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Dedication
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This book is for those who sense a quiet shift, a longing, or a hush beneath the noise, nudging them to see that life is larger than their roles.

For anyone who glimpsed a deeper truth, felt both uncertainty and hope, then dared to acknowledge it.

For those who grow silently, wrestle with self-doubt, yet trust their awakening.

This book is for anyone ready to live a larger life.
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Author’s Note
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There comes a point when your old life no longer matches who you are becoming. This is the moment the cosmic citizen is born. You recognize your true transformation starts when you realize you are more than your previous identity. Sharpening awareness of this truth is the key message.

Let these chapters serve as a mirror, guiding you from the known toward new ways of being. Throughout, notice how your experience points to one main message: your unfolding truth connects past understanding with present growth.
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Awakening starts with small moments: a new quiet, a deeper breath, a discomfort, or the unfolding of a part long closed.

You may not explain what is changing. Yet you sense the boundaries of your old life dissolve, like fog softening what once felt certain. This shift surprises your reactions and colors conversations. Inside, your thoughts grow louder and more organized. You notice quiet gaps between them, revealing a reality deeper than thoughts.

This book invites you into that opening. Step into a more authentic experience, meet the reality within you, and let it reveal a deeper way of seeing your life and the world.

This book invites you to a larger awareness. The key message is that you are more than your personal story; you are the consciousness that experiences it. When you embrace this perspective, your experience of life fundamentally changes.

Awakening isn’t about being special, but about being honest, removing the layers that cloud your authentic self so that you can live more fully.

Don't force understanding. Trust your inner world to guide you toward a steadier way of being. The cosmic citizen lives from a more profound, unfiltered truth.

If this book is in your hands, you've already answered an inner whisper. Let us walk together as cosmic citizens, gently tracing the path home. Now, let's begin together because every change starts with that first subtle moment, ushering us into new territory.
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CHAPTER 1

The Whisper of Something More
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It starts with an unplanned pause. You're in your kitchen, coffee in hand. For a moment, just a moment, you're not thinking about the next meeting. You're not replaying yesterday. You're simply standing. The mug warms your palm; morning light slants through the window. Nothing intrudes. The moment passes. Your mind returns, urgent, suddenly asking what you had to do and wondering what you forgot. Still, something has shifted. You felt the gap, a breath of space between thoughts.

These moments now arrive with unnerving frequency. Mid-sentence, you falter, forgotten purpose hanging in the air. Your responses feel recycled, rehearsed. Someone asks how you are. Rather than reply 'fine,' you catch your mouth shaping the word, even knowing it's not quite honest. This subtle shift in perspective signals change. You begin to observe yourself from a sharper angle, not detached, but duplicated, both acting out daily routines and scrutinizing the observer. At dinner last Tuesday, you recounted an old story. Your delivery was flawless, laughter timed. Yet it all felt hollow, as if you were demonstrating.

Old ways no longer fit. Career goals feel distant; their importance faded. Disorientation grows, paired with exhaustion. The same relationship pattern repeats, and you’re tired. The identity you built, responsible and capable, now feels like outgrown clothes you keep wearing for lack of alternatives. Disorientation could frighten you, yet strangely, it almost brings relief.

You're noticing edges you never knew were there. You see how much of your day is spent performing. You laugh harder to show you're engaged. You agree to avoid conflict. You shape your opinions to match the room and minimize your needs, so you don't burden others. When did you learn this? You can't remember a time before. Your thoughts repeat, shuffling doubts and questions: Are you enough? What do they think? Should you be further along? Same thoughts, different days. You've mistaken these thoughts for yourself.

But if you notice the thoughts, who's doing the noticing? This question arrives quietly, not as philosophy, but as direct experience. You're anxious, and at the same time, you're aware of being nervous. You're frustrated, and you're watching the frustration move through you like weather. There's the experience. And there's the awareness of the experience. They're not the same thing.

One morning, you wake, and the usual anxiety about the day ahead doesn't arrive. Not because anything is different, you still have the same responsibilities and uncertainties. Still, the tightness in your chest that usually greets you before you even open your eyes isn't there. You lie still, afraid to move, as if the slightest shift might bring it back. It doesn't come back. Not that day, anyway. It happens again, brief moments when the background static of worry goes quiet. You catch yourself smiling for no reason. You realize you've just spent twenty minutes without a single thought about what you're supposed to be doing, becoming, or fixing.

In these gaps, something else emerges. Not quite happiness. Something quieter. These moments mark a shift: the sense that you're okay now, even if nothing is resolved. You wonder if what you thought was broken needs no fixing. What you tried to become may not surpass what you are. The peace you seek might already exist here, buried beneath the striving. This recognition isn't sudden; it seeps in, like water percolating through concrete, dissolving what seemed solid.

