something now – impossibilities of the self


How would it matter to anyone if I were alive or dead? How would it matter to anyone if I breathed or not? Why would anyone turn around and say, 'Look!! There goes Karthik!' Simple questions, one would say. Stupid questions would say another; inconsequential, a third; egotistic, another.


If I were to answer these questions for myself, I would definitely come up with very unhappy answers; answers that wouldn’t make me blush – that much is for sure. But, the question that needs the most attention almost escaped entry in to my thoughts. The question simply being, Do I need to search for the answers of the other questions? 

Honest, think about it for a few minutes. How useful are those answers? Yet, they are the questions that course through most of us – day in and day out! Surprising at one level; only too obvious at another. 


What one should really realize is that one is not on earth because of divine decree, but because of a stroke of chance, a roll of the dice almost. This chance afforded to us is special just because it is something that no-one can control; something beyond the understanding of all – some call it GOD. But, the important thing to realize is the speciality.   We should open our eyes to see that life is too short to cry over, to fret or worry over. There is just enough time to live it. By this, I don’t mean throw all our responsibilities in to the wind and live like a leaf (yes, it is a definite possibility. But, it is a train of thought that I wouldn’t endorse just because I am uncomfortable with it.). In stead, we should see the fun, the emotion that flows around us all the time. Most of us seem to be caught up in the most mundane of things. The irony is that we do it so that we can have fun; and the reality, we never do!


Funny things, aren’t we? We have complex structures – be it social or be it mental, but they seem to be pushing us further in to the rabbit-hole. They seem to be useless in our search for ultimate happiness and peace. That brings us to another question, Is peace required for ultimate happiness?


I somehow cannot accept the fact that an absolutely peaceful world will be a happy one. After all, what is happiness if not relative? I feel that true happiness can be felt by only those people who have faced unhappiness, only then do they have a bench mark, a grading system. So, another thing to keep under check would be the needless pursuit of perfect peace (which itself is an ideal concept meant for books read out to infants!).


Ok, that is it. Can’t bore myself anymore. Have only one message to pass on to the world.

PARTY!

