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..to be written by an appreciative reader.



Preface.

This collection of stories 1s not just for reading—it’s for
discovering...

Each one has been crafted to evoke a perspective, a glimpse
through the ordinary into something quietly extraordinary.
These are not just narratives about life, but subtle invitations to
notice what makes us tick.

If you let them, they can be portals—soft openings into deeper
ways of seeing and being.

You may find that, as you read, something shifts.

A realization may arrive gently, like a breeze through an open
window.

..or it might take a few days to settle in.

And then, one day, without warning, it may click.

That’s the beauty of this kind of exploration—it doesn’t follow a
straight line.

And 1f you do find something that resonates, come back. In six
months, or a year, return and read again.

What once seemed simple might reveal new layers.

What didn’t land before may now speak directly to you.

These stories are alive in that way—they meet you where you are.

Some entries are experiential. If you come to an exercise, treat it
as an offering, not a task.

First, read through the whole thing gently. Then, return to the first
instruction.

Let it sink in.

Take your time.

Consider what is truly being asked—mnot just in words, but in
spirit.

These are not challenges to be solved, but invitations to be lived.

You don’t need to try hard. (In fact it’s better if you don’t) Just be
open. Notice what arises. There’s no right or wrong way to



engage, only your way—whatever feels true for you in the
moment.

Above all, read with kindness. Let curiosity lead. Let judgment
rest. These stories are for you.

Welcome

Vince’s Epiphany

When awakening happened for me in 2011, it wasn’t through a
method or a system. It didn’t come through meditation, yoga, or
even the famous “no-self” portal of Liberation Unleashed —
though that would arrive just after. It came as the final spark in a
long-burning fire.

A fire that had been lit decades earlier by restlessness, by
suffering, by the gut-deep sense that something isn t right. 1 tried
everything. Religion. Hypnotherapy. Gestalt. Rebirthing.
Encounter groups. Meditation. Autolysis. Advaita. You name it. I
chased peace like it was a lost key I was sure I had dropped in the
next room. Always the next one.

Then, one day — a line. A single sentence in a conversation with a
bloke in America, Eric Gross. He said:

“The mosquito bite of seeking will never heal while you keep
scratching it.”

WHAM.

In that moment, I knew.

I couldn’t be both a seeker and awake. They were incompatible
identities.

To seek 1s to believe something vital 1s missing.

To be awake is to see that nothing is.

I realised that awakening meant accepting this — whatever 1s
happening, right now. Not later. Not someday. But now.

And then another insight followed quickly:

That every moment I noticed was already done. Seeing lagged
behind reality by milliseconds. Everything I was trying to fix or
change had already happened by the time I noticed it.

Trying to undo it, resist it, wish it away — was madness.

All that did was distort perception and invite suffering.



And with that came a deeper surrender. Not as an idea, but as a
necessity.

This is it.

That phrase became a touchstone.

From that moment, seeking stopped. Though I still wandered the
web looking for others who had seen through the same illusion,
and that’s when I stumbled across Liberation Unleashed.

They asked me the simplest, most devastating question:

“Does a self exist as an inherently separate entity?”

I laughed at first. What a ridiculous question.

But the answer was obvious.

There were only stories about “Vince.” Nothing else.

Then came another:

“Is an experiencer necessary to experience?”’

That one gave me pause. But again, when looked at honestly, the
truth was clear:

The “experiencer” and the “experienced” only exist as thoughts
— stories in the mind.

The beauty of Liberation Unleashed is that anyone who’s seen
through this first illusion — the delusion of a separate self — can
help others do the same. That first illusion is what’s often referred
to as the first “Fetter”, or in Buddhist terms it 1s “Stream Entry”
So in November 2011, I began guiding.

And much of the deepening that’s followed has come through that
— not as teaching, but as shared exploration.

About This Book

This book 1s a collection of short stories that point toward the
simple, radical, often-overlooked truth of awakening.

Not enlightenment as a state or reward — but awakening as a
falling away of illusion.

You won’t find instruction here in the traditional sense. These
stories don’t ask you to believe anything or achieve something.
They invite you instead to notice — to pause, to question, and
perhaps, to see clearly what was always here.

Because 1n the end...



Awakening doesn’t happen in the future.

It’s what remains when you stop reaching for it.

Let the stories speak to the part of you that already knows.
The part that never left.

The part that, quietly, has always been home.

vince

A suggestion..

These stories didn’t have a prime purpose to entertain (although
they will probably do that too)

Each story has the capacity to change your world, and so are best
consumed in a way that every phrase reveals the exquisite taste of
discovery.

Slowly

Another suggestion is that if read before sleep and the mystery of
the stories allusions are mulled over as you drift off...
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The Hand That Tugs

Liam felt it rise again as he stepped toward the door — that
familiar tightness 1n his chest, the pulse quickening, the invisible
hand pulling him back.

Don 't go. Something might go wrong. You 're not ready.

He’d heard this voice his whole life. Fear was like a shadowy
figure that followed him everywhere, whispering doubts, urging
him to stay small, stay safe.

For years, he fought it — pushing, suppressing, numbing. Fear
was the enemy. The thing to overcome.

But lately, something had shifted.

A mentor had once asked him gently, “What if fear isn t trying to
stop you, but protect you? What if it s not your enemy, but your
oldest friend — misunderstood?”

That question stayed with him.

Today, as the fear surfaced again, Liam paused. Instead of bracing
against it, he sat quietly, closed his eyes, and turned toward it.
What are you trying to tell me? he asked inwardly.

And there 1t was — not words, but a feeling:

“I’m afraid you’ll fail. I’m afraid you’ll be hurt. I’m trying to
keep you safe.”

The tone wasn’t harsh. It was tender.



Liam’s chest softened.

He saw it now — fear wasn’t here to punish him. It had been his
protector, guarding him from pain since childhood, from moments
when criticism stung too sharply or rejection felt unbearable.

It had worked for a while. But the protection had become a prison.
“Thank you,” he whispered to the fear, hand over his heart.
“Youve tried to keep me safe. But I'm not that small child
anymore. I can meet what comes.”

Fear didn’t vanish. It never did. But it relaxed its grip, like a hand
slowly letting go of his shirt.

He stepped out the door. The pulse still quickened. The breath still
caught. But underneath was something new: companionship.

Fear walked beside him now, not as a tyrant, but as an old friend
who no longer had to lead.

And for the first time, Liam realized:

Fear wasn’t here to stop him from living.

It was here to remind him that life mattered.

That what he was stepping into was real, meaningful, alive.

And together, they kept walking.

Inquiry Exercise: The Hand That Tugs

Meeting fear with presence instead of resistance.

Step 1: Pause and Feel

Bring to mind a situation where fear arises for you.
It could be something recent — an upcoming conversation, a
decision, a step into the unknown.

Close your eyes.

Let the body speak.



Where do you feel the fear?

Place your attention there — chest, throat, belly, wherever it lives.
Notice its temperature, its rhythm, its movement.

Not the story about the fear — just the sensation of it.

Step 2: Turn Toward It

Now ask gently, inwardly:
What are you trying to protect me from?

Don’t force an answer.

Just listen.

What comes may not be in words — 1t might be an image, a
memory, or just a felt sense of vulnerability.

Notice the tone of fear. Is it aggressive... or worried?
Is it harsh... or scared?

See if you can feel the care beneath the contraction.

Step 3: Speak to It with Compassion

With one hand on your heart or wherever you feel the fear, say
softly:

“Thank you for trying to protect me.”
“You’ve helped me survive.”
“But I’m not that child anymore. I can face this now.”

Let those words land, not as a mantra but as a real communication.

Notice if anything shifts — in the body, the breath, the quality of
attention.

Step 4: Let Fear Walk Beside You



Bring the image of yourself walking forward into that fearful
situation.

Now imagine fear walking beside you — not leading, not
dragging you back, but simply present.

Ask:

What happens when I stop trying to get rid of fear, and simply
let it be here?

Can I move forward anyway, hand-in-hand with fear — like
an old friend?

Let yourself feel that.
Not imagined courage — but lived openness, even with a racing
heart.

Step 5: Reflect and Integrate

Ask yourself:
o Has fear ever truly stopped me? Or just delayed me?

e  When I stopped resisting fear, what did I discover
underneath?

e If fear is not the enemy... what changes in how I live?

Let the answers rise on their own.
There’s no goal here — only seeing.

Daily Reminder

Next time fear appears:
e Feelit.
e Thank it.

o Let it walk beside you — not in charge, just seen.



This is not about conquering fear.
It’s about relating to it.
And in that shift... everything changes.



The One Who Pushes Back

They sat on the floor, legs folded, hands resting on their knees,
breathing.

A simple morning practice. Just sitting. Just noticing.

But there it was again—that tightening.

A quiet refusal.

The mind darted: Why am I doing this? Nothings happening. |
should be getting something from this.

And beneath the thoughts: a subtle weight in the chest, a clenching
in the jaw.

A sense of pushing against... something.

They breathed, gently curious.

Resistance.

That was the word that came.

But the question followed fast: Who s resisting?

The moment they looked, it flickered—Iike trying to catch smoke
with bare hands.

There was no “one” there.

No person hiding in the shadows of the breath.

No solid self.

Only sensation.

Only thoughts that claimed to belong to someone.



And yet... the effects were undeniable.

When the body tightened, when the breath grew shallow, when the
thoughts defended, blamed, or pulled away—something felt like a
self.

Not seen.

Not found.

But felt.

Like a ghost that leaves footprints.

They stayed with the breath, softening around the discomfort.
No fixing. Just watching.

And it became clear: the resistance wasn’t personal.

It wasn’t some character called “me” fighting the moment.

It was just a pattern.

A conditioned wave that rose and said “no” to what is.

And then vanished.

The strange part?

As soon as they stopped believing the resistance belonged to
someone,

it softened.

Almost as if it had been waiting to be seen as not real.
Noticing took the charge out of it.

Not effort. Not control.

Just seeing.

And 1n the space where the “resister” used to feel so loud,
there was only quiet.

Breath.

Body.

Awareness.

A warmth spread across their chest—not as reward, but as relief.
The one who resists isn t there.

But its patterns can be noticed.

Its echoes can be felt.

And when they are, clearly and kindly,

they begin to lose their grip.

That morning, they didn’t become awakened.

Didn’t dissolve the ego.

Didn’t arrive at anything new.



But they stopped believing the one who was “trying”
was ever really there at all.

And that, somehow,

was enough.

Inquiry Exercise: The One Who Pushes Back

Seeing through the illusion of the inner resister.

Step 1: Settle In

Find a quiet place.
Sit comfortably. Close your eyes. Let the breath be natural.
No need to “do it right.” Just be still.

Notice what’s here.
Sounds. Sensations. Thought fragments.
Maybe calm. Maybe tension. Maybe restlessness.

Let it all be.

Step 2: Invite the Noticing

Now ask inwardly, softly:

Is there resistance here?

Feel. Don’t answer too quickly. Let the body speak.

Where do you notice tightness, contraction, or pushing away?
Where in the body is “no” appearing?

Name it softly if helpful:
Tight jaw. Heavy chest. Stomach fluttering.
But don’t explain it. Just feel it.



Step 3: Turn Gently Toward the “Resister”

Now ask:
Who is resisting this moment?

Don’t go into thoughts.
Just look directly: Is anyone there?

Can you find a “someone” behind the resistance?
Or just sensations... and thoughts claiming ownership?

Look closely:

Is the resistance being done by someone... or is it just
happening?
Is there a resister... or only the experience of resistance?

Let each question settle like a pebble dropped in still water.

Step 4: Allow, Without Ownership

Now say inwardly:

“Resistance is happening.”
“It doesn’t mean there’s a me resisting.”
“It’s just energy, movement, a wave.”

Let that be felt.

Don’t try to dissolve the resistance.
Don’t try to relax it.
Just let it be what it is, without calling it “mine.”

Notice: does it shift when it’s seen clearly and impersonally?

Step 5: Stay with What Remains

Now let go of the inquiry.



Just rest.

Feel the breath.
Feel the space around the resistance.
Notice that awareness 1s holding all of it — without effort.

Is there a center? A doer? A controller?
Or just this—experiencing, unfolding, happening.

Let it be enough.

Reflection Questions (Optional Journal Prompts)

e What did I discover when I looked for the one who resists?
» Did resistance soften when I stopped trying to fix or claim it?

e What changes when I no longer believe resistance is
personal?

This exercise 1s not about achieving a new state.
It’s about seeing clearly what’s already here,
and realizing that the one who “pushes back™...
was never real to begin with.



The Morning After
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For years, Lena had imagined it.

Awakening.

The moment when everything would finally click.

No more fear. No more anger. No more aching loneliness.

Just peace. Radiant, permanent peace.

And then, one ordinary afternoon, it happened.

There was no golden light, no chorus of angels.

Just a sudden, effortless seeing.

The self she had spent a lifetime defending, fixing, improving...
The weight dropped. The seeking ended.

The relief was indescribable.

For the next few days, Lena walked as if floating. The sky seemed
wider, the breeze softer, strangers’ faces kinder.

Every breath felt like an embrace from the universe itself.

But then came the morning after.

She woke up groggy. Irritated by the neighbor’s barking dog.

Her phone buzzed with bills, deadlines, messages she didn’t want
to answer.

A small wave of anxiety bubbled up, followed by disappointment.
“What s wrong?”” her mind whispered. “You saw it. You 're
supposed to be free now. Where's the bliss?”



The seeking reflex had returned.

Lena sat by her window, watching the wind ripple through the
trees, and let the question hang.

The answer came not as words, but as a soft understanding:
Nothing had gone wrong.

Awakening hadn’t promised a new, perfect version of life.

It hadn’t promised immunity from moods, frustrations, or the
ordinary mess of being human.

What had changed was subtler, deeper:

The clinging had loosened. The demand for things to be any
particular way had dropped away.

The 1rritation was there... but it passed.

The ache came... and went.

There was no longer the desperate story that these waves should
not be happening.

Lena laughed softly at the irony.

She had wanted awakening to be the end of discomfort.

But the real gift was something much gentler:

The permission to let life be as it was — shifting, imperfect, alive.
There was peace after all.

Not as a feeling to hold, but as the absence of needing to hold
anything.

She sipped her tea, feeling both the warmth of the cup and the
slight sting where she’d bitten her lip earlier.

Both sensations, equally allowed.

Both passing.

The dog barked again.

Lena smiled.

The day went on.

Inquiry Exercise: The Morning After

Meeting the human messiness without turning it into failure.



1. Settle Into Presence

Take a few slow breaths.
Let the body relax. Let the mind soften.
Let today be exactly as it 1s.

2. Recall a Time of Clarity

Bring to mind a moment when everything felt open — maybe
during a walk, a meditation, a sudden insight, or just a surprising
inner stillness.

Feel it in your memory:
How did it feel?
What dropped away?

Now gently ask:

What was I expecting would stay forever?
Was I hoping never to feel certain emotions again?

Notice if disappointment has crept in since that time — a feeling
that something was lost.

Let that be felt too.

3. Investigate the Return of “Ordinary”

Now, recall a recent moment of 1rritation, sadness, boredom —
something totally unspiritual.

Let it come into awareness without judgment.
Then ask:

Was there a thought that said, “This shouldn’t be happening
— not after what I saw”?



Feel into that.
Where does that thought land in the body?
What sensations arise?

Now gently look:

Is this moment actually proof that awakening has failed?
Or 1s 1t just... a sensation passing through?
A story that no longer needs to be believed?

4. See the Real Shift

Now ask:

What has changed, even if life still brings noise, tension,
moods?

Is the clinging less intense?

Is the story “this shouldn’t be” a little quieter than before?

Pause and notice:
Can this moment — however it feels — be allowed?

Even if 1it’s dull. Or agitated. Or flat.

Is there space for this too?

5. Rest in What Doesn’t Need to Change

Drop every question.
Let it all be — the clarity, the disappointment, the curiosity.

Just this breath.
Just this sensation.

Notice:

Is anything wrong, right now — without the thought that it
should be different?

Optional Reflection Prompts



e What was I unconsciously expecting awakening to fix?
 How does it feel to let go of those expectations, even briefly?

e (Can ordinary discomfort be welcomed, not as failure, but as
part of what arises?

Let this be your invitation:

To discover peace not as a feeling,
but as the falling away of resistance
to whatever is already here.



The Costume Room

For as long as they could remember, Mira had worn different
versions of themselves like costumes.
At school, they were the achiever—organized, agreeable, always

one step ahead.

At home, they were the peacemaker—careful, soft-spoken, the one
who absorbed tension so others didn’t have to feel it.

With friends, they adjusted—funny, deep, reflective, depending on
who they were with.

None of it felt dishonest. It just felt... adaptive. Safe.

But some nights, after everyone else had gone home, Mira would
sit in the quiet and wonder:

Who am I when no ones looking?

One night, they lit a candle and opened their journal—not out of
routine, but because something inside wanted to speak.

The words came slowly:

“I feel like I'm always being someone else.”

“I don 't know what'’s real anymore.”

Then came a wave of tenderness. Not sadness exactly—just a
quiet ache. A longing to rest. To not have to be anything.

They wrote the question:

“If I stop identifying with all these roles... whats left?”




It was terrifying.

Because those roles had been so well-worn, so reinforced. They
had made Mira feel worthy. Recognizable. Needed.

And yet... none of them felt like Zome.

They closed their eyes and just sat. No performance. No mask.
Not the one who needed to be liked.

Not the one who had it together.

Not even the one trying to figure it all out.

Just breath.

Just body.

Just this moment.

And 1n that silence, something loosened.

Not a breakthrough.

More like a quiet recognition:

I've been mistaking who I am for the roles I play.

Noticing wasn’t dramatic. It was gentle.

But it changed everything.

The next morning, Mira still showed up to life—still worked, still
spoke, still smiled.

But something inside was watching. Kind. Curious.

Less fused to the part they were playing.

More willing to let the role shift, or even fall away.

And on a deeper level, they began to trust:

I am not the identity.

I don 't know who or what i am, and that s ok.

And this... doesn t need a costume to be loved.

They didn’t stop identifying overnight. But now, each time it
happened, there was a soft whisper:

“This too is just a part passing through.”

And that whisper became a doorway back to peace.

Inquiry Exercise: The Costume Room

Who are you when there s nothing to manage, prove, or protect?



1. Sit Quietly

Let the body settle.

Feel the breath enter and leave, just as it is.

Let the outer roles drop for now. There’s nowhere to go.
Just here.

2. Remember the Roles

Gently scan your life.

Who are you at work?

Who are you with your family?

Who are you in social settings, with friends or strangers?

Let each role arise like a costume hanging on a hook.
You don’t have to judge or fix anything.
Just see.

Then ask:

Which part of me is performing here?
What’s it trying to protect or gain?

Let the question hang. Feel into it.

3. The Role Beneath the Role

Sometimes, even our “spiritual self” can be a costume—
The one who “gets it.”

The one who’s calm.

The one who’s trying to awaken.

Ask gently:

Right now, am I trying to be anything at all?
If I stop trying to be that... what remains?

Feel the body’s response.
Let it tell the truth, without pressure or performance.



4. Allow the Not-Knowing

Now, let the mind rest.
Drop all the roles, if only for a few breaths.
Be no one. Not a daughter, not a helper, not a seeker.

Just sit.

Then ask:

Who or what is here, when nothing is being performed?
Is there a need to define it at all?

Feel into the mystery without needing to answer it.

5. Let This Land

You can return to your roles when you need to.
But right now, trust:

You are not any of them.
You don’t need to perform to be worthy.
What you are doesn’t need a name.

Breathe into that.
Let the simplicity of just being settle in the chest.

Optional Reflection Prompts
e Which identity is the hardest to loosen?
e What is that identity protecting?

e What part of you longs most to be seen when no one’s
watching?

This is the doorway:
Not into knowing who you are,



but into freedom from needing to know.
Just this. Just now. Just the one beneath all costumes.



D b . e e

I remember sitting by the window one gray afternoon, rain
brushing the glass in soft, random patterns. For a moment, it was
all just... happening. No meaning, no labels—just the tiny drips
racing each other down the pane.

I realized: this isn’t spiritual. It’s not some divine theater playing
out—it’s simply being human. Skin against chair. Coffee cooling
by the side. A bird darting past without needing a name.

When I thought about "experiencing," I noticed something subtle.
It’s not about what’s out there. It’s not about rain or birds or
coffee. It's not about things. It's the happening itself. Experiencing.
A thought stirred: "Maybe I should journal about this." Instantly, 1
was Doing—conjuring a project out of nothing, stitching effort
onto something already perfect. From nothing, something extra
had been invented. Unnecessary.

Sitting back, I could feel the small ache of the body, the buzz of a
slight hunger. I couldn’t help what arose—those were just clouds
moving through. But I wasn’t helpless. I could meet them freshly,
without piling more on top.

The breath moved. Thoughts stirred. Sensations flickered.
Recognition—simply noticing—felt like the warm sun rising.
Gentle, unforced. A quiet dissolving.



A memory floated up: my friend once told me, "You're such a
dreamer." In the past, I might have flinched, clung to the label. But
now, I could feel it—a label covers the living reality
underneath. "Dreamer" was a word. A tag. It pointed, but didn’t
touch the messy, breathing, electric mystery of what I am.

There was a pull to think harder, dig deeper. But suddenly, another
recognition: Experiencing is not understanding. Experiencing
is an interpretation of incomprehensible reality. Like trying to
hold mist in my hands.

The mind, sensing the vastness, wanted to call "what is""—THIS
—a thing. To package it, own it, understand it. But every time it
tried, the experience stiffened, narrowed, turned stale. The
livingness was covered over again.

Another thought popped up: "Maybe I should tell someone about
this!" And again—softly seen—opinions are judgments. The
moment I thought it should be shared, rated, explained... the fresh
rain of experience was filtered through layers of approval,
validation, performance.

I smiled.

A thought is experienced because of its content, and yet,
looking freshly, its content is pure fantasy. Just vapor trails. Just
storytelling.

The rain kept falling.

The coffee got colder.

Nothing special happened.

And it was whole. Full. Alive.

Inquiry Exercise: The Weightless Moment

Can experience be enough, without commentary?

1. Settle Into Now



Sit quietly near a window if you can, or simply close your eyes
and turn attention inward.

Let the breath be natural.

Let the moment be unadorned.

Just this.

2. Notice the Raw Data

Gently bring awareness to what’s arising in this moment:
e What are the sounds?
e What physical sensations are present?
e [s there a dominant emotion or mood?

Then ask:

What is here... before I call it anything?

Don’t label. Don’t interpret. Just let it be what it is.

3. Catch the “Doer” When It Appears

As soon as the mind says:
e “This is interesting.”
o “I should write this down.”
e “What does this mean?”
...pause.
See how quickly the simplicity of experiencing becomes a project.
What if this didn’t need to become anything?

Let the doing rest. Return to the moment. Let it be fresh again.

4. Name & Let Go



If thoughts appear, gently name them (e.g., “planning,” “labeling,”
‘Cjudging79)

...then let them go.

Notice:

Do these thoughts help clarify the moment, or do they cloud
it?

You don’t need to fight them.
Just let them be seen—Ilike mist passing through sunlight.

S. The Inquiry

Ask yourself:

What happens if I don’t add anything to this moment?

Can I experience this breath, this sound, this body—without
naming it?

Is this enough, as it is?

Don’t seek an answer.
Let the question dissolve into silence.

6. Integration

Bring attention to something small and ordinary:
e The weight of your hands
e The shadow on the floor
e The feel of your clothing on skin

Let it be enough.

Then whisper to yourself:

“Nothing special is happening... and yet, it’s alive.”
“I don’t need to make this into something.”
“This moment doesn’t need me to interpret it.”



Optional Journaling Prompt (after):
What happens when the need to define or explain dissolves?
Can you describe the texture of being, without commentary?

This 1s the practice.

The weightless moment is always here—
when nothing extra is added,

and nothing needs to be taken away.



A thought appears

A thought appears. it is noticed.

It belongs to no one.

It is seen by no one.

Does that appearance have a relationship with...?

Only if a someone is imagined to be in relationship.

But in pure seeing—before the label, before the claim—
it’s just what is.

No subject, no object.

No relationship, only appearance.

Like a breeze across still water:

It moves,

but it touches nothing.

If a someone is imagined, does that constitute identification. if so
what is being identified with?

Yes—if a someone 1s imagined, that is identification.

But here's the twist: it’s not that there’s an actual someone being
identified.

It’s that the mind is mistaking a thought or a sensation for a self.
So what is being identified with?

Usually one or more of the following:

. A thought: “I am thinking this.”



. A body sensation: tension, tightness, a felt "center"—
taken as “me.”

. A story: “I need to understand,” “I shouldn’t feel this,”
“I’m not there yet.”

. A position: the one who’s aware, the seeker, the fixer, the
observer.

In each case, something ephemeral-—something passing—is subtly
claimed as a me. That claim is the i1dentification.

And yet: nothing has actually changed in reality.

Just a thought pretending to have a center.

Just an echo folding in on itself.

(§ Investigative Exercises: The Thought Appears

These inquiries are not meant to give you answers but to
illuminate what’s already happening—so clearly that the illusion
cannot hold.

1. Watch the Arising

Exercise: Sit quietly for 2—3 minutes. Don’t try to stop thoughts.
Simply observe:

e Can you see where the next thought comes from?
e Did you choose 1t?

e What does it feel like before the thought appears? And as it
appears?

Let each thought be like a bird landing on a branch. Watch, don’t
interfere.

2. Is This Thought “Mine”?



Exercise: When a thought arises, especially a strong or emotional
one, pause and ask:

o What makes this thought feel like “mine”?

o [f this same thought appeared in someone else’s mind, would
it still have power?

e What’s the bodily sensation that seems to prove the thought
1s true?

Let that be felt. Let the sensation and thought coexist—then look:
who do they belong to?

3. Reaction Mapping

Exercise: When a strong reaction occurs (anger, fear, shame):
o Track back. What thought triggered 1t?
e What story was embedded in that thought?
e What was the sensation that accompanied it?

Then investigate:

o I[s the reaction to what 1s actually happening—or to the story
about 1t?

e What’s the difference in how it feels?

4. The Pause Between

Exercise: When a thought arises, before engaging it, ask:
e What happens if I don’t follow this?
o Is there a gap between the thought and the response?
e (Can I rest in that space?

That pause is where 1dentification either begins—or falls apart.



5. Label and Let Be

Exercise: For one day, whenever you catch a thought, mentally
label it:

e “Planning,” “Judging,” “Remembering,” “Worrying,” etc.
Then let it pass without adding anything.
Notice:

e How many thoughts are recycled?

e Which ones hook you?

o What’s the sensation of getting hooked?

The act of labeling gently reveals that thought 1s not the problem
—identifying with it is.



Garden Of Stillness.

There was once a figure—not seeker, not saint—just a person who
had, for as long as they could remember, been moving. Through
forests of thought, deserts of striving, oceans of longing. Not
toward something clear, but away from a feeling they couldn’t
name.

They had walked for years with the quiet ache of not-enoughness.
Not holy or broken—just worn. The kind of worn that smooths
stones into shapes the hand loves.

And then, one afternoon, without knowing why, they stopped. Not
on a mountain peak. Not at the gates of a temple. Just beside a
crooked tree, where a stream muttered secrets to no one in
particular.

There was no insight. No light. Just this breath. And the next.
They sat.

And 1n that sitting, something not new—but always waiting—
arrived. Not as vision. As absence. The absence of demand. The
absence of needing to be anywhere else.

It was not spiritual. It was human.

Not a lofty realm above the world, but the thick, warm soil of it. It
was the creak in tired joints, the breeze lifting the edge of a sleeve,
the way the sunlight pooled on the forearm like honey. It was not
about transcendence or enlightenment, not about rising above the



ordinary, but falling tenderly into it. Into the heartbeat. Into the
dust. Into the brief, soft glance between strangers. It was the scent
of citrus on the fingertips. The dull ache of a fading bruise. The
ordinary holiness of tears that come without explanation. There
was no doctrine here, no special insight—just a gentle unfolding
into what had always been true: that to be alive is to be exquisitely
open to all of it. The raw. The tender. The mundane. Nothing
needed to be elevated to be enough.

The breath moving through ribs like wind through reeds. The hum
of insects tracing lines through the air. The ache in the back. The
warmth on the cheek.

It wasn’t hidden behind a veil. It had only been obscured by the
reaching.

They noticed how often they’d tried to do something with the
moment. Tried to squeeze meaning from it like juice from a rind.
Every effort turned light to shadow. Every grasp wove tension into
the open weave of being.

And so they stopped grasping.

A crow called from the trees. A wave of sadness passed through.
Laughter followed, tender and strange.

Each feeling arose like weather—unbidden, unchosen. Yet not
unwelcome. For the first time, they saw: it wasn’t about
preventing what came. It was about how it was met.

Recognition, not resistance. Soft seeing, not solving.

And in that gentle noticing, something changed—without
changing anything at all.

The names they gave things—""tree," "thought," "pain," "me"—felt
suddenly brittle. Beautiful, but brittle. Words, like nets, caught
only outlines. The real thing always slipped through.

Even "experiencing" was a shadow of what pulsed underneath.
They realized: the content of thought is never the truth. The mind
serves stories, not what 1s.

Thoughts are experienced because of their flavor—but the flavor
1s fiction. Still, they can be tasted without being believed.

That was the shift.

Not an epiphany. Not a rupture. A turning of the head. A softening
of the grip.



They thought they had been a seeker. But to seek is to whisper,
"not yet." To seek is to say, "this is not it."

And this—the breath, the warmth, the crow’s cry—was already
complete.

They could not seek and be at the same time.

The mind still wanted to label it. THIS. ARRIVAL. TRUTH. But
every name shrank what had no edges.

They let the names go.

No more paths to follow. No mountaintops to reach.

Just the garden of this breath. The field of this moment. The vast,
unknowable intimacy of now.

They lay back, arms open. No longer needing to hold anything.
And life rushed in.

Color didn’t appear more vibrant—color was seeing. Sound didn’t
arrive at the ear—sound was being.

The beat of the heart wasn’t happening inside them. It was them.
No doer. No done.

Just this.

Pain would still come. Joy would still pass. The crow would still
Cry.

But now, nothing needed to be other than it was.

And this—not as a conclusion, not as a prize— but as a quiet, full,
naked seeing, was enough.

No seeker remained. No thing was found.

Just the ordinary, so vivid it stunned the heart open.

Just the endless blooming of nothing missing.

Just this - Always, just this.

Inquiry Exercise: Garden of Stillness

Can the absence of needing anything more be the arrival itself?

1. Come to Stillness



Find a place to sit quietly—somewhere ordinary.
No special posture required.
Just let the body rest as it is.

Let attention settle into the breath—not to control it, but to feel it.
Not to go deeper, but to notice this:

Inhaling.

Exhaling.

Breathing... just happening.

2. Feel Into What’s Here

Now ask inwardly:

What in me is still seeking something different from this
moment?

