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I am no one.

Not a writer, not a teacher, not a keeper of wisdom. If words pass through me, they are not mine—they are entrusted. I have some grounding in the languages of mathematics and physics, but all else has come as a slow unveiling—an ontological inheritance, not an intellectual achievement.

And yet, something speaks through me.

It is not mine—this voice, this light, these words. They arrive like whispers from a place without distance, passing through as a flame passes from candle to candle, undiminished. This book is not written to tell you what to believe. It is written to awaken what you already know but have forgotten—truths older than language, deeper than doctrine. Here, the borders between science and spirit will blur.

Here, reason will meet revelation, and questions once feared will stand in the open, unashamed. Here, we will go beyond repeating "God is One" to discovering what Oneness truly means—until it ceases to be an idea in the mind and becomes the rhythm of your very being. This is not the beginning of a book.

This is the beginning of a return.
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Introduction
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In this book, reality is not presented as a singular, conclusive image. Instead, it is explored through a multitude of perspectives—each one intentionally selected, not to fragment truth, but to deepen our encounter with it. These perspectives are not arbitrary shifts in viewpoint; they are deliberate turns of the prism, revealing how a single light—this ontology, this felt and lived truth—can refract into countless expressions without ever being reduced or diluted.

Here, repetition is not redundancy. It is reverence.

To return to the same idea through different doors is not to restate the obvious, but to challenge the false comfort of the obvious. Each recurrence is a new entrance, a new language for the ineffable—something that resists direct expression. In a world that conditions us to believe that knowledge must be linear, that meaning is best delivered through crisp conclusions and efficient declarations, this book dares to resist. It loops. It turns. It slows down. Not to confuse, but to dislodge. To disorient, so as to reorient.

This approach is not born of hesitation. It is born of necessity.

When we are trying to unlearn what has been deeply internalized—what has masqueraded as truth for decades, even lifetimes—we cannot proceed in straight lines. We must circle. We must return, again and again, not because we have forgotten, but because remembering differently each time is part of the transformation. Like waves shaping a coastline, repetition in this context is erosion of the false self. Not in a single crashing moment, but in countless, rhythmic touches.

Each perspective offered in this book serves as a carefully calibrated instrument—not to fix or repair, but to disrupt and release. The goal is not resolution, but revelation. This is not a reparation of what has been broken, but a reconditioning of how we come to see at all. It is a method—subtle, precise, and intentional—crafted to help the reader unlearn the inherited, the habitual, and the unquestioned.

This ontology, or in simpler words, this understanding of reality, cannot be explained in a single breath. It cannot be captured by a single voice or moment of clarity. It must be approached from many angles, each one peeling back another layer of illusion. And so, this book unfolds in rhythms, refrains, and returns—an intentional echoing that seeks not to inform, but to transform. Like a sacred chant or mantra, it invites presence rather than passive reading. It encourages the reader not just to follow, but to feel.

To some, this may appear repetitive. But to those who listen closely, it will become clear: these repetitions are variations. These echoes are not accidents. They are the way truth finds its way through the noise.

This, then, is the method: not to lecture, but to resonate. Not to move from point A to B, but to remain in the mystery long enough for the illusion of linearity to fall away. To allow meaning to reveal itself not once, but again—and again—and again—until it begins to live in the body, not just in the mind.

In this way, the form of the book mirrors its purpose. It invites a different kind of reading, a different kind of knowing—one that is nonlinear, recursive, alive. One that mirrors the very way we come into awakening: not all at once, but in spirals, in waves, in echoes of what we thought we already knew.

This book, then, is not merely a narrative. It is a practice. A method. A meditation. A dismantling of the assumption that clarity must come swiftly and only once. Here, clarity comes through return.

And in that return, a new truth is always waiting.

Note: This book is the first volume in a four-part series. If you would like to request illustrations, or if you seek further clarification and understanding of the content, please feel free to reach me at: samuddin431@gmail.com

The I on an I

That which has been experiencing since my birth is still experiencing. It has not aged a second. It is timeless. Though the events of life seem to unfold in time and space, that which truly experiences them exists beyond both. It is not the body. Not the form named Sam. Not this outer garment that has aged, reacted, and chased wealth and status—somewhere along the way, forgotten compassion, forgotten what empathy feels like.

