric and magnetic fields. Faraday even speculated on this
decades before it was confirmed by Maxwell and Hertz. That was his
genius.

From Classical Fields to Quantum Reality
But in the 1920s, something happened. A revolution.

Physicists such as Heisenberg and Schrodinger revealed that at the smallest
scales, reality defies the predictable certainty of Newtonian physics.
Instead, it is governed by the strange laws of quantum mechanics—a
domain ruled by probabilities, uncertainty, and paradoxical behavior.

When probing scales as minuscule as 10 centimeters, attempting to
measure matter with ever-shorter wavelengths reaches a fundamental limit.
At this extreme, the very act of measurement disrupts reality itself,
compressing energy so intensely that it collapses into a microscopic black
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hole—an event horizon where our classical concepts of space and time
dissolve.

This boundary between the measurable and the unknowable marks a
profound intersection of physics and metaphysics, suggesting that the fabric
of existence is far stranger and more mysterious than our everyday
experience reveals.

One of the key lessons of quantum mechanics is that energy is not
continuous. It comes in discrete packets—quanta. When you combine this
quantum understanding with Faraday’s continuous, rippling fields,
something incredible happens. We get quantum field theory (QFT).

According to QFT, every fundamental particle is a ripple in a corresponding
field. A photon is a ripple in the electromagnetic field. An electron is a
ripple in the electron field. And that field exists everywhere in the
universe—even in the deepest vacuum of space.

So, the electrons in our body, in any matter, in the stars—they’re all waves
in the same universal field.

The electron pulsing through our body is not separate from the one that
moves within any other matter. All emerge as ripples from the same
quantum field—the unified, indivisible substrate of existence.

Like waves on an ocean, all connected, all arising from the same underlying
reality. This is the new vision of matter. There are no isolated particles.
There are only fields, and what we perceive as particles are just localized
excitations of those fields.

These fundamental fields—the fabric underlying all particles and forces—
never truly vanish, not even in the vast emptiness of space. Like the
electromagnetic field, whose visible expression is light, these fields persist
eternally, regardless of whether matter or objects are present to interact with
or reflect them.

Light itself is not merely a phenomenon that requires a medium to exist; it
is a self-sustaining ripple in the electromagnetic field, traveling across the
cosmos through the void. Similarly, every fundamental field permeates all
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of space, embodying a continuous and dynamic presence that defies
absence.

This enduring existence hints at a universe woven from invisible, ever-
present threads—a cosmic tapestry where ‘nothingness’ is never truly
empty, but a fertile ground teeming with potential and unseen activity.

What Nothing Really Looks Like

Imagine a box from which you’ve removed everything—every particle,
every atom. What’s left is the vacuum. But in the world of quantum fields,
even the vacuum isn’t empty.

A computer simulation of the vacuum—what we might think of as
“nothing”—reveals a seething, boiling sea of quantum fluctuations. The
Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle says that the fields can never sit still. They
are always bubbling, even in the absence of any matter.

These vacuum fluctuations aren’t theoretical—they’re measurable. The
Casimir effect shows that even empty space can produce forces, detectable
between two metal plates. This is what the vacuum looks like to a quantum
physicist: a dynamic, restless field full of latent potential.

A computer simulation of the vacuurn- what we
might think of as mothing —reveals a seething.
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So where does that leave us?

With wonder. With mystery. And with a new understanding:
We are not made of particles.
We are made of fields.

Ripples in universal fluids that stretch across space and time.
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And that, perhaps, is the greatest legacy of all—from Faraday, from
Thomson and Rutherford, from the quantum pioneers and today’s physicists
at CERN.

This is what we’re made of.

This is what reality is.

What Are We Made Of? The Quantum Fields of Reality- We Are
Quantum Fields

Now, let’s get specific: exactly what quantum fields exist in our universe,
and therefore what we - and everything else—are made of.

