There have been different phases to my being fucked up

The changing of variance of being fucked up, that is, that changing in shift in between 

Repeating myself unnecessarily

Anyways

Its all related. When I have been high, I can feel the rhythm of things. As with music I can feel the flow and feel the different lines that the drums bass etc are creating. They come together to become that song, truly a work of art. The multiple pieces of art that are truly so foreign to each other come together to be one voice. They maraud you at night, if you catch my drift. They are alone in the night but stand strong. You see, it is one of the primal rhytms. Real music seeks to touch upon one of the many primal rhymths and tries to capture it. This is only one way. Culture and environment can also capture one of these rhythms. In time it will actually begin tp pervade through all aspects of your life soul and body, it will go into your genes .

But this is a thesis, a truth, that I have been searching for while HIGH. I am on a different plane right now. I will seek to explain this different plane

Life has many variable in it, such as 

Not life in the mythic sense, but the daily second to second experince. You are mauraded by light sound and variance. Just like actual light has a spectrum, all these dozens of variables of life have their own spectrums. These spectrums mesh to create your mood

I am not talking about culture or the intelligent environment spout about in books,

BUT

In a normal day to day basis, your self has been made accustomed to a certain range. This range is the limits on how we normally feel. Within its boundaries the fluctuations intermingle and MESH in ways famuiliar to our selves.

Altering consciousness, per say, is to seek the abnormal.

This can mean jumping out of the set range or this can mean you personally try to take control 

Sad to say, im losing it. Im not becoming crazy, but simultaneously I am losing my train opf thought and the shrooms are losing their effectiveness. To seek the abnormal is what we are doiung, what I am doing right now, 

This whole thing was an attempt to explain my thoughts and detail one particular wavelength. Obviously since I am constrained in this body and LANGUAGE, I am not fully able to explain it, or myself. Before my normal bodily functions begin to make my get aggressive at the mere fact that I can not explain myself, I shall see what my associate [DOM] is up to.

· ….   <in the last paragraph I purposely wrote that because I knew I would read this again. Interesting. Meditate on this.>

Huiman being s are selfish. We always think we are right. The proble mis the COMMU*NICATION

Case study: dom

He knows, he is his own kind of intelligent

Yet

He knows what I know but because we cannot bridge that inherent gap between beings, we lose a lot of time.

-tripping- this has made me realize that there are many many Truths

when tripping, people think that what they are thinking is thee truth, but then “truth is fleeting”, and they think of something else which becomes the new truth

this creates a vicous cycle because you know the truth now, but you know there is that truth, that previous train pof thought, that is equally true

in switching between said truths for introspection, the person in actuality is rinsing and repeating all the steps

in realizing this cycle can said cycle be ended

period .

I think shrooms and nature (its raining) have made me come to the realization ove rthe past semester I have been degenerating to the state of an animal. I function at the level to sustain my corporeal body and to function socially. I think that slowly my intellectual side has been degrading. Maybe this is what it is like to be old, meditate on this. Point being! No more slacking! I will be intelligent once again. This is going to take awhile….

Sorry, thanks to shrooms and to nature (its raining) for supplying this thought. Nature make shrooms, so I suppose I am in a ctualiy only thanking nature.

I was about to go to sleep after checking who was online, and look what dom has sent me [he is also tripping]

TheStal2k7: do you have my friend lauras screen name

Auto response from MeetDrPhil: Lightning flashed, and inspiration came to her. At that moment, my mother named me...

                 "Sexy Beast"

TheStal2k7: u really must read her away message

TheStal2k7: we are like aliens the way that our fingers have become coordinated with our minds to speak 

TheStal2k7: with our minds

TheStal2k7: this is a truth

TheStal2k7 is away at 1:39:25 AM.

This is proof of some earlier trains of thought. This also served the purpose of reminding me to TOOOO TTTTTTTTTTTTTTOOOOOOOOOOOO

TO

                                                                 Look at laura’s away message

WHOA

Just too much. Going to sleep. All the while, hating allergies.

-note to self- check if I cursed within the last 5 pages                                     

                                     AND THEN THERE WAS SLEEP

I’ve done so much in the span of time allotted…. Its only 2! Monitor off

Dom had the giggles

I am extremely EXTREMELY upset knowing that every night every single human being on this earth has to sleep knowing that they haven’t reacher perfection yet

There isn’t enough time in the day, the minute, a lifetime, to do this

I think this is another cycle

Only when I stop thinking of time will perfection be attained, the “lifestream”, maybe after death this will happen

But NO suicide, that’s cheating

I leave this chapter or ection or log of this particular trip with….

Learn from the dragon’s quest.

-note- somehow link this to the wood grain from orsonn scott card

*sigh *     (   sleep

I have been studying the changing of how my miund works this trip, but within the past few minutes I have been studying my irises. I was attempting to find a correlation between my irises and the fluctuating of my brain and simply forgot that my irises alos react to light. Slight oversight

ight ight ight

a’ight peace out ( translation: im sleeping (for some reason, this is a long process)

haven’t left yet, but I have realized that throughout this trip I have been using instrument to blah blah blah truth

my body, the guitar, the computer

meditate on this

also, meditate on the differences between inside the house and outside (artificial environments)

one more… I need to study nature. Its complicated and simple. Many different shades and environments. Theres a code here, just like before with the wavelengths and such

I need to break this stupid code

Im thinking it will be easier when im straight, but then I won’t be able to see the Truths that I am aware of now

I was talking about this before in that poem dedicated to vanilla sky

Quite possibly my thinking has moved on from something based solely because of shrooms to something that has been in my underlying subconscious the whole time. Shrooms or weed or certain media help accentuate or guess or prospect or speculate at this underlying idea. 

I need to read this all over and put the puzzle pieces together. Tomorrow. After sleep.

And so the phoenix dies, to be reborn spiritually in the child of its loins. At the death of its mother lies the only chance of living and survival.

So I sleep to wake again on the morrow… a different man.the light is off, and I am dead.

I we 

Free love

My father, and the ensuing ache

The problem of the striving intellectual is the need to quiet my mind I need to listen and sleep and rest this needs to stop I think this “heady” part of this trip needs to end. I will try to let it go peacefully, but if necessarily I will drive it out

LET ME GO

Insanity and genius are differentiated merely by measuring degrees of successssssssssssssssleep