Now, in the 57th year of this body, carrying the imprint of society’s many definitions of “I,” – I, Sam, must admit: I no longer know how to peel off the layers. I only know they are not me. This book, then, is not just an offering. It is my way of unlearning, of shedding five decades of mistaken identity. A peeling back. A return.

And in that return, something ancient and sacred stirs—something formless, yet profoundly present.

I do not see You with these eyes—no outline, no shape, no form that the senses can grasp. But oh, how I feel You. And every time I do, tears escape like silent messengers from the depths of my soul. Not just any tears—these are sacred droplets carrying a story too vast for words, too intricate for language. They carry Your story—woven into mine. 

It begins in the quiet corners of a modest home, born in the heart of a middle-class family, in a nation cradled by poverty yet rich in spirit. There was no promise of greatness, no clear path lit with certainty. Just the raw materials of human will, uncertainty, and a flickering sense of hope. A boy once wandered there—clumsy in his own skin, uncertain of his place in the world.

I was that boy. Until ninth grade, until I was fifteen, I was wrapped in silence—timid, withdrawn, unsure how to dance with the noise of the world around me. I moved like a whisper through crowded rooms, retreating inward like a monk with no monastery to call home. I carried a stillness that puzzled my parents—a silence that may have left them worried, maybe even disappointed, as they tried to peer into a future that seemed uncertain through my quiet eyes.

They did not understand. They could not see what You saw. Because what was to come was never mine to design. It was not a path I would carve, but one that would open through me—unfolding not by force of will, but by...

And now, as I sit in stillness and look back, I realize I have become someone I never imagined. The once-timid voice now speaks with clarity and commands rooms. The boy who faded into the background now stands at the center of dialogues—passionate, expressive, unafraid. How did this happen? Who carved this path through the impossible thickets of life?

Science may speak of neuroplasticity—the brain reshaping itself through experience, adapting like a galaxy folding its arms through gravitational waves. Metaphysics may say that form is only the shadow of essence, and that the soul moves through stages of becoming, drawn by something higher than itself. And spirituality whispers that there is a force—call it God, the Real, Love, or simply the Unseen—that moves within us like wind through hidden valleys, shaping destinies without seeking recognition.

So when I ask, “Who did all this for me?”—my intellect stalls, my logic fades. I have no clear answer. No name I can write down. But my tears... my tears hold the truth. They have always known. They are the evidence of a Presence more real than flesh, more enduring than memory. Each tear I shed is an echo of gratitude, a ripple in the ocean of the unseen, each one an offering back to the Source that sculpted me—from obscurity into meaning, from silence into voice.

No, I do not see You. But I feel You—and that feeling is more truthful than sight.

And as I feel, I begin to remember—not just the events of my life, but the awareness behind them. I’ve come to recognize that within me, beneath the shifting sands of thoughts and desires, there exists an I—a silent, witnessing presence. This ‘I’ has been there since the very beginning, quietly observing, unmoved by chaos, untouched by praise or blame. It did not speak, yet it moved everything. It whispered no words, yet delivered solutions—always arriving in the quiet moments, as if by divine orchestration. When everything seemed scattered, it brought pattern. When life felt aimless, it revealed purpose.

This witnessing I is not the same as the “I-me”—the one entangled in identity, ambition, memory, and noise. The I-me lives in time, in stories, in becoming. But the silent I—the deeper self—is timeless, still, and whole. It is like a cosmic axis within, turning the wheel of life from a place beyond comprehension.

And so now, I no longer wish to lead. I no longer wish to be the voice or the face. I long to surrender—to be carried by that silent I that has carried me all along. Let the I-me rest. Let it finally be still, fully quiet, like the surface of a calm lake reflecting only the sky.

I ask this silent I within me: take me with You. Take me on the ride. Let this noisy self dissolve into Your vastness. Let the I-me step aside, so You can walk freely through this life, unburdened by the illusion of separation. For in truth, there is only one I—the Witness, the Light, the Breath behind the breath.

And perhaps that is where You are—not far away, but buried inside me, beneath every layer of name and form. Not watching from above, but living from within.

So I will follow—not with effort, but with surrender.

I do not see You—

Not with these eyes that falter at light,

But I feel You...

