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I

His eyelids were dropped like two pieces of lead. Inside the hollowed cavities, his white balls swayed from side to side as the unconscious part of his brain was busy processing the unconsciousness related to memory, and the conscious part of the brain was at a minimum. The inputs from the sensory parts were disconnected, and a data stream flowed from the memory stores to the consciousness part of the brain. 

(Several enzyme systems are the mechanism for the brain's working, and some enzymes are the regulatory factor for the supply of glucose to the brain cells, so the encephalic mass is capable either of remembering or 'thinking straight,' and a person can perceive everything happening everywhere in the universe.

Somehow, our brain and nervous system are considered as one protective shield from somewhat irrelevant and useless knowledge. But if any kind of consciousness is funneled through a breach of this shield, it will help the individual survive.

His senses were falling through a black passage to a door at the bottom. He could perceive his mother's crying, and memories of him being taken by his father out of their room flashed out of the blue. Still, his sense came back to the passage, a few steps away from the door, which sealed an ugly and outraging situation between his parents happening.

His father's butterball-like body embraced his mother's lame frame tightly behind him as she tried to pull herself forcibly out of his seizure. Brute like an animal, having his victim bent forward, he stripped her shirt and undies out with a hand and, with the same one, unzipped his trouser and pulled out his dipstick to push it inside her fanny.

His mother cried out. "Fuck!"

The shriek overwhelmed him dreadfully. Jerking out a hand against the small alarm clock, which had gone off over the night table, he woke up suddenly. Luckily, he was no longer thrust inside this past reality, since nowadays his was quite different from his home life; he'd run away from his parent's home.

He dreamt of the scene night after night, and a couple of months later, this nightmare had turned out unbearably. Beyond any doubt, it was stored in his unconscious mind; but was this his royal road to unconsciousness, as Freud called dreams? Or his parents meant one aspect of him, respectively? The father represented his thickness for not being able to understand things above his mind; on the other hand, the mother was the symbol of his weakness (Jung argued that the characters in our dream convey a part of our personality.)

His soul wasn't freed from his body during his sleep, nor did this journey to a realm of dreams. In fact, in the nightmare, his soul was horribly lacerated. Anyway, a couple of minutes later, he put himself together and got back to rest.

 

The over-lit atmosphere by induction lamps hanging from the ceiling was like one of a circus' final show; customer grunting for a bit of dry cake, arsehole parents allowing their children to run around, and some people getting anxious for a table and standing up by the front door. He made his own way through the place to the kitchen, holding a bus box.

His shift was going through as usual, like any day before. He was just one of thousands or millions who had run away; more or less, he closed the door to a crappy life. It was a miserable existence. But this wasn't so lousy as the one that had been at his parents' home. And this escapade was much more real than the one the stash could grant him.

After coming from the kitchen's dishwashing area, he began to reset a table. Laboriously, he cleaned the spilled water and some litter that previous customers left, putting on cutlery and new glasses and pouring water inside them. He beckoned with a nod to the customers.

Somewhere around forty-five minutes later, a thickset woman who swayed the front with copious strands of her short hair yelled at a waiter with her plumpish finger aimed at the piece of meat in her plate; her milanesa was dry and cold. Then, he thought of why any man could come to life, but he didn't find any one, astonishingly. For him, mankind was here just to live; however, after this existence, there was no one beyond. In his rough ideas, he essentially considered no aim to be alive if we were going to vanish and nothing to be left about us in the long run. Anyway, he had better keep working as usual if he wanted to make ends meet.

If the main work of the brain, the nervous system, and sense organs are eliminative, these are a kind of shield that protects us from overflowing and confusion with a mass of useless and senseless knowledge. Then, none of us is capable of having either memory of everything that has ever happened to us or perceiving everything happening everywhere in the universe.

Our minds aren't at large. But how can people survive if their consciousness isn't funneled through the reducing valve of the brain and nervous system and holds all of their consciousness? Easily, they stay as an outcast. In fact, they linger out of what Huxley states "elaborated those symbol-systems and implicit philosophies which we call languages." They are beneficiaries as well as victims of the linguist tradition; indeed, they get the knowledge of people's experiences. But they are also victims of their incapability to express this and their unbridged awareness of language.

Incapable of conveying thought and feelings and, therefore, experience, the use of language fails to express a universe of possibilities and the sacramental vision of reality—a world where everything shines with the inner light and is infinite in its significance, according to Huxley.