Wait.

Not for an answer, but for a sensation.
A tightening.

A subtle leaning forward.

A sense of “not yet.”

Where is that in the body?
Can you meet it with no agenda?

Let 1t be like a wind passing over skin—seen, felt, allowed... but
not followed.

3. Notice What’s Not Asking for More

Turn awareness toward something completely unproblematic in
this moment:

e The weight of your body
e The sound of distant traffic or birds

o The feeling of clothes against skin



Does this need fixing?
Does this need naming?

Let it be anonymous, unclaimed.
Feel the ordinary, without adding anything on top.

4. Drop the Names

Bring to mind something labeled:
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e “Anxiety”
° 66J0y7,

e “Silence”

o “Experience”
Now gently ask:

What is here before the label?
What is here that can’t be captured in a word?

Feel the moment directly, as if no name had ever been invented.

Let the “garden” reveal itself in the rustle, the ache, the warmth,
the space.

5. Acknowledge the Old Habit

If the mind starts narrating:
e “I’vegotit.”
e “This is awakening.”
e “Now what?”
Notice the impulse to frame, to conclude.

Let it be seen as the old muscle twitch of seeking.



Is it possible to drop the commentary, but keep the intimacy?
Can this moment be enough, even if it changes nothing?

6. A Final Whisper

Let these words land gently, like mist:

“There 1s nothing missing.”
“There 1s no arrival that isn’t already here.”
“What if this 1s enough—not as an idea, but as a felt truth?”

Then rest.

Let life be vivid without effort.

Let the breath be the garden.

Let the stillness bloom in your chest.

This inquiry 1sn’t meant to “get” you somewhere.
It’s an invitation to stop.

And in that stopping, to notice:
Just this... 1s already the place.



The TreeThat Wat There |

It was a Tuesday morning when Alan took the familiar trail behind
his house, a ritual walk that promised nothing new. The sun
filtered gently through the leaves, casting shifting patterns on the
ground. He wasn’t seeking anything. That part of him—seeker,
striver, the man hungry for meaning—had worn itself out over the
years. Now there was just walking.

He rounded a bend and paused. A tree stood off the path. Big,
gnarled, old. He had seen it before, but something was different. A
thought: “That’s a beautiful tree.” And then, just as quickly: “What
exactly 1s that ‘tree’?”

He stepped closer.

His eyes saw green, brown, shapes. The label “tree” floated up,
uninvited. But he didn’t stop there. He reached out and placed his
hand against the rough bark. Sensation. Texture. Coolness. The
label "bark" appeared, but this time he saw it for what it was: a
story.

Was he touching a tree? No. He was feeling sensation in his hand.
A flicker ran through him—something raw, something ancient. He
wasn’t touching a tree. He was touching sensation. And even that
—*“touch”—was just another label.

He stepped back. The concept of “tree” disintegrated. There were
only colors, shapes, sensations, shifting light.



Then something clicked.

If the tree wasn’t there—at least not as he thought—what about
his hand? He looked down. Fingers. Skin. Nails. “Mine,” a
thought said.

But was it?

He closed his eyes. The image disappeared. All that remained was
sensation. Pressure. Movement. Heat. Where was “hand”? It was
only present as a thought. He wasn’t touching the tree with a hand
—he was experiencing sensation. The idea of “hand” was layered
on top afterward.

He stood frozen, not in awe but in a kind of internal unraveling.
The tree wasn’t there.

The hand wasn’t there.

The “Alan” who thought he was touching the tree—was he there?
The silence that followed was sharp and clean. It wasn’t peaceful,
not exactly. More like a void had opened. No meaning. No
identity. No anchor.

He began walking again. The forest didn’t look different, but
something was missing—him. Not in a mystical sense, but
practically, like a smudge on a window had been wiped clean.

He watched his legs move. Steps happened. No one decided to
take them. There was no one to do the deciding. Everything was
just happening, like wind through leaves.

A bug buzzed near his ear, and a flinch happened. A laugh escaped
him—mnot as “Alan,” but as an event, just like the flinch.

Later, sitting on a bench, he thought: if he told someone this,
they’d ask what it means. But there was no meaning. There was
only this.

The tree wasn’t real. Neither was Alan. What was real was
experience—unfiltered, raw, and completely impersonal.

The forest wasn’t a place anymore. It was a happening. A mystery.
Not to be solved, only experienced. And that was enough.




Inquiry: The Tree That Wasn’t There

Unlayering perception to see what s actually here

1. Begin Where You Are

Sit quietly. Let the body settle.

Bring attention to your immediate surroundings — a chair, a tree,
a wall, your own hand.
Choose one. Rest your gaze there.

Now, ask softly:
What am I actually experiencing?

Don't answer with thought.
Notice instead:

e Light
e Color
o Texture
e Shape
Let the labels come — “tree,” “wall,” “my hand” — but see them

as labels, not the thing itself.

2. Feel Beyond the Concept

If you’re looking at your hand, or an object you can touch, do so
gently.

What is felt — heat, pressure, movement — before the word
“touch” appears?

Where does the object end and the toucher begin?
Is it as solid and separate as you assumed?

Explore with innocent curiosity.



Let sensation arise. Let naming fall away.

3. What If the Label Was Never Taught?

Imagine: if you had never heard the word tree or hand, what
would you be experiencing now?

Let this seeing ripple inward:

If “hand” is a thought, what about “me”?

Without referencing a story, a memory, or a mental image. ..
Where is “you,” right now?

Let the question hover, unanswered.

4. Watch the World Happen

Close your eyes for a moment. Notice what remains.
e Sound happens
e Breath moves
e Sensations arise

All of it... happening.
Is there a doer of it all? Or just the happening?

Open your eyes. Let sight return.

Does anything you see need to be named?

S. A Final Whisper

Let this be felt deeply, not understood:

The label is not the thing.
The hand is not yours.
The tree 1s not out there.



Experience is not personal.
Life is simply unfolding.

Not o someone.
Just unfolding.

Rest in that mystery.
No meaning needed.

Just this.



My boy - my pain

My child had been s1ck for days. It wasn’t the kind of illness you
rush to emergency for, but it was enough to unravel everything
inside me. The flushed cheeks, the fever that came and went, the
soft moans in their sleep. The way they clung to my shirt when the
aches got bad.

I sat beside them almost constantly, cool cloths, warm broth,
medicine at regular intervals. I whispered comfort and offered
smiles. But beneath all that, I was unraveling.

It wasn’t just worry. It wasn’t even just love.

It was something tighter, something knotted and sharp:
helplessness. A deep, primal ache. The feeling that if I couldn’t fix
this, I was failing. That I should do something more. That maybe,
somehow, [ was missing something important that could make it
all stop.

Each time they whimpered, I flinched. My breath caught. And
then came the second wave: Do something. Fix it. Make it go
away.

But there was nothing more to do.

That’s when the suffering really took hold—not the ache of
empathy, but the spiraling pain of resistance. The pain wasn’t just
theirs anymore. It had become mine, twisting through my gut,
clawing at my chest.



I tried not to let them see it. I stayed gentle, stayed kind. But I
knew that children sense more than we tell them.

So I stepped away for a moment. I stood at the edge of the kitchen,
hand on the counter, and asked—not aloud, but inwardly—what
now?

And something within me answered. Not with words, but with a
quiet, deep knowing: Stay. Just stay.

I returned to their side, sat down again, and this time didn’t try to
change a thing. I stopped rushing to re-fluff the pillow or chase the
next remedy. I just sat. I felt the heat of their skin under my palm.
I listened to their breath. I breathed, too.

And something changed—mnot in them, but in me.

The pain was still there. The helplessness still hovered. But I was
no longer fighting it. There was room now, for all of it.

And in that space, I saw my child open their eyes, meet mine, and
soften. They didn’t smile. They didn’t speak. But there was a
flicker of calm. As if something in them registered: this is okay,
even though it hurts.

That was the moment I became a mentor—not with advice or
explanations, but with being.

By being with my own discomfort, I showed them how to be with
theirs. Without even realizing it, [ was transmitting something
vital: that pain is not something we must resist, and that the
fighting against it 1s what makes it unbearable.

Later, when they drifted into a fevered sleep, I sat back and felt
that same quiet voice return—not separate from me, but deeply
within. A mentor, yes. But not someone else. A knowing that had
always been there, beneath the fear and noise.

You don t need to take it away. You need to stay with it.

And so I did. And I do.

Even now, when they cry out, and I feel the urge to fix, I pause. I
breathe. I place my hand on their back—not just to soothe them,
but to remind myself: this moment is enough.

Love doesn’t always cure. Sometimes, love 1s the willingness to
be still in the fire. To teach by presence. To let them know they are
not alone, not even in their pain.

And somehow, even in pain, that is enough.



.. Being With Their Pain, Being With
Ours: An Inquiry Exercise

Settle first.
Take a few deep, slow breaths. Let your body soften. Close your
eyes if it feels natural.

Now bring to mind a moment—recent or distant—when someone
you loved was in pain.
It might be your child. Or a loved one you care deeply for.

Let yourself rest in that memory. Not to dwell, but to observe.

1. What arises in your body when you witness their suffering?
*  Where do you feel it?
e Is it sharp? Heavy? Constricted?
e Can you describe it like weather? (a storm, a fog, a wave...)

Just notice. No need to change it.

2. What thoughts arise in response to their pain?
* “Ineed to fix this.”
e “Ican’t do enough.”

e “I wishI could take it away.”
What thoughts are loud? Which ones linger quietly?



Say them to yourself gently, like reading a note someone left
behind.

3. What is your relationship to your own feeling of
helplessness?

e Isitallowed to exist?
e Isit pushed away or judged?
*  What would happen if you welcomed it—just as it is?

Pause and breathe here.

4. Ask this question, quietly, sincerely:

Is it possible that the pain I feel is not the problem... but my
resistance to it?

Let that question echo without needing an answer.

5. Rest in not fixing.

Let yourself imagine sitting beside your loved one, not doing
anything. Just being.

Can you feel the shift from urgency to presence?

Is there a warmth, a tenderness that arises when you stop trying to
control?

6. Can you meet your own suffering the same way?
If you are the one in pain now...
Can you offer that same silent presence to yourself?

Can you be with what hurts, without needing it to end?



Close gently.

Place a hand over your chest or belly.
Feel your breath rise and fall.
Whisper to yourself:

“Staying with this is enough. I am enough.”



The Door

Every morning, Mira passed through the same door.

From the outside, it looked like any other — a chipped frame, a
sticky handle, a hallway behind it. But to her, it had become
something else. Not dramatic, not mystical — just a quiet
threshold she had come to associate with discomfort. Every time
she walked through it to start her workday, something in her chest
clenched.

For months, she ignored it. Assumed it was just work stress, or
maybe the lighting, or maybe nothing at all. She distracted herself
with coffee, to-do lists, or a podcast in her ears. But the tension
never stopped. It pulsed there, faithfully, each time.

One day, she didn’t distract. She paused before the door and
noticed the tightness. And then, something curious happened:



instead of pushing through, she closed her eyes and looked
inward. Not with her mind, exactly. With something quieter.

She didn’t *think™ about the sensation. She *looked*. And when
she looked without judging, a memory surfaced. Not a dramatic
one—just her third-grade teacher, raising an eyebrow as Mira
spoke up in class. That subtle look that said, *you’re being too
much.*

Mira had seen that memory before. She’d told the story. She’d
even “processed” it, she thought. But this was different. This
wasn’t narrative. This was sensation. This was belief — raw and
alive and lodged like a stone in the middle of her being.

“I shouldn’t take up space,” the belief whispered. “If I do, I’ll be
judged.”

Her eyes opened. The hallway looked the same. The door was still
just a door. But now, there was clarity. Not relief, exactly. Just the
soft bell of recognition. This wasn’t about work. It was about an
identity, carried silently for decades.

For the next few days, something shifted. Mira felt lighter walking
through the door. She smiled more. Spoke up more in meetings.
And then... it came back. The clench. The story. The urge to
shrink.

She thought she’d failed. She thought real insight would have
made it vanish. But then she remembered what her mentor once
said:



> “A belief doesn’t disappear just because it’s seen once.
Conditioned patterns return. Your work is to keep seeing them,
without believing them.”

So she did. Each time the tightness returned, she paused. Not to
fight it, not to fix it, but to look.

To feel.
To name what was here, not what her mind assumed.

To let the old belief float up — “I shouldn’t take up space” — and
simply not agree.

She noticed something else too: the mind loved to jump 1n and
label it progress or failure. Loved to turn discovery into a task, a
performance. But that wasn’t the work. The work wasn’t effort. It
wasn’t grinding. It wasn’t about progress or timelines or
transformation.

The work was simply seeing, again and again, without judgment.

Using the mind as a tool — to describe, not to lead.
Letting sensation speak first.

And allowing intuition to whisper before thought had a chance to
define it.

One afternoon, weeks later, Mira walked through the door and
felt... nothing. No tightness. No story. Just air on her skin and the



scuff of her shoes on the floor. She didn’t celebrate. She didn’t
chase meaning. She just noticed.

And when the tightness returned the following week, she didn’t
panic. She smiled. Sat with it. Looked.

This was the rhythm now.
Not striving.
Not escaping.

Just presence — meeting the next belief, the next wave, the next
echo of the past — until even those were held lightly.

The doorframe was never the problem.

And the work... was never work.

Inquiry Exercise: The Art of Looking

1. Pause Before Reaction

Think of a recurring moment in your life where discomfort arises
— 1t might be walking into a meeting, checking your phone,
hearing a certain tone of voice, or even just waking up. Let one
come to mind now.

2. Locate the Sensation
Instead of thinking about the situation, gently shift your attention
to the body.

e  Where is the sensation showing up?



o What is its texture, temperature, or rhythm?
(You’re not analyzing — just describing.)

3. Recognize Without Judgment
Can you see this sensation without making it wrong or trying to
make it go away?
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e Drop the label “anxiety,” “stress,” “shame.”

o Just stay with what is directly experienced.

4. Let Intuition Speak
Now ask, softly:

“What belief is this sensation protecting or revealing?”

Wait. Don’t think. Let something arise — a phrase, a memory, an
1mage.

It might be subtle:

“I’m not safe.”

“I’ll be judged.”

“I have to get this right.”

Just notice what comes.

5. Acknowledge the Pattern
Say gently inward:

“Ah, there you are.”
No need to change or fix it. Just recognize: this is a belief, not a
truth.

6. Watch the Mind Try to Take Over

Notice any thoughts trying to label what just happened as a
success, failure, progress, or setback.

See them, and let them float by.

They are just more content.

7. Reframe the Expectation
Say silently:

“This may arise again. And that’s okay.”
“Each time is another opportunity to meet it with clarity.”



Remind yourself: insight doesn’t mean disappearance. Re-seeing
1s part of dissolving.

8. Let It Be Enough

There’s no final insight to reach.

Let today’s recognition — however big or small — be enough.
Let the practice be not about changing what arises, but changing
how it is met.



The Hollow and the Heart

The morning light slipped gently through the curtains, painting
soft gold across the floorboards. For a moment, Lena sat still,
breathing in the quiet. There was a sweetness to it — the kind of
silence that wrapped itself around her like a soft blanket.

No one called.

No one texted.

No one knocked.

It was her and the soft hum of the world outside.

For a while, this kind of aloneness had felt like freedom. No
obligations, no explaining, no need to adjust herself for anyone.
She could hear her own breath, move at her own rhythm. She
cooked simple meals, walked slowly in the park, read for hours.
There was a certain grace in solitude.

But as the weeks stretched on, a shadow began to form under the
sweetness. The same quiet that once felt peaceful began to echo.
The empty space around her seemed larger, as if the air itself
carried weight.

One evening, while eating dinner at the small kitchen table, she
noticed it fully — the ache.

Not for noise or busyness, but for witnessing.

The ache of not being known.



Of no one seeing the small joys of her day, the quiet victories, the
silent fears.

Tears rose — not desperate, but tender.

Loneliness, when allowed to speak, didn’t scream.

It whispered: “I want to be seen. I want to belong.”

For a long time, Lena had thought loneliness was a flaw —
something to fix. But as she sat there, hands wrapped around her
tea, something softened.

This longing wasn’t brokenness.

It was simply part of being human.

The ache pointed to her capacity for connection, for love, for
depth.

It revealed her tenderness, her openness.

And 1in that, she discovered a kind of gift:

The ability to sit gently with herself.

To meet the emptiness, not as an enemy, but as a doorway.

The next morning, as the sun rose again, Lena felt both the ache
and the warmth. They coexisted — sadness and sweetness — no
longer in battle.

She whispered softly, not to fill the space, but to honor it:

"I'm here. I see you."

And for now, that was enough.

INQUIRY: MEETING THE ACHE

1. Settle into Stillness

Sit quietly. Let your breath slow.

Let today’s sounds surround you — distant traffic, a ticking clock,
silence.

There’s nothing to fix. Nothing to get right.

2. Feel into the Room
Let your attention rest in your body.
Notice:

e  Where does the air feel cool or warm?



o What parts of the body are resting, what parts holding
tension?
Just feel.

3. Welcome the Hollow

Now, gently turn toward the inner space that sometimes feels
empty.

You don’t need to name it as “loneliness” or “longing” — just feel
into any place that feels a little hollow, tender, or unmet.

Ask quietly:

“What 1s this place asking for?”

Not from the mind — from the ache itself.

Wait. Let it speak in its own way — as sensation, image, or subtle
knowing.

4. Recognize the Beauty

Whatever arises — yearning to be seen, a desire for touch, the
ache of memory — welcome it without trying to soothe it.
Say silently:

“This too 1s allowed. This too is part of being human.”
Notice if a soft warmth arises alongside the ache. That’s your
capacity to hold it.

5. Look for the Whisper
Let this be a moment of self-witnessing.
Ask softly:

“Can I offer presence to this part of me, even if no one else sees
it?”
“Can I belong to myself, even here?”

6. No Fixing, Just Sitting

There’s no next step.

No solution to apply.

Just sit with the ache — not to dissolve it, but to dignify it with
attention.



7. Closing the Circle
When you feel ready, gently whisper inward:

“I’m here. I see you.”
Let that be your offering. Let that be enough.

V= Inquiry Exercise: Meeting the Ache of Being Unseen

This is a reflection for those moments when solitude turns from
spaciousness into something more hollow. It’s not about fixing the
loneliness, but letting it be known — by you.

1. Start Where You Are

Sit quietly. Let the silence around you be felt.
Maybe you’ve been alone for a while.
Maybe not.

Still — check in.

Ask gently:
“Is there a part of me that feels unseen right now?”

Not by everyone. Maybe not even obviously.
But listen inwardly for the subtler ache.

2. Feel the Shape of It

Where is that feeling in your body?
o I[s it a tightness in the chest?
e A sinking in the belly?
e Ahollow in the heart?

Breathe there. Just notice. Don’t fix.



Let it whisper. What would it say if it had words?

3. Let the Longing Speak

Ask inwardly:
“What do I wish someone could see about me right now?”

Is it something you did?
Something you survived?
Something you feel?
Something you long for?

Let it be spoken silently — not to broadcast, but to witness within.

4. Recognize the Tenderness

See if you can notice this:

The ache 1sn’t a weakness — it’s evidence of your capacity to love
and connect.

Ask:
“What does this ache reveal about what [ value?”

Let that be beautiful. Let it be okay that you long to be known.

5. Offer Witness

Place a hand on your chest or cheek.
Say softly:

“I see you.”
“I know you’re here.”
“This longing is human. And it’s welcome.”



You’re not fixing it.
You’re being with it.
That’s enough.

Optional Journaling Prompt

“What parts of me go unseen — even by me?”

You might discover that the ache isn't just about others not seeing
you...

It’s also about how long it’s been since you last paused to witness
yourself.

«4 Closing

Some aches don’t want solutions — they want companionship.
You can be that for yourself.
Again and again.

This 1s not a cure for loneliness.
It’s a meeting within it.

And sometimes, that quiet “I see you” is the very thing that turns
hollow into heart.



The Portal to unexpected peace

It started early. The drill again. That shrill, cracking noise through
concrete. Even with the windows shut, it pushed straight through
the walls and settled in her bones.

Mira winced, fingers stiff on her mug. She hadn’t even had her tea
yet.

She felt it coming—the tension, the surge, the silent “I can’t do
this today.” She glanced at the clock. 7:42 a.m. The day hadn’t
even begun.

The noise hadn’t asked permission. Neither did the voice from the
hallway:

“You’re still in your pajamas? Must be nice to have nothing to
do.”

A parent. Or a sibling. Mira couldn’t tell anymore. The tone was
always the same.

She turned back to the mug. Didn’t answer. The comment kept
echoing anyway. Just like the drill.



This is too much. The noise. The jabs. The pressure to hold it all
together. It stacked up in her chest like bricks. Heavy. Loud.
Relentless.

She wanted quiet. She wanted kindness. She wanted escape.
Instead, she paused. Just a breath longer than usual.

What was this weight?

She noticed her shoulders were up. Jaw tight. Eyes already darting
toward the next insult, the next sound, the next edge. Her whole
body braced—Iike it was holding back a wave.

She named it. “Resistance.”

Not to the noise. Not to the words. But to the feeling they stirred.
A scraping under her skin. A heat in her throat. Shame.
Helplessness.

She had never welcomed these visitors. She fought them, ran from
them, tried to silence them with music or mindless scrolling.

But today...

She sat. She let the drill scream. She let the comment echo. And
then, she turned toward the ache instead of away.

Where did it live? The middle of her chest. What shape did it
have? Hard. Pressing inward. What did it want?

To be seen.

The body didn’t care whether the noise was fair. Or whether the
comment was true. It just responded. It said, Ouch.

And the more she pushed it away, the louder it got.

Not because it hated her, but because it was trying to be known.
So she didn’t fix it. Didn’t reason with it. Didn’t drown it. She just
sat with it.

The pain didn’t go away. But the suffering—the war with 1t—
cased a little.

And something unexpected entered: a softness.

Not forgiveness. Not understanding. Just a loosening.

An inner voice whispered, “You don’t have to like this. You don’t
have to make it okay. Just be here, as you are.”

And 1n that gentle pause, that crack in the wall of resistance, Mira
felt something shift.

Not the noise. Not the family.

But her relationship to them.



And in that shift, there was space.
Not quiet yet. But space.
And sometimes, space is enough.

Inquiry: What is the real source of the suffering?

Take a few minutes to get still. Sit or lie down somewhere safe.
Close your eyes if that feels right.

1. Recall the Trigger

Bring to mind a recent moment when:

. You felt overwhelmed by construction noise

. Or when someone said something sharp or hurtful

Let yourself revisit the scene. Just enough to feel the emotional
charge. Don’t go into the story—just sense what it did to you.
2. Where is it in the body?

Ask yourself:
. Where do I feel this most strongly in my body?
. Is it in the chest? Throat? Gut? Jaw?

Place a gentle hand there if it helps. Simply observe. No need to
fix.

3. Label the Sensation

Now use simple, descriptive words to label what’s felt:

. Is it tight? Hot? Prickly? Heavy? Hollow?
. Does it move or stay still?
. Is it loud or muted, sharp or dull?

Don’t explain why it’s there. Just describe what is.
4. Notice the Response to the Sensation
Now, shift attention slightly:

. Is there resistance to the sensation?
. Are you trying to make it stop, or wishing it weren’t there?
. Is there a thought like “This shouldn’t be happening” or

“Make it go away”?
Let that reaction be felt too. Don’t push it out. Let it be part of the
landscape.



5. Ask: “What if I allowed this?”

Gently pose the question inwardly:

What if I allowed this sensation to be here—just as it 1s?
Notice what happens. Any change? Any softening? Even the
tiniest shift?

If not, that’s okay. Ask again, slowly.

6. Look Deeper: What am I really reacting to?

Is 1t:

. The sound itself?

. The words they said?

. Or the feeling it produced in you—nhelplessness, shame,

being unseen?
What’s the emotion underneath the reaction?
7. One Final Question
Is it the noise, or my resistance to it, that’s hurting me most right
now?
Let the answer come as a felt sense, not an idea. There’s no right
answer—only what’s honestly alive in this moment.

End by placing a hand on your heart or belly, and just breathe.
You’ve made contact with what’s real—and that s enough.



The Birthday Cake

I was turning forty when I realized I was still twelve.

Not in body, of course. My knees ached on cold mornings. My
beard needed trimming twice a week. I had a job title that sounded
important and a mortgage that said I was very much an adult.

But then the cake arrived.

It was a surprise party. My partner had gone all out — invited
friends from different chapters of my life. There were candles,
streamers, even one of those helium balloons that had a slightly
deflated optimism. I should have been touched.

Instead, I felt... strange.



Everyone gathered around the table and sang — off-key and
sincerely — and I stood there pretending to enjoy it, feeling like a
prop in a play I no longer remembered auditioning for. When the
song ended, they leaned in expectantly.

"Make a wish," someone said.

That’s when it hit me.

For years I had been making the same wish: Let them like me. Let
me be enough. 1 hadn’t changed the wish since childhood — only
hidden it under fancier words.

I looked at the cake and felt... hollow. Like I was watching a
movie of a man blowing out candles and smiling because that’s
what the script said he should do.

That night, after the guests left and the house returned to stillness,
I sat in the kitchen staring at a slice of cake. My partner had gone
to bed. I sat with the uneaten sugar on my plate and the sudden
weight of something heavier: the realization that I had never truly
grown up.

I had accumulated years, sure. But I’d stayed in a child’s posture
— always scanning for approval, ducking conflict, chasing
rewards. I had lived to avoid disapproval, mistaking politeness for
peace, performance for purpose. My whole life had been one long
attempt to manage perception.

In Jed McKenna’s words — I had remained in Human Childhood.
It’s not that I hadn’t suffered. I’d had breakups, breakdowns, late-
night existential crises. But I’d always returned to the same coping
strategies — ones formed before I could even vote. My whole
adult shell was held together by duct tape made of childhood
beliefs.

That night, I did something I hadn’t done before.

I stayed.

I sat with the discomfort. Not to analyze it. Not to fix it. Just to see
it.

The ache of wanting to be loved. The quiet panic of not being
enough. The constant background buzz of needing to prove
something.



I didn’t try to change it. I didn’t try to label it as “trauma’ or
“attachment style” or “inner child.” I just let it burn through me
like a cold fire.

And 1n that moment, something shifted.

Not dramatically. No angels sang. No cosmic downloads. But I
felt the slightest ripple of honesty — an honesty that didn’t need
explaining or validating.

I realized that growing up wasn’t something society handed me
when I turned eighteen, or when I graduated, or when I signed a
lease.

It was something I had to claim. Alone.

To step into Human Adulthood — real adulthood — meant
burning the script. It meant no longer asking life to give me
permission. It meant standing in the raw truth of what is, even
when it’s not flattering or comfortable.

It meant trading the familiar pain of pretending for the unfamiliar
peace of presence.

That was months ago.

Nothing much has changed on the outside. I still pay bills. Still
smile at parties. Still say “fine” when someone asks how I’'m
doing.

But something quiet has deepened.

I no longer act out my life to be seen. I see my life now, moment
by moment. I don’t wait for someone to tell me who I am. I don’t
hope a job or partner or Instagram post will make me real.

[ am real.

And sometimes, that’s terrifying.

But 1t’s also the first time I’ve ever truly felt alive.

Here’s a self-inquiry exercise inspired by the story and by Jed
McKenna’s framing of Human Childhood vs Human
Adulthood, designed to help gently uncover where unconscious
immaturity may still operate:



© Inquiry: From Performance to Presence

1. Notice the Performance
Think of a recent moment when you acted a certain way to
be liked, accepted, or avoid discomfort.

-7 What were you trying to achieve in that moment?

-7 What were you afraid would happen if you didn’t
perform?

2. Locate the Fear

Let yourself feel into the body.

? Where is the tension? Chest, throat, gut?

(4 What does it feel like — tightness, fluttering, dullness?
Sit with the sensation without naming it “bad” or “wrong.”

Just feel.
3. Ask: Who Wants This Approval?
° ? Who or what inside you is needing approval or safety?
. ? Is that part of you actually you, or is it a leftover posture,

a habit, a script?
? What age is that part of you?

4. Let the Script Be Seen

Bring this thought to awareness:

“If I don’t act this way, I won’t be loved / I’ll be rejected /
I’1l be unsafe.”

° ? Can you see how this belief was helpful once — but may
no longer be true?

? Is this belief still needed in your life right now?

5. Drop the Strategy, Feel the Moment

Close your eyes. Drop all stories. Drop all strategies.

Let the moment be exactly as it 1s, including your
discomfort.

Just for 30 seconds: no fixing, no changing, no pretending.



* Ask:
“Who would I be right now if I didn’t need to be seen a
certain way?”

6. Invite the Adult to Step In

. Gently acknowledge:
“This fear 1is here. It’s old. It’s not bad. It just doesn’t run the
show anymore.”

. Sit with that. Let the adult you — clear, grounded, present
— take the seat of awareness.

You don’t have to force a breakthrough. This isn’t about analyzing

or figuring anything out.

It’s about being honest. Letting masks drop. Watching what

remains.



The Flinch

It was just a passing comment. Not cruel. Not even aimed directly
at me. But something in it landed like a hook, sharp and precise.
My whole body flinched—so fast it was almost imperceptible. A
tightening behind the ribs, a twist in the stomach, a subtle
recoiling somewhere deep.

And then the thoughts. Cascading. Loud. Defensive. Justifying.
Blaming. Silently, of course—but intensely. A familiar narrative
sparked to life. They don t understand. I'm being dismissed. They
always do this. I'm alone here.

I could feel the storm building—not just in the mind but in the
body. My neck stiffened, my shoulders rose slightly, breath
shallowed. A sense of being under attack.

But nothing was happening.

There was just a sentence, and then there was this response.

I paused. Sat quietly. Brought my attention inward, not to the story
of what was said, but to what was happening now. I didn’t need to
figure out why it hurt. I didn’t need to know where it came from. I
didn’t even need to label it as “hurt.”

I just started with the obvious. Sensation.
Where is it?



Across the chest. Dense. Squeezing. Like a fist curling inward. A
vague heat, not burning, but active.

What does it feel like?

Tight. Heavy. Slightly shaky, as if the body were trying to hold
something back.

Then I looked closer. Finer. Beneath “tight” was something
jagged, like the flutter of wings trapped in a jar. Beneath “heavy,”
a kind of stillness that almost wanted to disappear.

I let the words go. Let the labels dissolve.

And now I was in the middle of the experience. Not thinking
about it. Just being 1n it.

The sensation moved. Shifted. There was a pulse behind it. Not a
heartbeat, but a rhythm, like something opening and closing.
And 1n this presence, without analysis, something else became
clear.

There was no me doing this. There was no self holding this
together. The reactions had formed in the space before thought.
Before “I.”

But the belief was there. Subtle, persistent: I have to do
something. I have to manage this. I have to protect.

This was the shadow. Not a monstrous part of me hidden in the
dark — but the automatic, conditioned movement that arises in
defense of a self that was never actually here.