Like the breath that moves without sound,

Like the warmth that arrives before the sun.

And now—

Something unspeakable begins to unfold:

I begin to be You.

The veil thins—not by force, but by grace.

The servant dissolves into the Served,

And the hands that once trembled in prayer

Now serve as Your hands.

I see—

But it is You who sees through these eyes.

I hear—

But it is You who listens through this soul.

These words, this book, this stillness—

They are not mine.

They are Yours, whispered through a heart made quiet.

Written in a silence only Love could teach.

Each letter is not mine,

But Yours—authored through me.

In stillness,

In silence,

In the boundless ocean of Love,

I return...

Not as myself,

But as a mirror—

Of YOU!
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To Dr. Seyyed Hossein Nasr, whose towering intellect and gentle soul safeguard the sacred amidst the noise of modernity—your writings affirmed in me the truth that traditional wisdom is not a relic of the past, but a beacon for the future.

To Dr. Donald Hoffman, whose bold scientific vision dares to place consciousness at the heart of reality—your courage to challenge materialism with empirical insight inspired me to unify science and spirituality without compromise.

To Rupert Spira, whose tender voice and precise language on non-duality reawakened the stillness within—you reminded me that all seeking ends where we already are: aware, present, whole.

To Shaykh Hamza Yusuf of Zaytuna College, whose eloquence revives tradition and whose courage defends its relevance—your teachings illuminated faith as a living truth. Your insights on consciousness, especially as God-consciousness, reminded me that true awareness begins with the awareness of the Divine.

To Swami Vivekananda, whose thunderous voice awakened East and West alike—your call to spiritual strength, universal truth, and fearless devotion became a silent rhythm in my pen.

To Swami Sarvapriyananda, whose lucid expositions of Advaita Vedanta brought ancient clarity to modern minds—your gentle depth stirred in me the still waters of inner awareness.

To Dr. Nima Arkani-Hamed, whose work at the frontier of theoretical physics continues to peel back the veils of the cosmos—your wonder-infused science reminded me that awe belongs in both the laboratory and the prayer mat.

To Federico Faggin, whose journey from silicon to the soul is a testimony to the deepest truth—that consciousness is not an illusion, but the very ground of being—thank you for your honesty, courage, and devotion to what lies beyond appearances.

To Frithjof Schuon (1907–1998), a prominent philosopher, metaphysician, spiritual teacher, and a leading figure in the Traditionalist School of thought—thank you for enlightening us through your profound writings on religion, metaphysics, and comparative spirituality. Your work continues to illuminate the underlying unity of all authentic religious traditions and the timeless truths at the heart of the Perennial Philosophy.

To Karen Armstrong, esteemed British author, scholar, and former Roman Catholic nun—deep appreciation for your illuminating contributions to comparative religion and interfaith understanding. Your insights into the universal Golden Rule and the shared ethical core of the world’s faiths have powerfully reminded us of our common humanity. We are indebted to you for fostering empathy, compassion, and deeper understanding across spiritual traditions.

And to the two whose influence predates all others, whose love shaped the soil in which every seed of knowledge found fertile ground—

To my father, whose unwavering encouragement and intellectual rigor cultivated in me a discipline of inquiry, clarity of thought, and the courage to question what lies beneath the surface.

And to my mother, whose quiet strength, emotional wisdom, and spiritual sensitivity instilled in me reverence for the unseen and the sacred, the love of reading, and the power of reflection.

And I am profoundly indebted to my two sons—my heart’s reflection—who, without knowing, taught me how to become a better father. Through their innocence and honesty, they revealed to me the true meaning of selflessness. Through their needs, their questions, their silent gazes and loud laughter, they taught me how to feel deeply—how to embrace sacrifice not as a burden but as a privilege. They shaped me into a man who no longer lives for himself alone, but stands accountable to those around him—with patience, with presence, and with love. It was not I who raised them alone; in truth, they raised me too—in ways no one else could.

It was from their hands that I first received the tools—a book, a question, a prayer—and from their lives that I learned that knowledge without humility is hollow, and spirituality without love is lifeless.

To all of you—saints, scholars, mystics, scientists, and the sacred figures of my life—I am not merely grateful. I am indebted.