They are lost inside Not-Self and the rest of Not-Self, but their minds are their own place, and this is so different from the one where ordinary men and women are.

As one leg after the other cocked forward harshly, the guy walked clumsily, all-eyed open, in guard against any danger, although no one was after him.

A few steps away from the post-lights, he went into shadows on Collins Avenue as one man from nowhere came along, by which a shudder went all over him.

'Have you seen the hooker?' he blurted out.

'Who?'

'Barbara,' the man said.

'I haven't.'

He wriggled. 'Crap!'

As minutes and seconds passed, the guy was perching over the concrete fence of the small building of a hotel close to the avenue. Out of the blue, the man into whom he'd bumped earlier was sauntering around.

'Shit..! This town is a gay paradise,' he muttered to himself.

The craving lunatic walked right up to the guy and, standing by his side, pulled up his leg over the fence. 'Can I stay?'

'Man, I'm not your type. I mean, not in your league,' he said boorishly.

The man burst into laughter burst. 'Guy, I am not a faggot.'

The man's words were soothing.

'All right.' He didn't have any trouble.

Everything is just one, and it progresses from one in correlation to another. This is no coincidence, nor do things happen at random. In fact, a single event takes place at our request in order to be able to create and experience it in our essence.

Staring at the man, his sickly paleness crept into the guy, and he found it very weird that a man living in Florida could be so white as one sheet of paper.

'Where are you from, man?'

 I'm from here. You always go back to the place where you belong. I used to live in the north,' he answered. 'What about you?'

'I'm from Oregon.'

The guy's eyes were fixed on his yellowish denture. 'Long way?' he asked. 'D' you like here?'

'At least we have sunny days all year long.'

'You can say it again.'

Suddenly, the guy felt uneasy. Leaping to his feet, he ended the chat abruptly.

'All right, man, I gotta go.'

The man was left astounded by the unexpected departure.

'OK. Hope that you got to find lucy.'

He walked away, bearing in mind what his goodbye words meant to a street girl.

As days moved onward, between his daily work shifts and nightly fun, the guy couldn't fight off the big and overwhelming sensation of abandonment and being stranded. But what he didn't know, rather not bearing in mind, was that a state of deep personal frustration is one's answer to a choice.

No wonder about the reason for which he bore a life of hardships unless he got a way of events, conditions, and even circumstances, which are the outcome of our conscience.

One discarded feeling that gnawed at him inside had no meaning in getting to know himself in his experience of Not-Self, putting himself down in correlation to his own greatness. Facing what he isn't was the starting point to understanding who he is. His conceptual weariness wasn't enough, so he must experience despoiling himself of his memory of what he was and weathering every moment, situation, and circumstance suitable for his high aim of choosing who he was. The guy never bore in mind that the world is the way that it is true because this couldn't be any other way. Conditions and obstacles, circumstances and challenges, opportunities and choices were up to him.

His mind wasn't untroubled, nor was his body motionless. This young man was more intense about himself so that he couldn't manifest his divine essential Not-Self. According to Huxley, Eternity and Infinity are seen not in sand nor flowers but in the abstractions of some very superior brand of geometry that he couldn't perceive with his vision, the same one that should be able to notice the Dharma-Body as the hedge at the bottom of the garden, not in images, but in his own mind; not Suchness, but a set of symbols. If he were conducting himself with a Not-Self behavior, where any consideration or thought of the Self is nonexistent and of other Selves are irrelevant, but torn between fact and wish, he couldn't appreciate clearly the essential Not-Self in things and living creatures approaching closely good and evil. And in this way, he reasoned that there was no right nor wrong.

Stoical serenity wasn't revealed on the surfaces of the glasses, which he puts in rows between the up and down shelves in the stand. Leaning forward and passing his arm over the rounded surfaces of the glasses as getting them into line, he didn't feel himself into a labyrinth of endlessly significant complexity. His mind was awake with a knowledge of the intrinsic significance of every existent, having an expression of the unfathomable mystery of pure being, just being the divine Not-Self. His mind was thousands of leagues away from a discovery of an inner world where infinite and holiness emerge in one.

For human beings, communication between the universe is nonexistent, so the majority can't understand that the insane live in an exceptional place where ordinary men and women don't linger. The mad is just outside of the disharmonious social system, which robs people of their divinity and survival with their DNA code.
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