You find yourself less interested in having the correct answer. You're more comfortable with not knowing. Less concerned with proving yourself, more curious about what's actually true. Less afraid of being seen. More tired of pretending to be someone else. The armor you built to protect yourself, those strategies, defenses, carefully managed images, start to feel heavy. Not safe. Just heavy. You notice yourself letting it slip, not all at once and not permanently. But in moments, you allow people to see you uncertain. Struggling. Less than perfect. The world doesn't end.

The self you've maintained, sculpted by expectation and fear, was always meant to change. This understanding turns confusion into curiosity. That former self was just scaffolding, not the foundation. Uncertainty now feels inviting. Your restlessness signals a longing for authenticity. The ache is a call to live more honestly. It grows stronger the longer it is denied.

You sense a steady inner urge, not for action but for honesty. Letting go of pretense becomes the first step to discovering your real self. Every past confusion and unraveling has been the journey itself. Every question and every moment of truth led here, preparing you to embrace yourself as you are, with patience once reserved for the world.

The feeling of wanting something more isn't about chasing another goal or destination. It points to the awareness that's always been with you, quietly present through all your experiences. This awareness isn't an achievement you have to strive for. It's your natural state when you stop trying to be someone else.
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CHAPTER 2

When the Old Life Stops Making Sense
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The change doesn't announce itself with fanfare. There's no precise moment when everything shifts. Instead, a gradual transition occurs: one day, you notice you're breathing more deeply and slowly, as if your body finally remembered how. Not consciously. You haven't started meditating. Your lungs found their rhythm when you stopped bracing against life. For years, you held your breath unknowingly. Shallow breaths, chest tight, shoulders raised, the posture of someone perpetually tensed for impact. On an ordinary Tuesday, you notice you're breathing fully. The breath reaches your belly, fills your ribs, expands your back. Your body softens. Nothing external has changed. Same desk, same life, same challenges. Yet something fundamental has shifted in how you meet them.

You begin to discover that you can hold difficult emotions without being pulled under. Last month, sadness arrived, the heavy, familiar kind that used to pin you to the couch for days. This time, you felt it differently. The weight was still there, the ache in your chest still real, but you didn't become the sadness. You were the space in which sadness was moving, like weather passing through a valley. You cried. Let the tears come without attaching a story about being broken, too sensitive, or wrong. It was just grief, expressing itself through your body. When it was done, it left. Not completely. Not forever. But it moved, the way blocked water flows when you stop damming it.

Your mind had definite ideas about how sadness should work, telling you this means you're depressed, this will last for weeks, and you should do something about this. But you had learned to distinguish between the feeling itself and the thoughts about the feeling. The feeling was workable. The thoughts created suffering. Something similar happened with anger last week. A colleague dismissed your idea in a meeting, not maliciously, just carelessly. The familiar heat rose with jaw tight and thoughts racing, already rehearsing what you should have said. But you caught it earlier than usual. You felt the anger as a sensation: warmth on your face, pressure in your chest, energy wanting to push outward. Just energy. Not a verdict on your worth. Not proof that you weren't respected. Just your body responding to stimulus.

You took a breath. The anger was still there, but you weren't inside it anymore. You were watching it, feeling it, allowing it without letting it write the script for what happened next. By afternoon, the anger had faded. Not because you suppressed it, but because you let it move through without feeding it stories. Anger that's allowed to be anger, without narrative, burns itself out naturally. You're learning to distinguish between the mind's anxious chatter and the quieter knowing underneath. The mind is still active, thoughts still arise, plans still form, analysis still happens, but you're no longer hypnotized by every thought that crosses your awareness.

Most thoughts are just recycled content, old fears, borrowed beliefs, conditioned responses playing on repeat. Some thoughts are helpful, reminding you to call the dentist, noting that the deadline is Friday, and observing that this milk smells off. These serve a function. You listen. But other thoughts, insisting you're not good enough, claiming everyone else has it figured out, declaring this will never work, aren't information. They're patterns, grooves worn deep by repetition, playing automatically whenever circumstances feel uncertain. You used to believe these thoughts were important messages requiring immediate attention. Now you recognize them as mental weather, passing clouds that don't define the sky.

Yesterday, the thought occurred to you that you're wasting your life. In the past, this would have sent you spiraling, frantically reviewing your choices, comparing yourself to others, and generating elaborate plans to fix everything immediately. Yesterday, you noticed it, greeting the familiar wasting life thought like an old acquaintance you haven't heard from in a while. The thought was still there, but it didn't hook you. It passed through your awareness the way a bird flies through the sky, present for a moment, then gone, leaving the sky unchanged. It isn't suppression or spiritual bypassing. You're not pretending complex thoughts don't exist. You're seeing them clearly enough to recognize they're not commands, not truths, not emergencies. They're just thoughts. And thoughts, left alone, dissolve on their own.

