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“Transcend words, concepts, notions, ideas, logic, and Logos. Huh? You want
to say ‘absurdity’? No matter, never mind! Transcendent freedom that goes
beyond even the freest from of nothingness, unbound by any constraints.—
anything is possible. That is why, in this very moment, This reality exists
like this.”

He said that. So I replied, “It makes sense. It adds up. In another words, It’s
all within the realm of Logos,” to which he retorted, “So what! It doesn't
matter! So you're saying is right. That’s why, in this very moment, this real-
ity exists like this.”

A small, weathered stone statue, standing alone by the roadside. An empty
tin can lying in the bustling downtown. A yellow, withered leaf floating in
the squatting hand-washing basin by the roadside. It's utter unlimited
boundless freedom. So unrestrained that it tears itself apart. Boundless "At
will that unlimited" that be tears itself apart. Boundless unrestrained "Free-
dom transcend freedom" as tears apart because itself. It is pure, clear, and
of infinite lucidity—a transparency that leads to nothingness.