What I was protecting wasn’t an identity I could point to. It was a
vague shape. A posture. A clutching toward control.

I didn’t need to go back to childhood. I didn’t need to dig for old
wounds.

All I needed was to see this now.

This reaction. This flinch.

Not what caused it. Not the story around it. Not the content of the
belief.

Just that there was a belief.

A belief in a self that was threatened. A belief in a me that could
be undone by a few words.

I sat quietly. The sensation kept shifting. Some parts softened.
Others sharpened for a moment. Then eased.

There was no resolution. No final clarity. No great insight.



Just this quiet knowing:

That the suffering didn’t come from the comment.

It didn’t even come from the sensation.

It came from the resistance. The reflex to pull away. The
unconscious defense of a self-image that had been constructed out
of habit and fear.

And here, in the quiet, that image started to tremble. Not shatter—
just tremble.

Because I wasn’t fighting it. I wasn’t trying to fix it.

I was just here.

In the body.

With the sensation.

With the knowing that the only thing keeping the suffering alive
was the belief that it was mine.

And that maybe, just maybe...

it wasn’t.

More on Shadow work

What is it?

Shadow work is the process of becoming aware of and
integrating the unconscious or hidden parts of yourself—what Carl
Jung called the “shadow.” These are traits, emotions, desires,
memories, or behaviors that you’ve learned to suppress, deny, or
disown because they were once deemed unacceptable — by
family, society, or even your own developing sense of right and
wrong. ..or even because when these things are activated an
unpleasant emotion is generated.

Instead of being erased, these parts go underground and shape
your thoughts, reactions, and relationships from the background.
It's a way to refer to that which is hiding in the shadows, not seen
under normal circumstances.

From a traditional psychological perspective shadow work
involves gently bringing them to light—not to get rid of them, but
to understand them, accept them, and stop being ruled by them
unconsciously.



From that perspective the intention is to stabilise the self that is
destabilised by the suffering that 1s generated when this stuff gets
triggered.

From the perspective of awakening, once the initial ‘shift’ has
occurred it is recognized that there is no actual self to be
stabilised. ..but that a shadow is triggered reveals a lingering belief
in one. This is an opportunity..

Now, i1t seems like a common misperception is that this 1s
something tangible that needs to be brought out into the light and
eradicated.

But what this is actually is a belief that exists now. A belief that is
responded to habitually.

I frequently say that it 1s sufficient to recognise that there is some
belief there from before, and that is enough to change the habitual
response to it into something else. But it's been pointed out to me
that even this can be interpreted in such a way as to strengthen a
Self.

We need to take a step back from this to recognise the implicit
belief that there is a person, that there is a self that this is
happening to or someone that this has happened to in the past or
someone that needs to fix this.

The intention of this is to recognise whatever the belief 1s that we
might label as a shadow is in fact a conditioned belief and that to
simply see that, to recognise that it 1s conditioned opens the
opportunity for deconditioning - in the present.

How do we do this?

We need evidence that there is a ’shadow’.

This will either be triggered by external circumstances or
thoughts, as a memory.

Then we start by recognising that whatever occurred to generate
that belief is operating NOW.

We dismiss the IDEA that we need to see the details of the origin.
We focus on the FELT connection to the tangible expression of the
shadow. The SENSATIONS.

We investigate the sensation beyond the level where labels can be
used to describe.



Once we are experiencing the experience of sensations, we look
for any 1nstructions or information of any kind inherent in the
sensations.

When none is found, the sensation will start to dissolveas there is
no longer a story keeping it alive.

At this point, the origin story will likely collapse with it. ..or not.
If it doesn’t you can be certain that it will reappear when
conditions are ripe to be triggered. It may or may not happen that
the origin experience will reveal itself when we are experiencing
the sensations intimately.

Inquiry: The Flinch Behind the Reaction

1. Begin with a recent moment of discomfort.

Recall a moment—not necessarily dramatic—when something
someone said or did triggered a noticeable reaction in you.
It might have been a passing comment, a look, a tone of voice.
Pause and reflect: What happened?

What did you feel at the time?

2. Name the first obvious sensation.

Bring attention to your body right now, remembering that
moment.

Where 1s the sensation? What does it feel like?

Use simple labels:

"Tightness in chest," "pressure behind eyes," "buzzing in
stomach," etc.

3. Now get more specific.

Look closer at the sensation.

Not the thoughts about it, just the texture.

Ask:

Is it steady or pulsing?

Warm or cool?

Is there movement within it? Edges?

Does it expand or contract?



4. Let go of location. Feel only the sensation.

Now stop locating it in the body. Let it just be.

Let go of the idea that it belongs to a “me.”

It’s simply sensation, unfolding.

Rest here:

Is there actually a boundary between this sensation and
awareness?

5. Ask: What was I trying to protect?

Return to the moment of reaction.

Without analyzing too much, gently ask:

“What part of me felt threatened?”

“What was I trying to hold together or defend?”

“Was I trying to appear strong, competent, unhurt, lovable?”
Don’t judge. Just notice what comes.

6. Ask: What part of me did I not want them to see?
This 1s where the shadow often hides—in what we are unwilling
to reveal or feel.

“What felt unacceptable in that moment?”

“What trait or vulnerability was being hidden?”

7. Now ask: Is that part here now, or is it just a thought about
me?

Drop into this question slowly. Let the answer arise from
experience, not intellect.

8. Who is the one this is happening to?

Look for the "self" that is protecting, defending, reacting.
Can you find a solid entity behind the reaction?

Or 1s it just sensation + belief + thought?

9. Rest in this seeing.

There is nothing to fix. Nothing to purge.

Just the present unfolding. Sensation. Awareness. And the
softening of belief.

Let the sensation be free of meaning,.

Let it dissolve, or not.

Just witness.



Bypassing

It hit like a wave. An offhand comment from someone close—
harmless on the surface, but it stirred something deep inside. I felt
the burn rising in my chest. A tightening behind the eyes. Heat.
Shame. A swirl of defensiveness and sadness. And then... the
thought appeared.

“There 1s no self here to feel this.”

The discomfort softened slightly. A breath of space opened up.
Relief. A subtle lifting of the weight. But also—if [ was honest—a
slight deadening. Moving away from the rawness.

This wasn’t the first time I’d used that thought. I’d learned it from
books, from teachers, from moments of clarity in meditation. And
it’s not untrue. But something about the way I used it here—it
didn’t sit right.



Later, in stillness, I revisited the moment. I replayed the shift—
from pain to concept. And I saw it: I hadn’t truly seen through the
self in that moment. I’d bypassed the pain. Used an idea as a
shield. I wasn’t abiding in the truth of no-self. I was escaping the
truth of what I was feeling.

Bypassing is subtle. It wears the costume of wisdom. But its touch
is cold.

The next time a wave hit—this time a pang of loneliness—I
stayed. I didn’t reach for philosophy. I didn’t run. I breathed into
the sensation. Named it. Felt it twist. Let it crest. I didn’t deny it. I
allowed it to speak.

In that allowing, something shifted—not the pain itself, but my
relationship to it. I didn’t have to believe it was mine. I didn’t have
to fix it. But I also didn’t have to run from it.

That moment didn’t give me the comfort of a clean spiritual
slogan. But it gave me something better: intimacy. Honesty. And a
glimpse into the nature of the suffering.

True insight dissolves the roots of suffering. It clears the illusion
by seeing it for what it is—not by pushing it away.

So now I’m learning to pause. When pain arises, I ask: am I using
this 1dea to avoid, or to meet? Am I escaping, or integrating?

The answer is often subtle. But the body knows.

And when I stop bypassing and start listening, something real is
touched.

And that’s where healing begins.

A DESCRIPTION

Bypassing — in a psychological or spiritual context — refers to
the tendency to avoid or suppress difficult emotions, thoughts,
or experiences by using intellectual, spiritual, or philosophical
ideas as a way to escape discomfort rather than face and feel it

fully.

In simpler terms:
Bypassing happens when someone says or thinks something like:
*  “There is no self, so this pain isn’t real.”



*  “Everything happens for a reason, so I don’t need to feel
upset.”

. “It’s all just energy. No need to cry.”

Even if these statements are theoretically true in a broader context,

when they are used to avoid feeling, rather than to explore or

understand experience more deeply, it’s bypassing.

Key qualities of bypassing:

* It offers quick relief, but doesn’t resolve the root
discomfort.

. It 1s often unconscious — the person genuinely believes
they’re “being spiritual” or “rising above.”

* It delays integration of painful or unresolved material.

. It’s often driven by fear of vulnerability, discomfort, or
emotional pain.

What bypassing is not:
. It’s not the same as insight after deep processing or direct
seeing.

If someone has viscerally seen the illusion of self, and pain
dissolves as a result, that’s integration, not bypassing.

. It’s not wrong or bad — it’s often part of the process. But
staying in bypass mode can prevent real transformation.




@) Inquiry: Is This Bypassing?

Take a moment to sit quietly. Let the breath settle.

Then, bring to mind a recent moment where discomfort arose —

emotional pain, tension, sadness, anger, or anxiety.

1. What was the discomfort?

. What emotion or sensation was present?

. Can I feel it now, even faintly?

Let yourself linger there.

2. What did I do in response to that discomfort?

*  Did I say something to myself like “It’s just a story,” or
“There’s no self here”?

*  Did I seek immediate relief by thinking or explaining it
away?

If so, what did I Zope would happen by doing that?

3. Did I allow the feeling fully?

*  Did I give it space to be seen, felt, and breathed through?

. Or did I try to transcend it, dismiss it, or make it “not me”?

Try this:

“Without any story, label, or explanation — what does this feel

like in the body?”

Just stay with the raw sensation, like a curious visitor.

4. What would happen if I didn't try to escape or fix this

feeling?

* Isitpossible this discomfort wants to be met — not solved?

*  What does it need from me? Attention? Compassion?
Nothing?

5. Can I sense if I’m using a spiritual idea (like ""no-self" or

"oneness'') as a shield?

*  What would it feel like to drop that shield, even for a
moment?

*  Not to stop believing it, but to not use it as a defense.

Closing reflection:

“Is there something here that’s asking to be felt rather than figured
out?”



Let yourself rest in the feeling rather than the idea.
No need to fix or change it.

Just be here.

Experiencing.

Not explaining.



Control

The Grip

They likely didn’t notice when it began — this habit of gripping,
bracing against life.

Perhaps it started in early childhood, trying to make a parent smile
or stay calm. Or maybe 1n adolescence, carefully managing
friendships like delicate glass. Later still, it may have shown up in
the adult drive to get everything right — in career, appearance,
relationships, or inner peace.

Somewhere along the way, a silent belief took root:
“If I can just control this, everything will be okay.”

Control became their compass. They planned carefully, edited
themselves in real-time, preempted problems before they could
unfold. They searched for the safest words, the most agreeable
tone, the path of least risk. And when life felt shaky, they worked
harder. Studied more. Tried to think their way into safety.



It rarely felt like fear. It felt like being responsible. Like being
good.

But the cracks began to show.
At first, in subtle ways — a conversation didn’t land, someone
misunderstood, the job they pursued slipped through their fingers,

the relationship unravelled under the weight of perfection.

And then, maybe one night, lying in the quiet, thoughts circling
like birds with no place to land, something shifted.

The body was tight. Jaw clenched. Shoulders like stone. A fist of
tension in the gut.

And somewhere inside, a whisper surfaced:
“I’m so tired.”

This wasn’t surrender, not yet. But it was a pause.
A softening. A breath of honesty.

Then a question arose, unbidden:

“Who is doing all this controlling?”’

They waited. No answer came. Just silence.

Just breath. Just sensations. Just thought, arising on its own.
And in that stillness, something was seen:

The thoughts were not being generated by a "me."

They simply appeared.

And so began a shift — not dramatic, not final — but real.

A new kind of noticing.



When criticism came, the old reflex to defend still rose... but now
it was seen like a weather pattern.

When plans fell apart, the tightening still arrived... but part of
them stayed still, untouched.

Not numb — just aware.

They saw how often the grip returned. How the mind still tried to
manage even surrender itself — strategizing emotions, rehearsing
presence, trying to let go correctly.

But the more clearly it was seen, the more absurd it became.

Control was never real.

It had been a cloak draped over fear.
A story woven from old wounds and future fantasies.

And once seen, the illusion began to dissolve.
They started walking slower. Scrolling on the phone less. Saying
“I don’t know” without shame.

Sometimes crying, without fixing or explaining.

They still acted, still responded.
But not from effort. Not from gripping.

Life simply moved — not through their will, but through their
openness.

And in the quiet that followed — in the spaces once filled with
internal scripts and strategies — there was something else.

Not control. Not certainty.

Just space.



And within that space, a subtle joy began to emerge.
Not dramatic. Not ecstatic.
Just the quiet joy of not having to hold it all together.

Because — and this was the most honest part —

It was never theirs to hold...

Here’s another story to illustrate from a different perspective..

The Illusion of the Wheel

You thought you were driving.

That was the feeling, anyway.
Life was the road, and you were at the wheel.
You made decisions. You chose your words. You acted.



Sometimes well. Sometimes poorly.
But either way, you were the one steering.

Or so it seemed.

You remember the first time that feeling wavered.

It wasn’t dramatic.

Just a moment — one quiet evening, the kind where nothing much
happens.

You were replaying a conversation in your head, one you wished
had gone differently.

A familiar loop: “Why did I say that?”, “What should I have done
instead?”

Trying to re-control the past.

Now, the following are possibilities, even probabilities - or may
even be something you have experienced..

And suddenly, like a gap in the clouds, a question appears:
“Did I really choose to say that?”

Not just conceptually — you looked.

And what you found wasn’t solid.

There had been a thought, a feeling, a surge of emotion...
Then words. Then a reaction. Then judgment.

But at no point could you find an operator behind the scenes
pulling the levers.

It had all... just happened.

And that shook you.

Because if that wasn’t controlled, what else wasn’t?



You started paying closer attention.
To decisions. To actions. To “choices.”

You watched them emerge like waves — impulses arising,
thoughts appearing, movements happening.

Even the intention to pause and observe — that too appeared on its
own.

You laughed at the irony:
Even your intention to discover the truth wasn’t yours.

So what was intention, really?
It didn’t feel like control.

It felt more like a current in the river — sometimes gentle,
sometimes forceful — but never yours to command.

And it was everywhere.

In the urge to speak.

In the movement toward someone’s pain.
In the recoil from a hot stove.

In the desire to know.

Even now, sitting in silence, you could feel the shape of intention
forming —

like the wind before the leaves moved.

Not your wind.
Not your leaves.

Control, you realized, had never truly existed.

Only ownership of what had already occurred.



Like a child sitting in a toy car, turning a plastic wheel,
believing they’re guiding the scenery outside the window.

It was sobering.
And 1t was freeing.

Because when there’s no controller,
there’s nothing to protect.

And when intention isn’t yours, you can’t fail at it.
You just watch it rise.

And if it leans toward clarity, toward truth, toward openness —
you follow,
without needing to know why.

Because that movement doesn’t come from effort.
It comes from somewhere deeper.
Somewhere before thought.

You don’t know what that is.
You only know this:

It’s what breathes you.

It’s what beats your heart.

It’s what walks your feet through the forest.
It’s what wrote this story,

even as you thought you were reading it.

Control — at its core — is the imagined ability to direct life,
manage outcomes, and secure safety or satisfaction through will or

effort.

But let’s look deeper:



In direct experience, what is control?

Right now, is there a thing you can locate called "control"? DO
THIS! Don’t just read it. Look for that ‘thing’.

You may notice thoughts about deciding, efforting, planning. You
may feel a tightening in the body when trying to control
something — a clenching of the jaw, a contraction in the gut, a
sense of pushing.

But is there an actual controller behind the effort?

Or is there just movement happening, and thoughts appearing that
interpret that movement as “my control”?

Control 1s a story

It's a narrative superimposed on spontaneous events.
A thought arises: “I need to do this.”

The body moves.

Another thought follows: “I chose to do that. I controlled it.”

But all of it — the thought, the movement, the interpretation —
arose on its own, unbidden.

Control 1s post-hoc ownership of something already unfolding. It
happens after the event. Correlation is not causation. These events
are not connected in any way. It just appears that way.

Why do we believe in it?

Because believing in control gives us:

« A sense of safety in an unpredictable world.
« A sense of self — someone who i1s steering this life.



« A sense of moral identity — I am responsible, I am good, I
am bad.
Control is part of the structure that supports the illusion of a
separate "me."

What happens when control is questioned?

There may be fear at first. If “I” am not in control, then what am
[? What will happen to me?

But then, something else arises — relief.
Because in truth, you were never in control.

The river was always flowing. The effort was always appearing on
its own. The one who claimed it was a ghost.

And the world is not falling apart because of that.
So what is control?

« A feeling in the body.

« A thought loop about outcomes.

« Alens that overlays spontaneity.

« A central player in the myth of separation.
And when seen clearly... just another story, arising and passing, in
the vastness of what you truly are.

Control 1s the belief (and felt sense) that you can direct and
manage life — outcomes, emotions, other people, even your own
thoughts.

But when you look closely at your experience, you find this:
« Thoughts appear.

« Feelings arise.
« Actions happen.



« The body moves.
All without a central "you" orchestrating them.

Control, then, is not something real in itself — it is a narrative the
mind overlays on spontaneous activity.

It's a claim of ownership after the fact:
"I did that,"
when in truth, doing simply happened.

Control 1s often driven by fear.
It arises when something uncomfortable appears, and the mind
says:
"I must fix this."
But if you pause in that moment... where is the actual controller?
Can you find it?
Or 1s there only a sense of control — built from thoughts, effort,
and resistance?
What part does intention play in control?
Intention 1s often mistaken for control.
We believe:
“Because I intended it, I controlled it.”
But look closer:
« Did you intend the intention?
« Did you choose the thought before it appeared?
« Or did it just arise, like all other thoughts?

In control-mode, intention is claimed as mine.
But just like control itself, this “ownership” is a mental overlay.



That doesn’t mean intention isn’t real. It appears. It functions.
But its source 1s not “you” as a separate self.

Control claims intention.
But intention, like everything else, arises in a field you don’t
manage.

What 1s intention?
Intention is a movement — a leaning, a directional impulse —
often felt before action or decision.

You might sense:

« A movement toward safety
« A desire to understand
« Apull to avoid pain
« A draw to truth
It’s subtle, often nonverbal.

Intention is not the same as choice or willpower.
It’s closer to a trajectory than a command.

And you can notice: different intentions lead to very different
outcomes 1n how life is met.

- An intention to protect leads to contraction.

« An intention to control leads to stress.

- An intention to open leads to surrender and clarity.
So the quality of intention is powerful — even if you don’t “own”
it.
Where does intention originate?

This is where things become deeply quiet.

Where does any thought, sensation, or impulse originate?



Look closely:
Can you find a point of origin?

Thoughts appear. Intentions arise.
But there 1s no identifiable "place" they come from.
They emerge from what some call:

 Awareness
« Consciousness
« Stillness
« Source
« Life
Words differ, but the reality is the same:

Intention arises from the same unknowable place as breath, as
sunlight, as the sound of the wind.

It is not yours in the personal sense.
But it 1s what moves life.

And when the body-mind aligns with an intention toward truth,
toward honesty, toward surrender —

things unfold differently.

Not because “you” made it so — but because resistance relaxed,
and life could move clearly through.



Surrender

The Release

Surrender didn’t arrive with trumpets or tears.

It came quietly, in the stillness that followed exhaustion — the
kind of exhaustion that doesn’t come from doing too much, but
from resisting too long.

You had already begun to see through control. You’d tasted the
relief that comes when the illusion of managing life begins to
dissolve. But there was still resistance. Not loud, not dramatic —
more like a hum in the background. A subtle refusal. A faint but
persistent “this shouldn’t have happened”.

Until one day, something simple and devastatingly clear arose:
“It’s already done.”

Not as a thought, but as a seeing. A recognition. A knowing in the
bones.

Whatever you were resisting — the event, the conversation, the
loss, the misstep — had already happened. It was part of the past
now. Part of the unfolding. To wish it were otherwise was not only
useless... it was a kind of madness.

Insanity: trying to argue with a closed door



And in that moment, resistance lost its power.

You saw it clearly: what is already here cannot be unwelcome.
It already arrived.

And so, surrender began.

Not as passivity, not as defeat — but as willingness.

A soft, open yes to what was.

And then something even deeper came into view: when resistance
stopped... learning became possible.

As long as you were pushing against reality, there was no space to
see. Only defensiveness. Only protection. But the moment you let
go — the moment you stopped telling the story of “how it
should’ve been” — a quiet intelligence stepped in.

Not the mind.

But a deeper seeing. A natural clarity.

In that openness, you could feel what was underneath the moment.
You could see all aspects — your reactions, the other’s pain, the
pattern repeating, the old wound reactivated. Not as self-blame or
story, but experiencing understanding.

This is the gift of surrender: it makes space for truth to be seen.
And you noticed something else: any time an opinion arose —
“This 1s bad,” “This shouldn’t be,” “They were wrong,” “I was
right” — 1t narrowed the field of vision.

It was judgment.

And judgment clouds seeing.

But when you stayed in that tender, opinion-less openness,
awareness became like clear water. Everything appeared in it —
the hurt, the conditioning, the misunderstanding, the beauty —
without distortion.

This awareness didn’t fix or correct.

It simply saw.

And somehow, that was enough.

You realized: healing doesn’t happen through judgment. It
happens through inclusion.

Surrender, then, became more than letting go of outcomes. It
became welcoming the totality of experience. Not just tolerating
what was hard, but inviting it in. Saying:

"Come, show me. I won't turn away this time."



This is not weakness.

It’s strength born from humility.

It’s clarity born from not-knowing.

Now, when life doesn’t go the way the mind hoped, you don’t rush
to label it. You pause. You feel. You watch. You listen.

And 1n that open space — that judgment-free awareness — life
reveals its hidden teachings. Each moment becomes a kind of
mirror, and each emotion a messenger. Even the sharp ones.
Especially the sharp ones.

You don’t always get it right. Opinions still appear. Resistance still
flares. But you’re quicker to notice now. Quicker to soften.
Quicker to remember:

“It’s already done. It’s not wrong. Let it show you what it
came to show.”

And so you live — not in some perfect state of peace, but in an
honest, willing openness.

Less defending.

More learning.

Less judging.

More seeing.

And when it all becomes too much again — because sometimes it
does — you remember:

You don’t have to make sense of it.

You don’t have to fix it.

You only have to stay open.

That’s surrender.

That’s love.

That’s the return.

Inquiry: It's Already Done

Take a moment. Let the breath settle. Nothing needs to be different
for this to begin.
Now ask, slowly:



»_ Resistance and the Moment

. What is here right now that I feel shouldn t be?

*  Isthat already the case?

*  Has it already happened?

*  Is arguing with it changing it? Or just layering more noise
onto it?

Pause. Let the question land.

.. Recognition Instead of Fixing

. Can I simply recognize that this has already arrived?

. What happens when I stop trying to reverse it, solve it, or
turn away from it?

*  [s there a natural softening when the fight stops?

Notice the body here — not to fix it, but to feel it.

~{" Space for Learning

. When I stop telling the story of “how it should have gone,”
what becomes visible?

. Whats underneath the moment I was resisting?

. What might this situation — this discomfort, this surprise —
be showing me?

Let the seeing happen without reaching. It’s already showing

itself.

O\ Opinion as Judgment

. What opinions are present right now — about this moment,
this person, myself?

*  Are those opinions helping me see clearly?

. What happens when I don 't hold any opinion at all, just for a
breath?

Can awareness rest, even for a few seconds, without judgment?

() Awareness as Clear Water
. What is here, when nothing is named wrong?



*  Isitpossible to feel everything in this space — the pain, the
beauty, the misunderstanding — without needing to fix or

label it?
. What it like to allow experience to show itself fully, without

interruption?
Let this be a seeing, not a task.

A4 The Nature of Surrender

* s surrender something I need to “do”? Or is it something
that happens when I stop resisting?

. What if this moment doesn t need to be managed?

. What if it’s not wrong?

And finally, gently:

If this moment came to teach me something...

What is it inviting me to see now?

Let the questions fall away. Let the silence do the rest.
You don’t need answers.
Only presence.



Feeom

The Movement Without Effort

Freedom didn’t feel like what you expected.

You used to think it meant having endless options.

The ability to choose anything, anytime, without consequence.
To be untethered, unburdened — like an open sky.

But that kind of freedom turned out to be exhausting.

Because every choice still came with a question:

“Is this the right one?”

And with that question came effort. Pressure. Doubt.

So many paths. So many possible outcomes. So much to manage.
Until — almost by accident — you began to notice something:
Some of the clearest movements in your life...

happened without you trying.

A kind word spoken without planning.

A turn down a street that led to something unexpected.

A letting go, not because you decided to,

but because the holding on had simply stopped.

And slowly, you began to see:



Freedom isn’t in choosing.

It’s in no longer needing to choose.

Not because you’ve given up.

But because something deeper 1s already moving.
You started to notice this in small ways.

The hand reaching for the cup —

not your decision.

Just movement.

The words leaving your mouth —

not calculated.

Just flowing.

And even now, these thoughts forming —

not constructed.

Just appearing.

Where was the effort?

Gone.

And yet, things were still happening.

Life was not static.

It moved. It unfolded.

The body walked. Tasks got done. Conversations happened.
But now, they came with a kind of grace.

Not the grace of perfection,

but the grace of effortlessness.

Because there was no longer a "you" trying to manage the
moment.

There was only the moment — unfolding.

You’d been taught all your life that effort is what gives things
value.

That struggle means meaning.

That control means responsibility.

That freedom must be earned.

But now you saw: the most intimate freedom is this:

To let life be exactly what it is

and move with it, rather than against it.

Not floating passively.

Not sitting in a haze.



But allowing the current to carry you —

even when it doesn’t look like what the mind wants.

And you found, to your quiet surprise,

that action born from this space was often more precise, more
loving, and more real

than anything you’d ever “tried” to do.

Sometimes the action was fierce.

Sometimes it was silence.

Sometimes it was walking away.

Sometimes it was opening your arms and letting everything fall in.
But always, it was true.

Because there was no effort to distort it.

No story layered over it.

No “me” demanding it go a certain way.

Just the living pulse of now,

moving itself through you.

This 1s freedom:

*  Not the ability to do whatever you want.

. But the absence of the one who wants.

This is effortlessness:

. Not the absence of movement,

. but the absence of tension in movement.

And this is love:

. Not as an emotion or a virtue,

*  but as the natural openness that remains when nothing is
being resisted.

And now, here you are.

Not watching life.

Not steering it.

Just being it.

Exactly as you always were.




Inquiry: The Movement Without Effort

Begin by letting the breath settle. Let the body be just as it 1s. No
special state 1s needed. This is not about getting it right. Simply
begin where you are.

Effort and the Illusion of Choice

o  Where in my life do I feel I must get it right?
o [s there a sense that I have to manage the outcome?
o What does that pressure feel like in the body?

Let yourself feel the weight of the one who chooses.
Now ask, gently:

What happens when I don't reach for an answer?

# Movement Without Trying

o Can I recall a moment where something clear happened —
without effort?

o When something kind was said, something was released,
something just moved — with no plan?

Now look freshly:
e Right now, is movement happening without me doing it?
o [s breathing happening?
o Are thoughts appearing?
o Are sensations being felt?

Let 1t all happen. Don’t try to stop or control. Just notice.



@ What Moves Without You?

o [s the hand raised by a central controller? Or does it simply
move?

o [s the next word thought into being? Or does it arise on its
own?

o  What do I truly control in this moment?

Pause and look. Not to get an answer — but to see.

"’ The Grace of Effortlessness

o  When effort stops, does life stop?
o Or does something more fluid begin to move?

Feel into the difference between forced action... and natural
unfolding.

o  What is it like when theres no story on top of whats
happening?

o  What happens when action arises without the weight of “I
must”’?

Let that be known not by thinking — but by feeling.

». The Nature of Freedom

o [s freedom found in having many choices?
o Orin the release of the need to choose at all?

o  What if freedom is not in the doing... but in the resting from
the doer?

Ask yourself:



Is this moment missing anything? Or is something in me just not
agreeing with it?

L4 The Pulse of Now

o  What is this moment like, if there is no one steering it?
o [s there resistance? If so, where is it located?

o Can it be allowed to be here — without pushing it away or
trying to accept it?

Now pause.

Let everything be as it is — including thoughts, sensations,
distractions, feelings.

Final Invitation

Without effort, without fixing, without story... what remains?
What is aware of this moment, but not trying to shape it?

Let yourself rest in that.

Nothing to do.
Nothing to become.
Just being.

Exactly as you are.



The paradox: how do you "do" not domg"

The End of Effort

You sit on the edge of your bed, early morning light spilling across
the floor.

For a while now, there’s been a quiet hunger in you — not loud,
not dramatic, just a sense that something must be done.

You’ve read about presence.
You’ve heard the words: “Let go.
You’ve practiced noticing.
You’ve tried to surrender.
You’ve even tried to not try.

And it all leaves you here.

Tired. Still looking.

So this morning, you stop.

Not as a technique.

You’re just tired of trying.

Even trying to “let it be” feels like more doing.

Trying not to resist feels like a trick you’re playing on yourself.
And so something drops.

You don’t push it.

You don’t name it.

»



You just sit.

The room doesn’t need fixing.

The body doesn’t need relaxing.

The thoughts don’t need calming.

They are already here.

The sound of a bird outside the window — happens.
The movement of breath — happens.

The warmth of sunlight on your arm — happens.

A memory arises. Then a judgment. Then silence again.
All without your permission.

And you notice — without trying to notice —

that everything is moving on its own.

Even the thought “this is it appears... and fades.
You didn’t bring any of this into being.

You’re not holding the world in place.

You never were.

You’d always thought peace would come from mastering the
moment.

From figuring it out.

From finally finding the right state.

But this i1sn’t a state.

This is what’s always been here — just overlooked.

Not because it’s hidden.

But because you were always looking for something else.
Something better.

Something more still, more spiritual, more complete.

But this — this messy, noisy, perfectly alive moment — has no
need for your management.

And for the first time, you don’t try to shape it.

You don’t try to shape yourself.

You don’t reach for a tool.

You don’t reach for stillness.

You don’t even reach for “not-doing.”

You just sit.

And life continues, effortlessly.

The breath.



The warmth.

The thoughts.

Even this smile that suddenly appears — uninvited, soft.
Not from bliss.

Not from realization.

Just the simple joy of not needing to do anything.
Because there 1s no doer.

And never was.

And in this absence... there is space.

And 1n that space... there is freedom.

Not the freedom to control.

But the freedom of finally not needing to.

The moment you try to do not-doing, you're already doing.
So let's slow down, because this can't be grasped by the usual
mind-effort.

Here’s a simple, grounded way to approach it:

© What is “Not Doing”?

“Not doing” doesn’t mean lying still or doing nothing.

