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Sura 115// Green Flames in the Infinite Dimension

Death. Hear the crow's laughter in the sunlight before its rays have a chance to warm your skin. Before your God has a chance to say 'hello'. B4 the tenacity of your existence beckons you to rise. Death... the destruction of life that came before you, and the destruction that most assuredly came after you... How can you worship the jubilation of creation, and not sleep with chaos? How can a mother not smile at the Lion's roar at a baby's birth, and not weep, as in that same instance, the Lion ends her singularity. The sorrows of life, and the scent of death go hand in hand. They go hand in hand as the baby cradled by the doctor. Hand in hand. As the mother's feet touch the floor of the Creator. The first steps of motherhood. Do they bring joy? The first trial of the path to come? Or is this the awakening? Is the ultimatum a trophy? An infant's life or her own?

The flames. Oh, how they burn ever near. Now, that we step into a world, and are cloaked in the sins of our forefathers. We step into a world, and bathe in the sins of our ancestors. Into a world that smiles at our sins. Smiles at our sins as they go hand in hand with the sins of our neighbors. Sins of the father. Flesh of the self. You fear jihad, but jihad, the internal war with sin, is what you need. A blessed war. A Holy war! That will leave you in the maw of the Lion. The maw that gives your enemies flight. You should smile, as you know the Lion... smile as the left fang rends flesh from bone. The skin separates from the flesh. Smile as the Lion's meal warms your face with the blood of lives lost. The right fang joins. Skin separates from flesh. You can see the tendons peel apart from the bone... gentle and delicate. Like watching grass blow in a breeze. Your Lion makes death look like poetry. Our Lion introduces death to us as an old friend. One that chaos hides from us for what feels like an eternity, and then returns to us in an instance! The same instance that the battlefield is set ablaze. Instantaneous! So swift... the flames are green! That delicate grass does not have a chance to lose its color... what is created has to go somewhere when destroyed. Where does the color of this life go?

"Bu-rakku-rozu-hippu?"

As the sky blackens from the smoke. Green flames, and charred earth is all that remains of the enemy you see. The enemy of the shadow of heaven has yet to reveal themselves. The enemy of a shadow is your dearest friend. How many heavens does the world have? Too many for the mind to ponder. How many heavens does the world have? Such a question would tear your mind asunder...

How many heavens does the world have?

Do they all shine?

Do they all shine 4 you?

Do some close their gates?

Heaven...

Does it transfix you?

Leave you in wait?

How many heavens does the world have?

Why can't my AI answer?

Maybe I need real intelligence

To tell me what heaven is

To many heaven is a cancer

How many heavens does the world have?

The Lion fears your answer...

"Burakkurozuhippu! Let me show you."

"I'd rather have my Little Boy play with my circle."

Tangents abound. What touches you is an infinite distance away. What touches you is you. You in your truest self. The you the world sees, but the tangent is the you the world understands. The rest is just circumvent from your truth. Circumvent from circumstance. The arcs of electricity drive your heart to beat and drive you to meet others. This circumference makes you whole. The innards pulsate in tune with the curtains of countless dimensions. In this one, a line has 2 sides. Within the circle, so many lines stretch and contort. They mend, but do not break. They weaken, yet strengthen. An orchestra that translates the Lion's roar over and over again. Waves of sound come crashing at our shores as we dance within. Why must the circle tempt us in this tangent? Why can it not be the line? The line that is always steady, consistent, and constant. Why can it not be the line? Curve-less. So as to not tempt us over and over again? Oh, this circle! How wonderful it is to explore! What joy and hidden behind it even more circles! The concavity! The convexity! So many tangents to understand you! Are the lines tangent to the circles? Or are the circles tangent to the lines?! Who cares! As long as we are understood! What joy it is to trounce upon humanity! Chaos indeed! Each nanosecond a new circle introduced! Each millisecond multiple tangents proceed! The concavity! The convexity! The bend! The shape! Why-
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