This book is not mine alone; it is a convergence of your voices, your visions, and your truths flowing through me like tributaries into the ocean of this offering.

May it serve others as your work, your love, and your presence have served me.

With reverence and love!
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My Last Letter: “Dedicating My Authorship to Tamanna”
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In the ebb and flow of life’s unpredictable tides, through all the silent struggles, restless nights, and fleeting joys, there has always been a presence. A soul once unknown to me, quietly written into my story, not at the beginning, but precisely when I needed her most.

You came when my steps were unsure, when the path ahead blurred beneath the dust of despair. You walked beside me, not loudly, not seeking recognition but with a grace that held me steady. You lifted me when I had no wings left to try. You wrapped me in strength when I was threadbare and shrinking. Your faith in me became the very garment I wore to face the world.

When sustenance grew scarce, not just of bread, but of hope, you were the spring that never ran dry. In the dark, when even my own eyes forgot the direction of light, you became the lamp lit by some divine flame. You didn’t just guide me, you reminded me that the path of righteousness is not merely walked with feet, but with love, humility, and unshakable devotion.

Every page I have written, every rhyme you once listened to with patient reverence, carries the echo of your encouragement. And now, as I write what may be my last, I find no more fitting dedication than this:

With all the modesty my words can carry,

With all the respect my soul can offer—

This book, this journey, this life...

is for you.

I thank you you—for raising me.

Not just to stand, but to rise.

Not just to write, but to be.

Forever yours in the quiet between the lines.
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​Chapter – 1
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Two Perspectives of Existence

The Veils of the One: Adh-Dhāhiru and Al-Bātinu

The Dual Lenses of Creation: Divine Manifestation in Physics and Spirit

Creation, in its vast and mysterious expanse, can be perceived through two fundamental lenses—each revealing a unique aspect of existence, both anchored in the Divine. These perspectives mirror the dual nature of reality: one visible and measurable, the other hidden and vibrational, each corresponding to sacred Names of Allah (God): Adh-Dhāhiru (The Manifest) and Al-Bātinu (The Hidden).

“He is the First and the Last, the Manifest and the Hidden; and He is, of all things, Knowing.”

— Surah Al-Hadid (57:3)

The Newtonian View: The Domain of Adh-Dhāhir

The first is the Newtonian perspective, rooted in classical physics. It describes a universe constructed from tangible matter—observable, measurable, and reducible. In this realm, the cosmos behaves like a grand machine, governed by deterministic laws, where objects possess defined positions, trajectories, and masses. This is the domain of surfaces and structures—what can be touched, seen, dissected, and cloned.

“Indeed, in the creation of the heavens and the earth and the alternation of the night and the day are signs for those of understanding.”

— Surah Āli-‘Imrān (3:190)

“And We did not create the heaven and the earth and that between them in play. We did not create them except in truth, but most of them do not know.”

— Surah Ad-Dukhān (44:38–39)

In the language of the Qur’an, this aspect of reality reflects Adh-Dhāhir—the evident presence of Divine manifestation in form, encoded in the outer laws of the cosmos.

The Quantum View: The Domain of Al-Bātin

Yet, beneath this surface lies another dimension—more elusive, yet more fundamental—the Quantum perspective. This is the realm of frequencies, vibrations, and fields. Here, existence is not solid but fluid, not deterministic but probabilistic. Objects dissolve into waves of potential, where particles are expressions of superpositions. These possibilities collapse into actuality only upon observation—a profound act of consciousness interacting with the field of being.

“And with Him are the keys of the unseen; none knows them except Him. And He knows what is on the land and in the sea. Not a leaf falls but that He knows it...”

— Surah Al-An‘ām (6:59)

“And you do not will except that Allah (God) wills—Lord of the worlds.”

— Surah At-Takwīr (81:29)

“Indeed, Allah (God) is subtle (Latīf) with His servants; He gives provision to whom He wills. And He is the Powerful, the Exalted in Might.”

— Surah Ash-Shūra (42:19)

This field is not inert. It is imbued with consciousness and free will, responding to intention, du‘ā, and spiritual presence. It is the sacred dimension of Al-Bātin—the inner, the concealed, known only through inwardness, unveiling, and the heart’s intuition.

