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Uncovering True Sight


Living life – something they all do. Of course, I am inevitably no exception. But to live oblivious to the life around oneself is an omen upon them. I hope that I shan’t ever carry such a grievous characteristic, as I have before. Perhaps I still do, to some lesser degree. Ignorance, though, remains a trait which I despise and perhaps fear. Why am I in such opposition to ignorance, however? …This explanation is to come. Once, I oft’ believed what was told to me without considering any possible falsities. “Told to me” does not denote being told verbally, but being informed through the subliminal nature of pop-culture and the common ways of the world.
Unstable is my certainty of what happening began my gain in what seems to be truthful awareness, and my guesswork in such matters. I do acknowledge, however, that near the period of time in which my realizations began to arise, questions concerning the usual and common happenings of my life arose as well. Do people truly mean everything they say, and are their intentions inside their minds as they seem out? Has anyone actually done enough to deserve my full trust? Is this in itself being far too unfaithful to others? Much more speculation beyond this came to pass. Finding that I could not easily examine and analyze such questions within the influence of their source, I began to isolate myself from the very causes of the subject matter: Other people, public entertainment, and media, among many others. I came to understand that this task would not be easy, nor would it be swift, but that it may gain for me an asset that I would live foolishly without. Hence, despite all negative aspects of this solution, I was willing to do whatever was needed to remove the veil between my eyes and reality.
Three years, I believe, did this period of immense challenge after challenge in question and self-answer last. Ponderings generally found themselves centered over people and the generalities presented before me. My mind did also bring rise to questions of the abstract and the unknown when my tolerance of the normal grew short. As cited before, these times did not come without a price. Life, mental, and educational condition all found suffering throughout them. While I battled with my emotions to access my consciousness and advance my understanding, concerns were raised in the eyes of my companions and family. They could not possibly have known for what reasons I would segregate myself from the things which, in their minds, I loved. I knew I could not continue this eternally – for their sake and for my own – as my condition worsened.
Toward the end of these three years, I found that in all of my seclusion, I had become somewhat deluded by myself and my own thoughts. I believed that I had now encountered and overcome all questions which I could truthfully answer on my own. As I understood, I now needed the company, the logic, and the unlike and alien aspects of others in order to further my “wisdom”, if that is what I gained. Now, I am slowly but surely pulling (climbing?) myself out of my isolation and furthering my examinations of the world.
Ignorance remains a trait which I despise and, yes, fear; whether it be in myself or in others. Why do I fear this, however? As we all come to understand, knowledge is power; but wisdom and proper understanding are the means by which one learns to correctly distribute the use of such power.