The New Periodic Table of Particles

We all learned the periodic table of elements in school. But there’s a deeper
“periodic table”—a new, simpler table of fundamental particles:

» Three primary particles: the electron, and two quarks (up and down).
»  One more crucial player: the neutrino.
These four are the bedrock of matter.

These particles are not fundamental themselves—their associated fields are
what’s truly fundamental. The particles are just ripples in these underlying
fields.

The Ghosts Among Us: Neutrinos

Among these four, neutrinos are especially mysterious. The Mystery of
Nature’s Replication

Strangely, nature has copied these four particles twice more, for a total of
three “families” or generations of particles. We don’t know why.
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Standard Model of Elementary Particles
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Particle Mass (MeV/ic® approx.)
Electron 051
Electron Meutring~10-%
Up Quark ~2.3
Down Quark ~4.8
Muon 105
Muon Meutrino  ~10-%
Strange Quark 95
Charm Quark 1,275
Tau 1,776
Tau Neutrino ~10-5
Bottom Quark 4,180

Top Quark 173,000

A visual ladder of the three generations of fields , showing increasing
masses.

These heavier generations mirror the behavior of the first, differing only in
their mass.

* The muon is virtually a twin of the electron, yet weighs in at about 200
times heavier.
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* The tau is even more extreme—roughly 3,000 times the mass of an
electron.

Why nature chose to create three such generations, all behaving the same
yet differing so greatly in weight, remains one of the universe’s most
baffling and unresolved mysteries.

The Four Fundamental Forces

These 12 matter fields interact through four forces, each with an associated
field:

1. Gravity — the warping of spacetime itself (Einstein’s insight).

2. Electromagnetism — carried by the electromagnetic field
(Maxwell’s equations).

3. Strong Nuclear Force — holds quarks together inside
protons/neutrons (mediated by the gluon field).

4. Weak Nuclear Force — responsible for radioactive decay and

processes like the sun’s fusion (carried by W and Z boson fields).
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The Four Forces
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The 16 Fields of Our Universe

The universe is therefore built from:
e 12 matter fields
» 4 force fields

These interact in a cosmic dance. Imagine a sea of fields: one field starts
rippling (e.g., the electron field), causing others (like the electromagnetic
field) to ripple in turn, producing effects like light, which in turn excites
more fields. This interconnected choreography is the modern picture of
reality.

So now as per to Quantum Field Theory (QFT), everything we have ever
observed — from atoms and stars to cells and photons — arises from
vibrations or excitations of just 12 fundamental quantum fields, each
corresponding to one of the known elementary particles:

* 6 quarks: up, down, charm, strange, top, and bottom
* 6 leptons: electron, muon, tau, and their three corresponding neutrinos

These quantum fields do not exist independently of each other. Instead, they
interact through four fundamental forces, each mediated by its own field:

1. Electromagnetic force — mediated by the photon, which is a quantum of
the electromagnetic field. This governs electric and magnetic interactions.

2. Strong nuclear force — mediated by gluons, which are excitations of the
gluon field. This force binds quarks together inside protons and neutrons.

3. Weak Nuclear Force — Carried by the W and Z bosons, manifestations
of the weak interaction field. This subtle yet essential force governs certain
forms of radioactive decay and fuels the nuclear reactions at the heart of the
Sun, quietly driving the processes that make life on Earth possible.

4. Gravitational force — and here, something profoundly different emerges.

While the first three forces (electromagnetic, strong, and weak) are
described by quantum fields that exist within the framework of space and
time, gravity is fundamentally distinct. In the framework of General
Relativity, gravity is not a force mediated by a particle in the same way as

308



Chapter — 30

the others (although attempts in quantum gravity propose a hypothetical
particle called the graviton). Rather, gravity is the curvature of spacetime
itself — not something that occurs within space and time, but a
manifestation of the geometry of spacetime.