Two Realms, One Reality

Both these realms—the outer and the inner—are not opposites, but complementary veils of a single Divine Reality. Together, they embody the dual manifestation of Allah (God)’s Names in creation.

“Soon We will show them Our signs in the horizons and within themselves until it becomes clear to them that it is the Truth.”

— Surah Fuṣṣilat (41:53)

Allah (God) created our being with the meaning of his names through manifestation (collapse of the wave function) as He wishes. And since the human being is fashioned from the essence of these Names, this duality is mirrored within us. We are beings of both matter (Adh-Dhāhir) and spirit (Al-Bātin), of measurable form and unfathomable depth—a synthesis of Zāhirī structure and Bātinī soul—a living, breathing, conscious quantum collapse into classical actuality.

“And when I have fashioned him and breathed into him of My spirit, then fall down to him in prostration.”

— Surah Ṣād (38:72)

“And in your own selves—will you not then see?”

— Surah Adh-Dhāriyāt (51:21)

The Collapse of Potential into Being

Our inner reality is intimately connected to a quantum field that transcends space and time. Every inner state exists in superposition, holding within it a spectrum of possible realities. When it collapses into actuality—through thought, awareness, or Divine decree—it transitions from the unseen to the seen, from the possible to the actual.

“Allah (God) is the Creator of all things, and He is, over all things, Disposer of affairs.”

— Surah Az-Zumar (39:62)

Thus, human life unfolds as a dynamic interplay between the quantum and the classical, between possibility and manifestation. At every moment, we exist as both wave and particle—as who we are and who we are yet to become. In the language of quantum physics, reality is not fixed or continuous, but emergent: each moment represents the collapse of a wave function, where infinite possibilities condense into a single, observed state—what we might call a quantum event.

Each collapse is like a single frame, and when these frames are perceived in sequence, they create the illusion of time, much like a film—projected in the theater of consciousness. Yet the screen on which this film plays—the still, eternal backdrop—is what some traditions call Divine Light, the unchanging ground of Being.

Our existence is not bound to a strictly linear unfolding. It is multidimensional and layered, interwoven across different planes of time and consciousness. Essence, the actualization of potential—emerging from a vast field of conscious possibilities, a field imbued with awareness and free will. 

The Weaving of Inner and Outer Light

The fullness of reality cannot be grasped through one lens alone. To truly perceive creation is to weave the outer laws with the inner light, to see the visible signs with the invisible heart. It is to recognize that the laws of motion and the dance of probabilities are both manifestations of Divine wisdom, each bearing a Name, each whispering a secret of the One.

“Allah (God)is the Light of the heavens and the earth...”

— Surah An-Nūr (24:35)

“Say: Travel through the earth and observe how He began creation. Then Allah (God)will produce the final creation. Indeed Allah (God) over all things, is competent.”

— Surah Al-‘Ankabūt (29:20)

The Divine Unfolding

Alhamdulillāhi Rabbil ‘Ālamīn—Hamd belongs to Allah (God) the Sustainer of all worlds. The unfolding of the material realm, reflecting the meanings of His Names through their manifestations, belongs to Him alone. This unfolding is governed by a Divine system in which quantum possibilities continuously collapse into realized form. It is this seamless procession that gives rise to our perception of time and space—an illusion born from the rhythm of Divine actualization.

“His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it, ‘Be’, and it is.” 

— Surah Yā Sīn (36:82)

“And every matter, small and great, is written.” 

— Surah Al-Qamar (54:53)

“Indeed, all things We created with predestination.” 

— Surah Al-Qamar (54:49)

POEM

“The Veils of the One: Al-Zahiru and Al-Batinu”
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In the hush where stars are gently spun,

Where time begins and thought is one,

Creation speaks in veils of flame,

And carves her truth in Allah (God)’s Name.

Two mirrors, yet a single face—

The outer shell, the inner grace.

Adh-Dhahiru, the world we see,

Where mountains rise and rivers flee.

Where Newton’s laws and measured spin

Describe the world that dwells within.

A world of forms, of touch and stone,

Where orbits arc and seeds are sown.

The apple falls, the wheel must turn,

The laws repeat, the engines churn.

Here, mass and shape obey the chart,

Each part dissected from the part.

From quarks to stars, the code is laid

In numbers real, precisely made.