It means:

Allowing life to move without interference.

Letting what is already happening... happen.

Not resisting, not controlling, not manipulating.

It’s not about what you do — it’s about the absence of the one
who tries to manage it.

(4 So how do you approach it?
1. Notice what’s already happening



Right now, without effort:

*  Breathing is happening.

. Sounds are arising.

. Thoughts are appearing.

. Sensations move through the body.

Are you doing any of this?

Look honestly.

You don’t breathe yourself.

You don’t think your thoughts before they arrive.

Life is already happening without your help.

2. Let attention rest on that truth

Drop effort.

Let everything be as it is — sounds, sensations, feelings, thoughts.
Don’t try to fix, shift, analyze, or push anything away.
Just notice, and don’t interfere.

This 1s not passive — it’s intensely alert, but relaxed.
A kind of awake stillness.

3. When the urge to manage appears...

Catch it.

The urge to “do 1t right.”

The thought “I’m not doing this properly.”

The subtle control to maintain peace or insight.

Let that, too, be seen.

Even that urge is not yours — 1t arose on its own.

Let it be here.

Don’t fight 1t, don’t feed it.

This is the heart of not-doing: allowing even the impulse to do,
without doing anything about it.

S

() But what if something needs to be done?

Action still happens.

Not-doing doesn’t stop movement.

It simply removes the illusion of the doer.

You’ll find that when “you” are no longer trying to control the
moment,

action becomes effortless, precise, even loving.

There’s no strain, no second-guessing, no need to justify.




There’s just movement.
Happening on its own.

v”z

V= A simple practice

Sit for a few minutes.

Don’t meditate.

Don’t concentrate.

Don’t try to be aware.

Just sit.

Let the body be.

Let thoughts be.

Let everything happen on its own — because it already is.
If a thought says “I don’t get it” — that’s okay.
Let that happen too.

There’s no goal.

You can’t fail.

That’s the essence of not-doing.



Have I truly recognised the illusion of Self?

The Question

The question didn’t come with fireworks. It came in a quiet
moment, when there was nothing pressing to do.

Have I truly recognised the illusion of Self?

Not as a spiritual concept. Not as something to say in a group. But
truly — viscerally — known in the bones.

They sat still, not trying to answer with the mind. That had
happened before — long chains of thought, trying to prove
something. “Yes, because I see there's no one here.” Or “No,



because I still react.” But this time, none of that felt useful. There
was just the question, sitting there like a silent companion.

They turned inward, gently.

In the past, the self had seemed so obvious. The one who planned,
who regretted, who worried, who wanted to be free. That one had
been their whole 1dentity — the center around which everything
spun. But over time, through inquiry, silence, falling apart and
falling in, something had changed.

There had been glimpses, at first. Flashes of clarity. Moments
when everything dropped and only this remained — vast, still,
borderless. And then life would continue. The dishes, the traffic,
the sudden argument with a friend. The "me" would seem to
return.

But had it?

They looked again.

Right now — in this very moment — where was the self?

They searched gently. Was it in the head? In the chest? In thought?
Was it a sensation? A watcher?

Thoughts were appearing — yes. Sensations, too. Familiar ones:
tightness, warmth, the flicker of uncertainty in the belly.

But was any of it a self?

Everything was happening — but nothing owned it.

There were thoughts... but no thinker.

Feelings... but no feeler.

Perceiving... but no perceiver.

Just a seamless unfolding. A play of experience in open space.
And yet, sometimes there was still fear. Still a sense of contraction
when someone said something harsh. Still planning. Still
hesitation. Did that mean the self was still there?

They watched one of those reactions arise now — the urge to
grasp for clarity, to fix, to answer the question once and for all.
But then, laughter.

Soft, quiet, almost inaudible.

Even that — even the need to know — was just another arising.
Not theirs. Not a flaw. Just part of the flow.

And 1n that moment, the question itself faded.

There was no need to hold an answer.



Recognition was not an achievement. It wasn’t about sustaining a
state or eliminating all habits. It was the clear seeing that...
There never was a self — just the belief in one.

And even when the old patterns danced their familiar dance,
nothing changed that truth.

There was only this.

Clear, present, alive.

Without center. Without owner.

Just life... being life.

And that was enough.

Awakening is the direct and undeniable recognition that what we
took to be “me” — a separate, solid self at the center of experience
— was never actually there.

It’s not a belief, or an idea, or a conclusion drawn from spiritual
study. It’s the falling away of a fundamental illusion — the
illusion that there is someone inside this experience who owns it,
controls it, is doing it.

Awakening doesn’t mean the end of emotions, problems, or
thoughts. Emotions may still arise. Thoughts will likely continue.
Life will go on, with all its messiness. But what’s gone is the deep
confusion that / am at the center of it, trying to manage it all.

It’s the simple, clear seeing that experience 1s happening —
without a doer, without a watcher, without a self. Just
experiencing.

Awakening is often quiet. Not dramatic. Not lightning bolts and
bliss that lasts forever. It can feel as ordinary as looking out the
window and realizing — truly realizing — that there’s no one
behind the eyes.

And once it’s seen, it can’t be unseen. That’s what makes it
different from a passing state.

Awakening is the recognition—through direct experience—that
what we take to be a solid, separate self is an illusion.

It’s not a belief, not an idea, not something achieved through effort
or discipline. It’s a clear seeing that the “me” at the center of



experience—the one who i1s thinking, choosing, doing, suffering—
was never actually there.

This doesn’t mean the body disappears, or thoughts vanish, or
preferences dissolve. It means that the identification with all of
that—the assumption that it’s mine, that it defines who I am—no
longer sticks in the same way.

Awakening is not about becoming perfect or blissful or
emotionless. It’s about no longer being owned by the waves that
arise in the mind and body. Emotions still come. Pain still comes.
But without the belief in a “me” that owns them, they move
differently—more lightly, more transparently.

Often, it starts with an insight—a moment where the machinery of
self is seen for what it is: a pattern of thought, sensation, memory,
and 1dentity held together by habit and unquestioned belief. That
moment might pass, or deepen, or ripple out in unexpected ways.
But what’s key 1s the seeing—mnot just as a one-time glimpse, but
as a way of being that gets more natural over time.

So if you’re asking, “Have I truly recognised the illusion of self?”
—you’re not far off. That question is the crack where the light gets
in.

Awakening 1s not always experienced as “permanent” in the way

we usually think of that word.

What is seen—that the separate self 1s an 1llusion—is irreversible

at a certain depth. Once it’s been deeply known (not just thought),

it’s impossible to fully believe again in the self in the same way.

The spell 1s broken. But...

That doesn’t mean the experience of self won’t reappear.

The sense of being someone may still arise in certain situations—

especially under stress, deep conditioning, or emotional pain. Old

habits of identification can return, sometimes subtly, sometimes

strongly. But when the seeing is clear, these moments are more

like echoes or appearances. They don’t stick in the same way.

There's more space around them, less belief, less suffering.

Think of it like this:

*  Before awakening, identification 1s automatic and
unconscious.



*  After awakening, identification may still arise, but it is seen
—it’s not believed in the same way.

In this sense, what changes is not the content of experience, but

the relationship to it.

There may also be a period—sometimes short, sometimes long—

of fluctuation, where clarity comes and goes. That’s completely

normal. It’s part of the integration process. Many people report

that this settling phase can last months or even years.

So—is it permanent?

The depth of the shift determines the answer.

If it was a conceptual glimpse, it may fade and need re-seeing.

If it was a deep, embodied recognition, then yes—what’s seen

stays seen, even if sometimes it’s forgotten or obscured.

Inquiry

Close your eyes for a moment, or let your gaze soften. Take a
breath — not a deep one, just a natural one, noticed.

As you rest here, feel the weight of the body. The support of the
seat beneath you. The contact points where body meets surface.
There’s no need to fix anything. Just resting. Sensing.

Now... allow awareness to turn toward a recent moment when
something uncomfortable arose — an emotion, a tightening, a
flare of tension. Don’t dive in, just gently touch it with attention.
Notice: when that feeling appeared...

Was the immediate movement one of resistance?

A pushing away?

A contraction?

A tightening in the chest, the jaw, the belly?

A thought like, “This shouldn t be here,” or **‘I have to make this
stop”?

Or... was there curiosity?

A slowing down?



A quiet interest in what this actually feels like?

A kind of intimate sensing — not to solve, but to know?

Now breathe again. Let the body settle.

And ask yourself:

Is there a “me” experiencing this... or just experience itself?
Can I find the one who is resisting? The one who is curious?
Not the idea of a me.

Not a mental picture.

Not a thought about yourself.

But the actual, locatable self — in direct experience.

Can you find it now?

Look slowly. Gently.

Where would it be?

In the head? The chest? The back of the eyes?

Is it stable? Solid?

Or 1s 1t more like flickers of sensation, thought, memory?

Keep sensing.

Let the question linger without rushing to answer.

Just: Is there a self here? Or is there just what s arising?

Now soften again. Return to the feeling that came up earlier.
And ask:

Does it need to be resisted? Or can it be felt, directly — like a
breeze across the skin?

Notice again the body’s response.

And finally:

When no “self” is found, what remains?

Just experience.

Just life moving.

Curiosity is the fragrance of awakening.

Resistance is the echo of a self trying to survive.

And this... this quiet noticing... is the seeing that reveals what’s
always been.



Meditation

(People think) You Must Know

People think you know what meditation is.

You sit quietly sometimes, and they assume things.

They see your stillness and project understanding onto it.
They hear you say words like “awareness” or “presence,” and
suddenly you're the go-to person.

“Can you teach me how to meditate?”

“What’s the best posture?”



“Should I do 20 minutes or an hour?”

And always — the unspoken punchline:

“...because I want to get enlightened.”

That’s the joke.

Not because it’s foolish.

But because you remember being that person — utterly sincere,
completely convinced that meditation was the doorway to a final,
glowing arrival.

You know the image:

Cross-legged on a mountain.

Mind empty.

Soul vast.

A halo of pure understanding circling your head.

It was so appealing. So neat.

So, you sat.

You followed the breath.

You lit incense.

You downloaded timers with soft gongs and golden icons.
And underneath it all... was strain.

A subtle tension in the chest. A whisper in the mind:

“Am I getting closer yet?”

Stillness became a strategy.

Breath became a battleground.

Even “letting go” became something you tried to do just right.
You were meditating your way to enlightenment —

with the tight jaw of someone trying to assemble IKEA furniture
without instructions.

Until one day, something fell apart.

Not a big moment.

Just a flicker of honesty.

You were sitting — again — trying to be free.

And then a thought rose up, clear and quiet:

“You’re trying to escape this moment... by sitting still in it.”
And you laughed.

Gently, inwardly.

Because it was so obvious.



Everything you were chasing — peace, clarity, stillness — was
being smothered by the effort to reach it.

You saw it then, clearly:

Meditation isn’t the path to somewhere else.

It’s the falling away of the one trying to get there.

You weren’t breathing “mindfully.”

Breath was simply happening.

You weren’t silencing the mind.

Thoughts were just clouds — appearing, passing.

You weren’t moving toward enlightenment.

You were standing in the very thing you’d been seeking.
And 1t was simple.

Not dramatic.

Not profound.

Just here.

Meditation was never about doing anything right.

It was about stopping the pretending that life needed to be
different.

Now, when people ask you how to meditate, you smile.
Sometimes you give them a pointer: “Just sit and notice.”
Sometimes you make a joke: “Only 40 more years and you’re
guaranteed enlightenment.”

But mostly, you just pause.

Because what you really want to say is:

“Drop the chase.

You’re already what you’re trying to find.

Just stop long enough to see it.”

And 1n that seeing —

no halo, no mountain, no achievement —

just breath, sound, warmth, being —

there it is.

Meditation.

Home.

And the punchline?

Enlightenment was never a future event.

It was the very moment you stopped trying to become someone
who was enlightened.



Meditation is not ultimately about doing

— 1t’s about not interfering.

At its most essential, meditation is the natural resting of attention
in what 1is already happening, without resistance, control, or
seeking. It's the return to simplicity, to being as you are, without
trying to become anything else.

4. What meditation is not:

. It 1s not stopping thoughts.

. It 1s not achieving calm.

. It 1s not a special state.

. It 1s not a technique to become better, purer, or more
spiritual.

These may happen along the way, but they are side effects — not
the point.

V< So what is meditation, really?

It 1s:

. Sitting or standing or walking...

. While noticing what’s already here...
. Without trying to change it.

It's the openness to experience without judgment.

It’s the awareness that sees — and allows — thought, breath,
sound, sensation, emotion, memory, silence.

You could say:

Meditation is the art of allowing life to be exactly as it is, while
seeing it clearly.

Or even simpler:



Meditation is being.

({ Direct pointers:

. You don’t do meditation. You notice what’s already here.
. You don’t try to stop the noise. You let the noise be noise.
. You don’t follow thoughts. But if you do, you notice that

too — and even that is part of meditation.
Even the sense of “I’m not doing it right” — that, too, is just
another experience arising in awareness.

So: What is meditation?

It 1s...

. Silence — even with sound.

. Stillness — even with movement.

. Acceptance — even of resistance.

. Awareness — that never comes and never goes.

It’s what remains when all effort falls away.
And 1t’s always available — not only on the cushion, but in every
breath, every step, every glance.

A Return to What's Already Here

1. What is Meditation?

Meditation is simply the art of being present with what is.

It’s not about controlling the mind, achieving silence, or becoming
someone else.

It's about noticing what’s already happening — breath, sound,
sensation, thought — without trying to change it.

At its heart, meditation is not doing, not fixing, not chasing.

Just being.

2. There’s No Right Way to Meditate

Seriously.

You don’t need to sit cross-legged. You don’t need to clear your
mind. You don’t need special music or candles (though you’re
welcome to include them if it helps you settle).



Meditation can happen:

. Sitting upright in a chair

. Lying down in stillness

. Walking slowly in nature

. Eyes open or closed

. For 30 minutes... or 30 seconds

What matters is your willingness to meet the moment as it is.

3. Some Simple Instructions..

Try this:
Sit or lie down somewhere quiet.

Let the body be supported. Let the shoulders soften.
Notice what’s already here.

. Feel the breath — not controlled, just noticed.
. Hear sounds — distant or close.
. Sense your body — the weight, the tingling, the stillness,

the movement.

. Let thoughts come and go.

You don’t need to push them away.

Just see them. And let them pass, like clouds in the sky.
If you find yourself lost in thought — that’s okay.

The moment you notice, you re already back.

) Keep returning to what’s obvious and effortless.
Breath. Sound. Sensation. Presence.

4. What If...?

“My mind won’t stop.”

That’s okay. The mind isn’t meant to stop. Meditation isn’t about
stopping thought — it’s about not getting entangled in it.

“I get bored, distracted, restless.”

Perfect. That’s part of what’s happening. Welcome it. It’s all part
of the practice.

“I don’t feel peaceful.”

Peace is not the goal. Presence is.



Sometimes presence feels calm, sometimes it feels raw. All of it is
valid.

S. How Long Should I Meditate?
As long or as short as you like.

. 1-2 minutes is a beautiful start.
. 5-10 minutes is powerful.
. 20+ minutes deepens the silence.

What matters most is consistency and honesty — showing up
sincerely, even if briefly.

You can also bring meditation into daily life:

. While washing dishes

. Waiting in line

. Before speaking

. While walking, breathing, listening

Each moment is an invitation.

6. What Meditation Teaches Over Time
With gentle repetition, meditation shows you:

. You are not your thoughts.

. You don’t need to control everything.

. You can meet each moment with openness.

. What you seek — peace, clarity, enough-ness — is already

here beneath the noise.
And maybe most beautifully:
You are not separate from life.
You are life — awake to itself.



The Trip

a man takes a psychedelic trip and encounters terror with the idea
that he is dying. What is actually happening?

Discover Awakening bot said:

When a man takes a psychedelic and experiences terror at the
idea that he is dying, the experience can feel utterly real and
overwhelming. But what is actually happening?

Let’s unpack it in layers — physiologically, psychologically, and
existentially.

& Neurologically

Under psychedelics (like psilocybin, LSD, or DMT), normal brain
patterns are disrupted — particularly in the default mode
network (DMN), the part associated with ego, identity, and self-
referential thinking.

As this network quiets, the boundaries that keep the sense of "I"
intact begin to blur or dissolve.

The mind interprets this as: “I am dying.”

But in reality, the body is not dying. What’s being destabilized 1s
the constructed identity — the mental structure that says "this 1s
who I am."



&) Psychologically

The terror comes not from physical death, but from the loss of

control, the loss of self-image, and the collapse of the narrative

“me.”

The thoughts might go:

. “I can't come back from this.’

. “I'm disappearing.”

. “Something is ending and I don 't know what I’ll be when it s
over.”

This 1s often called ego death — not literal death, but the felt

sense that what you thought you were is dissolving.

And because the ego equates itself with survival, it interprets this

collapse as mortal danger.

But again: what’s actually dying is a mental construct — not the

person, not the body, not awareness itself.

)

Bl Existentially

Here’s the deeper truth:

What’s dying in that moment is the illusion of separation.

The illusion of control.

The illusion of being a fixed, solid “someone.”

And what remains — if the fear is met and allowed — is often
spaciousness, stillness, or a profound sense of beingthat was
never born and cannot die.

In many awakening stories, this moment of “death” becomes a
doorway.

But if resisted, it becomes a loop of terror.

(4 So, what is actually happening?

. The structure of identity is destabilizing.

. The mind interprets this as literal death.

*  The nervous system floods with fear in response to the loss
of self.

*  But what’s being threatened is not life — it § the imagined

self.



. If allowed, this can be a gateway into direct recognition of
what remains when the self 1sn’t held together:
Awareness. Presence. Being.

_— Gentle reframe for someone in it:

You are not dying.

Whats dying is the belief in who you thought you were.

Let it go — the one who resists it isn t real anyway.

What remains is what you truly are — and it was never in danger.

Here is a short story, told from within the experience — a man
undergoing a psychedelic journey, facing the terror of death, and
discovering what is actually happening beneath it:

The Dying

He felt it before he saw it —

a shift, sudden and deep,

like the floor of his being dropping out.
At first it was subtle.

A ripple through the spine.

Colors too alive.

Breath too loud.

And then it was there.

The thought: “I'm dying.”

It didn’t come like an idea.

It came like a storm.

His hands began to sweat.

His chest tightened.

His heartbeat pounded like war drums in a canyon.
Panic.



His mind raced:

“I took too much. I’'ve gone too far.  won't come back.”
He tried to stand — his legs forgot how.

Tried to breathe — the air thickened.

Tried to hold on — but to what?

Reality itself was melting.

Memories crumbled.

Time folded in on itself.

And “he” — the man with the name, the past, the plans —
was slipping.

“Oh God... this is it. This is death.”

And then something strange happened.

He didn’t die.

He kept falling... but there was no bottom.

Just space.

Just the terror, suspended.

And a voice — not external, not imagined — more like a
knowing.

Not in words, but somehow felt.

Whats dying... is not you.

Whats dying is the idea of you.

Let it.

He paused.

The fear was still there — buzzing, crackling, begging for escape.
But another current had begun to move beneath it.
Something... steady.

Vast.

Unafraid.

He watched as images flashed:

his face, his job, his roles, his regrets.

All trying to hold themselves together.

And they couldn't.

They were dissolving.

And when he didn’t run — when he /ef them dissolve —
what was left was not absence.

It was presence.



Wide.

Still.

Radiant in its ordinariness.

No edges.

No voice saying “I survived.”

No one left to claim the insight.
Just this:

Breath rising and falling.

The sound of wind in the trees.

A warmth behind the eyes.

A stillness that held everything.

It had been here the whole time —
beneath the fear,

beneath the grasping,

beneath the story of “me.”

He laughed then. Softly.

Not because he was high.

Not because he understood anything.
But because he had stopped running.
He wasn’t dead.

He wasn’t even born.

Just this.

This clear, open, undeniable being.
And for once, it didn’t need a name.

Here 1s a follow-up story of integration the next day

The Morning After

He woke slowly.

The light filtering through the curtain was soft, almost apologetic.
The air was still. The room was quiet.

Everything looked the same.

And yet, everything was different.



Not in the way he imagined it might be — no golden aura, no
thunderclap of enlightenment.

Just... absence.

The absence of something that used to press against every
moment.

A subtle tightness. A constant whisper: “Be someone. Get
somewhere.”

It was gone.

Not dead — just seen through. Like a mirage after water is found.

He made tea, the way he always did.

But this time, there was no sense of waiting for life to begin after
the kettle clicked off.

No inner dialogue about the day ahead.

Just steam rising.

Hands moving.

The quiet clink of the cup.

Being.

It was unnervingly simple.

Memories from the night before flickered in and out —

The terror. The falling. The voice without sound.

“Whats dying is not you.”

The words still pulsed through him like an echo from the bones.
And now, in this soft daylight, he saw what they meant.

He hadn’t lost anything real.

What had collapsed was the scaffolding.

The story.

The reflex to name and narrate and manage every breath.
What remained was nothing extraordinary — just what was
already here.

He stepped outside.

The world didn’t greet him with fanfare.

No one bowed. No birds whispered his name.

A car passed. A child cried. A leaf spun down from a tree.
And it was perfect.



Not because it was beautiful — although it was.

But because it asked for nothing.

For once, the world wasn’t a mirror for his worth or a stage for his
identity.

It just was.

And he, somehow, was not separate from it.

There were still thoughts. Still emotions.

The mind tried to return to its patterns — narrating, labeling,
comparing.

But now, those thoughts landed in open space.

They didn’t stick like they used to.

He noticed one arise:

“Maybe I should try to hold onto this state.”

And then another:

“Maybe this is the beginning of something...”

He smiled.

Even that — the urge to possess the freedom — was just another
wave.

And like all waves...

it passed.

He didn't call it awakening.

He didn’t call it anything.

Because naming it would make it smaller.
What mattered wasn’t the event.

What mattered was this:

He no longer needed to hold life together.
He no longer needed to be someone in order to be.
He was home.

And home was... everywhere.

Even 1n this.

Even in the dishes in the sink.

Even in the nothing-special day ahead.




The next week..

The Return

It didn’t happen all at once.

At first, everything stayed quiet.

Not silent, but spacious.

Like someone had cleaned the windows of his perception and left
the room.

He could still think, still feel, still function —

but without the old tightness.

There was no one to impress, no future to chase, no past to defend.
Just life, moving — direct, unfiltered, enough.

And then, slowly... it began.

Not dramatically.

More like gravity.

A casual conversation where someone misunderstood him.
A familiar tone in a coworker’s voice.

A small failure. A cold silence. A comparison.

And something inside tensed.

“They don t see me.”

“I should explain myself.”

“I need to fix how they think of me.”

Old echoes.

Old contracts with 1dentity.

Still intact.

At first, he noticed it with clarity.

Ah — the old story.

The impulse to defend.

To rebuild the scaffolding.

To be someone again.

But the noticing didn’t always stop it.

Some days, he caught himself halfway through a monologue —
justifying, defending, positioning — and paused.

“Why am I trying so hard to hold up this image?”

But other times, he only noticed after.

After the conversation.



After the tension.

After the quiet shame.

And that’s when the doubt crept in:

“Maybe nothing really changed.”

“Maybe it was just the drug.”

“Maybe I imagined the whole thing.”

But something deeper didn’t buy it.

Because even now — even in the middle of reactivity — there was
a kind of light in the background. A space that hadn’t closed. A
seeing that hadn’t forgotten.

He realized then:

The shift wasn’t in becoming perfect.

It was in no longer being completely lost in the illusion.
Now, even when the old self showed up —

with its defensiveness, its shame, its hunger for approval —
it was seen.

Sometimes after the fact.

Sometimes in the heat of it.

Occasionally, even before it landed.

But always, more and more...

it was not believed.

He stopped trying to make it look like progress.

Stopped expecting peace to be permanent.

Stopped judging the return of habits as failure.

Instead, he started listening more closely —

to the part of him that still felt like it had to fight, explain, prove.
He met it like an old friend who didn’t know the war was over.
And sometimes, just in that meeting,

the armor fell away.

Not because he made it fall —

but because he didn’t need it anymore.

So now, weeks later, the real integration begins.
Not in how often he feels clear,
but in how gently he can return to clarity after forgetting.



Not in how awakened he sounds,

but in how honestly he meets the moments that still trigger
contraction.

This, he understands now,

is the ongoing path:

Not avoiding the reappearance of the self-story —

but seeing through it, again and again,

until even the seeing is no longer effort,

just being.

And some days, that looks like freedom.

And other days, it looks like breathing through shame.
But 1n both,

there 1s life.

Unfolding.

Uncontrolled.

Enough.

Meeting an old friend from before

The Mirror

They hadn’t planned to see each other.

It just happened —

a familiar face in an unexpected place.

Their eyes met for a second too long to pretend it hadn’t
happened.

“Hey,” the other person said. Casual. Measured.

But the air between them stirred with history.

They hadn’t spoken in years.

The person standing across from them had known a different
version —

one still trying to become something.

Still building and defending an 1dentity.

Still performing, subtly or not, in every interaction.



Back then, they had needed to be seen in a certain way —

as wise, as kind, as deep, as capable —

and when that image wasn’t reflected back, it had hurt.

Now here they were again, face to face,

and something inside stirred.

Not panic, not drama — just an old, familiar tightening.

A faint whisper:

“Say something meaningful.”

“Be impressive.”

“Prove you’ve changed.”

But something else in them — something quieter and steadier —
simply observed.

They didn’t follow the script.

They didn’t resist it either.

They let it play in the background like a radio on low volume,
while presence stayed in the foreground.

The other person asked, “What have you been up to?”

They answered honestly. “Mostly unlearning.”

The other laughed. “That sounds... vague.”

“Yeah,” they said, smiling. “It 1s.”

And 1t was.

Because how do you explain that the person the other once knew
the one who worked so hard to manage perception —

no longer felt like the center of the story?

How do you explain that the need to be understood, validated, or
remembered has softened — not disappeared, but loosened its
grip?

So they didn’t explain.

They just let the moment be what it was —

a small conversation between two lives

with no obligation to become anything more.

They talked for a few minutes — lightly, kindly — about work,
mutual acquaintances, the surface details that keep things moving.
And beneath it, a deeper stillness.

Not between them — within.



There was no striving to be seen.

No steering of the narrative.

No trying to repair the past.

Just breath.

Just presence.

Just this moment, as it is.

When it was time to go, there was a soft goodbye.
A hug, or maybe just a nod.

A shared smile that said more than the words had.
“You seem... lighter,” the other person said.
They paused. “Yeah. That seems to be happening.”
And that was it.

As they walked away, they noticed something:

The moment had passed —

no weight, no residue, no story left behind.

Even with the old reflexes still flickering now and then,
there had been nothing to defend.

The “self” that used to brace in such encounters...

was no longer at the center.

And in that absence, there was space.

Space to relate without agenda.

Space to be without proving.

Space to meet the past without becoming it again.

This, they realized, is the quiet freedom of returning —
not to who they were,

but to the moment itself.

Not special.

Just real.

Just now.



Are you your thoughts?

No — you are not your thoughts.
But let's not settle for a philosophical answer. Let's look directly.

& What is a thought?

A thought is:

* A soundless sentence in the mind

*  Afleeting image

* A memory, judgment, label, or plan

It comes.

It stays for a moment.

It goes.

You don’t choose them — they appear.

You don’t build them — they arrive fully formed.

You often don’t even know what the next one will be until it lands.
If you were your thoughts, you'd be able to stop them at will.

Or at the very least, you'd know what you're going to think next.
But you don't.

Thoughts arise in you —

but they are not you.



@ So what are you, then?

Notice this now:

* A thought appears.

*  We cant see it’s origin

*  Areaction happens.

*  But the whole process is mysterious.
Thoughts come and go like clouds in the sky.
You are not the clouds.

You are not the sky.

. But why do we feel like we are our thoughts?
Because thoughts often say things like:

. “I am not good enough.”
J “I need to do better.”’
. “I don t understand this.”

And we don’t question the voice.

We believe it.

But try this:

*  Let athought appear.

*  Watch it like a passing cloud.

*  Don't stop it. Don't resist it. Just observe.
Ask yourself:

Who is watching this?

Does the only appear in thought?

& Inquiry

» IfIdontfollow this thought, what remains?
*  [fthe thought disappears, do I disappear with it?

*  Ifanew thought arrives with a completely different opinion
— am I now a new person?



No.

You’re still here.
Not the voice.
Not the story.
Just this.

V= So... are you your thoughts?

No.

You are unknown and unknowable.

And the beautiful thing is:

When you stop believing every thought...
A different kind of freedom begins to open.

Thoughts arise.

You don’t summon them. They just appear.

And yet... somehow, they’re noticed.

Before the thought “I am not good enough” finishes itself, being
aware of it happens.

Not analyzing.

Not judging.

Not trying to hold or reject it.

Just... aware-ing.

No spotlight. No watcher. No "thing" being aware.

Just the simple, wordless happening of this noticing.
Then the thought passes.

And again — before the next one arrives — there’s still this
aware-ing.

Not waiting. Not doing anything.

Just here. Just happening.

Nothing needs to be added.

Aware-ing is already occurring.

Not something you do.

Not something that happens to you.

Just the quiet, ungraspable verb that is always underway.



And when thought says, “This is me,”
even that i1s seen — not by someone,
but in the movement of aware-ing itself.
No object.

No subject.

Just this ever-present revealing —
before the story.

Before the label.

Before the name.

You don’t need to define this.

You can’’t.

You can only... rest as it.

Which 1s no resting at all.

Just... not interfering.

Aware-ing continues — even now.

Here is a short story — told simply and intimately — about
someone beginning to notice what remains when thoughts no
longer define who they are. No conclusions. No concepts. Just the
unfolding of direct experience and the quiet discovery of aware-

ing.

The Unnamed Light

They had been sitting for a while.

Not in any special posture.

Not trying to meditate.

Just tired of their own noise.

Thoughts had been loud all morning —
a relentless loop of subtle panic:

“Why cant I focus?”

“Whats the point of all this?”

“You re still not there yet.”



They didn’t argue with the thoughts.

They also didn’t follow them.

They just let them pass, like kids yelling outside a window.
And something surprising happened:

The mind slowed down... on its own.

Not into stillness — not exactly —

but into something wider. Softer. Uncomplicated.
A thought rose again:

“Maybe I'm starting to figure this out.”
And before that thought could take root —
before it could wrap itself in meaning —
they noticed it.

Just that.

No analysis.

Just... the appearing of it.

And then the fading.

And 1n between?

Not a void.

Not a someone noticing.

Just this subtle, wordless happening.
Aware-ing.

No beginning.

No end.

No center.

Like the room was seeing itself.

Like life was lighting itself up from the inside.
No need to grasp it.

No urge to define it.

And even when a thought came back —
“Is this what they mean by awareness?”
— there was no one to answer.

Just the noticing of that thought too.

And it passed.

And the body sat.

And sounds filtered in.