The Gravitational Field is Spacetime Itself

Einstein’s revolutionary insight: The “field” that corresponds to gravity
is the fabric of spacetime —

These fields—comprising twelve associated with matter particles and four
with fundamental forces—govern the architecture and dynamics of the
physical universe, shaping every form of matter within it —They are deeply
intertwined with the outer (Adh-Dhahir)—the visible, tangible aspects of
the human body.

However, they do not account for the inner dimension of human experience:
the spirit, the observer, or consciousness itself (Al-Batin). To date, none of
the 16 known fields described by the Standard Model of particle physics
have been scientifically shown to be directly linked to human
consciousness. From the metaphysical and spiritual perspective,
consciousness is seen not as a byproduct of these fields, but as a distinct,
foundational reality—non-material, non-local, and possibly the very source
from which these fields themselves arise.

(As in chapter 1 of this book we term these two dimensions as - “Two
Perspectives Of Existence” - The Outer (Adh-Dhahiru); The Inner (Al-
Batinu).

As the Qur’an affirms:

“He is the First and the Last, the Outer (Adh-Dhahir) and the Inner (Al-
Batin), and He is, of all things, Knowing.”

— Surah Al-Hadid (57:3)

Let’s understand why — and then explore speculative, metaphysical, and
frontier ideas about what kind of field consciousness could be linked to.
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The 16 Known Fields in Modern Physics

No current Standard Model field accounts for consciousness.

The brain’s activity can be measured electrically (linked to
electromagnetic field) and chemically — but this describes neural
correlates, not consciousness itself.

Consciousness — the subjective experience, or qualia — remains a
“hard problem” in neuroscience and physics.

There’s no equation, particle, or field in the Standard Model that
requires consciousness to exist.

“.So... If Not One of the 16 Fields—Then What?

« Here are possibilities from metaphysics, speculative science, and

philosophical theories: Consciousness is Linked to an Unknown Field.

A field beyond the 16, not yet discovered, possibly:

A non-local consciousness field
A quantum information field
Or something like what Vedanta calls “Chit Akasha” (space of pure

consciousness)

Speculative Scientific Theories:

David Bohm’s Implicate Order: All particles and consciousness emerge
from a deeper order, beyond spacetime.

Zero-Point Field (ZPF): Some believe consciousness interacts with this
universal quantum background.

Donald Hoffman, a cognitive scientist and professor at UC Irvine, is
known for his non-traditional view consciousness is the primary fabric
of reality, not space, time, or matter. He believes that what we call the
“physical world” emerges from a deeper realm of conscious agents and
their interactions.
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“Consciousness, not space-time and matter, is fundamental.”
Hoffman proposes a mathematical model of conscious agents that
interact in a network. Each conscious agent has:

» Experiences (qualia)

» Decisions (based on those experiences)

» Actions (that affect others)

Reality, in this view, emerges from the interactions of conscious agents—
space-time and physical objects are projections or illusions created by this
network.

These ideas propose a consciousness field not yet recognized in mainstream
physics.

» Federico Faggin is a physicist, inventor (best known for creating the first
commercial microprocessor at Intel), and later in life, a profound thinker
on consciousness. Like Donald Hoffman, Faggin believes
consciousness is not generated by the brain, but rather is fundamental to
existence.

“Consciousness is not something that arises from matter. It is the ground of
being.”
In his view, matter and energy emerge from consciousness, not the other

way around.

* Seyyed Hossein Nasr, a prominent Islamic philosopher and Professor,
George Washington University whose rich metaphysical work does
touch on consciousness, the soul, and spiritual development. His
perspective may offer a meaningful parallel -

“The beginning was/is consciousness”

Seyyed Hossein Nasr’s Perspective on Consciousness and the Soul

- Nasr envisions a soul that continues to develop beyond death, describing
an afterlife that mirrors spiritual maturity more than cessation .

311



Chapter — 30

- He articulates the afterlife (paradise) not merely as a realm of reward, but
as a space that elevates the soul beyond attachment to physical pleasures,
directing it toward contemplation of deeper, divine reality .