Your body has become a source of wisdom rather than something to override. For years, you treated it like a machine meant to execute the mind's orders, demanding it stay awake when you weren't done working, ignore hunger because you'd eat later, and push through fatigue because rest was for the weak. Now you're learning to listen. When your body says it's tired, you rest without guilt, without the story that resting means you're lazy. Your body isn't lazy, it's honest. It needs restoration to function, the way a field needs to lie fallow to remain fertile. Last Thursday, you canceled evening plans because your body felt depleted. Not sick exactly, just done. The old you would have pushed through, shown up, performed energy you didn't have. The current message you sent is a simple text saying you need to stay in tonight. No elaborate excuse. No apology for having limits. Your friend replied that it's all good and to take care. That was it. The catastrophe you imagined, judgment, disappointment, and damaged relationships, didn't materialize.

You're also noticing your body's subtler communications. When you're considering a decision, you check in to ask how it feels in your body. A job offer that looks perfect on paper creates subtle tightness in your chest. A relationship that seems logical generates heaviness in your gut. Your body knows things before your mind can articulate them. You're learning to trust these signals. The mind wants to override them with logic, insisting that this makes sense, that this is a good opportunity, and that everyone says this is what you should do. Sometimes the mind is right. Fear can masquerade as intuition. Fear is loud, urgent, catastrophic. Inner knowing is quiet, steady, certain. No drama. No story. Just clear information from a part of you that sees more than the thinking mind can access.

Life hasn't gotten easier, but it feels lighter. You still face difficulties. Bills still need paying. Relationships still have friction. Work still brings challenges. Your body still ages, gets tired, and sometimes hurts. Nothing external has been resolved. But your relationship to all of it has changed. Problems don't feel as dense as they used to. They're still there, still requiring attention, but they don't fill your entire inner space. You can have a problem without being the problem. Last month, something fell through that you'd been counting on, a project that would have solved several problems at once. The old pattern would have been immediate panic, followed by a storm of thoughts about what this meant, culminating in a general sense of doom about your life. Instead, you felt the disappointment cleanly, acknowledging that it wasn't what you wanted. You sat with it for a while, letting yourself think genuinely disappointed without piling on stories about being a failure. Then you made tea, called a friend, and looked at what needed to happen next. The disappointment was real, but it didn't consume you. It was a feeling, not a verdict on your life. And feelings, when you let them be just feelings, complete themselves and move on.

Something is changing in how you relate to other people. You're no longer working so hard to manage how you're perceived. The exhausting project of impression management, carefully curating your words, your reactions, your image, has started to feel pointless. You're experimenting with simply being yourself. Not the polished, acceptable version. Not the one who says what people want to hear. But you, as you actually are in this moment, uncertain, imperfect, sometimes confused, sometimes clear. Last week, someone asked your opinion on something you genuinely hadn't thought through. The old pattern would have been to manufacture an answer, to look knowledgeable, to avoid seeming uninformed. Instead, you said you don't know, that you haven't thought about that enough to have an honest opinion. They looked surprised. Not judging, just surprised. When did honesty become surprising? The conversation continued. You weren't diminished by admitting you didn't know something. If anything, it created more genuine exchange. You asked questions out of genuine curiosity rather than strategic positioning. Afterward, you felt lighter, restful in a way you hadn't anticipated.

You're also noticing which relationships support your authenticity and which don't. Some people respond to your growing honesty with their own. They seem relieved that participation is over and that they can be real, too. These conversations go deeper, faster. There's more laughter, more vulnerability, more actual contact. You walk away feeling nourished rather than drained. Other people seem uncomfortable with your authenticity. They want the old version, the one who agreed more, who smoothed things over, who didn't rock the boat. When you express a boundary or state a truth that differs from theirs, they pull back. You notice this without judgment. Not everyone is ready for authentic relating. Not everyone wants depth. And that's okay. They're on their own path, working with what they can handle right now. But you're no longer contorting yourself to maintain connections that require you to be less than you are.

What surprises you most is this: the less you try to control your inner experience, the more workable everything becomes. For years, you believed good mental health required constant vigilance, monitoring your thoughts, managing your emotions, and maintaining positivity. Self-improvement meant working harder, doing more, becoming better. But you're discovering something different. Most of your suffering came from fighting your experience rather than from the experience itself. You spent enormous energy trying to stop anxiety. The anxiety itself might have lasted five minutes. The struggle against it lasted hours, sometimes days. The anxiety about being anxious was worse than the original feeling.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The
Cosmlc
Cltlzen

L1V1ng as Awareness in a Human Life

Abunda eepak





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png
The
Cosmic

Citizen

Living as Awareness in a Human Life

Abundant Deepak





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