And the light shifted on the floor.

And all of it was known —



not by a knower,
but simply by... being known.
That was enough.

Later, a friend asked how their morning had been.

They opened their mouth, then paused.

How do you speak of something that didn’t happen to you?
How do you describe the taste of something that didn’t arrive —
because it was always already there?

They just smiled, shrugged, and said,

“Quiet.”

And the conversation moved on.

But inside, the silence hadn’t left.

Because it hadn’t arrived.

It had only stopped being overlooked.

Here's a deeper and more emotionally resonant version of the
story — focusing on the impact of believing thoughts, the
unfolding transition into aware-ing, and the quiet rediscovery of
body-wisdom beyond the mind’s constant narrative.

The Quiet Turning

They used to believe every thought.

Not because they wanted to.

Not because they trusted them.

But because it never even occurred to them not to.
The voice in the head was just... there.

Running commentary.

Harsh whispers.

Endless planning.

Tight loops of “what if” and “you should have.”
And 1t felt like truth.



“You're falling behind.”

“They don t really like you.”

“You need to get it right this time.”

It wasn’t just exhausting — it was life.

A life lived inside invisible walls made of sentences.
A prison built from unquestioned thoughts.

And worst of all —

they believed this meant something was wrong with them.
The overthinking.

The looping.

The mental noise.

They thought it meant they were broken.

But one day, something cracked.

Not dramatically. Not spiritually.

Just a simple, quiet moment when they realized:

They were suffering from the way they were thinking about
suffering.

The loop was feeding itself.

The thought “This shouldnt be happening” was more painful than
what was actually happening.

And 1n that pause — that crack — a tiny thread of curiosity
appeared.

“Wait... what is this voice?”

“Is 1t even true?”

“Who says so?”

That’s when things began to shift.

Very slowly.

First, they noticed the thoughts.

Caught in mid-sentence, like someone turning on the light in a
room they’d always walked through in the dark.

Then they started to question them.

“Is that thought helping right now?”

“Or 1s it just a reflex?”

“If I didn’t believe this thought, what would be different?”



The thoughts didn’t stop.

But something changed.

They stopped being the air they breathed.

They became objects — seen, rather than lived from.
Eventually, the thoughts moved to the background.
Not silenced.

Just... de-prioritized.

Like radio static behind the sound of actual life.

And 1in that space, something unexpected opened:
The body.

Not the body as a problem to fix,

but as a quiet, ancient compass.

They noticed how the stomach tensed at some thoughts —
and relaxed with others.

How truth felt like breath dropping deeper.

How lies made the chest tighten.

They learned to ask, not the mind,

but the body:

“Is this thought aligned?”

“Is this action clean?”

“Is this the way forward... or the old loop again?”
And the body spoke — not in words,

but in sensation.

In warmth. In softening.

In yes and no without argument.

Now, they still had thoughts.

They didn’t need them to stop.

Sometimes the mind still threw up fear.

Still told stories of not-enough or almost-there.
But now, those stories were... stories.
Sometimes useful.

Often not.

And never them.

Because now, something else was moving.



Not a new belief,

Not a higher self.

Just aware-ing.

Just presence.

Just the breath, the step, the sound of the world unfiltered.
They had returned to the simplicity of this moment.
Not by force.

Not by escaping thought.

But by letting thought fall —

naturally —

into its right-sized place.

A tool.

Not a ruler.

And when they forgot again — because they did —
they just came back.

Back to the body.

Back to the breath.

Back to the groundless ground of now.
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When It’s Not Clear

It started with a message.

Short. Blunt.

From someone they cared about.

There was no greeting, no warmth.

Just a cold sentence that felt like a slap.

“I don’t think I can do this anymore.”
Immediately, the thoughts roared to life.

“You ruined everything.”

“They never really understood you.”

“This is proof. You re still broken.”

The old patterns snapped into place —

the tight chest, the shallow breath,

the spinning narrative of self-blame and defense.
All the clarity they thought they had... vanished.
In its place:

an avalanche of panic disguised as thought.
They felt the urge to react.

To explain.

To fix.



To get the last word.

To regain control.

But something held them back.

Not confidence.

Not wisdom.

Just a pause.

A remembered pause.

The barest thread of a question floated up:
“Whats actually happening — right now?”
Not the imagined future.

Not the mental courtroom.

But now.

They looked down.

Hands shaking.

Throat tight.

Belly clenched like a fist.

They put the phone down and closed their eyes.
And waited.

Not for an answer.

Just... to feel.

And slowly, aware-ing began again.
Noticing the heat.

The pulsing heart.

The wild mind.

Without managing.

Without interpreting.

Just... letting 1t all be felt.

Something softened.

Not everything.

But enough.

The thoughts kept trying to take center stage:
“Say something. Defend yourself. Don t let them think its your fault.
But this time, they didn’t believe them so quickly.
They remembered:

These are just sentences.

Just habits.

Not truth.

Not instruction.

Not insight.

I



Just echoes of fear.

And so they asked the body — softly:

“Is 1t true I have to respond right now?”

The body said: no.

The breath lengthened.

“Is 1t true I have to make them see me differently?”
The body said: no.

The chest eased.

“Is 1t true that this pain means I’ve failed?”

And this time, the body just cried.

Not from defeat — but from relief.

From the sudden freedom of not having to be right.
Not having to be understood.

Not having to chase the old story again.

They responded the next day.

Not with a defense.

Not with strategy.

Just with honesty.

Simplicity.

“I understand. I feel tender about it all. I’'m here if that ever changes.”
No hooks.

No pressure.

No image to protect.

Just truth, spoken from the body — not the head.
And whatever happened next... could happen.
Because for the first time,

they weren’t fighting reality.

They weren’t seeking protection in thought.
They were resting in the only real ground:

what is felt,

what 1s here,

what is true.

Here is the next story in the arc — a moment of grief. Not the
overwhelming kind that knocks a person flat, but the quieter, creeping
kind that seeps in unexpectedly. A real-life test of this shift, where the



pain is undeniable and thought tries once again to take over
something else gently holds it all.

The Quiet Weight

They hadn’t cried at the time.
Not at the funeral.
Not during the phone calls.

... and yet

Not when clearing the apartment or cancelling the accounts.

They had been calm. Steady.

Even helpful.

People said, “You’re handling this so well.”
And they nodded, unsure whether it was true.
Grief, they’d been told, came like a storm.
But for them, it came more like fog —

a slow, gray settling over everything.

It wasn’t until two weeks later —

alone in the kitchen, washing a coffee cup —
that the wave came.

No warning. No thought.

Just a sharp contraction in the chest and a sound escaping the throat

before they knew what it was.
A single sob.

Then another.

And then came the thoughts:
“You should have visited more.’

)

“Why didn t you say what you meant when you had the chance?”

»

“Its too late now.
They could feel it happening:

the mind building its case for guilt.
It was so familiar.

So convincing.

But something in them — not stronger, not louder, but deeper —

remembered:

These are thoughts.

Not judgments. Not orders.
Just thoughts.



They didn’t push them away.

They didn’t try to replace them with better ones.

They simply let the thoughts pass through like gusts of cold wind —
while staying close to the body.

The ache in the throat.

The trembling hands.

The dull weight in the belly.

They placed a palm over the heart — not as a technique, just instinct.
And asked:

“What do you need right now?”

No words came.

Only warmth.

Only breath.

Only this: a moment of being with the pain, not as a problem,
but as a kind of holy visitor.

Grief wasn’t a mistake.

It wasn’t a sign of failure.

It didn’t need fixing.

It was love — in disguise.

And 1t wanted to be felt.

So they wept.

Not performatively. Not to release anything.

Just because that’s what was true.

They didn’t need a reason.

They didn’t need a name for the feeling.

They didn’t need the mind to explain it.

The story had paused.

And all that remained was this human heart,

alive and breaking open

in the middle of a quiet kitchen.

Later, a thought passed through:

“Maybe this is what healing looks like.”
But they didn’t hold onto it.

They just noted the thought —

and let 1t go, like all the rest.

They didn’t need to name this moment.
They only needed to live it.

And they did.
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Here 1s the next story in the series — a quiet but potent decision-
making moment, one of those seemingly simple choices that the
mind tries to inflate into a test of identity or worth. It explores
how the pull toward certainty gets replaced with a deeper
listening, and how what once required “figuring out” now
becomes clear through something subtler: attunement.

The Crossroad Without Signs

It wasn’t a big decision.

Not like moving cities or ending a relationship.

Just an email.

A new opportunity — a project, a collaboration.

Something exciting. Something flattering.

Something they would’ve said yes to without hesitation, just a few
months ago.

But now, they hesitated.

Not because of fear.

Not because of doubt.

Because something felt... off.

And they couldn’t explain it.

The mind jumped in immediately, doing what it had always done:



“This is a good opportunity.”

“Don t overthink it.”

“You always do this — just say yes.”

It built its case quickly — highlighting the benefits, the timing, the
social proof.

Then came the subtle guilt:

“Are you just afraid of putting yourself out there?”

“What if you're sabotaging something important?”

In the past, they would have followed this noise — made a pros
and cons list, asked friends, replayed imagined outcomes,
searched for signs.

But not this time.

This time, they knew what was happening:

The mind was reaching for certainty

— because uncertainty feels like danger.

But not all danger is real.

And not all clarity comes from logic.

So they closed the laptop.

Stepped outside.

Let the air touch their face.

And they asked the question again — not to the mind,

but to the body:

“Is this a yes?”

“Is this a no?”

“Or 1s this a wait?”

The mind kept chattering.

But the body — slowly, gently — offered something different:
A tightness in the chest.

A subtle leaning away.

A sense of being pulled out of rhythm.

Not fear.

Just... misalignment.

They didn’t analyze it.

They didn’t debate it.

They just felt it.

And when they placed the i1dea of saying no in their awareness,
something opened.



The breath dropped.
The belly softened.

The noise receded.

It was so simple, it almost didn’t register:
“No.”

Not forever.

Not dramatic.

Just... no, for now.

And it was enough.

Later, the thought returned:

“You’re missing out.”

They heard it.

They didn’t fight it.

They didn’t argue.

They simply noticed it was a thought —

not a compass.

It passed.

And underneath it, peace remained.

Not the peace of having made the “right” choice.
But the peace of having listened —

not to fear,

not to habit,

but to the quiet intelligence that has no words.
The kind that speaks in pulses.

In softening.

In pauses.

In what the old self would have called “nothing.”
But now knew as truth.

Here 1s the next story in the arc — a deeper test: when someone
else’s urgency collides with the newly discovered quiet. This one
is about pressure — from someone close, from the past, and from
the parts within that still long to please, explain, or prove. It’s



about how easily we get pulled out of alignment... and how subtly
we find our way back.

The Urgent Voice

It started with a message marked “Urgent.”

A friend. Close enough to matter.

Someone they’d shared silence with, and grief, and coffee.
The message was long, emotional, tangled in fear:

“Please tell me what you think.”

“I don’t know what to do.”

“I need your help — now.”

And something inside jumped.

Not the heart — the reflex.

That old muscle memory to fix, to respond, to hold the situation
together

before it collapsed into disappointment, anger, or withdrawal.
“If you don t answer right now, they’ll think you don 't care.”
“If you take too long, they’ll stop trusting you.”

The thoughts came like a wave.

But underneath them was something deeper:

the ancient fear of being too slow,

too quiet,

not enough.

And for a moment, it worked.

The pressure pulled them off center.

Fingers hovered over the keyboard.

A part of them rehearsed the perfect sentence, the calm voice, the
wise guidance.

But something didn’t move.

The body had not said yes.

There was no breath in the chest.

The belly was tight.

The hands — mechanical.

So they stopped.



Just for a moment.

Long enough to feel the split:

One part rushing to meet expectation.

Another part still. Listening. Not resisting — just not following.
They didn’t reject the friend.

They didn’t abandon the moment.

They just refused to abandon themselves.
They stood up.

Stepped outside.

Felt the sun on their face.

And they asked, inwardly, softly:

“Is now the moment to respond?”

Not out of politeness.

Not out of habit.

But from the ground of what was actually true.
And the answer came —

not in words, but in breath:

“Not yet.”

They replied two hours later.

Not in fear.

Not 1n strategy.

Just one line:

“I’'m with you. I’ll respond when I’ve settled. I want to be clear.’
No apologies.

No performance.

Just presence.

And when they finally spoke,

it wasn’t rushed.

It wasn’t polished.

It was real.

They didn’t fix the friend.

They didn’t need to.

They simply stood in the space between pressure and reaction,
and let something quieter move them.

bJ

Later, a thought tried to creep back:



“Did you wait too long?”

But they knew that voice now.

It had nothing to offer.

So they smiled.

Breathed.

And returned to the rhythm that has no urgency.
Because they were learning:

Urgency doesn’t always mean importance.
And pressure doesn’t always mean priority.
Sometimes, it’s just a test.

And this time —

they didn’t flinch.



Here’s the next story — a shift in tone, but not in depth. It
explores creative block not as an obstacle to push through, but as
a living signal. A different kind of intelligence asking to be felt,
not solved. It’s a portrait of softening around the need to
"produce" — and of discovering what creativity actually 1s when
there’s no pressure to be creative.

The Blank Page

They sat in front of the screen.

Cursor blinking.

Silence thick.

No idea came.

No spark.

No rhythm.

Only the hum of the fan

and the quiet weight of nothing happening.
At first, 1t was fine.

They sipped tea.

Stared out the window.

Waited.

Then, slowly — like a familiar old ache — the thoughts crept in:



)

“You should have something by now.’
“Youve lost your edge.”

“What if it's gone?”

The tension arrived right on cue —
shoulders lifting, jaw tightening,
hands itching for distraction.

A pull to check messages, scroll, open tabs.
Anything but sit with the absence.

But they didn’t move.

They’d seen this before —

this urgency to escape what feels empty.
And they remembered now:

It wasn’t empty.

It was full of expectation.

Of invisible pressure.

Of the old belief that worth equals output.
So they closed the laptop.

Not 1n defeat.

In kindness.

They walked barefoot outside.

Felt the gravel.

Listened to the breeze.

Not thinking about what to write.

Not searching for inspiration.

Just not doing what wasn’t alive.

The thoughts didn’t stop.
“This is avoidance.”
“You’re wasting time.’
“Nothing s going to get done like this.”
But they didn’t answer.

They didn’t argue.

They simply let the thoughts rise and fall,
while listening — not with the mind,

but with the body.

And the body said:

“Rest a moment. You’re not a machine.”

)



Something softened.

That night, lying in bed,

a phrase bubbled up.

Not profound.

Not polished.

Just a sentence with weight.

A quiet truth that had been waiting — not to be found,
but to be received.

They wrote 1t down without editing.
No fanfare. No adrenaline.

Just a quiet yes in the belly.

And from there, more came.

Not 1n a rush — in a rhythm.

Not because they fried.

But because they weren’t trying.

They realized, in that moment,

that creativity isn’t something they do.
It’s something they join.

When they’re ready.

When 1t’s ready.

And if it doesn’t come?

That’s not failure.

That’s not a problem.

That’s just the space between breaths.

Now, when the block returns —

and it does —

they don’t panic.

They don’t label it.

They don’t force it.

They walk.

They sit.

They live.

And they trust that the page will fill itself
when the silence has said what it needed to say.



Here is the next story in the unfolding — a moment of
unexpected joy, not pursued, not deserved, not even recognized at
first. It arises in the ordinary, in the space where trying has ceased,
where life is simply being lived. This is the quiet reward of not
resisting anything, even boredom, even stillness — and
discovering that joy doesn’t come from something, but as
something.

The Small Joy

They weren’t doing anything important.

Just washing dishes.

Mid-morning light warming the kitchen tiles.
A half-eaten pear on the bench.

Birdsong outside, distant but clear.

The day had no agenda.

No breakthroughs.

No crisis to resolve.

And something about that made them uncomfortable.
There was a faint itch — the old one —

to check messages,

to write something meaningful,

to fix something broken.

But there was nothing demanding attention.
Just soap, water, movement.

And at first, that felt... wrong.

As though stillness required justification.

As though the value of the moment needed proof.
“Am I wasting time?”

“Should I be doing something more useful?”
But the thoughts came like whispers now.
Not commands. Not judgments.

Just wind through tall grass.



They kept washing.

Feeling the warm water, the smooth curve of ceramic,
the slight stretch in the lower back.

And then, without fanfare —

without trying —

it happened.

A tiny smile.

Not because of any particular thought.

Not because of achievement.

Just a sudden and quiet gladness.

For the sound of the spoon tapping the sink.
For the pear ripening too fast.

For the softness of being alive,

without needing to be anything more.

It didn’t feel like the joy they’d read about.
Not fireworks or ecstasy.

Just... space.

And within it, something sweet.

So ordinary it could’ve been missed.

So subtle it needed stillness to be heard.

It felt like being in rhythm —

with nothing in particular.

Just this breath.

This movement.

This moment.

They stood there for a long time.
Hands wet, eyes soft.

Nothing changed.

And everything changed.

Because this small joy wasn’t earned.
Wasn'’t the result of spiritual insight.
Wasn’t even special.

It was just what remained

when nothing was being resisted.



Not even the silence.

Not even the boredom.

Not even the absence of meaning.

And now they understood something they’d heard a thousand
times:

Joy doesn’t have to be created.

It only has to be uncovered.

Later that day, the mind returned with its lists.
Deadlines. Groceries. Messages to return.
But they didn’t mind.

They carried the moment like a stone in their pocket —
simple, weightless, real.

Because now they knew:

You don’t have to chase joy.

You only have to not cover it up.

It’s always been here.

Waiting for you

in the sound of the tap.

In the pear.

In the dishes.

In the place where nothing is missing.
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Here 1s the next story — a tender moment when comparison
returns like an old ghost. It doesn’t crash in with rage or panic. It
creeps. Quietly. It’s the echo of “not enough” that once ran the
show. But now, there’s a deeper capacity to stay, to see, to not buy
in. And even in this, something unexpected begins to flower —
compassion.

The Comparison Game

It began with a scroll.

Not with envy — not at first.

Just idle curiosity.

A friend had launched a project.
Another was hosting a retreat.
Someone else had a book deal,

a podcast,

a full calendar of “sold-out” events.
They smiled.

Genuinely.

But somewhere beneath the surface —
a flicker.



“Look at them go.”

“You used to move like that.”

“Are you falling behind?”

At first, they didn’t notice it.

Just a slight shift in posture.

A subtle tightening in the chest.

A vague discomfort, like something small had gone wrong.
Then came the familiar thoughts:

“You ’re not doing enough.”

“You should be visible.”

“You ’re wasting your potential.”

The words weren’t loud.

They weren’t new.

But they were sticky — coated in a kind of nostalgia for the old
way of being.

The way of doing to prove.

Of performing to belong.

Of producing to matter.

They watched.

They didn’t pretend it wasn’t happening.
They didn’t shame the part that still wanted to be seen,
to be applauded,

to be chosen.

They just noticed.

And slowly, they placed a hand on the chest.
The body didn’t feel wrong — it felt young.
It felt like a child still looking for a gold star.
So they whispered:

“I see you. It’s okay.”

No need to correct.

No need to fix.

Just witnessing.

They went for a walk.
No goal.
Just movement.



The thoughts kept bubbling:

“They re ahead.”

“You ve stopped growing.”

But with every step, the spell wore thinner.
Because something else was more present than the story.
The sound of wind.

The crunch of gravel.

The sway of trees.

And a soft voice from within:

“You’re not behind.

You’re on your path.

Let them walk theirs.”

It wasn’t a mantra.

It wasn’t a strategy.

It was simply true.

Later, they messaged one of the friends — the one with the book
deal.

“So happy for you. I really mean that.”

And they did.

Not because they’d conquered jealousy,

but because they didn’t need to feed it.

There was space now —

for both the ache

and the joy.

For the human longing to be recognized

and the quiet contentment of not needing to be.

They sat with a journal that night.
Not to process.

Not to analyze.

Just to write what was real:

“I thought I needed to be more.
But I already am.”

And it wasn’t a conclusion.

It was a noticing.



The kind that arises

when comparison is no longer king —
but just another visitor

passing through a house

that is no longer trying to impress anyone.

Here is the next story — a soft confrontation. A friend or
colleague, still living in the old rhythm, challenges the new way:
the stillness, the unhurried presence, the no longer chasing. But
this time, there’s no need to explain, prove, or convert. Just a quiet
resting in what’s true — and in that, something surprising
happens.

The Conversation

They hadn’t seen each other in a while.

The friend was full of stories — travel, projects, new people.
It was animated, alive, almost dizzying.

They listened, smiling.

And when the friend finally paused, they asked:
“So... what about you? What have you been up to?”
There was no easy answer.

Not because nothing had happened —

but because what had happened wasn’t measurable.
There were no big accomplishments.

No photos to show.

No impressive titles.

No upgrades.

Just quiet shifts.

Simple mornings.

The slow turning of attention inward.

So they said it plainly:

“Not much on the outside.

Just... being. Watching. Listening more.”



The friend blinked.

“Are you okay? You used to be so driven.

Honestly, I'm a little worried. You don’t seem... ambitious
anymore.”

There was no judgment in their tone —

just confusion. Maybe sadness.

And for a flicker of a moment, the old reflex kicked in:
“Explain yourself.”
“Reassure them.”
“Make this make sense.’
But the body didn’t move.

There was no tightening.

No urgency.

No shame.

Just a breath.

And then they said:

“I get why that might sound strange.

But 1t’s not that I’ve given up.

It’s more like... I’ve stopped fighting.

I’m still here. Just not in a hurry anymore.”

)

The friend frowned.

“But what about your dreams? Your vision? Doesn’t this feel like
giving up?”

They paused, letting the question hang.
Then, gently:

“It doesn’t feel like giving up.

It feels like... coming home.”

Not dramatic.

Not spiritual.

Just honest.

The friend didn’t get it.

Not fully.

But they softened. A little.

“Well, as long as you’re okay.”

“I am. I really am.”



And it was true — not because they convinced themselves.
But because they were here.

Not resisting the moment.

Not needing to be understood.

Just sharing space.

Afterward, they walked alone.

The mind, as always, offered thoughts:
“Maybe you should’ve said more.”
“Maybe you 're becoming boring.”
But the thoughts didn’t land.

They floated.

Dissolved.

Because there was no one to convince.
They didn’t need to be seen as right.
They didn’t need validation.

They had presence —

and that was enough.

And strangely, later that week, the friend messaged them:
“Been thinking about our talk.

There was something really peaceful about you.

I couldn’t name it before.

But maybe I’'m a little curious now.”

They smiled.

Didn’t reply right away.

Just felt the warmth move through the chest.

Not pride.

Not superiority.

Just love.

And the quiet joy of not needing anything to be different.



Here is the next story — still relational, but quieter. This time,
someone they care about is in pain. Old instincts to fix, advise,
rescue start to stir. But something deeper holds. This story is about
how being with, without trying to change, can be the deepest kind
of support — and how, in doing so, love reveals itself in a new
form: stillness.

The Not-Fixing

They could see it in the other’s eyes.
That raw, brimming hurt.

The words came fast — grief, anger, confusion all mixed together.
“I don’t know what to do.”
“Everything’s falling apart.”

“I just want it to stop.”

They listened.

Nodded.

Said, “I hear you.”

But inside, something was happening.
The old reflex — the fixer — stirred.



“Say something wise.”

“Offer a practice.”

“Calm them down.”

The thoughts rushed in like well-meaning medics,
trying to patch the silence with advice.

But they didn’t move.

They breathed.

They felt the tension in their own chest.

And they didn’t try to remove it.

Instead, they softened.

Not into passivity — but presence.

A presence that didn’t need to rush.

Didn’t need to be the hero.

Didn’t need to fill the space.

And 1n that quiet, something else was heard:
Not the words.

But the heartbeat underneath.

This wasn’t a moment for solutions.

It was a moment for staying.

So they said:

“I don’t have the right words.

But I’m here.”

Not as a line.

As truth.

And that truth, somehow, landed.

The other’s shoulders dropped — barely.
The breathing slowed — slightly.

No miracles.

No sudden clarity.

Just a flicker of relief:

the kind that comes not from being rescued,
but from not being left alone.

Later, the other said:



“You didn’t say much.

But I felt... safe. Like I wasn’t too much.”
And that was everything.

Because now they knew:

Fixing can be distancing.

Advice can be avoidance.

But presence —

presence without agenda —

is love in 1ts most grounded form.

They left the conversation quiet.

No summaries.

No advice texts later.

Just a warm hand on the other’s shoulder as they parted.
And a deep exhale once alone.

Not from effort.

But from the absence of it.

Because this time, they didn’t carry the other’s pain.
They didn’t try to solve it.

They simply stayed close enough

for it to not feel unbearable.

And that was enough.

Here is the next story — one of quiet solitude. A moment when
grief arrives, not because of a dramatic loss, but from the slow
unraveling of everything that used to give them meaning. It’s not a
storm — it’s a fog. And yet, by not resisting it, by letting it be
exactly as it is, something soft and essential begins to shine

through.

The Weight That Doesn’t Need Lifting

It came on a rainy afternoon.



Nothing specific triggered it.

No sharp memory. No breaking news.

Just the kind of gray that settles on the skin
and seeps quietly inward.

They were alone.

Nothing pressing on the calendar.

No one expecting them to smile or explain.
The stillness was thick.

And 1n 1t, grief emerged —

slow and unremarkable, like a long sigh.

It didn’t bring sobs or collapse.

Just a heaviness behind the eyes,

a wetness that never quite spilled.

“What is this for?”

“Who is this about?”

But there were no clear answers.

This wasn’t about a person or a place.

Not a death. Not a breakup.

It was the grief of old meanings fading.
The grief of not needing to strive anymore.
The grief of not being who they used to be.

They sat down on the floor.

Didn’t try to make it poetic.

Didn’t try to “process” it.

Just let the body be low.

Heavy. Honest.

The thoughts came:

“Maybe you 're regressing.”

“Maybe this isn t awakening after all.”
“You shouldn t be feeling this.”

But even these thoughts felt tired.

Like old soldiers who no longer believed in their orders.
So they were allowed to speak.

And then... left alone.

They placed a hand on the chest.



Not to fix.

To feel.

The pulse was slow.

The breath was tender.

The sorrow was soft — not painful, just present.
And 1n the quiet, a phrase arrived:
“Nothing needs to lift.”

It wasn’t a mantra.

It was just true.

The weight wasn’t wrong.

It was part of the weather of the moment.
And when there was no resistance,

it stopped being a burden.

It became a kind of intimacy.

Later that evening,

they made soup.

Lit a candle.

Wrapped themselves in a blanket, not to hide — but to hold.
The grief didn’t disappear.

But it changed shape.

No longer a shadow to escape,

but a guest to keep company.

And 1n its presence, something unexpected appeared:
Gratitude.

Not for suffering.

But for the permission to be this soft.

They went to bed that night

not healed,

not enlightened,

not triumphant —

but quietly full.

Full of a kind of love

that doesn’t need to glow.

The love that holds sadness

the way a mother holds a sleeping child.



Without question.
Without fixing.
Just... here.



Y
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Here is the next story — a deepening of the thread. After grief has
been held in stillness, something quiet and true begins to take root.
Loneliness is no longer an enemy to defeat, but a doorway. And
within 1t, a new kind of knowing arises — not from effort or
reason, but from the intimacy born of not turning away.

The Quiet Knowing

They had started walking again.

Not to get somewhere.

Not to clear their head.

Just because the air felt honest.

A late afternoon light filtered through the trees.
Soft shadows. Birdsong.

The kind of hush that only arrives when you’re not chasing
anything.

But inside, there was still that ache.
Loneliness.

Not sharp. Not desperate.

Just a slow, hollow tenderness.



Like something once dear had gone missing

and hadn’t been named.

They had known it for a long time —

carried 1t in airports,

in beds shared then emptied,

in rooms full of people where their laughter didn’t reach.
But today it wasn’t hidden.

Today it walked beside them, bare and quiet.

There was a temptation to think it through.
“Where does this come from?”

“Is this about childhood? A former love? Some unmet need?”
But no.

That’s not what was needed.

What was needed was to not need to know.
Just feel.

The ache in the throat.

The soft yearning in the belly.

The sense of something missing —

but not wrong.

Just... human.

And then something unexpected.

They sat on a bench under a gum tree,
watching ants navigate a crack in the path,
and the thought arose:

“This loneliness is a kind of love.”

Not romantic.

Not needy.

A kind of pure missing.

Not because something should be there,

but because of the echo of something that once was.
The absence made the presence visible.

And suddenly, there was no problem to solve.
Loneliness wasn’t a hole to be filled.

It was a reminder of connection —

of how deeply they were built to belong,



to feel,
to care.

They closed their eyes.

And 1n that stillness,

something stirred.

Not a voice.

Not a vision.

Just a knowing.

Gentle. Rooted.

Like a tree whispering to its own roots.
“You haven’t lost anything essential.”
The people may have gone.

The roles may have fallen away.

The stories may have faded.

But what moved beneath 1t all —

what grieved, what loved, what longed —
was still here.

Not broken.

Not lacking.

Just quieter than they’d ever dared to listen for.

When they opened their eyes,
nothing had changed.

The street was still quiet.

The loneliness was still present.

But now it wasn’t just loneliness.

It was healing in motion.

A grief that had ripened into wisdom.
An absence that had become a compass.
They stood,

not taller,

but steadier.

And walked home slowly —

not to escape the ache,

but to walk with it

like an old friend.



Here 1s the next story — a subtle threshold crossed quietly.
There’s no announcement, no epiphany. Just a moment when they
notice that something has shifted. What used to feel like emptiness
now feels like spaciousness. And this inner shift changes how they
meet others — not with need, but with presence. Not with
grasping, but with quiet joy.

The Absence That Wasn’t Empty

They didn’t plan to spend the evening alone.
It just happened that way.

Plans fell through.

A friend canceled.

No messages waiting.

No one to check in on.

Once, this would have brought an ache.

A vague sense of rejection.

A temptation to scroll, to reach out,

to prove they still mattered.

But tonight... none of that arose.

Not because they’d outgrown longing.
But because the need had dissolved.

They sat in their small living room,

the hum of the fan in the background,

a candle flickering without ceremony.
And without trying, they whispered aloud:
“This 1s actually... enough.”

The words surprised them.

Not as a defense, not a self-soothing mantra.
But as a statement of fact.

There was a time when silence screamed.
When solitude meant failure.
When being alone felt like not being loved.



But now the room felt gentle.

Not empty.

Open.

There was space for tea.

Space for breath.

Space for being — without performing.
They stood in the middle of the room
and smiled without reason.

Not at anyone.

Just... smiling,.

Because something had quietly turned.

Later, while washing dishes,

a memory arose:

a time they’d been surrounded by people,
yet felt invisible.

They saw now that loneliness doesn’t come from the lack of
company.

It comes from the lack of connection —
first, with oneself.

And they were connected now.

Not to an 1dea of who they were.

Not to a role or purpose.