A cosmos vast, yet built so tight,

Each law engraved in edge and light.

This realm—the robe the cosmos wears—

Is Dhahiri, the face that dares.

But veil by veil, the tale goes on—

Beyond the dawn, behind the dawn.

Beneath the skin of form and fate

There lies the field that can’t relate

To force or mass or rigid plan—

But breathes within the soul of man.

Al-Batinu, the silent thread,

The living realm of not-yet-said.

Where waveforms drift in sacred trance,

And all of life is chance’s dance.

Where nothing’s fixed, yet all is real—

The quantum depth beneath the wheel.

A whisper, not a measured cry,

Where dreams are born and questions fly.

Here, particles in twilight sleep,

Hold many states, both wide and deep.

A single point—yet countless ways,

A blooming rose of hidden rays.

Each choice collapses what could be,

To just one branch of destiny.

The wave gives way, the form takes hold,

The tale, once warm now written cold.

This field responds—it knows, it hears,

It bends to love, it echoes fears.

It can’t be cloned or ever caged,

Each soul within uniquely staged.

It’s not a thing that one can see—

It is becoming, endlessly.

So man is forged of both these realms,

With Newton’s grip and mystic helms.

He walks through stone, he breathes through light,

He dreams in shade, he acts in sight.

He is the bridge, the inner seam,

Where matter meets the flowing dream.

Your outer self—a sculpted flame,

Carries the Dhahiri Name.

Your inner self—a wave so wide,

Carries Batinu deep inside.

And every thought, and every breath,

Is birth and death, and birth from death.

A quantum state that comes to pass,

Then rests again in silence vast.

You are not fixed. You are not one.

You are the moon and you are the sun.

Both particle and wave, you span

The script of fate, the will of man.

In every cell, the Names reside—

The veils of Allah , unified.

So walk with balance, eyes and heart—

One sees the whole, one sees the part.

Let physics speak, but do not close

The mystic door where meaning flows.

Adh-Dhahiru draws stars in line,

Al-Batinu makes their silence shine.

Together they compose the All—

The rise, the rest, the veiled call.

The laws that shape, the depths that feel,

Are not at war—they both reveal.

For what is seen, and what is sensed,

Are veils where truth is softly fenced.

Not to divide, but to invite—

To touch the dark and birth the light.

O child of dust and timeless flame,

You are not lesser for your name.

You hold the keys, you are the gate,

You choose the now, you shape your fate.

And every act, and every prayer,

Collapses light from thinning air.

So live as one whose breath contains

Both Allah ’s veils and heaven’s rains.

You are the question and the clue—

The outer and the inner you.
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Chapter – 2
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Time & Space may not be the fundamental reality as postulated by classical physics.

Modern science, deeply rooted in the Newtonian worldview, rests on the foundational assumption that space and time constitute the very fabric of fundamental reality. This belief underpins many of the major scientific theories—general thermodynamics relativity, quantum field theory, reductionism, and even evolution by natural selection. These frameworks presume a universal applicability, assuming their principles hold true across all scales, from the vastness of the cosmos to the minutiae of the subatomic world.

However, this assumption begins to break down when we probe the extreme edges of the quantum realm. At unimaginably small scales—near 10⁻³³ centimeters—any attempt to observe a particle using an appropriately short wavelength leads to a paradoxical outcome: the act of observation itself generates a gravitational collapse so intense that it forms a black hole within 10⁻⁴³ seconds, effectively erasing the object of study. This phenomenon challenges the notion that space and time are fundamental realities. Instead, it points to a deeper, more primordial layer of existence—something that precedes space and time and gives rise to them.

A profound clue to this hidden order lies in the nature of light. A photon, born at the very inception of the universe—the Big Bang—has not aged by even a fraction of a second. It has traveled across billions of light-years without experiencing time. How, then, can time be fundamental when light itself remains untouched by it? This suggests that time, as we perceive it, may be nothing more than a cognitive illusion—a byproduct of the continual collapse of quantum wave functions. 

What we commonly perceive as “time” is not a flowing substance, but rather the continuous collapse of quantum possibilities into a singular classical reality. In the quantum realm, all states exist in superposition—pure potential—until an observation or interaction causes one of those potentials to crystallize into experience. This act of “collapse” is what gives rise to the illusion of linear time.

