WHO ARE WE , IF WE
REMEMBERED OUR PAST?
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WILL YOU EMBRACE IT?
OR WILL ¥Y0OU RUN

BY MIGUEL CALDERON

HNISWERS - Il THE
N RELIGIONS, In
HERE ALONG OUR

IN EVERY AGE, HUMANITY /,9 5 SEA)

STARS, IN THE EARTH, IN €
MEDIDATION , YET ONE TRU SaMme
JOURNEY, WE E j { ARE.

WE BECAME OBSESSED WITH PR lﬁ@ ?; AND TECHMNOLOGY, BUT Il THE
&Ff;; 74 - ..‘.,

PROCESS, WE ABANDONED MEMC ,; ,;:;;f,w_ OT THE MEMORY OF DAYS OR
WEARS, BUT THE MEMORY OF TH BUL. THE MEMORY OF WHERE WE
COmE FROM, AND.W MEANT TO BE

ECHOES OF THE PAST IS\ .“
IT IS AN ARTISTIC PROJECT BOF n FRO

Wision, FROM AWAKENING,
FROM A Enca___,n.TEn wiT

HEeAncient.

WE SPEAK OF PFIUGFIESS, YET IN OUR
SO0-CALLED PROGRESS WE HAUE
FORGOTTEN THE UERY THING THAT -
MAKES US WHOLE. WE ARE T
SURROUNDED BY INFORMATION BUT
STRARUED OF WISDOM. WE CHASE
INNOUATION WHILE IGNORING THE
ANCIENT KNOWLEDGE ALREADY
WRITTEN IN OUR BONES.

THIS FORGETTING WAS NOT AN
ACCIDENT. IT WAS SURVIVAL. IT WAS
ADAPTATION. BUT IT CAME AT A COST.
AND THE COST WAS MEMOR

NoT MEMORY OF OUR CHILDHOOD. NOoT
MEMORY OF HISTORY AS WE ARE
~ TAUGHT IT. THE MEMORY OF THE SOUL.

THE DEEP REMEMBRAINCE OF WHO WE
HAUE BEETN ACROSS COUMNTLESS AGES.
THE UOICES OF ANCESTORS STILL ECHOING
IN OUR BLOOD. THE WHISPER OF GODS WHO
OrNCE WALKED WITH US, Now SPEARKING
FAINTLY THROUGH DREAMS AND UISIONS.

WE ARE MORE THAN FLESH.
WE ARE MORE THAMN TIME.
WE ARE THE ECHOES OF EVERY

SOUL THAT CAME BEFORE US,
THE MEMORY OF CIVILIZATIONS

THAT WALKED IN LIGHT, |
THE WHISPERS OF GODS WHO STILL
BREATHE THROUGH OUR UEINS. -

SURUIUAL

“ECHOES OF THE PAST” IS THE CONFRONTATION OF A TRUTH
BURIED SO DEEPLY WE'UE CONVINCED ODURSELUES IT'S NOT REAL.

SOMEWHERE ALONG THE PATH OF HUMAMN EVOLUTION,
WE FORGOT WHO WE ARE.

WE TRADED MEMORY FOR SURUIVUAL, FUCRING SAD
SPIRIT FOR PROGRESS,

AMND TRUTH FOR ILLUSION.

BUT THE ECHOES NEVER LEFT US.
THEY WAITED—PATIENT, ANCIENT, ETERNAL.

HUMANITY LEARMNED TO SURVIVE BY
SEUERING ITS TIES TO WHAT IT
COULD NOT MEASURE, WHAT IT

COULD NoOT BE SEET. WE CALLED IT

SUPERSTITION, MYTH, FANTASY. WE

DISMISSED THE UDICES OF THE
PAST AS ILLUSIONS.

IF YOU DOUBT IT, GOOD. DOUBT IS THE
CRACK THAT LETS THE LIGHT In.
BUT IF ¥YOU FEEL EUEIN THE SMALLEST
STIRRING INSIDE YOUR CHEST
A STRAMNGE FAMILIARITY, A SHIVER
THAT FEELS LIKE RECOGNITION - THEN
YOU ALBREADY KNOW THE TRUTH.

S0r1/5suUrn/ECHO

I DID NOT GO SEARCHING FOR THEM
ANSWERS
ANSWERS FOUMND ME.

IN A MOMENT BEYOND TIME, | WAS
SEATED - NOT AS AN ARTIST, NOT AS
MIGUEL, NOT AS MIKE , BUT AS
SOMETHING OLDER. AND FROM THE
SHADOWS OF ETERNITY
mmm LETS SEE,

IMAGINE ISIS, RADIANT WITH DIVINE
MEMORY OR
OSIRIS, SOUEREIGIN OF ETERNITY

| WAS CALLED BACK.
In my vision, Isis KISSED MY FOREHERD:
“WELCOME HOME, sOrl. Y0oU HAUE REMEMBERED.”
OSIRIS EMBRACED ME: é
“RISE. CLAIM YOUR PLACE IN THE conrtinuum OF SOULS.” "

AND 1 UNDERSTOOD!
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UNDERSTAND WHAT ?
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WE ARE NOT LOST. WE ARE FUCKING ASLEEP. .1!’~ E UNIVERSE IS
WAITING FOR US TO WAKE"

ABOUT US HUMANITY

WE DO NOT NEED TO SEARCH
OUTSIDE OURSELUES.

THE PAST LIVES WITHIMN US.

THE GODS ARE NoOT GOrIE.

THEY LIVE INN EUERY BRERATH,

IN EVERY ACT OF CREATION,

IN EVERY AWAKENING HEART.

THIS ARE THE ECHOES OF THE PAST:
A PROJECT, A UISION, A RETURI.
nort JusTt MINE-ouURS.

WE ARE THE ECHOES.
WE ARE THE MEMORY.

WE AWAKEN Now.

WHY nNnow-?

BECAUSE THE WORLD IS CRACKING.

BECAUSE PROGRESS WITHOUT MEMORY IS EMPTINESS.

BECAUSE DISTRACTION HAS LULLED US INTO FORGETTING,
AND FORGETTING HAS LEFT US HOLLOW.
WE SCROLL ENDLESSLY. WE CONSUME ENDLESSLY. YET LATE AT NIGHT, IN
THE QUIET, THE SAME QUESTION HAUNTS US: IS THIS ALL THERE IS?
THE ANSWER IS NO.

THERE IS MORE. THERE HAS ALWAYS BEEN MORE.

WE ARE ECHOES OF THE DIVINE, ECHOES OF THE ETERNAL, ECHOES OF THE
PAST.

ECHOES OF THE PAST IS NOT MY
STORY ALONE. IT IS A CALLTO YOU
, WHO FEELS THE TUG OF
SOMETHING OLDER THAN WORDS.

IT IS ART, YES.

BUT MORE THAN ART,ITIS A
MIRROR. A REMINDER. A RETURN.

WE CHI'II'IDT CHANGE THE
WORLD STAYING THE SAME
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