- One of his poetic metaphors is the idea of “fusion without confusion”,
borrowed from Meister Eckhart—suggesting a union with the divine that
preserves individuality while transcending it.

* Meister Eckhart (c. 1260-1328), the German Christian mystic and
theologian, didn’t use the modern term “consciousness”, but his
teachings deeply concern the nature of self-awareness, the soul, and
divine

God as the Ground of Being

Eckhart taught that God is not a being, but Being itself—the ultimate
ground of all existence.

“God is not found in the soul by adding anything, but by a process of
subtraction.”

Consciousness, in this view, is not individual or isolated—it is rooted in
and connected to the ground of all Being. The soul becomes aware of its
divine source by emptying itself of ego, desire, and multiplicity. Eckhart
emphasized union with God through detachment (Abgeschiedenheit) and
inner stillness.

“The eye with which I see God is the same eye with which God sees me.”

This mystical statement implies a shared consciousness—not two subjects,
but one non-dual awareness. The boundary between self and God dissolves.

Consciousness Is Fundamental — Not Emergent

In some spiritual philosophies (e.g., Advaita Vedanta, Kabbalah, Sufism),
consciousness is not a byproduct of the brain — it is the source of
everything.

In physics, a similar radical idea is found in:

* Panpsychism: Consciousness i1s a property of all matter (even
elementary particles have rudimentary awareness).
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* Integrated Information Theory (IIT): Consciousness is information
integration, and any system with sufficient integration possesses it.

But none of these identify a specific field from the Standard Model — they
propose new metaphysical assumptions.

Consciousness as Beyond Fields — A Background Source

Perhaps consciousness doesn’t emerge from a field, but is the “background”
in which all fields appear —

. A Symbolic Reflection

The known 16 fields paint the structure of the visible universe — but
consciousness is the canvas upon which the universe itself is drawn.

Or in more metaphysical terms:
The body is entangled with the fields of matter and force.

The soul is entangled with the infinite, non-local field — beyond the veil of
time, space, and particle physics.
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Consciousness is the foundational reality

* aprimary field or dimension from which the 12 particle fields (quarks,
leptons, etc.) and the 4 force fields (electromagnetic, weak, strong, and
gravitational) emerge.

» It is not dependent on any of these physical fields. Instead, they arise
within or through consciousness, not the other way around. These
fields—comprising twelve associated with matter particles and four
with fundamental forces—govern the architecture and dynamics of the
physical universe, shaping every form of matter within it —They are
deeply intertwined with the outer (Adh-Dhahir)—the visible, tangible
aspects of the human body.

However, they do not account for the inner dimension of human experience:
the spirit, the observer, or consciousness itself (Al-Batin). To date, none of
the 16 known fields described by the Standard Model of particle physics
have been scientifically shown to be directly linked to human
consciousness. From the metaphysical and spiritual perspective,
consciousness is seen not as a byproduct of these fields, but as a distinct,
foundational reality—non-material, non-local, and possibly the very source
from which these fields themselves arise.

With Direct Perspective From Quran—Relating to a profound concept in
Surah Al-Ikhlas (Chapter 112) of the Qur’an, particularly the verse:

Alall &

“Allah is As-Samad”—"“Allah, the Absolute/the Self-Sufficient/the One
who needs nothing and upon whom all depend.”

— Qur’an 112

Consciousness as As-Samad (The Self-Sufficient Ground of Being):
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Islamic Perspective (Surah Consciousness-Centered Metaphysics

Al-Ikhlas)
Allah is As-Samad — not Consciousness is fundamental — not emergent
dependent on anything from matter or brain

Everything depends on Him, | All fields (particles, forces, space-time) emerge

but He depends on none within consciousness, but it depends on none
He begets not, nor is begotten Consciousness is non-local, uncaused, and
eternal

One and Indivisible (Ahad) Unified Field of Awareness, undivided and
indivisible

Combining the above with the following revelations:
Surah Al-Hadid (57:3) in the Qur’an.