Each collapse is like a single frame in an infinite film reel. When these frames—these momentary actualizations—are observed in rapid sequence, they give the appearance of continuity and flow, much like how a movie seems to move smoothly on the screen though it’s merely a series of static slides. The “movement” of time, therefore, is not time itself, but our perception of successive collapses of the wave function into definite outcomes.

But this unfolding is not truly linear—it is layered. Our existence is not a single thread stretched through time, but a multi-dimensional layering of possibilities and outcomes, stacked like countless transparent slides. Each moment is not just a step forward, but an intersection of many collapsed potentials converging in a particular way.

Likewise, space may not be a fixed container in which events unfold, but an emergent phenomenon—arising from the same underlying quantum dynamics that give rise to time. Just as time appears through the ordering of collapsed potentials, space may emerge from the relational structure of these collapses—defined not by absolute coordinates, but by the interconnections between events and experiences.

And that makes it clear: time and space are not fundamental realities. They are not the foundational bedrock of existence, but emergent properties—secondary appearances born from the interaction between consciousness and quantum potential. They are experiential dimensions within which reality is rendered intelligible, not ultimate structures of being.

From a metaphysical lens, this reveals a deeper truth: that what we call time and space are projections within consciousness, not absolutes outside of it. Spiritually, it suggests that the soul lives not in space-time, but witnesses it as a sacred illusion—a divine stage where possibility becomes form, and the Infinite expresses Itself through the unfolding of awareness.

Thus, time and space are not independent realities, but the echoes of a deeper unity—expressions of the Eternal revealing Itself, moment by moment, layer by layer, within the theater of divine consciousness.

Interestingly, such ideas are not foreign to the spiritual traditions of the world. The Qur’an, along with many other sacred texts, has long described the material world as illusory—fleeting, insubstantial, and ultimately unreal. What once seemed like poetic metaphor now emerges as profound insight. Beneath the transient appearances of time and space lies a timeless, spaceless essence—the true ground of all being.

Yet, within this realm of impermanence, the journey toward the immaterial must begin with the material. The veil can only be pierced from within the illusion itself.

Now consider this: if our earthly life spans seventy years—amounting to just seventy rotations of the Earth around the sun—what does that signify on a cosmic scale? The Qur’an speaks of time in relation to celestial phenomena and dimensions beyond our own. A single solar year, when measured against the sun’s temporal framework, equates to approximately 255 million Earth years. From that perspective, a seventy-year human lifespan is equivalent to merely 8.6 seconds. 

(70 / 255,000,000 ) * 365 * 24 * 60 * 60 ‎ = 8.657

So when a person dies and enters a higher plane of existence—one aligned with the time zone of the sun—they may reflect and wonder: “How long did I live on Earth? Was it not just a fleeting moment, like a dream?”

This reframing is both humbling and revelatory. All our struggles, ambitions, sorrows, and triumphs—everything we hold so tightly—occur within the blink of a cosmic eye. Even within that seventy-year span, much of our time is consumed by infancy, unconscious childhood, old age, and senility. If we isolate only the years in which we are truly conscious, reflective, and self-aware, how many seconds of meaningful life remain?

The Qur’an revealed this truth more than 1,400 years ago, describing our earthly existence as nothing more than a “twilight” or an “afternoon” in the grand timeline of creation. 

— Surah An-Nazi’at (79:46):

كَأَنَّهُمْ يَوْمَ يَرَوْنَهَا لَمْ يَلْبَثُوا إِلَّا عَشِيَّةً أَوْ ضُحَاهَا

“It will be as if, on the Day they see it, they had only stayed [in the world] for an evening or its morning.

Only now, with the lens of modern physics and cosmology, are we beginning to understand the depth of that revelation. Death, then, is not the end—it is a great unveiling. It reveals the dreamlike nature of our worldly life and the permanence of what lies beyond.

This timeless wisdom is echoed across several Qur’anic verses that emphasize the brevity and illusory nature of worldly existence:

• Surah Al-Mu’minun (23:113) speaks of how, in the Hereafter, people will recall their earthly lives as if they lasted only a day or part of a day—highlighting their fleeting nature.

