On the serpent of time lies the lord, drifting upon the causal ocean. Such is his self-awareness that only an eternal rest can soothe. He’s seem too much of him, sundered into million pieces. He despairs little, knowing that his wonderful mind would sort things out, dreaming has never been harder; relaxation is selfish, he gives all to REM-Sleep to find a solution. His muscles tighten; his wife massages his feet, knowing his arduous task.  

He dreams of pleasure, pain, life, death, order, chaos, meaning, oblivion, being, emptiness and all things diametrically opposed. Each of everything in-between. He dreams of a union of all; from beginning to end. Dreams are vivid. It brings life to a painting. His lived ideologies of infinite dimensions are personified and brought to life.

His breath is rapid and shallow; his navel moves with an irregularity; like a chick struggling to crack from its egg, like a child agitating to escape his mother’s womb. From his navel, out of this irregularity blooms a lotus. It was as if the coming bliss was meant to be; following Dharma. All this pain of seeing oneself split, emerge to beauty. The creative principle awakes and brings forth the universe, the beautiful union of Vishnu’s wholeness as he falls into deep sleep. His breath slows and becomes regular.

I wanted to use this to explain why all things occur in cycles and even micro cycles are the total sum of Vishnu’s breath in and out cycle. Green Theorem/Stoke Theorem/Vector Calculus








 