The full translation is:

Mo o (& 5h 5 Bl serlally 53915 03T 5

He is the First and the Last, the Outer (Al-Zahir) and the Inner (Al-Batin),
and He is, of all things, Knowing.

Surah Al-Bagarah (2:115) in the Qur’an.
sl o A 5 D435 28 1405 gls &l (5 el b

To Allah belong the East and the West, so wherever you turn, there is the
Face of Allah. Indeed, Allah is All-Encompassing, All-Knowing.

3. Surah Qaf (50:16) in the Qur’an:

230 S G ) oAl S TTALE 4 G gl 3 L aladp LAY A 6T
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And We have already created man and know what his soul whispers to him,
and We are closer to him than [his] jugular vein.

¢ Drawing on these divine revelations, we understand that Allah- The
Sunnatulah—Consciousness is the first and the last, the inner and the outer,
the all-encompassing reality from which all things arise. This cosmic
consciousness is indivisible and transcends space and time.

From a modern scientific and philosophical standpoint:

* The Standard Model of particle physics—encompassing all known
particles and forces—can be viewed as a manifestation or projection
within this deeper conscious framework.

» Consciousness is ontologically prior; it is not something that emerges
from physical matter or energy.

* Space, time, particles, and forces are appearances within consciousness,
akin to icons on a computer screen—real yet dependent on the
underlying system. This echoes contemporary ideas like Donald
Hoffman’s theory, which posits that the physical world is a user
interface shaped by deeper consciousness.
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ALLh (As-semad) - The Sel-ul hrbent Senece

POEM
I Am Not This Body

Diagram Updated: Linking Consciousness to Allah (As-Samad)
Consciousness as the Source of All Particle and Force Fields

Quarks (6 types)
Leptons (6 types)
Electromagnetic Field
Weak Nuclear Field

Strong Nuclear Field

Consciousness (Fundamental)J Gravitational Field

I got to learn: I'm not this skin,
Not bone, not blood, not what's within.
This body's but a fleeting shell,

A whisper where the echoes dwell.

Twelve particles in cosmic play,
Four forces dance in light and clay.
They form my shape, but not my name—
A mask within a fielded game.

Projection cast from deeper fire,
Not bound by flesh, nor earth, nor wire.
My outer hums in physics' script,
But I am what it can't encrypt.

I am the stillness in the spin,
The breathless depth that lies within.
Spirit—threadless, yet it weaves
Through time that ends and space that leaves.

No past or future holds me tight,
I rise beyond both day and night.
A quantum soul, unmarked, unmade—
In Presence pure, I do not fade.
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In The End Only Oneness Remains

I hope this book could bring you to a crossroads—where science and
religion meet, where light from modern understanding falls upon the ancient
path of faith, and where tensions between reason and belief demand deeper
dialogue. Conventional wisdom holds Shirq—the association of partners
with God—as the central dividing line in religion, the boundary that
distinguishes Tawhid (divine oneness) from all else. Yet we rarely pause to
ask: why is the oneness of God the very heart of faith? Why is it not merely
a creed but the essence from which all spiritual truth flows? Here, we go
beyond definitions into a philosophical and experiential exploration of
divine oneness—why it is foundational, how it shapes the believer’s inner
world, and what it demands in practice. Scripture tells us that God—Allah—
is As-Samad: absolute, self-sufficient, needing nothing.

His oneness is not for His benefit but a reality we are invited to understand.
Our task is not rote affirmation, but a conscious, lived recognition of what
As-Samad truly means. To grasp this fully, religion must be engaged not
only through inherited tradition but through the lenses of science,
metaphysics, and spirituality. As Ibn Arabi cautioned, “Do not become so
attached to your own religious doctrines that you begin to hate other
religions.” True understanding may require exploring perspectives beyond
our own. We must keep questioning, seeking, and refusing to accept that
certain questions are beyond answer. By bridging faith, reason, and direct
experience, we open a path toward a deeper, more integrated understanding
of the Divine—and of our place in the cosmos.
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