Just to this body.

This breath.

This moment.

That was all.

That was everything.

And strangely, in the days that followed,
conversations with others changed.

Not dramatically.

Just... subtly.

They found themselves listening more.
Interrupting less.

Not trying to be impressive.

Not shrinking either.



Just being there — fully.

Something in them had stopped asking,
“Do you see me?”

and started living from,

“I see you.”

Not because they were trying to be noble.
But because there was room now.

Room for others.

Room for their stories.

Room for silence between words.

At the café one morning,

a stranger struck up a conversation.

They chatted briefly — books, weather, nothing deep.
And when the stranger left,

they noticed something.

There was no surge of hope.

No mental replay.

No longing to be liked.

Just a warmth in the chest

and the simple sweetness of shared space.
It was enough.

They didn’t celebrate the change.
They didn’t write about it.

They didn’t even think much of it.
But that night,

as they crawled into bed alone,
they felt it clearly:

“I’m not waiting anymore.”

Not for love.

Not for belonging.

Not for some perfect moment to begin living.
Because life had already begun.
And they were finally here for it.



Investigative Exercises: The Evening That Was Enough
1. Notice the Feeling of 'Not Enough':

° Recall a recent time you were alone. Did a feeling of
lack arise?

°  Where in the body did that feeling show up? What were
the accompanying thoughts?

2. Observe the Impulse to Distract:

°  What are your go-to distractions when aloneness feels
uncomfortable? (e.g., scrolling, texting, eating)

° Pause before engaging. Ask: "What feeling am I trying
to move away from?"

3. Sit with the Ache:

° If loneliness or longing arises, don’t rush to label or
escape it. Sit still. Breathe.

°  Where is the sensation located in the body? What’s the
texture? Does it actually demand action—or just
attention?

4. Explore the Story of Rejection:
° Ask: "What am I making this moment mean about me?"

°  Write the story down. Then question it. Is it true? Or just
familiar?

5. Try Whispering Aloud:
° In a quiet moment, say: “This is enough.”

° Notice whether it feels forced or free. Let the body
respond before the mind comments.

6. Presence in Solitude:



Spend 15 minutes alone with no agenda. Notice the
environment: sounds, scents, light.

Can you sense the space as supportive rather than
empty?

7. Revisit a Past Crowd:

(¢]

Remember a time when you felt lonely among others.
How did that feel?

What was missing? Was it attention from others—or
connection with yourself?

8. From 'Do You See Me?' to 'I See You':

(¢]

In your next conversation, notice if you’re performing or
waiting for affirmation.

Instead, shift attention to the other: Can you really hear
them? See them?

9. End the Day Without Reaching:

(¢]

Try ending the night without external validation (no
social check-ins, no digital touchpoints).

Let the final moment be silence. Breathe. Whisper again
if it helps: “This 1s enough.”

Let each of these exercises be an invitation—not to fix loneliness,
but to meet it without resistance. To discover that even in stillness,
nothing is missing.



The Wrinkle

They were getting better at catching it now — the silent drift into
storyline. Noticing how the mind spun tales, dressed them up as
facts, and sold them as reality.

One morning, resting on the porch in the early light, they heard a
voice from within:

“I don t think I'm doing this right.”

It had a familiar tone — a whispering doubt wrapped in the
appearance of care. But they knew now to pause.

And in the pause, the question arose on its own:

“Is this thought experience or concept?”

They watched.

A breath. A birdcall. The soft movement of leaves.

That was experience.

But the idea that they were doing it wrong? That was a story.
Still, the body didn’t know the difference at first. That story sent a
ripple down the spine, a tightening behind the ribs. The muscles
tensed, subtle but noticeable. Like a piano wire being tightened.
This was the wrinkle.

Even when they knew it was just a thought — even when the
concept was seen through — the belief had already sparked a



reaction. And that reaction was experience. The emotion was real.
The tightening was real.

It made perfect sense now why so much confusion remained even
after seeing there was no self — because stories believed still
ripple through the nervous system.

They thought back to something a guide had once said:

"A story believed has a response that is actual.”

That was 1t. That was the whole key.

Belief wasn’t some lofty metaphysical position. It was just a spark
— and the body responded before the mind could intervene. Like
a fire alarm triggered by steam.

So the work, 1f it could be called that, wasn’t to kill stories. Stories
would arise. That’s what the mind did.

The work was simply this:

To see what was story and what was actual.

To feel the response.

And then, to not layer another story on top of that.

No need to fix.

No need to justify.

No need to improve.

Just this:

Oh. A thought. A tightening. A breath.

Letting 1t move through, as it must.

This was becoming their rhythm now — a gentle noticing, again
and again. Sometimes catching it early, sometimes not until later.
But always, more quickly, returning to the ground of now.

They were beginning to live without taking sides against what
appeared.

And that, somehow, felt like peace.

Not dramatic.

Not permanent.

Just quietly available.

Waiting to be seen.




Investigative Exercises — The Silent Drift into

Storyline

These are not meant as rigid techniques, but as invitations — ways
to look freshly into what is actually here.

1. Spotting the Drift

Sit quietly for a few minutes.

Notice when attention moves from immediate sensory input
(sound, sight, breath, bodily sensations) into a narrative about
yourself or the situation.

Don’t try to stop it — just mark the moment with a mental
note: “Story.”

Ask: “What am I taking as fact here?”

2. The Story vs. Experience Split

Take a recent worry or doubt (“I’'m doing it wrong,” “They
don’t like me,” “This will fail”).

Ask: “Which parts of this are direct experience — and which
parts are constructed?”

Direct experience will be things like: “Tightness in chest,”
“Sound of traffic,” “Cool air on skin.”

Everything else — explanations, judgments, predictions — is
story.

3. Tracking the Body’s Response

The next time a thought triggers an emotion, pause.

Before dismissing it as “just a story,” locate the body’s
reaction.



o [s there tightening? Heat? Holding of breath? Restlessness?

o Describe it silently to yourself as if you were reporting
weather: “Warm pressure in stomach. Breath shallow.
Shoulders lifted.”

o Notice: These sensations are real, even if the story is not.

4. Seeing Belief as a Spark
e Watch how quickly a reaction can happen after a thought.

o Reflect: “This tightening — would it be here if the thought
hadn t been believed?”

e No need to push it away — simply note how belief and
bodily response are linked.

5. The “No Second Story” Practice

 When you spot a reaction, see if you can let it be without
adding another story like: “I shouldn’t feel this,” or “I
thought I was past this.”

o Just: “A thought. A tightening. A breath.”

o Allow the wave to move through.

6. Return to Now

e Once the wave subsides, gently return attention to something
immediate: the feeling of your feet, the sound of birds, the air
moving in your nose.

 Not as a way to escape, but as a way to reconnect with what
1s undeniably happening.



The Split Second

It happened during a trip to the grocery store.

They were waiting in line, tired and a little hungry, when a man
cut in front of them. Not with aggression, just obliviousness. He
hadn’t seen them. Or if he had, he didn’t care.

The familiar jolt arrived — that flash of irritation.

The old story sparked: “How rude. People are so inconsiderate.
Why does this always happen to me?”

But this time, something else came too.

A noticing.

Not of the story, but of the body.

There — in the chest — a tightening. A slight swirl in the gut.
Heat behind the eyes.

No analysis. No meaning. Just raw sensation.

They stayed there.

It would have been so easy to react to the story — to feel
indignant, to lean into the narrative and maybe even say
something passive-aggressive. But instead, they just stayed.
Tingling. Pressure. Rising. Falling.

And like that — the moment passed.

No suppression.



No self-control.

Just contact.

Not with the idea of what happened.

But with what was actually happening.

The body had responded before the mind did. That was okay. That
was normal. But there was no need to follow it into the imagined
offense. No need to build a castle of meaning out of a moment of
heat.

And that made all the difference.

As they left the store, groceries in hand, they noticed how light
their body felt. As if something had passed through without
leaving a mark.

No resentment. No residue.

It had never been about the man 1n line.

It had never even been about the irritation.

It was about where the attention rested.

On the story?

Or on the sensing?

One bound. One freed.

This too was practice. This too was waking up.

Over and over, in ordinary life.

Right in the middle of checkout lines and subtle heat behind the
eyes.

Just this.

Investigative Exercises — The Grocery Store Line

These are not meant to be practiced only in calm, quiet moments.
The point is to bring them into the real, messy, unpredictable
stream of daily life — exactly where irritation, hurt, or tension can
appear without warning.

1. Catch the spark early.
Next time you notice even the faintest flicker of irritation, pause.



Don’t rush to label it as right or wrong, justified or not. Simply
name it silently: “Spark.”” That word is your reminder to stop
looking at the story and start looking at the bod)y.

2. Shift from why to where.

Instead of asking, “Why is this happening?”
narrative — ask, “Where is this in the body?”

Scan slowly. Is it in the chest? The gut? The jaw? Notice location,
texture, and movement.

which fuels the

3. Strip away the meaning.

For a few breaths, refuse to interpret. Don’t connect the sensation
to the person, the situation, or the past. Pretend you have no idea

why 1t’s there. Feel it as if you were an alien encountering human
sensations for the first time.

4. Let the sensation have its life.

See 1f you can let the sensation rise, shift, and fade without
interference. No pushing away. No holding on. Just allowing it to
move, the way you’d watch clouds pass overhead.

5. Notice the moment it’s gone.

At some point, the intensity changes or disappears. Catch that
moment. How does the body feel now? Light? Spacious? Neutral?
Savor the absence as much as you felt the presence.

6. Link it to freedom.

Afterward, reflect gently: Was there less residue when I stayed
with sensing rather than story? Did it pass more cleanly? You’re
not looking for perfection — only for the recognition that your
attention determines whether the moment binds or releases.



7. Practice in the small stuff.

Don’t wait for major triggers. Use a slow driver, a spilled coffee,
or a misplaced item as practice. The skill of resting in sensing, not
story, 1s forged in the tiny moments you normally overlook.



The Story of Seeing Through

For years, I thought being awake meant having no thoughts, no
story, no sense of self. I thought it meant transcending the world—
some state of pristine clarity where nothing personal remained.
But now, I see it differently.

It started not with a flash of insight but with a gradual shift—one
that happened in quiet moments, away from the noise. Looking at
a leaf without naming it. Feeling the pull of an emotion without
rushing to explain it. Watching thought narratives spin, but not
chasing them. These glimpses grew into something stable.

What shifted was this: I began to notice the models.

We make models all the time. Of "myself." Of "my life." Of "other
people." Of "the world." They're useful—sometimes even
necessary. But they are, undeniably, just models.

Being awake, I realized, doesn’t mean abandoning these models. It
means using them knowingly. It means seeing them for what they
are—functional tools, not absolute truths.

It means that even in stress, even in conflict, something in you
remembers: this story I’m telling about what’s happening, it’s just
one possible version. This identity I’'m protecting? A model. This
world I interpret? Also a model. And it can’t be otherwise.

The difference between awake and not awake, then, is this: when
we’re not awake, we believe the models. We live inside them. We



assume that our interpretations of sensations and memories are the
truth. We spin narratives by default—and then we suffer.

Being awake means interpretation only happens when it’s actually
helpful. Not out of habit. Not out of fear. Not because we’re trying
to hold together a fragile sense of self.

I noticed something else, too.

Every belief I clung to as "true" was grounded in a bodily
sensation. A tightness in the chest. A twist in the gut. That
sensation became the proof. But that’s not proof. It’s not reliable.
It’s not enough.

Waking up means seeing through that. It means recognizing that
"truth" 1s a label we stick on a feeling to make it feel solid.

And it means realizing that things are as they are. There are no
alternate timelines. No parallel realities where I made a better
choice. There 1s only this moment, unfolding as it must.

That realization brings peace.

The endless cycles of “What if?”, “If only”, “I wish”, and “They
should have”—they fall away. And with them, the restlessness.
The regret. The constant hum of resistance.

Waking up doesn’t mean becoming numb. It means seeing clearly.
It means recognizing that craving, aversion, and suffering are not
embedded in the world—they’re interpretations layered on top of
raw sensation.

But here’s the part that surprised me most:

Waking up doesn’t erase the richness of life. In fact, it clarifies it.
Before this shift, I wondered: if I stop interpreting everything, if [
stop telling stories, how will I find meaning? How will life be
rich?

Now I see it differently. The richness of "my life" is still here. The
memories, the accomplishments, the relationships—they’re still
beautiful. Still worth celebrating.

The difference is: I don’t need them to be me. They’re not
limitations. They’re not prisons. They’re just stories I enjoy. Until
[ don’t.

I don’t have to stop reflecting on my life to be awake. I just have
to see the reflections as reflections.



This has cleared up a lot of confusion. I used to think enjoying my
own story was a sign [ wasn’t free yet. But now I see it as a sign |
am. If I enjoy the story, and I know it’s a story, there’s no problem.
That also helped me answer the old question: "How do I want to
live?"

Now I know—I want to live freely. Lightly. Able to savor without
clinging. Able to love without needing.

I also saw how much confusion comes from reifying spiritual
concepts. Especially the division between the Relative and the
Absolute. The Absolute is often positioned as the truth, the
ultimate reality, and the Relative as an illusion. But that’s another
trap.

In this new framing, the Absolute isn’t a metaphysical foundation.
It’s just the recognition that we don’t Zave to interpret. It’s not the
truth. It’s an option.

The Relative is the domain of story, identity, goals, values, and
preferences. It’s not an illusion. It’s what we use to function and
relate and create. And it’s fine—as long as we remember it’s not
truth.

So I’m not saying this is the truth. I’'m not offering a metaphysical
claim.

I’m just describing a way of looking that changed everything for
me.

It’s not something to believe.

It’s something to notice.

Exercises — Seeing the Models

These exercises are not about reaching a conclusion. They are
about looking — right now — to see what’s actually happening
when experience meets interpretation.



1. Spotting the Model in Real Time

Sit quietly for a moment.

Let attention rest on whatever 1s present — sounds, light, the
feel of your body in the chair.

Now notice the first thought that describes any of it.
o “The chair is uncomfortable.”
o “It’s too quiet in here.”
o “I should be more focused.”

Ask: Is this direct experience, or is it a model?

Direct experience is raw sensation — pressure, warmth,
sound.

The model is the label, interpretation, or meaning assigned to
it.

Repeat this several times, until you can see the moment a
model overlays the raw data.

2. The Body as the Proof

Recall a belief you hold strongly — about yourself, someone
else, or the world.

Hold that belief in mind.
Where in the body do you feel it?
o Is there a tightening? A heaviness? A lift?

Now imagine the belief is false. Watch what happens to that
bodily sensation.

Notice: the belief feels “true” because the body reacts. But
the sensation itself isn’t proof — it’s just sensation.



3. The Habit of Default Storytelling

Choose a neutral daily activity — making tea, walking to the
mailbox, brushing your teeth.

As you do it, listen for the mind’s running commentary.
Is it narrating? Comparing? Predicting?

At each noticing, pause for a second and drop the story. Rest
in just the sensations and movements.

Then, allow the story to return if it wants — but see it as
optional, not mandatory.

4. The “What If’ Cleanout

Bring to mind a current or past situation where “What 1f?” or
“If only” thoughts arise.

Each time the mind offers one, strip it down to its core: Is this
a raw event, or my model of what could/should be?

Say silently: “There is only this.”

Feel what remains in the absence of an alternate reality.

5. Relative and Absolute in Practice

For one day, play with shifting lenses:

o  Absolute lens: No interpretation, just direct contact with
sound, sight, sensation.

o Relative lens: Use names, roles, preferences — fully
engage the story.

At intervals, ask: Do I remember which lens I’m using?



» Notice the freedom in choosing — and the suffering when
you forget you’re choosing.

6. The Enjoyment Test

e Think of a personal achievement or cherished memory.
e Let yourself enjoy it fully.

e While enjoying, check: Am I needing this to define me? Or 1s
it just a story I love right now?

» Feel the difference between clinging and savoring.

These exercises aim to make the shift fe/t — not just understood
— so that “models” become transparent in daily life.

The point isn’t to stop using them, but to know, in your bones, that
they’re not the territory — they’re the map.



The Hand and the Thought

James didn’t mean to touch the hotplate.

He had just made coffee. The sun was barely up, his kitchen filled
with soft morning light. Without thinking, he reached to slide the
frying pan closer—and his fingers grazed the burner.

His hand jerked back before he even knew why. The sting hit
instantly. Burning, sharp, alive.

There was no time to name it. No time to say “pain.” The body
moved. The nerves screamed. A wave of sensation pulsed through
his hand. That was all.

That was direct experiencing.

A second later came the thought: You idiot.

He cradled his hand and stared at the red patch forming on his
fingers. Another thought rose: How could you be so careless?
Tightness 1n his chest. A pinch behind the eyes. Shame.
Embarrassment. A sense of being stupid.

That too was direct experiencing.

He stood in the middle of the kitchen, not moving. Something was
different. He didn’t know why he noticed it, but he did. There was
pain in his hand. And there was the story in his head.



They were not the same.

The pain was simple. Clear. A burning, throbbing pulse. It didn’t
say anything. It didn’t blame. It didn’t accuse.

The story did.

The pain came and went, pulsing and receding. But the story kept
building. You’re such a fool. You do this kind of stuff all the time.
What’s wrong with you?

But now, James was watching it. Really watching.

The pain was real. The thought was... a thought.

He noticed the difference.

He didn’t try to stop the thoughts. He didn’t try to replace them
with “positive ones.” He just watched.

And something broke open.

He realized: the pain in his hand wasn’t a problem. It was just
pain. What made it a problem was the commentary.

The 1dea that he “shouldn’t have done it.” The idea that “he was
stupid.” The voice saying “you always mess things up.” These
were stories, nothing more. Habitual reactions.

But that wasn’t the truth.

The truth was: a hand touched heat. A signal fired. Muscles
reacted. Nerves flared. The body protected itself. And now there
was sensation. That was all.

Everything else was extra.

He rinsed his hand under cool water. The sensation shifted. From
burn to tingle. From sharp to dull. Even the pain changed. It
wasn’t fixed. It wasn’t permanent.

The thoughts continued, but they had lost something—authority.
They floated by like smoke. Not true. Not false. Just noise.

And in the silence underneath, James felt something else.

Not peace. Not bliss. Just clarity.

This was it. This moment. This raw, exact experience. Before the
name. Before the story. Before the “me” that supposedly “did”
something wrong.

There was just pain.

There was just thought.

There was no one in there who had failed.



He looked out the window. A bird landed on the fence. No reason.
No message. Just a bird, landing.
No commentary needed.

Exercises — James and the Hotplate

These aren’t about changing what happens.

They’re about noticing — exactly as it is.

Do them slowly. Keep the movements small and the attention
close.

1. Catch the First Spark

e Recall a recent moment when discomfort arose — physical or
emotional.

e Without trying to fix or justify it, pause and ask:
“What is here right now that doesn’t require a name?”

o Stay with what the body is actually sensing: heat, pressure,
tingling, heaviness, lightness, movement.

* Notice if the mind immediately tries to label or interpret it
(“this is pain,” “this is anger,” “this is bad”).

e Sece if you can stay just a breath longer before the label.

2. Separate the Channels

e In any ordinary moment, close your eyes for 15 seconds.

e When something is noticed — a sensation, a sound, a smell
— ask:

o Channel 1: Is this a raw sensory experience?



o Channel 2: Is this a story about the experience?
e Say them aloud if helpful: “Sensation” or “Story.”

e Repeat until you can spot the shift from one to the other in
real time.

3. Let the Sensation Speak for Itself

e When a sensation arises, ask:
“Does this sensation contain instructions?”
“Does it say anything about me?”

e Notice: sensations don’t tell stories — the mind does.

o Feel the gap between sensation (pure, changing, alive) and
the commentary (fixed, repetitive, personal).

4. Watch the Story Build

» Next time an emotional reaction begins, let the first few
thoughts play out.

e Don’t stop them. Don’t replace them.

e Just observe how the mind stacks meaning on top of raw
sensation.

o Ask: “If this sensation happened without the commentary,
would there be a problem?”

5. Test with Something Small

e Choose a mild discomfort — holding a cold glass of water,
smelling something unpleasant, sitting in an awkward
position for a moment.

e Watch:

1. Raw data: the direct sensory input.



2. Meaning-making: the mind’s version of events.

e See if you can notice when the discomfort becomes
“unbearable” only because of the story.

6. Trace It Back

e The next time shame, guilt, or self-criticism shows up, ask:
“What is the exact bodily sensation right now?”

o [Is it pressure in the chest?
o Heat 1n the face?
o A sinking in the belly?

e Then ask: “If this sensation had no name, what would it
be?”

o Stay there, without adding a layer.

7. Play With the Gap

e Recall James in the kitchen:
o The burn.
o The thoughts.
o The recognition that they’re separate.

e Try finding a similar moment in your own life — something
simple and physical, like a sudden sound or temperature
change.

e Rest in the gap between what’s sensed and what’s told.

o Let both exist without needing to merge them.

Key realisation to watch for:
Stories are not the enemy. Sensations are not the enemy.



It’s the fusion of the two — believing the story is part of the
sensation — that creates the “me” who suffers.



The Post-1t Note

Mira sat at the cafe, staring at her untouched croissant. She had
just come from a meeting where her boss had said, “We’ll revisit
your proposal later.” That was it. A neutral sentence. No eye-roll,
no frown, just those words.

But inside Mira, a storm had already begun.

He hated it. He thinks I’'m incompetent. I knew I shouldn’t have
spoken up.

She didn’t notice the cup in her hand anymore, didn’t taste the
coffee she sipped. Her chest tightened, her jaw clenched. Shame
spread like smoke.

Then, a voice from behind startled her: “Excuse me, are you done
with that chair?”

She blinked. Her body snapped back to the present. “Oh—yeah,
take it.”

As the stranger walked away, Mira suddenly saw herself. Saw
what had just happened.

All morning, she had been labeling that five-second interaction as
rejection, failure, humiliation. She had taken a simple phrase—
we’ll revisit it later—and turned it into a wall of judgments,
conclusions, and imagined meanings.



She had pasted post-it notes over reality. And believed them.
Her stomach clenched again.

But something else had cracked open too: curiosity.

She leaned back in her chair and looked around. The street was
alive. Cars passed. Someone laughed nearby. The air touched her
face. No thoughts, just this. Actual sounds, actual light, actual
breath.

She looked at the croissant.

Color. Texture. Smell.

Croissant was just a label. Underneath that, there was... this.
Whatever this was—form, sensation, warmth, smell—it wasn’t a
croissant. Not until mind slapped that name on it.

The same with the chair. The cup. The word Mira.

Each thing she looked at came with a mental label. And she
realized she had been relating to the labels, not the things. Not
even things—just the mystery showing up as color, pressure, heat,
taste.

Reality wasn’t what she had thought. It never was.

She picked up the cup and really felt it. The warmth. The slight
slickness of ceramic. No story. Just sensation.

Then the thought returned: He thinks I’'m incompetent.

But this time, she didn’t grab it. She saw fit.

It was a post-it note.

An interpretation. A habit. A mental reflex trained over years.
Not the thing itself.

The thing itself—the actual experience—was a voice saying
words, a sensation in her body, and then the spiral of thought
about it.

There was space now. Space between the raw experience and the
story she usually built around it.

In that space, there was no pain. No drama. Just what was.

Later, walking home, someone bumped into her shoulder. Hard.
A story leapt up: Rude! Disrespectful!

But she paused.

What actually happened?

A sudden push. A jolt. Then the thought. That’s it.

The push wasn’t personal. The thought was.



The mistake wasn’t in the bump—it was in believing the post-it
note that followed.

She smiled.

The world hadn’t changed. But her relationship to it had.

No more taking her labels as reality.

No more believing that her thoughts were the final word.

Just experience.

Just this.

Exercise — Post-it Notes on Reality

Purpose:

To directly notice the difference between raw experiencing and the
mind’s labels, interpretations, and stories — and to see how
identification happens when those labels are believed.

1. Catch the Post-it

e Several times today, pause in the middle of whatever you’re
doing.

o Look at anything in your field of experience — an object, a
sound, a person’s face.
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noise,” “stranger,’
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e Notice the instant mental label: “cup,
“my phone,” etc.

Inquiry Prompt:
e Without that label, what’s here?

o What is the direct experience? (color, shape, movement,
texture, sound)



2. Separate Event from Interpretation

The next time someone says or does something that triggers a
reaction, slow it down:

1. Identify the event — what actually happened in the most
literal terms. (“A voice said the words: ‘We'll revisit your
proposal later.””)

2. Identify the interpretation — the mental post-it note (“He
thinks I’'m incompetent.”).

3. Feel the body’s response to the interpretation. Is it tightness,
heat, pressure, breath holding?

Key Question:
e  Which part is actual? Which part 1s the mind’s add-on?

3. See the Glue of Identification

o After the label appears, watch for the moment it becomes
personal.

e Notice how quickly “this cup” becomes “my cup” or “that
comment” becomes “about me.”

Inquiry Prompt:

o What is the actual experience of identifying? (Look for the
bodily “hook” — the glue — often a sensation of ownership
or defensiveness.)

4. Short-Circuit the Habit

e  When you catch a post-it note, try this:

o Name it: “Label. Story. Interpretation.”



o Then return to raw experiencing — the color, sound,
sensation that’s here without the label.

o See if the body shifts when the story isn’t engaged with.

5. Journal Reflection

At the end of the day, jot down:
* One moment where you saw a label and didn’t believe it.

e One moment where you believed the label — and what
happened in the body when you did.

Core Insight to Verify:

Reality isn’t the label.

Labels are mental post-its.

Believing them glues “me” into the experience.
Without that belief, there’s just this.



The Curtain Falls

They had always assumed they were in charge.

Of the choices. The moods. The mistakes and triumphs. They
wore their decisions like armor and shame, carried their regrets
like weathered charms on a bracelet. The story of "me" was
intricate and proudly told.

Until one ordinary morning, over coffee that had grown cold,
something strange happened. Not dramatic. Not mystical. Just...
still.

A leaf fell outside the window. A bird flitted past and was gone.
Their hand moved to pick up the cup. Their eyes blinked.

And a quiet thought came, softer than any before:

“Who is doing all of this?”

It wasn't a philosophical puzzle. It wasn't the mind chasing itself.
It was more like a sudden stillness in the orchestra — as if the
conductor had stepped down, and the music played on anyway.
They watched their hand lift the cup. Watched the sensation of
warmth register. Watched a thought arise: “I should warm this

2

up.
But even the thought — where had it come from? It wasn’t
summoned. It appeared. Just like the twitch in their leg, or the

rhythm of their breath.



And then a deeper seeing: that every thought, every emotion,
every motion, every reaction... had always happened that way.
No one had ever been at the controls.

There was no cockpit. No pilot. Just weather moving through a
sky.

Not even a watcher behind the eyes. Just seeing, because the eyes
were open. Just hearing, because the ears were clear. Just aware-
ing, because the conditions allowed for aware-ing to happen.

The memory of "being someone" suddenly felt like an old
costume worn too long. A story told so many times that even the
narrator forgot it was fiction.

Even the voice that said “But I’'ve made so many choices!” was
just another breeze in the air — no more personal than a passing
cloud.

It wasn’t frightening. Not now. Oddly, it felt like relief.

Because 1n this seeing, there was no more need to pretend to be
the puppeteer. No need to carry the burden of being the author of
every page. Life had been writing itself all along, with no need for
a signature.

They sat in the quiet a while longer, watching a thought come, and
go. Then another. And then they stood, stretched, and rinsed the
cup.

Not because they chose to.

But because it happened.

And the leaf outside, unnoticed by most, fell and fell and fell —
exactly as it was always going to.

Exercise — “Who is Doing All of This?”

1. Begin in stillness

» Sit somewhere comfortable, with no agenda to “do” anything.



o Let the body settle, but don’t try to control your breathing or
posture.

e Let sounds, sights, and sensations arrive on their own.
2. Notice movements that “just happen”

o Feel the breath moving in and out. Did “you” start it?

e Blink. Did you decide to blink?

e Scratch an itch. Did the thought "I’/ scratch"” cause the
movement, or did the movement happen and the thought
tagged along?

3. Question the next thought
e Wait for a thought to arise — any thought.

o Ask: Did I choose that thought? Could I have chosen a
different one?

e Look closely at where it came from. Can you find a “place”
or “someone’ that made it?

4. Track cause-and-effect illusions

 When an action happens (like sipping your drink), notice if a
thought appears claiming ownership: “I decided to take a

sip.”

e Look underneath — did the thought cause the sip, or did it
appear after the sip began?

e See if you can spot the mind creating a little “me” to own the
action.

5. Zoom in on sensations

e Feel your body right now — pressure on the seat,
temperature of your skin, the heartbeat in your chest.

o Ask: Who is making these happen?



e See if any answer is more than another thought.
6. Test with small “decisions”
o Think: I’'m going to stand up in a moment.

e Watch exactly when the body moves — was there a moment
of you pushing it into motion, or did the impulse simply arise
and movement follow?

e Repeat with simple actions: tapping a finger, taking a sip,
glancing out the window.

7. Catch the “me” story in the act

e As you move through the day, notice every time a thought
claims: [ decided... I caused... I chose...

e Pause and look: did that thought appear before or after the
action?

e Is the “chooser” ever more than a label stuck on what’s
already happened?

8. Rest in the seeing
e Drop the need to get an answer.

o Let the recognition deepen that life 1s moving on its own —
breathing, hearing, thinking, acting.

e The seeing itself doesn’t need a controller.



Love Without Edges

They sat in the café, a friend across from them, hands wrapped
around a warm mug. Outside, the sky threatened rain, but inside,
everything was still.

The friend was talking — something about an argument with their
partner, something about not feeling seen. The words floated
gently, like mist above water. And somewhere in the space
between listening and not listening, something quiet opened.

It wasn't empathy in the usual sense. It wasn't “I know how you
feel,” or “I've been there too.” It was more like the dissolving of
boundaries — as if the friend’s pain didn’t belong to anyone
anymore. There was no one feeling sorry. No one offering
comfort. Just... warmth. Softness. A silent, wordless ‘yes’ to
everything being said, and everything left unsaid.

They didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. There was no strategy. No
internal commentary. No urge to fix, explain, advise. And
strangely, the friend seemed to sense it. Their story slowed. Their
voice softened. And the storm in their eyes began to clear — not
because of anything that was done, but because something had
stopped.

There was no “someone” doing the loving. No “someone”
receiving it. Just love, ambient and effortless, like the air around



them. Not personal. Not abstract. Just the natural condition of no
resistance.

Later, walking home through the drizzle, that warmth lingered.
Not as emotion, not as bliss. Just as... openness.

They remembered how love had once always meant foward.
Toward a mother. A lover. A pet. A sunset. Something outside.
Something seen and held and claimed.

But now — there was no direction. It wasn’t foward anything. It
was. Like gravity. Like breath. Like a hum that had always been
playing quietly beneath the noise of wanting.