• Surah Ghafir (40:39) contrasts the temporary pleasures of this world with the eternal life of the Hereafter, reminding us that what we chase here is mere enjoyment that will pass.

• Surah Al-Hadid (57:20) uses the imagery of plant life that springs up after rain, only to wither and fade, as a metaphor for the deceptive and transient allure of this world.

These verses are more than moral instruction—they are ontological unveilings.

They beckon us to awaken from illusion, to remember the greater reality from which we emerged, and to which we are destined to return.

For what they reveal is not merely law, but the very pattern and process of Allah (God)—the Sunnatullah—the divine system by which all things rise, fall, and find their way home.

POEM

The Clockwork Veil

[image: ]

In Newton’s halls of glass and gears,

Where time ran straight for measured years,

The cosmos spun with lawful grace,

Each orbit held in time and space.

Yet deeper still, beyond the eye,

Where photons through the blackness fly,

A truth lies veiled in silent code—

Not stone nor fire, but wave and node.

For when we peer with sharpened gaze,

Through quantum’s cryptic, trembling haze,

We find the stage we called “so true”

Begins to break, dissolve, undo.

No length remains, no ticking beat,

When spacetime shivers at its seat.

A wave collapsed, a black hole born—

The measuring mind is self-forlorn.

II. The Ageless Light

O Light, thou child of cosmic birth,

Unaging pilgrim through the Earth—

From Big Bang’s breath to now you glide,

No shadow marks you, none abide.

You dance on waves that never break,

No wrinkle time nor path you take.

Yet I, who chase your trail in thought,

Am bound by seconds—I am not.

How strange this thing we name as “time,”

A ticking fiction, rhythm’s mime—

No more than waveforms taking shape,

A dream we trace but can’t escape.

The fall of function, quantum’s song,

Becomes the heartbeat all along.

Each moment’s birth, a fleeting flame—

Yet none are real, and none remain.

III. Fabric of the Fable

Relativity’s woven lace,

With quantum ghosts in every place,

They form the hymn, the sacred creed—

A universe of clocks and speed.

But crack the atom’s secret chest,

And truth dissolves in deeper rest.

A paradox at Planck’s last shore—

Where looking births a black hole’s core.

Behold the scale—ten⁻³³!

Where form is lost and sense can’t be.

The eye that seeks becomes the flame,

And what it sees, it cannot name.

So what is real, and what is scheme,

When all we touch dissolves to dream?

The photon rides through vast domain,

And yet, it never tastes of pain.

IV. The Mirage of Earthly Days

We build our towers, wage our wars,

We write our names on fleeting shores,

Yet all we love and fight and fear

Is packed within a borrowed sphere.

Seventy orbits round the sun—

And then, the dream of life is done.

But stretch that span to solar eyes,

And all our years are but sunrise.

Just 8.6 celestial beats—

The whole of life beneath our feet.

A sigh, a flicker, breath and gone—

“Did I not dream I once lived long?”

For in the sun’s majestic scale,

Our epic tales are mist and veil.

And in the soul’s eternal scope,

All time dissolves in dawn of hope.

V. Echoes from the Timeless

The Qur’an’s voice through verses flows,

From ancient sands, the secret knows:

“This life is but an afternoon,

A fleeting shade, withdrawn too soon.”

A sprouting shoot that drinks the rain,

Then withers back to dust again.

A mirage painted on the sky,

To teach the heart, it cannot lie.

O Time! Thou false and gilded king,

Who rules the world with a phantom ring—

The scriptures saw through your disguise,

And called the soul to clearer skies.

From Ghafir’s scroll to Hadid’s lore,

They whispered truths we now explore.

Not just in metaphor or tale,

But physics now confirms the veil.

VI. The Inner Telescope

So pierce the veil from where you stand,

With neither stone nor scholar’s hand—

But through the self, the silent door,

That opens wide to something more.

Begin with flesh, begin with dust—

Let hunger grow to sacred trust.

For from the grain of time and skin,

The timeless whispers deep within.

No eye can catch the Light alone,

Unless it shines from what is known.

No truth descends from heights above,

Unless we climb on ropes of love.

The sages knew, in veiled prose,

That what we reap is not what grows.

The world’s a show—a transient guise,

That hides the truth behind the skies.
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