i just finished reading a book.  which book in particular is not of any importance.  you may know the book to which i am referring, but that is neither here nor there.  the book was for me, and may or may not be for you - i don't presume to know.  

i feel the need to be silent.  i have nothing to say.

i have been deeply affected.  i consumed and was consumed by this book like only one other work i have ever read - namely, jospeh heller's catch-22.  this book, in a manner parallel to, but vastly different from catch-22, encased me within, and engendered within me, a strange feeling of connection to, and fulfillment by, something for which i have no words.  

to begin with, the text met my qualification of being 'seamless' - i.e., that i detected no flaws in its logic, form, or content which might have distracted me from its grand unifying power.  i met again, and analyzed for the first time, the feeling i was filled with upon completion of catch-22.  i can only liken it to identification and fulfillment.  the author did not teach me anything and did not contradict any of my thoughts, but instead filled in the holes that have left my entire philosphy, belief structure, mode of perception - more accurately, my entire mind - fragmented.  in bridging these gaps, the words also seemed to swell and add a harmony of purpose to the entire history of my thought.  in addition, it opened my eyes to the present state of my cognition and its incessant task of creating my reality.  

these are ideas that i stumbled upon and have been fumbling with for months.  

they have coalesced into One.  

All.  

the memory of experiencing this same feeling after catch-22 forced me to examine what it is that i now know about that text, in comparison to this most recent work.  catch-22 is disjointed in and of itself.  its very nature is fragmentary.  when i read it, i was equally as scattered.  i identified and was moved by the text because it unified my disunification, and made me happy.  now, after feeling the same effect upon completing my current book, i see that i myself have evolved since i last experienced this 'fulfillment.'  

i seem, from an objective, inwardly directed perspective, to not only have grown outward, but also to have solidified what was contained within me.  i have acquired some kind of focused, vibrating energy.  it is no less capable of randomness than the energy that drove me at the time of my reading of catch-22, and may in fact be that same power, but i have since learned to wield it.  

so here i am, whole again.

as this moment of enlightenment fades, new holes will be formed, and i will be forced to pass them by, having no answers, no ideas with which to fill them.

may i be once again made whole.

