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The Parable of the Lotus
Beneath still water, in a place thick with rot, a single seed slept.

Around it, the mud swelled with darkness. All that had died gathered there — bodies, thoughts, broken things.
It pressed close. It fed. It stank. Worms moved without eyes. Nothing in the mud reached for light.

The seed did not know light.
It did not know anything. It simply was — a small closed truth buried in filth.
Time passed, or did not. The seed softened. Cracks formed. A tender thread unfurled, slow as breath.

It pressed downward, into the muck — not seeking, not fearing — only growing. The mud welcomed it, fed it.
Rot became root. What had died became the hunger that pushed it upward.

A pale stalk rose.

The water above was thick with drifting things — broken feathers, drowned insects, loose skin, excrement.
They floated by, silent and aimless.

The stalk passed through them.

It did not grasp. It did not cling. It bent when currents pressed, straightened when they passed.

Fish brushed against it. Shadows crossed above. Once, something tried to nibble its edge. It healed.
The water grew clearer.

Then thinner.

Then suddenly, none.



The stalk broke the surface.

Air touched it — not thick and pressing, but light. Wide. Silent.

Above the water, the stalk paused. Not from thought, but from becoming.
Then, slowly, a bud began to open.

Petals peeled outward, soft as breath, untouched by the mud below. No stain marked them. The water rolled
from them and fell. No rot clung.

They had never belonged to the mud.

They had come from it — but not of it.

The flower opened.

It did not sing. It did not name. It simply became.
Below, the mud remained.

Above, the flower stood.

Clean.

Whole.

Alive.



