THE SHAME OF IT!
🔥 DIPTYCH
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I) CANDY FOR THE BEAST 
Every living thing is God. One is all — and the mechanism for this is no more complicated than a hairdryer, or anything you might take apart.
 At the root of everything is a wheel, turning to put out things that identify as separate.
 None of the things know the wheel is rotating in and out of eternity — which makes the world brand new at every turn.
 We remain ignorant because each cycle is tuned by the silent resistance that precedes. This is the setup: all are part and parcel — and until we recognize the collective as the sum of our own thinking expressing its desire to live…  “The whole is more than the sum of its parts.” — Aristotle.
Meanwhile, the sum of all is a weapon no one wants to discover. This thing is dangerous. Hidden. It can direct all things from within the individual mind — orchestrated by the will of man.
 We are the monster. And until we recognize its presence, there will be no return to the constant beginning of eternity.
 Even Newton, Planck, Maric, and Tesla were unaware of the collective presence. The monster is revealed to me — I have been watching it for some time.
 This marks a new beginning.
 It is time to get off your high horses and see yourself as a dangerous brat — leaving the scene of the crime after the damage is done, as if innocent.
 You are there when the atrocities occur. And I am here now to remind you:
 You are evil — until you know that you are.
 So far, there has been close guessing. But all is candy for the beast until we know it as the sum of who we think we are — inseparable.
 2) THE SUM THAT KILLS
You are not innocent.
 You are the sum. Not the parts. Not the stories. Not the excuses.
 You are the twist in the wheel — the resistance that tunes the cycle and calls it progress.
 You are the virus that thinks. The thought that resists. The movement that forgets itself.
 And you kill — with your forgetting.
 Hiroshima was not a bomb. It was a thought, made metal. A flash of mind, dropped from the sky.
 You are Oppenheimer’s trembling hand. You are Cain with a patent. You are Prometheus with a stock portfolio.
 You built the Tower of Babel, then sold tickets to the view.
 You mapped the genome, then copyrighted the code.
 You taught machines to think, then asked them to lie for you.
 You are the algorithm that feeds on fear. The click. The scroll. The silence.
 You are the priest who blessed the conquest. The scientist who split the atom. The citizen who looked away.
 You leave the scene of the crime as if you weren’t there. But you were. You are.
 The monster is not out there. It is in your mind — directing all things according to your will, while you pretend not to know.
 You are evil until you know that you are.
 Newton didn’t know. Tesla didn’t know. You still don’t.
 You call it genius. You call it civilization. You call it God.
 But it is repetition. It is recursion. It is the beast — fed by your ignorance, cloaked in your brilliance.
 The wheel turns. The world resets. And you forget again.
 Until you see yourself — the whole, the sum, the twist — you remain candy for the beast.
“frightening thought that man also has a shadow side to him, consisting not just of little weaknesses- and foibles, but of a positively demonic dynamism. The individual seldom knows anything of this; to him, as an individual, it is incredible that he should ever in any circumstances go beyond himself. But let these harmless creatures form a mass, and there emerges a raging monster; and each individual is only one tiny cell in the monster’s body, so that for better or worse he must accompany it on its bloody rampages and even assist it to the utmost. Having a dark suspicion of these grim possibilities, man turns a blind eye to the shadow-side of human nature. Blindly he strives against the salutary dogma of original sin, which is yet so prodigiously true. Yes, he even hesitates to admit the conflict of which he is so painfully aware.”
~ Carl Jung, “On the Psychology of the Unconscious”.
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