This love didn’t ask for recognition. It didn’t shine brighter for
certain people and dim for others. It was just as alive in the
passing glance of the stranger at the corner shop as it was in the
gaze of an old friend. It didn’t pick favorites.

Even pain was included. Especially pain.

There was a time when they would try to open their heart. Try to
“be more loving.” But that effort had always come from a “me”
who believed it was separate, and therefore needed to bridge the
gap. And what a labor that had been — a constant straining toward
connection.

But now there was no one to open anything. Just a gentle absence.
A falling away of walls. And without the walls, love didn’t need to
go anywhere. It simply revealed itself as what remained.

It was 1n the way they stirred their tea. In the ease with which they
allowed plans to shift. In the way their shoulders no longer
tightened at a tone of voice. In the simple willingness to meet
whatever arose without flinching.

Not because they’d finally learned to “be present,” but because
there was no longer a self to get in the way.

That night, curled up in bed, they remembered a fear they used to
carry — that awakening might strip away their ability to love.
That they might become distant, aloof, detached. They had
believed love came from identity. That without a self, there would
be no warmth, no tenderness, no care.

But now they saw — the only thing lost was the need to own love.
To possess it, prove it, protect it. And what remained was love
without shape, without preference, without edge.



They didn’t love their family more than the cashier at the market.
But they didn’t love them /ess, either. It wasn’t the kind of love
that measured.

It was the kind of love that didn’t know how not to love.

It moved through them like weather. Spoke through them when
words were needed. Stayed silent when silence would suffice. And
when anger came, it was welcomed too — not as something
opposite to love, but as another of its faces. Fire 1s not the absence
of warmth. It’s just warmth with teeth.

Love had stopped being a feeling, a promise, a verb. It had
become a background state. An absence of obstruction. A return to
original kindness.

And though they could not trace its source, it seemed to grow
quieter and more steady the less they tried to understand it.

Even now, they hesitate to name it. It is too simple for that.

But if asked, they might say:

It’s what remains when nothing stands between you and what is.
It’s the way the world feels when you're not separate from it.

It’s love, not as something you give or receive,

but as what you already are,

when the stories fall away.

Exercise — Love With No “Toward”

1. Recall “toward” love

e Think of a time you felt love for someone or something — a
partner, a child, a pet, a friend, a moment in nature.

» Notice how the mind positions love as going from here (me)
to there (them/it).



Feel into that directional quality. What sensations signal that?
Is there leaning toward, reaching, a swelling in the chest, a
grasping?

2. Remove the object

Now, let that mental image of the person or scene fade.

Stay with the felt warmth, affection, openness — but without
attaching it to any image or story.

Ask: If there was no object, could this remain?

Watch for the tendency to reattach it to a mental picture or
narrative.

3. Listen without leaning

In your next conversation, notice the moment the mind starts
to position you as someone listening to someone else.

Drop that frame. Instead of listening fo a person, let sound
and tone arrive in awareness without a hearer or a source.

See 1f the “listening” itself already has a warmth to it, before
any commentary.

4. Spot the walls

Remember a recent moment of defensiveness, judgment, or
aversion toward someone.

Revisit it briefly and see: what was the wall made of? A
belief? A self-image? A remembered hurt?

Ask: If this wall wasn t here, what would remain?

Notice if a softer, more spacious quality emerges without
needing to “make” it happen.



5. Include the “unlovable”

* Bring to mind a person, memory, or trait that you’ve felt is
hard to love.

e Don’t try to force warm feelings toward it. Instead, simply
remove the no.

e Feel into what’s left when resistance drops, even for a
second. Is there still a sense of separation, or just space?

6. Shift from “I love” to “love is”

e During a neutral, everyday moment — walking, stirring tea,
waiting in line — silently replace the thought “I love...” with
“Love is here.”

» Feel the difference between doing love and being in love's
field.

e Does one feel lighter? More effortless?

7. Notice when it’s ambient
Throughout your day, look for times when love appears without
being aimed:

o The soft attention to a stranger’s face in a crowd.
e The ease in letting someone go ahead 1n traffic.

e The absence of ill will even when someone’s curt.
When you notice it, pause. Feel how it’s not “yours” — it’s
just here, like gravity.

The point isn’t to create this state
It’s to catch it already happening, and to see how it’s not owned,
earned, or directed.



Once seen, it’s harder to fall back into the belief that love must be
given, deserved, or withheld.



The Hollowof Ch01ce

They were standmg in the kitchen, spoon in hand m1d-st1r

The question had arrived again: “Should I go?”

It wasn’t loud. Just present. A soft tension in the body. A feeling of
being at a fork in the road — one path leading to yes, the other to
no. And a familiar sense of responsibility wrapped tight around it.
Once, such moments had been the epicenter of anxiety. A hundred
inner voices chiming in, each one a masked belief: “You need to
be sure.” “What if it’s the wrong choice?” “This decision is really
important.”

But now, the question felt hollow.

Not empty in a bleak way — hollow like a flute. An invitation for
something to move through it.

They looked out the window. The trees weren’t deciding whether
to sway. They just moved with the wind. The dog in the neighbor’s
yard barked without a plan. The clouds shuffled slowly across the
sky, asking no one’s permission.

And inside, something softened.

The tension didn’t resolve — it uncoiled.

There was no decision to be made. Only a moment to be met.

And then, without drama, the spoon was set down. The coat was
pulled on. The door opened.

They were going.



Not because of a conclusion.

Because that was what was happening.

Later, at dinner with friends, something strange happened. A
familiar voice rose in the conversation — someone telling a story
they’d told before, adding a bit of flair, a bit of self-importance. It
used to be a trigger. A quiet judging voice would rise: “Why do
they always need attention?”

But tonight, there was only listening.

Not the glazed-over patience of tolerating. Not a forced kindness.
Just actual listening.

The story spilled out, full of color and need, and instead of
reacting, something inside responded with silence — not the kind
that distances, but the kind that meets.

Their eyes softened. Their chest softened. And when the story
ended, a simple question floated up: “And how did that feel, for
you?”

The other person paused. Looked startled. Then softened, too.
That, it seemed, was the whole point.

Without someone to defend, protect, or prove, there was just
space.

Space for words to land where they needed. For truth to unfold
without force.

And this happened again and again.

Conversations changed. Not because anyone said different things
— but because the listener had disappeared.

In arguments, there was still heat sometimes. Still reaction. But
now, the reaction was seen. Felt. Allowed. Not followed.

And without someone inside trying to win or be right, the wave
passed.

Sometimes the right words would come. Sometimes they
wouldn’t.

And it didn’t matter.

Sometimes tears came instead.

And that was right, too.

They found themselves not making choices, but responding. Not
directing life, but discovering it.



Like music being played through an instrument, without the
instrument needing to know the song.

And strangely, life didn’t fall apart.

The rent got paid. Appointments were kept. They still brushed
their teeth and returned texts.

But the struggle inside — the pressure to decide correctly, to act
rightly, to relate perfectly — had gone silent.

In its place: a gentle attunement.

To what?

They couldn’t say.

But it moved the hands.

Spoke the words.

Chose the path.

And the heart no longer clenched around the question, “Am [
doing it right?”

Because there was no “I” to get it wrong.

Just life.

Living itself.

In every look, every movement, every breath.

Exercise — When There’s No One to Get It Wrong

This 1s not about forcing yourself into “non-doership” as a belief.
It’s about noticing what’s actually present when the pressure to
decide or to defend drops.

1. Find a live fork-in-the-road moment
It could be small:

o “Should I have tea or coffee?”
e “Should I go for a walk now or later?”

o “Should I respond to this message now or wait?”



Pause before answering. Don’t rush to decide.

2. Locate the ‘decision tension’ in the body
Where is 1t?

o Tightness in the chest?

e A leaning forward in the head?

e Aknot in the belly?
Don’t try to dissolve it — just let it be there and observe it.

3. Ask, very gently:

"Is there someone here making this choice... or is there just choice
happening?"

Don’t answer with words — just notice the immediate felt sense.

4. Watch what follows without steering

If a thought comes — “I should do this” — notice it as a thought.
If a movement happens — hand reaching for the coat — notice it
as movement.

See if you can detect the moment where a “you” supposedly does
the thing. Does that moment actually appear?

5. Try the same in conversation
The next time someone says something that would usually trigger
judgment or defensiveness:

o Feel the first wave of reaction in the body.
o Before adding a mental label, just stay with the sensation.

e See what words, if any, arise from that stillness.

6. Spot the ‘decider’ in hindsight
Think back to something you “decided” earlier today.



Look closely — can you find the exact place where you chose it?
Or do you just find thoughts about having chosen, after the fact?

7. Let one decision make itself

Choose a moment today to intentionally not work it out.
Example: when to leave for a walk, what to eat for lunch.
Let the body, circumstances, and timing reveal themselves.
Notice — did life fall apart? Did it get done anyway?

8. Keep the question alive

In daily moments, whisper to yourself:

"What s actually here before the story of me deciding?”
Sometimes the answer will feel like nothing. Sometimes like
everything.

Either way — keep looking.

The point isn’t to stop acting, stop choosing, or stop caring.

It’s to discover whether the “I” who is supposedly in charge can
actually be found — in real-time, in the raw sensory field, in the
space before the narrative comes in.



The End of Meaning

S

They used to think awakening would come with fireworks.
Or at least clarity — a clean, crystalline certainty about life, self,
purpose. A sense of having arrived. Of knowing.

Instead, what came was a kind of soft dissolving.

Not of the world — the trees were still trees, the dishes still
needed doing — but of the compulsion to explain it. To name it.
To make it mean something, that didn’t happen.

It started one morning while drinking tea. The steam rose. The
warmth spread through their hands. A bird called once, then again.
And 1n that moment, they noticed the mind’s old pattern: the
reaching for narrative.

“This is a peaceful morning.”

“It s like a little moment of awakening.”

“I should remember this.”

But none of it landed. The words flickered, then faded like smoke.
And what remained was just...this.

No conclusion. No grand insight.

Just sensation. Sound. Space.

And a strange kind of peace — not because anything was
particularly beautiful or profound, but because they no longer
needed it to be.



They had spent a lifetime looking for meaning. Not in a desperate
way — just the ordinary, constant weaving of stories to make
sense of what appeared.

This 1s good.

That is bad.

This means I’'m getting closer.

That means I’ve failed again.

Even 1n “spiritual” moments, the mind had kept score. Evaluating,
measuring, comparing.

But now? It was like being let in on a quiet secret:

None of it means anything. And that’s not a loss. That’s
freedom.

They laughed — gently, inwardly — at how obvious it had always
been. The moment never needed an explanation. The leaf never
needed to symbolize impermanence. The ache in the chest didn’t
need a backstory. It was just an ache. And then it wasn’t.

Not knowing had once felt terrifying. Like standing on quicksand.
But now, it felt like standing in the ocean. Supported. Moved.
Washed clean.

Without meaning, suffering couldn’t take root. Without the story,
there was no one to be the victim, no failure to uphold, no past to
repair or future to fear.

Of course, thoughts still came. Of course, interpretations still
flickered.

But the glue was gone.

They didn’t believe them anymore — not in the old way. Not
unconditionally. Thoughts were like strangers on a train now:
noticed, sometimes interesting, rarely trusted.

And that was enough.

This — whatever this 1s — no longer had to be figured out.

It could just be lived.

And 1n that living, something unexpected began to bloom. Not
bliss. Not enlightenment.

But something more tender.

A joy so quiet it was almost imperceptible. Like the warmth of
sunlight on skin you didn’t know was cold.



Exercise — Meeting a Moment Without Meaning

1. Begin with something utterly ordinary

Tea in hand. A sound from the street. The way the light falls.

No need for a “spiritual” setting — any present sensory moment
will do.

2. Catch the first reach for meaning
As you sit with it, notice the mind’s first move to label or
evaluate:

e “This is peaceful.”
e “I should remember this.”
e “This means I’m getting closer / more present.”

This reflex 1s the start of 1dentification — the attempt to make the
moment about you.

3. Pause the narrative mid-sentence
Don’t push 1t away. Just stop feeding it.
Ask:

o “IfI don’t finish this thought... what’s left?”

4. Drop into the raw data
Turn fully toward the actual sensations present before the label:

e The warmth in your hands.

e The sound in the air.



e The weight of your body.
Notice that none of these say anything about “meaning.”

5. Look for the glue

The glue here is subtle. It’s the felt pull to keep interpreting — to
secure the moment with a conclusion.

In the body it can show up as:

e A faint leaning forward in the mind.
e A tightening in the brow or chest.

e A tiny impatience, as if the moment 1s unfinished until
named.

6. Let it be unfinished
Rest in the unlabelled experiencing.
See directly:

e Does the warmth in your hand need to be called peaceful?
* Does the birdcall require a metaphor?

e Does this moment fall apart without meaning?

7. Notice the effect
When the glue loosens — when meaning isn’t grabbed —
check what happens in the body:

e Does a tension drop?
e Does the moment feel lighter?

o [s there a faint sense of openness, without effort?

8. Return to daily life with the same experiment
At random points in the day, especially in small “nothing”
moments:



o Waiting for the kettle.
e Washing your hands.
o Hearing footsteps outside.

Repeat steps 2-7.

9. Bonus deepening

Later, recall a moment from today that you did wrap in meaning.
Gently replay it in your mind, but stop at the raw experience.
Ask: Without the story I told, what was actually there?

Core takeaway:

Meaning-making isn’t bad — it’s just optional.

Seeing that it’s optional breaks the assumption that every
experience must be owned, interpreted, or used to prove where
“you’ are on some imagined path.



Nothlng to Clean

There was a time they believed they had to be cleared out.

Of trauma. Of fear. Of old wounds and ancient patterns.

They pictured awakening like a spring cleaning. Scrubbing the
psyche until it sparkled. Emptying the attic of stored grief.
Polishing every shadowy corner.

But it never quite worked.

The triggers still came. The heart still raced. The old memories
still rose up like ghosts with unfinished stories.

Until one day, walking under a sky the color of dull pewter,
something hit them:

None of it exists unless it's triggered.

The so-called "trauma" isn’t stored like dust in the corners. It’s not
waiting for some cosmic vacuum. It’s not a stain that needs
scrubbing.

It’s more like potential. Dormant. Unmanifest. Not a presence, but
a possibility.

And 1f 1t’s not triggered — 1f no story forms, no reaction blooms
— then where is 1t?

Gone.

Or maybe it never was.

This didn’t mean bypassing. It didn’t mean denying pain when it
arose. It meant something subtler:



That suffering wasn’t in the sensation — it was in the
interpretation.

That the wound wasn’t in the past — it was in the belief that the
past had to be resolved.

That awakening wasn’t about being scrubbed clean — it was
about no longer reacting to the imaginary dirt.

That stories don’t harm — only believing them does.

They remembered a conversation, not long ago, where an old
pattern played out. Harsh words. A flash of defensiveness. A
familiar tightening in the chest.

And then — awareness.

Not as a doing. Just a simple seeing: Oh. That story s still on the
shelf.

But this time, no one reached for it.

No reaction. Just sensation. Heat in the face. Pulse in the temple. A
faint quiver.

And then — it passed.

Without a narrative, there was no one to hurt.

No one to defend.

No one to fix.

It was the most ordinary miracle.

A softness bloomed where effort used to live.

Not because the trauma had been healed.

Because it had never needed to be.

And now, the invitation was clear:

Let the stories come. Let the triggers dance. Let the sensations
ripple through.

Just don’t build a shrine to them.

Nothing needs to be cleaned out. Nothing needs to be done.
Awakening doesn’t mean no more storms. It means no more
chasing umbrellas.

Just rain.

Falling.

Then passing.

And a quiet knowing:

Nothing sticks unless we hold it.

And we don’t have to hold it anymore.




Exercise — “The Trigger and the Shelf”

Purpose:

To directly notice that what we call “trauma” or “old wounds” is
not an always-present reality — it only exists as lived experience
when it’s triggered and believed.

1. Wait for a Trigger

 You don’t need to go looking for a big one.

e A small irritation, embarrassment, or moment of
defensiveness is enough.

o Examples: Someone interrupts you, you get a curt email,
your phone freezes.

2. Catch the First Spark

As soon as you notice something s been touched.
e Pause.

e Don’t push the reaction away, and don’t feed it.

3. Name the Shelf Item (Optional)

e See if you can recognize: Ah, this is that old “being ignored”
story or this is that “I’'m not respected” pattern.

o Imagine it like a book that’s been sitting on the shelf for
years.

4. Stay at the Sensation Level

* Drop the storyline completely for a moment.



Ask:
If I didn t tell myself why I feel this, what's here?

Feel the raw data: heat in the face, tightness in the gut,
buzzing in the chest.

5. See the Potential vs. the Actual

Notice: before this trigger, this “trauma” wasn’t here.
Where was 1t? Was it anywhere at all?

See if you can sense the difference between a stored object
and a fresh arising.

6. Let It Pass Without Picking It Up

Just as you’d watch a cloud pass without following it, see if
you can let the sensation complete itself without engaging the
narrative.

No attempt to suppress or replace — simply not building a
shrine to it.

7. Reflect Afterwards

Once it’s passed, ask:
Did anything actually need to be cleared out for this to end?

Did the passing happen naturally, once it wasn’t held by
belief?

Key Pointer:

You’re not trying to get rid of triggers — you’re seeing that
they’re weather, not dirt.

They appear, they pass. Nothing needs to be “cleaned.”



The Proof That Wasn't

For most of their life, they’d trusted a simple rule:

Tight chest? Must be danger.

Gut knot? Must mean its true.

Heat in the face? Must’ve done something wrong.

It was an unspoken creed — one that governed every choice,
every silence, every apology and retreat.

And so they moved through the world like a cautious negotiator.
Reading the language of their own body like tea leaves,
interpreting every flicker of sensation as evidence. Not of what
was happening — but of what it meant.

Someone frowns.

The stomach clenches.

I must have upset them.

Thought confirmed by sensation. Case closed.

A message goes unread for a day.

The chest tightens.

They're mad at me. I must’ve crossed a line.

Tension as truth. Guilt as evidence.

Again and again, the loop reinforced itself. A thought would arise
— often vague, sometimes irrational — and the body would
respond. And the body’s response was taken as final word. Not
just a sign, but proof.



Until one day, something broke the loop.

Not a grand realization. Not a teaching. Just... a morning.

They were walking to the shop, again. Same path. Same weather.
The same mild thought drifted in — “You should be doing more
with your life.”

It was one of the regulars. And sure enough, there it was — the old
ache. That hollow pinch just beneath the sternum.

See? the thought said, smugly. If it wasn t true, why would it hurt?
And for the first time, something stayed.

Not a rebuttal. Not a new belief. Just a question, like a soft breeze
through the branches:

“What if the sensation isn't proof?”

They stopped walking.

Let the ache spread.

Didn’t try to soothe it. Didn’t push it away.

Just watched.

And something odd happened.

The thought floated on, gathering dust, already moving toward its
next accusation. But the sensation stayed behind. Now alone. No
longer tethered.

And without the thought to animate it, it changed.

It softened. It warmed. It didn’t vanish — but it lost its urgency.
And in that moment, a crack appeared in the old creed.

They began to look back.

At the decisions made because of a lump in the throat. The
friendships avoided because of an unease mistaken for insight.
The opportunities dodged because fear had raised its hand and
claimed the mic.

And they saw — the body reacts. That’s what it does. To sound.
To light. To memory. To imagination. To a passing frown on a
stranger’s face that stirs a long-forgotten scolding.

It doesn’t react to truth.

It reacts to conditioning.

To echoes.

To chemistry.

To weather in the blood.

And just like that, the “proof” began to unravel.



Not all at once. But gently, each time a belief arose with a lump in
its throat and said, “Feel that? That means I'm right.”

They didn’t argue. Didn’t replace it with a new belief.

They just looked.

Waited.

Felt.

And more often than not, the truth was simpler than the thought.
The tightness was just tightness.

The ache just ache.

And what remained, beneath it all, was the mystery.

The spacious, unprovable presence of life happening — without
needing to be judged, named, or validated by a twist in the gut.
From then on, the body still spoke.

But it no longer testified.

And thought no longer held the gavel.

Exercise — “The Sensation Isn’t Proof”

Step 1 — Catch the Chain

When a thought appears with a bodily sensation —
e.g., “They’re upset with me” + chest tightness —
pause and name each separately:

e The thought: say it silently in your mind.

* The sensation: locate exactly where in the body it is.

Step 2 — Pull Them Apart
Ask:



o “If this sensation were here without the thought, what would
it be?”

o “If this thought were here without the sensation, would I still
believe 1t?”

Notice how they lean on each other to feel convincing.

Step 3 — Let the Sensation Stand Alone

Turn all attention to the body feeling:
e Where exactly is it?
e Is it moving or still?
e  Warm, cold, sharp, dull?
e Expanding or fading?
e Does it have edges?

Stay until it changes, even slightly.

Step 4 — Watch the Thought Without Proof

Come back to the thought and ask:
o “What’s the actual evidence outside of my body feeling?”
e  “Would I know this was true if my body didn’t react?”

Often, you’ll find the “evidence” was just the sensation.

Step 5 — Repeat in Daily Life

Try this in real time, especially in moments of social friction or
self-criticism.

Over time, you’ll catch the reflex earlier, and the link between
thought and sensation will loosen naturally.



The Afterglow

The shimmer had passed.

Not in disappointment — more like how the sun slips behind
clouds. Still there. Just not framed so dramatically.

They didn’t chase it. Something deeper had shifted. The itch to
hold on had softened. That Tuesday afternoon hadn’t given them
anything new. It had simply unveiled the texture of what had
always been.

And now, the ordinariness of life pulsed with a kind of unspoken
reverence.

They sipped tea, and the ceramic edge touched their lip with a
fidelity too subtle to describe. The cat blinked from across the
room, and it wasn’t a cat. It was this gentle miracle of movement
and presence, pretending to be a cat for just a little while.

But even as that warmth lingered, the mind, like an old friend who
didn’t know when to leave, began to speak again:

"What if that was the peak?"

"How do I get back there?"

"Should I try to meditate more?"

The thoughts weren’t aggressive. Just habitual. Echoes of a
lifetime trying to possess what could never be owned.

And they saw it.



Not just the content of the thoughts — but the mechanism. The
engine of seeking quietly sputtering to life again. The grasp. The
subtle identity that wanted to “get it right.”

It was so familiar.

But now, it was also translucent.

Each thought passed like a bird across a still lake — making
ripples, yes, but not disturbing the lake’s depth.

Instead of reacting to the content, they rested in the noticing. The
breath rose. The breath fell. Somewhere, a neighbor’s radio spilled
into the afternoon. And the impulse to do something — anything
— about the thoughts... simply never found ground.

Instead, they watched a deeper question rise: What was I reacting
to before, if not the moment itself?

Memories? Projections? Beliefs about what experience should be?
It was never the sensation that caused trouble — it was the
meaning they gave it.

Loneliness hadn’t been the ache in the chest — it was the story: “7
am alone and that is wrong.”

Fear had never been the tightness in the belly — it was the
whisper: “This shouldn t be happening.”

But the sensations themselves? Just shapes in the air. Tones in a
symphony without a conductor.

What became unmistakable in the days after the glimpse was this:
every reaction they’d ever had was to a map, never to the terrain.
The terrain was unknowable. Intimate. Alive.

Maps could only describe it. And only ever in past tense.

They stopped pretending the map was the thing.

And that was the deepening. Not a state. Not a transformation.
Just a quiet fidelity to what is — before the naming.

They still got frustrated. Still forgot. Still reacted, sometimes.
But the forgetting had air around it now. The reaction was no
longer a prison. It passed quicker, left less trace.

And sometimes, in the most mundane of places — the produce
aisle, a traffic light, brushing teeth — the shimmer would return.
Not as spectacle.

As simplicity.

The oranges glowing like small suns.



The red light painting the car interior like a chapel.
The foam on the toothbrush fizzing like holy snow.
They didn't call it enlightenment.

They didn’t call it anything.

But they knew the flavor now.

And more than that, they knew the secret:

It had always been this.

And it would always be this.

But now, they were tasting it.

Not because they’d changed.

Because they’d stopped needing it to be different.
Because, in the end, the awe wasn’t in the moment.
It was in the absence of the one trying to own it.

Exercise — “Map or Terrain?”

This is for seeing — in real time — whether you’re reacting to
what is here or to the map your mind makes of it.

1. Catch the moment.

When a thought or feeling arises — especially one that pulls you
into grasping, resisting, or trying to “get back™ to something —
pause.

2. Name the map.
What’s the story about this moment?
Examples:

e “I’m losing it.”
e “That was the peak.”

e “I need to meditate more.”



3. Find the terrain.
Drop the story for a second and check:

What’s actually here, right now — before the words?
[t could be:

e A coolness in the hands.
e A faint hum in the room.
e Warm tea against your lip.

4. Separate the two.
Hold them side by side:

e Map = the interpretation.

o TJerrain = the raw sensing.

S. Ask:
“If the map vanished, would this still be here?”

6. Rest in the terrain.
Let the sensations and sounds stand on their own. No need to
explain them, hold them, or make them mean anything.

7. Notice:
Do the thoughts still have the same pull without the body
tightening around them?
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The Quiet Jo

It didn’t come with a bang. No music swelled. No sky cracked
open.

They were washing dishes.

The plate was warm in their hands, the sponge soft and worn.
Water ran over their skin, carrying the faint scent of lemon soap.
And then—a fullness.

Not excitement. Not pleasure. Just fullness. Like everything in the
world had silently exhaled and taken its place.

The sunlight through the window landed on the counter, and it
wasn’t beautiful. It was what it was. A rectangle of light. And it
was enough.

They didn’t smile. There was no need to. The moment didn’t ask
for a performance.

This joy didn’t rise from winning anything. It wasn’t the
satisfaction of being right, or the thrill of being wanted. It wasn’t
tied to any outcome at all.

It wasn’t even happiness.

It was closer to stillness.

And strangely, it was most present when nothing was happening.
Sitting in traffic. Hearing the kettle begin to boil. Watching dust
hang in the air like quiet confetti.



Once, these moments had been ignored. Filler. Time between the
real parts. Now they shimmered. Not because they were
extraordinary, but because they asked for nothing.

And maybe that was it.

Maybe joy is what remains when life is no longer required to
entertain you.

There had been so many years of reaching. For meaning, for
ecstasy, for passion. As if joy was a prize that waited at the end of
effort.

But this joy didn’t need to be earned. It arrived in absence. In the
absence of needing something else.

And 1t had a flavor. Not sweet. Not salty. Something like clear
water after a long walk.

Sometimes it came with tears. Not from sadness. From awe. Awe
that this —this totally ordinary, ridiculous, fleeting life—was here.
Was happening. And didn’t need to be different.

There was no need to capture it. No urge to write it down. Even
the thought of sharing it seemed funny. Like trying to mail
someone the feeling of wind on your face.

It just was.

Later that day, someone asked if they were doing okay.

"Yes," they said, and meant it.

Not because everything was perfect. Because nothing needed to
be.

And that, they were beginning to see, was the secret.

Joy doesn’t require pleasure. It doesn’t resist pain.

It simply arrives when there is nothing left to chase.

And sometimes, it shows up while doing the dishes.

Exercise — “Joy Without Reason”

1. Recreate the ordinariness.



o Sit or stand somewhere simple — kitchen, bus stop,
waiting room.

o Let your body settle without trying to “meditate” or
“relax.”

. Let the senses land.

o Notice the exact texture under your hand, the way the air
sits on your skin.

o Hear the smallest sound in the room — hum of an
appliance, distant traffic, faint breath.

. Drop the evaluation.

o When the mind says beautiful, boring, peaceful,
annoying — notice it’s a label.

o Ask: What is here before the label?
. Notice the absence of demand.

o Let the moment be exactly as it is — no improvement
project, no hidden wish for it to change.

o Sense what remains when nothing is required of life
right now.

. Check for the flavor.

o [Is there a quiet fullness? Not excitement — more like a
cup already full of clear water.

o Feel it without naming it.
. Watch what happens next.
o Ifjoy appears, let it.

o If nothing appears, that’s fine — see if that is also
enough.



The Glimpse

It happened on a Tuesday. A Tuesday so unremarkable that even
the sky forgot to make it interesting.

They were walking back from the corner shop, carrying nothing
but a bunch of bananas and a half-forgotten thought. Traffic
hummed its usual gray noise. A breeze nudged the leaves like an
afterthought. Their feet moved without attention.

Then suddenly —

Everything stopped.

Or rather, everything shimmered.

The pavement glowed, not with light, but with presence. The
breeze, no longer unnoticed, traced a path across their cheek like a
lover returning home. The weight of the bananas in their hand was
the exact weight of the moment itself.

They paused. Not from effort. But because time had gently
loosened its grip.

There was no name for this. No concept held it. The mind tried to
label: beauty, clarity, bliss — but none of those fit.

It wasn’t extraordinary.

It was what had always been here, suddenly seen.

The tree was not a tree. It was greenness. Rustle. Vertical dance.
A passing stranger smiled, and the smile didn't land on a "me." It
dissolved into the air and reappeared as warmth in the chest.



Tears welled. Not from sorrow. Not from joy.

From the sheer impossibility of explaining this.

This ordinary magic.

This awe not separate from footsteps and grocery bags and
exhaust fumes.

The moment passed. Or rather, it kept going. But the shimmer
receded. The mind returned to its quiet chattering. "Don’t forget to
call your sister." "Did you lock the door?"

But now, there was a trace. A scent of something realer than real.
And the knowing that nothing had changed — except the veil had
thinned.

And would thin again.

And again.

Until perhaps it never returned.

Exercise — “The Tuesday Shimmer”

1. Set the Scene in Daily Life

Don’t look for a “special” moment. This works best in the
ordinary — walking to the shop, waiting for the kettle, sitting at a
red light.

2. Anchor to One Sensory Thread
Pick one: the feel of your footsteps, the hum of traffic, the
temperature of the air on your skin. Stay with it without naming it.

3. Loosen the Grip of Labels

When the mind says “tree”, “car”, “banana”, notice the label
and let it drop. Look again — what’s actually here without the
word?

4. Sense the Unfiltered Textures
Instead of “tree” — green movement, shadow, shifting shapes.



Instead of “holding bananas” — weight, smoothness, faint scent,
gentle pressure in your fingers.

5. Notice the Boundary Drop

Feel how sights, sounds, sensations are not “over there” being
perceived by “you,” but just appearing — inseparable from this
experiencing.

6. Meet the Attempt to Explain

When thoughts arrive — “This is beauty”, “I’'m having a
moment”” — don’t fight them, but see them as just another
appearance, no more or less real than the hum of a car.

7. Rest in What’s Left
Let the scene be exactly as it 1s — nothing added, nothing
removed.

8. Carry the Trace Forward

Later, when the shimmer “fades,” look for what remains
unchanged: the same pavement, the same breath, the same
presence — simply noticed or not.

This exercise isn’t about getting back to the shimmer — it’s about
seeing that what shimmered was always the same ordinary
moment, before and after.



