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Life is Divided


Introduction
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I've learned that most of what divides us is invisible. It's not the walls between nations or the distances between bodies, but the silent fracture within us—the silent line that says this is mine, that is yours. Every wound I've ever carried began with that thought. Every moment of peace came when that line dissolved.

Life began whole. The division came later—not by force, but by fear. We learned to protect what we loved, to name what had no name, to claim what once belonged to the wind. We divided time into past and future, we divided each other into worthy and unworthy, we divided the world into winners and losers. And then we wondered why our hearts seemed so fragile and cold.

I once believed that strength meant being apart—sharper, faster, untouched. But strength without connection becomes stone. It isolates until even victory tastes like ashes. The more I tried to control, the more life slipped through my fingers. The more I built to protect myself, the less of myself remained.

There comes a moment when silence becomes unbearable, when the echo of your own thoughts becomes a prison. At that moment, you realize that everything you were chasing was a shadow of belonging. You weren't seeking power—you were seeking reward.

Sharing is not losing. It's remembering that nothing was ever truly yours. The air that fills your lungs doesn't ask your permission; the earth doesn't retain its soil. When I began to give without measuring, I discovered that giving and receiving were the same movement—two halves of a breath.

Division teaches scarcity; unity teaches fluidity. When you stop counting what you possess, you begin to perceive what you have always been a part of. You begin to feel a deeper intelligence permeating everything—silent, impartial, constant. It asks for nothing, but answers everything.

This book is not a doctrine. It is a mirror. Each page reflects a part of the same truth: life is divided so that we may learn to see. We are here to remember what was never broken, to rebuild the bridge between the self and the world. Not through belief, but through presence. Not through conquest, but through understanding.

I write these words as a traveler who has been both the wall and the open gate. I have known the pain of separation and the silent healing of return. And I tell you: when the heart stops defending itself, the world breathes again.
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Chapter I

The Birth of Separation
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I do not remember the exact moment when I first felt apart from the world, but I know it was not always so. There was a time — early, formless — when everything seemed to move as one body. The air, the sound of water, the rhythm of footsteps, all carried the same pulse. In that state, there was no watcher and no watched; there was only the movement itself. But then came the first fracture: the recognition of “I.”

That single word built a border inside me. It was meant to define, yet it began to confine. The awareness that I existed apart from what surrounded me promised freedom, but it brought a strange unease — a hunger to be acknowledged, protected, and distinct. From that seed, all other separations grew.

The mind learned to divide before it learned to understand. It carved the world into opposites: good and bad, gain and loss, love and fear. At first, these divisions seemed harmless, useful even — a way to navigate. But with time, they became cages, walls built to preserve the self against imagined danger.

The child inside every person still carries this confusion. We inherit not only the language of separation but also the emotion that sustains it — the subtle fear of disappearing. We want to be seen, to matter, to leave an imprint on the shifting sands of time. Yet in trying to hold our place, we forget that we already belong.

I once watched a river after a storm. The water was thick with mud, rushing violently. Branches tore loose from their roots and spun in the current. It looked like chaos, but beneath it the flow remained constant — clear, directional, whole. Life is like that. The surface breaks; the depths remain unbroken. But we live at the surface, mistaking turbulence for truth.

When the mind begins to identify with the storm rather than the flow, division takes form. We start to call one branch “mine” and another “yours.” We cling to identities as if they could anchor us, though they only deepen the whirlpool. We build stories — about family, nation, worth — and wrap them around ourselves like armor. Each story defines who we are, but each one also separates us from who we might still become.

The first act of separation is comparison. To compare is to abandon presence. It is to measure your own light by another’s reflection and to mistake that reflection for reality. Comparison breeds envy, and envy breeds discontent. I have felt it in small ways — in the success of a friend, in the praise of another, in the quiet scrolling of faces that seem more complete than mine. The modern world feeds this hunger relentlessly. It tells us that difference is deficiency, that value is a contest. And so, we learn to fear being ordinary, when in truth, the ordinary is where peace lives.

I once believed that unity meant sameness. I thought to be “one” was to erase difference, to blend until nothing stood apart. But I was wrong. Unity is not the absence of difference — it is the recognition that difference belongs. Every cell in the body has its function, yet the body itself is one. Division begins not with variety but with resistance to variety. When I resist what is, I create distance.

There is a subtle arrogance in believing I can stand apart from the rest of existence. The mind whispers: You are unique, special, separate. But the more I chase that voice, the hollower it becomes. The truth is quieter: You are part of everything, and everything is part of you. That realization does not erase individuality; it dissolves isolation.
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