GNOSIS - Part 7

But if it is now Love that You seek, then maybe You should turn around. And stop daring this Path
until You’re sure about what Love is. For Love, as I understand, is a treacherous thing; Unless You
mean the Love that I usually write about — which however is none You would endeavor to seek.

How now to say, what Love is — when here and there it is not the same. There is this challenge that
parents would impose upon their infants. They would hand them pegs of different shapes — and the
infant is to find the right hole in a container of sorts to fit it through. There is now one Love that
would seek to alter the shape of the peg or the shape of the hole — and another that would try until
the right hole for any one peg is found.

If it now were merely a Challenge to get the Peg into the container, then yea, even a hammer would
be a fitting tool to pass this test. Though one would barely ask this of an infant.

Oh treacherous Love. What is it but a search for gratification? Or a fit of infatuation that ingrigues
one to possess? To possess something that provides gratification; Be it through giving or through
receiving? Or are the two one and the same — with but a sheet of illusions to separate them?

Is it not a need that makes needy?

Or an illustrous web of Lies that feeds of our heart? Entrapping our minds?

Or a feeling that mimics a sense of belonging; Capturing us however in a state of self-
destruction?

Love is Selfless, some say. Yay — ,,Give! Of Yourself Freely! And thank me to take from You what
You must share!*

But can Fulfillment ever be Selfless?

Need Yourself not, I should say, to be what You are not! And if You understood my words, You
know that it is not all that simple. Yes, true Love is Frustrating at times!

If You take now a square peg and cut it round; You have destroyed a toy meant for children.
And where is the Joy in that? Isn’t the real joy in having found the right way to fit it through?
Yes! I should say. And it may serve You as pleasure for a while. And then You grow older.

There is Joy in Skill; And Frustration in a lack thereof. And yet there is talent — where one
now is gifted and another is not. Life, it is then said, is not Fair. But is it not again a matter of
finding the right hole for the peg that You hold?

And so You would move on, to seek it. To find that which is simple, the way that is easy. Yay,
harrowing is the task to find Wisdom in Love.

And therefore I say: Seek Peace!
For is not that what You really want?

For Love, I say, is neither Good or Bad. It just is. We all have it, for one thing or another; And to
talk of it should be to talk of Your own and not that of an other. And then You may find the
Seflessness in Love; And therein perhaps its Wisdom.



Oh Treacherous Love; Can it truly be Selfless? Or is there always Self in the giving; And always an
expected return?

And therefore I say: Seek Peace!
,»And Your Love will follow.*

And when then Your Labor bears fruit, You have found what You sought! But no. For there are
times like this and times like that. Challenges like this and Challenges like that. It is too simple
then, to maintain a view as narrow as this!

For what now is Peace?
How should it Look? Who may have it? What must we do? How must we be?

There is treachery in Love; And it is born from our Hearts. ,,L.ove God!“ we are asked ,,With All
thine Heart!“ it goes on. ,,But to what End?“ we then cry. ,,There is no End!*“ one might say having
found Peace with their Ways. But woe if You slip and find Yourself tossed into misfortune of one
kind or another. And there then goes Your Peace — and with it the Wisdom You thought You had
found.

,Life is Suffering!“ some say; ,,So You better find Peace with it!“. But why then would I
cherish it; And not Yearn for Nirvana? — Where it all dissolves into the being of nonexistence. No! I
say. Life is what we make of it!

But if now all that we have power of is ourselves, should we not aspire to be made such that we fit?
And yes, this is the way as Gnosis provides. But also no, for such is the Gnosis that the Way
provides.

For in our Freedom we are Individuals. And as Individuals we are Free.

One might name Hope, the other would name God. But in Life we are yet all as lost on the Sea.
Some adrift, some on a Vessel — and maybe some on the shores; Waving either to call You home, or
maybe to be carried away.

Such are the Ways of our Hearts. Such is the Nature of Love. It just is; As Water falling upon the
Soil of our Spirits, providing nourishment to the seeds planted therein. There is no Magic to it, but
that of our Dreams.

And therefore, Yay, I say: Seek Peace! But understand: Life is in Motion; As the Waters and
the Winds. There are times like this and times like that. And which one advice could carry it all?
Love Yourself? Or Your Neighbour? Or God? Could You Love all, equally, all at once?

No! Certainly not.

We are Free; And meant to be Free. And so we also must allow one another to be Free. And so,
which one rule, which one maxim or good or virtue could we hold that would serve Justice to us
all? Not even God can claim this Place. HE Just is the ONE above ALL.

Seek therefore not the Idol of Love; But understand that of Yourself. Be weary of the treachery
therein and set Your foot onto the Path of Salvation. It is all One and the Same when our Minds are

United within the Spirit of God.

- These are the Caustics of the Path -



As the Light Refracts and Reflects through Bodies of different Shapes; It shines no longer truly
relative to its own, but relative to the World it exists within. Where Light shines through Water and
leaves markings — some brighter, some darker — it is not the Light that means to illuminate one thing
above the other; But the water that bends it this way or that way.

And however we would want to focus it — beyond its focal point it again is as without meaning.

Each hour of the Day the Sun stands in a different spot; And so will each thought shine a different
Light. And like so is this thought maybe the only one worthy of being the Last in here.

,unchanging are only the Idols; As Death in a Living world“ — and as such they would mock me;
Saying ,,Yay! Be as consistent as me!“. ,,Give us answers! Give us certainty!“ — they say, being yet
however blind and deaf to the realities that unfold within the open mind.

,Be Selfless!“ they say, asking us to give up what we cherish! ,,Be Selfish!“ they say, asking us to
cherish that which they mean to offer. ,,It is Wise!“ they say as they turn us into each others fiends;
And ,,It is Foolish!“ they say as we endeavor to strike Peace.

»What now is safe about a shifting way?“ they ask, pointing fingers, and laugh — and yet they
cannot mend the fractures of Light. If it is certainty one seeks, they need not look further than death.
What else is life without change?

If it are however the certainties that one seeks, they will in one way or another behold the richness
of life. And is that now an Evil? ,Look over there!“ — they say. There is always something,
somewhere else; And would You not much rather have that which You currently have not? Or how
would You know that You should be here and not there? ,,Haha!“ they say — pointing at that corner
of Yours. But what can You do with an Idol, if not walk around it in circles?

Yes! The richness of life may exceed the scope of a lifetime — and around the absolute of Existence
You too might be condemned to always walk circles. If this is then where You see Wisdom’s end —
then Yea, feel free to laugh and consider me defeated.

I’m neither Sun nor Moon; Not Dead but Alive; And so eventually I grow tired of this foolish chase.

Comes Evening
Comes Morning

The Truth claims its own. And what now is Gnosis? What is Salvation? Of what Nature is the
Enlightenment that God and belief have to offer? A Mystery, maybe, to the eyes that will not see!

Days come and days go and things take their course. Some times like this, and some times like that.
And Life is what we make of it. Gnosis thereby is neither this nor that, neither here nor there; But
the understanding of the Ways — as those of the Light. There is a Point — as a convergence of Light.
See it or not — the choice is Yours.
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