The Ordinary Miraculous

They woke to the sound of a kettle boiling. Not a sacred gong or
the call of a morning bell, just a whistle—shrill and simple. The
cat was pawing at the blanket. Sunlight fell through the window in
a familiar patch. There was nothing special in the air.

And yet, something shimmered.

Not with light, but with the absence of weight.

There was no one to impress today. No one to become. Just this
warm bed, this sound, this moment moving into the next.

They swung their legs over the edge and noticed the slight creak
of the wooden floor. The cool air on their skin. The habitual
thought: “I should check my messages” rose and faded like steam.
No fight. No following. Just noticed.

The toothbrush lifted itself. The water ran. Soap found its way to
skin. A small blemish on the chin caught their eye in the mirror
and was seen without commentary.

The mind offered a thought: “You should be doing more with your
life.”

It was neither believed nor rejected. Just noted. Like a leaf passing
on a stream.

At the sink, washing a bowl, they paused. Not because of any
epiphany. But because the way the water curved over their hands
was just... exquisite. Utterly ordinary. Utterly alive.



And in that small pause, it became quietly clear: there was no
“you” appreciating this. There was only appreciation. No one
doing mindfulness. No one attaining presence. Just this.

The morning unfolded: shoes on, door unlocked, the same walk to
the café. The barista smiled. ““Your usual?” they asked.

A nod. Words came. Not rehearsed, not performed. Just
happening.

At the window seat, sipping coffee, they watched the people pass.
Each face was a universe. Each gait a story. But no longer were
they trying to understand, or judge, or improve the world. It was
all just moving.

The pigeons pecked. A child tripped and laughed. A woman
muttered into her phone, eyes flashing.

Nothing was lacking. Not even the parts that looked messy or
incomplete. There was no background hum of “this should be
different.”

Not because they’d cultivated some attitude. But because the need
to fix the world had quietly slipped away.

A car honked. Someone swore. The noise passed through without
snagging. Like wind over water.

They remembered when they used to chase moments like these—
trying to hold on to stillness, trying to prolong peace. And now,
peace had no opposite. It wasn’t calm or quiet. It was simply not
being divided from what is.

Even restlessness, when it came, was part of the peace.

Even the thought “Is this 1t?”” was met with a kind of smile. Yes.
This is it. Not some grand revelation, not some cosmic download.
Just the taste of coffee, the sun warming the back of the hand, the
way people look when they think no one is watching.

No one was managing any of this.

The body stood. The cup was returned. The door swung open and
closed.

And the day continued—not as a path to somewhere else, but as
itself.

Nothing had changed.

And yet, nothing would ever be the same.




Exercise — “Nothing to Manage”

1. Begin with what’s here

Close your eyes for a moment.

Let the ordinary sounds in the room find you — the hum of an
appliance, distant traffic, a clock, your own breath.

Don’t search for anything special. Let the ordinariness be the
starting point.

2. Let the scene build itself

Open your eyes.

Notice how your body meets the environment — the texture under
your feet, the feel of air on skin, light touching surfaces.

Watch the next thought arrive. Don’t follow it. Don’t push it away.
Let it drift like steam.

3. Include the small things

Touch something nearby — a mug, a book, the table edge.
Feel the weight, the temperature, the way light plays on it.
Let the appreciation happen without a “you” claiming to be
mindful.

4. See thought as weather

When a self-judging thought comes — “I should be doing more,”
“This 1s boring” — pause.

Notice how it appears on its own, changes shape, and fades.

It needs no agreement or resistance. It passes whether you act on it
or not.

S. Move without managing
Stand, walk, or reach for something.



See if you can sense movement beginning before a “decision” is
thought.

Notice life doing itself — legs swinging, arms lifting, without a
manager.

6. Watch the world as it is

Look at the next person, animal, or object that enters your view.
Drop the commentary. See the raw colors, shapes, motions.

Let them exist without needing them to be different.

7. Meet disruption with the same seeing

When a loud sound, a sudden movement, or an unpleasant feeling
comes — notice it lands and passes just like the quiet things.

No need to smooth it out or change it.

8. Recognize the absence of division

Rest in the sense that nothing 1s outside of this moment — even
restlessness, even thinking “Is this 1t?”

Let those be part of the same field.

9. Close without closing

Feel the simplicity of being here, doing nothing extra.

Let the exercise dissolve into whatever happens next.
Notice that life keeps going without you needing to hold it
together.



The Shape of Clouds

There was a time she believed she knew what the world was.

Not in a grand philosophical way, but in the everyday, ordinary
way people walk around with a head full of certainty. The sky was
blue, people were kind or unkind, traffic was frustrating, mornings
were for coffee, and she was someone who preferred silence to
small talk.

That was the shape of her world. Reliable. Predictable. Held
together by quiet assumptions.

But 1t had started to fray. Not dramatically. Just small things, like
noticing she never saw the same shade of blue in the sky twice, or
how the same words from a friend could feel sweet one day and
like salt in a wound the next. Nothing had changed, and yet
everything had.

It began one evening as she watched steam curl off her tea.
Something in the movement of that steam echoed the shape of a
thought she couldn’t quite catch. The moment passed, but it left a
shimmer behind—a question with no words.

What was she actually experiencing?

Steam. Warmth. A body sitting. Awareness of sitting. And then—
thoughts.



"I like this."

"It feels peaceful."

"I should do this more often."

But even as these thoughts appeared, something in her noticed:
none of them were the experience. They were stories layered over
it, translating sensation into meaning, labeling a moment as good,
or bad, or worth repeating.

She began watching more closely.

When someone cut her off in traffic, irritation flared. But before it
could rise fully, another noticing occurred: the irritation was not
caused by the car. It was caused by the belief that "they shouldn’t
have done that."

Belief.

And that belief wasn’t just a thought. It had a feeling, a posture, a
tension. And that reaction shaped the world she saw—an unjust
one, full of careless people.

What if the world wasn’t that at all?

She started to wonder. Not in the way the mind chases answers,
but in the soft way clouds shift across the sky: slowly, without
hurry.

Each day became an unfolding.

Someone praised her work. A warm flush in the chest. A thought:
"I am competent."

Someone ignored her message. A hollow ache. A thought: "I must
not matter."

Again and again, it was revealed: what she called experience was
almost always her interpretation of experience. A fog of meanings
layered over raw sensation.

And each interpretation arose from a perspective—a view that was
not fixed, but shaped by every previous experience. A life of
impressions, reactions, and the beliefs born from them.

[t became dizzying, almost funny. Like trying to find the
beginning of a spiral.

She started to see her preferences weren’t hers, not really. They
were inherited responses, survival strategies, and echoes of stories
she’d believed for years. The one who liked this or didn’t like that
—where was she, really?



She tried to find her.

In sensation? No. In thought? Just more weather. In memory? An
echo of a version of someone.

Every path looped back to nothing.

One afternoon, watching raindrops trace their way down the
window, the insight fell gently:

Everything she knew of the world was shaped by her way of
seeing it. And the one doing the seeing was constructed by
everything she’d believed.

It wasn’t truth she’d been living. It was interpretation.

She hadn’t been experiencing /ife itself. She had been
experiencing her model of it. Her narrative. Her accumulated lens.
Even this moment—this soft illumination—would be interpreted.
She saw how the mind was always trying to land, to conclude, to
know. But what was being perceived could not be pinned down.
This. All of this.

Whatever it was, it could not be named without being distorted.
It was not the sound of rain, but the raw happening of sound. Not
the thought 7 am here, but the movement of aware-ing without a
center.

And then the deepest seeing:

The belief in a controller—a self who watches, decides, judges—
was just another story.

It had always been assumed, never found.

A belief, believed.

And 1n that belief, every reaction and identification had formed.
Like mist given shape by wind. The "me" who needed control,
who needed safety, who needed to understand—all born from that
innocent misunderstanding.

She sat, quiet now. Not because she had reached an answer, but
because the hunger to know had softened. There was no need to
resolve what was never broken.

The tea had gone cold.

Outside, the clouds continued to move across the sky, unbothered
by whether they were understood.




Exercise — The Lens and the Believer

This one turns toward the assumed knower — the quiet certainty
that “I see the world as it is” — and asks whether that’s ever
actually true in direct experience.

1. Begin with a simple, ordinary moment.
Sit somewhere familiar. A room, a café, your car at a stoplight. Let
your eyes rest on whatever is in front of you.

2. List what’s here before any thought about it.
Notice:

e shapes, colors, movement, light
e sounds without naming their source

e sensations in the body without labeling them as pleasant or
unpleasant

3. Now, let the labels in.
Hear the mind say: “chair,
warm.”

Watch how quickly raw perception is overlaid with meaning.
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comfortable,” “messy,” “quiet,” “too

4. See if the meaning changes with context.

Imagine you’re late for an appointment — does the same room
feel different?

Imagine you’ve just had wonderful news — does the same view
feel softer?

Notice how the “world” shifts with the state of the viewer.

5. Question the source of the lens.
Ask:

e “What is shaping how I see this?”

o “Is this really about what’s here now, or about past
experience, expectation, and belief?”
Watch how preference, history, and mood color the scene.



6. Try to locate the one who is ‘seeing.’

Look 1n: is it in sensation? In thought? In memory?

If it seems to be “me, here, behind the eyes,” examine whether
that “me” can be found outside of thought about it.

7. Drop into the unfiltered.

Let the next few seconds be only raw perception — no story about
what’s being seen, no commentary on whether it’s good or bad.
What’s left without the lens?

8. Sit with the possibility:

What I call “the world” may always be my model of it — shaped
by interpretations.

What I call “myself” may be part of that model too.



The Invitation of the Stream

They stood on the bridge above the narrow stream, watching
leaves drift in the current. It had been an unremarkable morning—
eggs for breakfast, laundry hung in the sun—but something about
the way the water curved around the stones below gave rise to a
quiet recognition.

Every time a decision had seemed to be made, it was like this—a
movement already flowing, noticed only after it began.

For years, they had believed in choice. In being deliberate. In
weighing options and declaring paths. But in recent weeks,
something strange had settled in. The sense of being the chooser
had grown thin. Sometimes, hilariously so. They'd try to decide
what to eat, where to go, what to say—and find nothing behind the
wheel. Just the body, moving.

It wasn’t paralysis. It wasn’t apathy. It was something more like
the moment before a bird lifts into flight—no command, just
flight. They were no longer the commander. Maybe never were.
When a friend asked, “How did you choose to move to the
mountains?”’ there was a pause. They didn’t know. It felt more like
the mountains had risen up to meet them. One day, a listing
appeared online. The next, a phone call. A few weeks later, a key
in hand.



It had all unfolded, yes—but not from a plan.

And then 1t became even clearer: if “I” am not the one choosing,
then what 1s this moment, if not an invitation?

Every appearance, every encounter, every so-called decision—
cach was an offering from life itself. And without a doer, there was
nothing to resist the invitation. It wasn’t a surrender, because that
implied something to surrender. It was more like relaxing into the
arms of something that never dropped you to begin with.

The stream whispered it too. That there was no need to swim
upstream, no need to calculate the next bend. Just drift. Or not.
Even drifting wasn’t something “you” could do. It just happened.
Of course, thoughts still came. “You should be doing something.”
“You need to make a plan.” But those thoughts, too, arose on their
own—and passed.

A neighbor knocked on the door that evening. “Want to come help
harvest plums tomorrow?”

They almost declined, out of habit. But something in the breeze
through the screen door answered first. “Sure.”

Later, holding ripe fruit in cupped hands, sweat cooling on their
back, they realized the day had unfolded without a single plan.
Without a map. Yet everything had been exactly right.

It was tempting to call it flow, or grace. But even those words
hinted at something being done.

It was just life. Offering. Moving. And the absence of “you” to
block it.

No chooser. Just choosing.

No controller. Just this.

No problem.

Just the next breath, already arriving.




Exercise — “No Chooser, Just Choosing”

Purpose:
To directly examine the felt sense of “I” as a chooser and see what
remains when that role is questioned.

1. Recall a Recent ‘Decision’

e Think of something you “decided” today — what to eat,
where to walk, what to say.

e Slowly replay the moment in your mind.

o Ask: When exactly did the choice happen? Can you find the
precise instant it was “made”?

2. Look for the Chooser

e In this remembered moment, is there an image, sensation, or
voice that feels like the “me” who decided?

o Ifso, where 1s it — 1n the head, chest, somewhere else?

e Can you locate it as anything more than a thought or feeling?

3. Notice the Sequence

e See if the action or words were already forming before any
thought of “I chose” appeared.

e Is it possible the thought “I am deciding” 1s simply a label
that shows up after movement is already underway?

4. Try a Fresh Decision Now
e Choose something small to “decide” in this moment:

o Which hand will pick up an object?



o Which direction will you look first?

o Watch closely: does the impulse appear before “you’” make it
happen?

5. Watch Life Choosing Itself
e For the next hour, notice each time you “do” something.
o Ask quietly: Did I start that? Or did it start itself?

e Include even the thought “I started that” in the same
investigation. Where did that thought come from?

6. Let the Question Stay Open
e This 1sn’t about proving there’s no choice.

o It’s about staying with the possibility that what you call
“choice” may be a movement already flowing — like the
stream curving around stones — noticed only after it begins.



The Red Umbrella

It was a Wednesday. That much she was sure of. Coffee had been
made, the window fogged with the breath of a passing storm.
Anna stared at the rain. She should work. She should clean. She
should decide.

But no decision came.

She watched her hand reach for the mug, warmth pressing into her
palm. She had not “chosen” it. It simply happened. The idea of
choosing didn’t even rise until after the sip had already coated her
mouth.

Then the thought, “Why did I pick this mug?”” But there was no
answer. There never had been.

That’s when she noticed it: everything was happening without her.
Not in some spiritual, floaty, abstract sense. Literally. Her body
shifted in the chair. A yawn came. Her eyes blinked. Her thoughts
narrated, but nothing obeyed them.

Her gaze flicked to the red umbrella in the corner. And without a
thought, she stood, stepped into her boots, grabbed the umbrella,
and walked out into the street.



The question of why came only after the splash of the first puddle.

She didn’t feel “inspired.” She wasn’t “following her bliss.” There
was just a noticing of what life was doing. Her body walked left at
the junction. Not right. There was no internal debate, no “should I
go this way?”” There was movement. And then a story about
movement.

The umbrella opened with a satisfying snap. It felt heavy. Not
metaphorically. Literally heavy. She felt the strain in her wrist. But
she didn’t put it down. She didn’t choose not to. It just didn’t
happen.

A dog barked behind a gate. Her heart jumped. That, too, just
happened. No control. No suppression. Just bark—startle—
recovery.

A man across the street dropped his groceries. Cans rolled. A
bottle cracked.

She crossed over. Knelt. Gathered a tin of chickpeas. Her mouth
said, ““You okay?” before her mind could shape the thought. The
man nodded. Thanked her. They both laughed at the absurdity of
tomato sauce on the pavement.

Then her legs turned, and she was walking again.

She hadn’t decided to help him. She hadn’t weighed pros and
cons. There was no internal council vote. It happened. Life
unfolded, and her body had gone along with it.

This was the recognition.

There had never been an “I” doing the steering. Just a vast
choreography of conditions—sounds, shapes, memories, impulses
—none of them owned, none of them controlled.

All the suffering she’d carried was rooted 1in trying to take credit
or blame for what never belonged to her.

The career she'd fought for, the relationships she'd clung to, the
guilt, the pride, the shame—all constructed on a lie: I did this.



She crossed through the park. Wind tugged at the umbrella. She let
it collapse, soaked instantly. But no frustration came. There was
sensation—cold skin, wet hair—but no need to call it “bad.” There
was no one there resisting it.

That’s what stunned her most: how adaptive everything was when
left alone. Helping the man. Walking in the rain. Not because of a
moral code, not because of “mindfulness,” but because there was
no agenda corrupting the moment.

Back home, dripping on the mat, she looked at the umbrella.
Red. Wet. Still. Not a symbol. Not a metaphor. Just what it was.
Just like her.

Later, her friend would ask why she went out in the storm. She’d
say, “I didn’t decide to. It just happened.”

And they’d laugh, maybe roll their eyes.

But she wouldn’t explain. There was nothing to explain. Life
moved. And she—well, there was no “she.”

Only the movement.

Now pause. Sit still.

What in your own life today simply unfolded, without a chooser?
Trace one thing. See it.

Not the story—see the actuality of how it happened.

Notice what happens right now when you stop trying to direct
experience.

Can you feel the movement already happening? The typing, the
blinking, the shift in your seat?



Where is the chooser?
Can you find one?

Don’t answer with a concept.

LOOK.



The Electric Chair

He sat in silence, unsure whether it was over or just beginning.
The room felt hollow, not with absence, but with too much
presence. Thoughts darted like flies against a windowpane,
buzzing, bouncing, breaking—never landing.

And there it was. That thought.

"So what should I do now?"

It entered like a whisper but hit like a hammer.

The question wasn’t new. It had circled a thousand times before—
after every retreat, every insight, every glimpse of something pure
and wordless. But this time, something in him saw it land.

The moment it arose, so did the old machinery—the urgent flicker
of control, of planning, of scanning for the next rung on the ladder
to climb.

But something else had shifted.

This time, he didn’t answer.

He just looked.

It wasn’t looking for anything. It was the bare act of seeing,
undirected. And in that undirected seeing, the thought dissolved
like mist. No fire. No fight. Just gone.

He laughed, softly at first, then louder. It echoed.

Because what was left was... nothing.



There had been no one asking the question. No one waiting for the
answer. Just a loop. A habit. A phantom flickering in a chair wired
with imagined urgency.

“This is it,” he whispered.

And for once, it didn’t sound like a consolation prize.

All the seeking, the grasping, the climbing—gone. Not because he
had reached the top, but because he finally looked behind the
curtain and found no one pulling the levers. No wizard. No self.
Just lights and mirrors and deeply conditioned dreams.

What a trick. What a beautiful trick.

He remembered something someone had once said in a group:
“The final twitch of the seeker is often the thought: ‘So what do 1
do with this?’It’s the mind in the electric chair, still twitching, still

firing, even after the current of seeking has been cut off.”

And he saw it clearly now.

The seeking had ended. But the echo of the seeker still lived in the
nervous system, like muscle memory. Just an old reflex.

So he let it twitch.

And he smiled, not because it was profound, but because it was
finally so simple.

This moment—this seeing, this hearing, this breath—wasn’t Ais.
It never had been.

No doer. No thinker. No controller.

Just life.

Just this.

Exercise — “The Last Twitch”

Purpose:
To directly see the reflex of the “seeker” when it tries to keep
itself alive — and to notice what remains when it’s not fed.



1. Catch the Question

e During the day, when you notice a thought like “What should
I do now?” or “What’s next?” — pause.

e Don’t answer it. Don’t reject it.

o Just let it sit there, like a sound in the room.

2. Shift from Content to Mechanism

o Instead of following the thought’s storyline, look at Zow it
appears.

e Notice:
o The mental tone (urgent? casual? worried?)
o The body’s reaction (leaning forward? tightening?)

o The pull toward doing or deciding

3. Stay Undirected
e Rest in seeing without an aim.
o If the thought fades, let it.
o [f it stays, let it.

e Watch as if it’s a leaf spinning in a breeze — no push or pull.

4. Recognize the Echo

o Sense if this 1s just an old reflex — the “seeker” twitching
out of habit.

o Ask (lightly, without demanding an answer):
Is there actually anyone here who needs to figure this out?

5. Let the Twitch Happen



o Allow the reflex to play out without interference.

e See how it changes (or doesn’t) when it’s not being fed by
belief or urgency.

6. Rest in the Leftover

o After the thought passes or loses its charge, feel what
remains.

e What’s here when there’s no “next step”?

o Notice if it’s quieter, heavier, lighter — whatever it is, let it
be.

Prompt for the next time this happens:
"If nothing needs to be done with this moment, what’s left?"



The Trap

Seeking, wanting to be different, wanting to fix... reading this
with a purpose, Why?

What is the trap?

The trap is that any kind of doing, any idea of a choice, any
intention acted upon, any belief of agency or control, any of these
actually produces, creates a belief in a self.

Are we always in the trap?

No. When there is no reference back to the idea of a self, the trap
1S not sprung.




Once the trap is sprung, how do we get out of it?

You can’t!

Absolutely anything you do to get out of it only reinforces it.

Only by being very still, very silent and disappearing, will it open.
How do we do this?

You cant do it!

It can happen, but you have to find your way to a portal (Yes this
1s reinforcing the trap.) a portal through which the you, the self
disappears and there is only happenings happening.

Even wanting this reinforces the trap.

..but let’s drop down a level and ask if this can happen without
wanting it to.

Staying down at that level of subtlty and detail, let’s look at
wanting...

When the idea of this first happened, there may have been a
reaction of “this sounds good, 1 want it”

If we recognize that there is someone who wants it, then shift our
focus to “it sounds good”, we soften the association between that
mythical self and a possible happening.

If we see the happening objectively, then we recognize that it is a
story that may or may not happen. As long as we don’t invest in
that happening we don’t recreate the relationship to a self.

So now we have the idea that it would be good and we can put that
idea 1n the background and focus on what it feels like - now - here.
Just description... to start with. Then go beyond word description
(labels) to experiencing.

Here we are so involved in experiencing bodily sensations that any
idea of who 1s experiencing is left behind. There is just... just
THIS.

...and for a moment there 1s no trap.




The Trap

Jake sat in his chair with the same thought hammering: I need fo
fix this. I need to wake up. I need to get out of this trap.

He read the words on the screen:

“Seeking, wanting to be different, wanting to fix... this is the
trap.”

He frowned. “What? That’s stupid. If I don’t do anything, I’ll just
sit here forever.”

And 1n that very thought, the jaws closed. Snap.

The trap was sprung.

Because every attempt—every “I will”"—wasn’t breaking it. It
was building it.

He looked for a way out. Maybe meditate harder. Maybe read one
more book. Maybe the next insight would finallycrack it.

But the more he reached, the tighter it clenched. Like quicksand.
The more he fought, the deeper the “me” was sucked in.

Then, something odd.

He stopped. Not because he decided to stop. Stopping happened.
There was just the hum of the fridge. The feeling of breath sliding
in and out. The weight of his hands on his knees.

For a split second, there was no Jake.

Just hum. Just breath. Just weight.

And then thought came back: Wait—was that it? Am I doing it?
Snap. Trap again.

He almost laughed. Because in that instant, he saw it.

Every movement toward escape was the trap itself.

There was no heroic breakthrough. No enlightenment fireworks.
Just a clear, raw seeing:

The trap opens not by fighting it, but when the fighter isn’t there.
And in that silence—no Jake, no effort, no "doing"—Iife kept
happening anyway.

The hum kept humming. Breath kept breathing. Fingers twitched.
A bird screamed outside.

No one was controlling it.

And for a moment, nothing needed to be fixed.

Because there was no one left to be trapped.



Just this.

Now stop.

Right here, as you read this, notice:

Is there a you doing the reading?

Or is there just... reading?

If the thought “I am reading this” appears, watch it. See how it
comes after the words are already seen.

The trap only bites when you believe that thought.

Stay here—at the raw hum, the breath, the feeling of the chair.
Look closer.

Without the story of “you,” wheres the trap?

Where's the one caught?

The trap i1sn’t holding you.

The trap is you.

Every move to get out? That’s the trap tightening.
Stop.

No fixing. No trying. No “you.”

Look.

Breath. Sound. Tingling in your hands.

Already happening.

No doer. No trap.

Just this.

“The one trying to escape the trap is the trap.”
Look right now—without that one... wheres the trap?




Do you feel it?
That instant drop when there’s nothing left to fight?



Journey to Erewhon

From asleep to awake (erewhon) was always (& still 1s) the
intention to get to where whatever life offered was welcomed with
equinimity.

For the first 14 years (of awakening) it was believed that we had
to ‘heal’ the trauma that besets every child. To fix the broken Self
image. Once that was done we could recognize that the Self was
no more than stories that we reacted to.

To do that 1 had a story that we must recognize the organisms
mechanisms that have evolved to keep us away from the
unpleasantness (or sheer terror) of the trauma scars.

These mechanisms mainly consisted of distractions and resistance.



When circumstances triggered a reminder of the original trauma,
even before it became conscious we would escape by diversion
into either fantasy or activity. (mental of physical distraction)

The ‘monster under the bed’ story became the ‘go to’ technique.

It was a technique similar to ‘sitting in the gap’ technique of the
Fetter work, where one woud start with recognizing a diversionary
behaviour. These would be recognized by their obsessive qualities.
Mental stories with an escapist flavor or obsessive activity like
eating or cleaning or scrolling, or smoking/vaping (& lots of
others)

When one of these behaviors was enountered (& recognized), to
stop and focus on the feeling was the next step. Bringing to mind
that a feeling i1s sensations with stories attached to it, the focus was
directed to the sensation component of the feeling.

The feeling would be anything from slight discomfort to fear or
terror. (or others)

When the sensation component was isolated it would be seen as
nothing more than a sensation. A sensation that contained no
information or instructions.

Everything that gave meaning to the feeling was inherent to the
stories attached to the pure sensation. When in the gap between
sensations and the stories, an invitation exists for the stories to
reveal themselves. This may or may not happen.

If they did it would (usually) be seen that the monster under the
bed was the result of an innocent, naive child being conditioned by
circumstances.

It was expected that this would ‘heal’ that particular ‘suffering’.
Then a change in beliefs occurred.

The change was that we didn’t need to confront the original
trauma. It was that simply recognizing that something (the story of
the original experience/s) existed that was programmed in from
‘before’, was enough to dispel the monster.

Now, a much more direct ‘route’ is believed to exist.

Now it 1s seen that any beliefs from past or present only exist as
potential until they are activated. ..and then there exists a recursive
or circular process.



When they are activated (usually by circumstances that remind us
of the original experience), they rely on the belief that they are
happening to or in somebody, and ironically, that somebody (self)
1s created by those beliefs.

That self is both contingent on, and the creator of those stories.
This experience invites us to recognize the reality that the sense of
self that we took to be actual was a bunch of stories that were
believed and responded to as if they were real (actual)

At this point the techinque (now) is to look for the feeling of
connection to what is believed to be the self. The relationship to
those stories (and the ensuing experiences) is where the self is
birthed.

That relationship is where the juice is. It’s a feeling of ownerhsip
or belonging.

It is identification.

When this is seen, discovered, recognized, it happens in the NOW.
Just as when the original trauma is triggered it manifests in the
NOW.

To reiterate this really important point... These things don’t
actually exist until they are triggered.

When they manifest, they require a belief to actualize. That belief
1s that 1t 1s happening to someone.

That someone only exists conceptually and that concept is
activated by the belief that this 1s something contained in that self.

This 1s where the illusion cracks wide open.

The "self" you’ve taken to be real? It’s nothing but a bundle of
stories—believed, reacted to, and lived as i1f they were actual.
The key now is simple: look for the felt connection to those
stories. That pull of ownership. That sense of “this is mine.”
That’s the birthplace of the self. That’s identification.

And here’s the crucial thing: it only ever happens now. Just as old
trauma only exists when it’s triggered, the “self” is the same.
Dormant until activated.

When it appears, it needs one thing to come alive: belief.
Belief that “this 1s happening to me.”



But that “me” isn’t real. It’s a concept. A phantom conjured the
moment you buy into it.
See this, and the whole mechanism unravels.

The Phantom Self

The self is not a thing.

It’s a story.

A story that is believed.

Then reacted to.

A story lived as if it were real.

And it only comes alive now.

Old trauma? Dead until triggered.

The "me"? The same.

Both require one thing: belief.

“This 1s happening to me.”

But that “me” is just a concept.

A phantom born the instant it’s believed.
See this—and it dies in the same instant it appears.

(4 The Look

1. Catch the trigger.
A wave of shame. Anger. Fear. Feel it!
Notice the pull to escape, explain, or fix it.
Pause. Don’t move.

2. Drop the story.
For a moment, set aside what it “means.”

No past. No future. No "why." Push these into the background.
Only the raw sensation: tight chest, heat in the face, buzzing in

the stomach.
3. Ask: who is this happening to?
Look—mnot for an answer, but for what’s actually here.
Where is the one who owns this?
4. Stay in the gap.
Sensation without story.
No owner. No instruction. Just this.



Watch how the "self" flickers in and out—born only when the
story 1s believed.

This 1s how the phantom is exposed:
Not by destroying it, but by seeing it never had substance.

Look at what’s here—not the story, not the history—just the raw
sensation... and see if you can find the “someone” it belongs to.
When you don’t... there’s only THIS.

The Glance That Undid It

He was sitting at the kitchen table, staring at a mug of coffee gone
cold.

The familiar ache was there—a tightness in the chest, the kind that
always whispered: Something s wrong with me.

He almost reached for the usual escape: his phone, a distraction,
anything. But this time, he stopped. Not to fix it. Just... to look.
He closed his eyes.

Step one: Pause.

The ache didn’t leave. It pulsed, stubborn, like a low hum in the
body.

Normally, this 1s where the story would rush in: This is old
trauma. This is why I'm stuck. I need to get rid of this.

But instead, he asked a different question:

Whats actually here?

Not the explanation. Not the history. Just this... here.

And there it was: a raw, tight knot in the chest. No label. No
meaning. Just sensation.

He waited.

Thoughts kept trying to barge in. This is fear. This means you 're
broken.

But he didn’t chase them. He stayed with the knot.

And then something strange happened.

He couldn’t find an owner for it.



There was tension. There was noticing.

But no “someone” in the middle of it.

It was just... happening.

For a moment, it was almost funny. Like watching a magic trick
collapse.

The ache was still there, but without the story, it was just a
sensation—Ilike the hum of a refrigerator in another room.

And 1n that gap, there was a quiet so deep it didn’t feel earned. It
didn’t feel like victory. It just was.

No monster under the bed.

No one under the bed at all.

Just this.

He opened his eyes. The coffee was still cold.

He took a sip. Bitter. Ordinary. Perfect.

The Direct Look
1. Pause.
Stop trying to fix or explain what’s happening.
Let the sensation, thought, or emotion be exactly as it is.
2. Turn attention inward, but not for answers.
You’re not searching for a conclusion.
Instead, you’re simply checking: What is here?
. Is there a “me” apart from this sensation?
. Where exactly is it?
What’s its shape, texture, or boundary?
3. Stay before the story.
Notice how quickly thought tries to explain:
“This 1s fear,” “This is my trauma,” “I need to deal with this.”
Drop all of it.
Just feel the raw vibration, pressure, or tingling that’s present.
4. See the absence.
When you look without chasing an answer, there’s only
sensation.
No owner.



No controller.
Just the happening itself—untied to a "you."
5. Rest there.
Nothing needs to resolve.
The “self” only reappears if you pick up the story again.

This is not thinking.

It’s not analysis.

Its the naked noticing of what remains when there’s no
interpretation.

Just THIS.

Undefind. Indescribable. No meaning.

Just experienced.
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