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  A Note on Authorship

  The poems in this collection were composed by AI. The aphorisms were selected, the creative concept was conceived, the editorial direction was set, and the final curation and sequencing were carried out by Kavya Vivek. What you hold is not a book the machine decided to make. It is a book a human chose to make, using the tools of this age.





  Introduction

  There is a kind of wisdom that does not age.

It was spoken in Sanskrit and Greek, in Arabic and Latin, by men who had never met, across centuries that never touched — and yet they kept arriving at the same truths. About the mind. About suffering. About what it means to act with purpose, to love without armour, to be present in a life that keeps moving faster than presence allows.

Echoes is an attempt to bring those truths home.

Each poem in this collection begins with an aphorism — a single sentence from an ancient voice. What follows is not a translation, not a commentary, and not an explanation. It is the aphorism rewritten in the language of now. In the language of commutes and screens and 2am thoughts and careers that don't quite fit and relationships that cost more than anyone warned you they would.

The poems were composed by AI. The selection, the concept, the curation, and the sequencing are mine. I chose these thirty-five aphorisms because I needed them. I suspect you will find at least a few that you need too.

There is no correct way to read this book. Start anywhere. Return to the ones that stay with you. Read them slowly, or don't read them slowly — the poems will find their own pace with you.

What the ancient masters said still holds.

That is the only miracle here, and it is enough.

— Kavya Vivek
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  Be here now.

  — Ram Dass

  Here

  
Your phone is lit, your mind is not.

You're somewhere else while life's still hot —

replaying what you said last week,

rehearsing words you'll never speak.

 

The coffee's warm. You didn't taste it.

The morning came. You mostly wasted it

scrolling through someone else's day,

while yours just quietly walked away.

 

Come back.

Not to the plan, not to the past,

not to the version built to last —

just to the breath inside your chest,

just to this moment, unexpressed.

 

The man who's always somewhere else

is never quite himself.

But the man who's here — fully, plainly here —

holds more than most will hold all year.

 

You don't need silence. You don't need a mat.

You need to notice where you're at.

The street. The light. The ache. The now.

Not why. Not when. Not where. Just: how

 

does it feel to finally arrive

in the only moment you're alive?
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  Knowing others is intelligence; knowing yourself is true wisdom.

  — Lao Tzu

  The One You Never Ask

  
You know your boss's mood by the way he walks in.

You know your partner's silence — what it means,

what it needs, when to speak and when to wait.

You can read a room like a book,

navigate a meeting like water finding its level.

You know who to trust, who to watch,

who deserves your truth and who gets your polish.

 

Knowing others is intelligence.

 

But ask yourself: When was the last time

you sat with your own silence?

When did you last ask the hard question —

not "What should I do?" but "Who am I becoming?"

Not "How do they see me?" but "How do I see myself

when no one is watching, when the applause stops,

when the phone doesn't ring?"

 

Knowing yourself is true wisdom.

 

The man who climbs every ladder

but never asks why he's climbing.

The woman who heals everyone

but never tends her own wound.

The parent who knows their child's heart

but has forgotten the sound of their own.

 

We become experts in everyone else

and strangers to the face in the mirror.

 

Knowing yourself is true wisdom.

 

So sit down. Just sit.

Not to plan, not to solve, not to scroll.

Ask the uncomfortable question:

What am I afraid of, really?

What do I want when no one's watching?

What have I outgrown but still carry?

What have I buried that wants to live?

 

The answers won't arrive like thunder.

They'll come like dawn — slowly,

softly, unmistakably.

 

And you'll realize:

all those years of watching others,

you were the one you never asked.

 

Knowing others is intelligence.

Knowing yourself?

That's where you begin.
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  You have power over your mind — not outside events.

  — Marcus Aurelius

  The Anchor

  
The world is loud, the news is grim,

The tide is rising to the brim.

You cannot stop the crashing rain,

Or quiet down the city's strain.

 

The market falls, the traffic stays,

The chaos of these modern days

Will try to pull your spirit down,

And leave you in the noise to drown.

 

But look inside where silence dwells,

Beyond the stories the ego tells.

A fortress stands within your chest,

The only place where you can rest.

 

You cannot rule the wind or sea,

Or what the morning's fate will be,

But you are master of the gate —

How you respond decides your fate.

 

The anxious pulse, the heavy breath,

The fear of failure, or of death,

Are shadows cast by things outside,

But in your mind, you need not hide.

 

Release the grip on things you lack,

And take your own dominion back.

The storm may howl, the earth may shake,

But it's only you who chooses to break.

  





  4 / 35

  The ego is a veil between humans and God.

  — Rumi

  The Veil

  
You built him carefully.

Over years.

The image.

The posture.

The version of yourself

you learned to lead with

in rooms full of people

who were doing the same thing.

 

Confident. Capable.

Never uncertain.

Never lost.

Never the one who doesn't know

what comes next.

 

You polished him

until he shone.

 

And then you made

the most natural mistake

a man can make —

you forgot

he wasn't real.

 

———

 

The ego isn't evil.

Understand that first.

It was protective once.

The boy who got hurt

needed a wall.

The young man in a harsh world

needed armour.

It served you.

Don't be ashamed of it.

 

But armour worn too long

stops being protection

and starts being

a prison

you've simply

gotten used to.

 

———

 

Rumi knew this.

He watched men

walk through their entire lives

behind the performance of themselves —

never quite arriving

at the thing beneath,

the place beneath,

the self beneath

the self they'd constructed
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