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..to be written by an appreciative reader. 



Preface. 
This collection of stories is 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 if 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—not 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. I 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 is to believe something vital is missing. 
To be awake is to see that nothing is. 
I realised that awakening meant accepting this — whatever is 
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 is “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 is 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 in 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 

… 
These stories are not in any particular order. That is that they pay 
homage to the delusion of continuity that is a hallmark of this 
awakening (insert abstract noun here)  
There is no order or sequence required or of value. We are 
collecting brownie points until we have enough to get a badge 
(have a shift in perspective). There are many such points to be 
found in every story, every exercise, indeed, every word. (Can you 
find them?) 
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 enables every phrase to reveal 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 Window That Was Never There 

 
SONG — “I Was Talking To A Mirror” 
Naomi first noticed it in the supermarket. 
Not in a big mystical way. 
Not in a lightning-bolt revelation. 
More like… a hairline crack in glass. 
She was standing in the tea aisle, reading the same label for the 
third time, when she saw a man reach past her for a box of 
chamomile. 
Instant contraction. 
Chest tightened. 
Jaw locked. 
Micro-flash of irritation. 
And then — a strange, disorienting curiosity. 
Not about him. 
About what she thought he was. 
The mind had already assembled him: 
Rude. 
Impatient. 
Probably arrogant. 
Probably like that guy from work. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/i-was-talking-to-a-mirror


The whole thing built in less than a blink — a fast neural origami 
of past memories, tiny hurts, old comparisons, social patterning. 
But then something else happened. 
A second layer. 
A softer, quieter noticing: 
I have never met this person. 
I am reacting to a ghost. 
And that was when it really cracked open. 
If she was reacting to a ghost version of him… 
Then maybe every person she had ever reacted to was partly 
ghost. 
And if that was true… 
Then maybe people weren’t meeting her either. 
Maybe everyone was walking around relating to shimmering 
overlays. 
Psychological mirages. 
Meaning-stickers. 
Post-it notes on living beings. 
And then — the vertigo moment. 
If that’s true… 
Then nobody actually knows what is “out there.” 
And nobody actually knows what is “in here.” 
And instead of panic — 
Something effervescent. 
Like oxygen rushing into a sealed room. 
Freedom. 
Not the freedom of control. 
The freedom of not needing to know. 
She stood there smiling at the tea shelf like a lunatic. 
Because suddenly: 
Every reaction = a lab. 
Every trigger = a portal. 
Every projection = autobiography in disguise. 
And nothing had to be fixed. 
Only noticed. 

🔬  INVESTIGATION — Projection as Self-Echo 



Let’s go ultra clean. 
1⃣  What we think we relate to 
We assume: 
“I am reacting to that person / that situation / that world event.” 
But experientially we are reacting to: 
Perception 
Memory 
Prediction 
Meaning assignment 
Identity protection 
Not “them.” 
Not “the world.” 
Not “reality.” 
Only interpretation of signals. 

2⃣  Why we cannot know “what is actually there” 
Because: 
Sensory input → filtered 
Memory → selective 
Prediction → biased 
Language → distorting 
Identity → defensive 
Even biologically: 
You are seeing a prediction model, not raw reality. 
Like noise-cancelled existence. 

3⃣  The radical flip 
If we can’t know what’s “out there”… 
Then every reaction becomes information about conditioning. 
Not failure. 
Not weakness. 
Not flaw. 
Just: 
Conditioning revealing itself in real time. 

4⃣  The hidden liberation 



If nothing is knowable in an absolute sense: 
You don’t have to: 
• defend identity 
• get it right 
• resolve every ambiguity 
• fix every feeling 
• maintain certainty 
You can live in precision curiosity instead. 

5⃣  The Opportunity Frame 
Every reaction becomes: 
Old conditioning surfacing 
+ 
Chance for nervous system updating 
+ 
Chance to see projection forming 
+ 
Chance to laugh at certainty 
Whether you celebrate this or resist it: 
Both = usable data. 
Both = unfolding. 
Both = deconditioning potential. 



The Conversation That Almost Didn’t Happen 

 
SONG — These Words Are Just Bridges 

Naomi noticed it during a quiet walk with Elias. 

Late afternoon. 
Salt air. 
Dog barking somewhere across the water. 

They had been talking about something ordinary — groceries, 
maybe, or a message someone had sent. 

Then she stopped mid-sentence. 

“…It feels weird,” she said. 

“What does?” Elias asked. 

“This.” She gestured vaguely between them. “Talking.” 

Elias didn’t laugh. 
He just waited. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/these-words-are-just-bridges


“It feels like… we’re using tools that automatically create 
distance,” she said. 
“Like language is a map that keeps pretending it’s the terrain.” 

They kept walking. 

Gravel crunch. 
Wind on skin. 
Sun low and amber. 

Then something simple happened. 

They stopped talking. 

Not awkwardly. 
Not intentionally. 

Just… silence. 

And in that silence there was no: 

Speaker 
Listener 
Meaning to transmit 
Position to defend 
Mind kept babbling, but it was now background sound. 

Only: 
Two bodies 
Two nervous systems 
One field of sound 
One field of light 
One shared, living moment 

After a while, Elias said quietly: 



“Language is like drawing chalk outlines around clouds.” 

Naomi laughed. 

“Yes. And then arguing about the outline.” 

Another pause. 

Then the deeper noticing arrived — not as a thought, but as a felt 
clarity: 

Language didn’t create separation. 

It only created the idea of separation 
after the fact 
like the mind labeling ripples on one ocean 
as “different waves.” 

They kept walking. 

They talked again. 

But something had shifted. 

Words weren’t containers anymore. 

They were… gestures. 
Sound-shapes pointing to something deeper. 
Pointers thrown into mystery. 

Not truth. 
Not separation. 
Just coordination. 

Like dolphins clicking in the ocean. 



🔬  INVESTIGATION — Can Language Exist Without Creating 
Separation? 
The honest answer 

Language almost always implies separation structurally: 

Subject → Verb → Object 
I → speak → to you 
I → feel → something 
I → see → the world 

But direct experience does not contain this structure. 

In experiencing there is: 
Sounding 
Seeing 
Sensation 
Thinking 
Happening 

No built-in “owner.” 

Where separation actually appears 

Not in language itself — 
but in believing language contains reality - literally. 

Example: 

“Tree” = label 
Actual = shifting colour, light scatter, texture, smell, memory, 
prediction 

The word freezes a process into a “thing.” 

Could language be used differently? 



Yes — if it is held as: 

Pointer 
Approximation 
Gesture 
Coordination tool 
Poetry 
Play 

Not: 
Truth container 
Identity container 
Reality description 

Language Without Separation Feels Like: 

Talking while knowing: 
No one is actually inside the words 
No one is actually inside the body 
No one is actually separate from the moment 

Words become like: 
Wind chimes 
Bird calls 
Navigation beacons 

Not identity declarations. 

The Subtle Shift 

Instead of: 
“I am talking to you” 

Becomes: 
“Talking is happening here, and responding is happening there” 

But even that is still approximate. 



The Deepest Layer 

Even the thought: 
“There is no separation” 

Is also language. 

Also concept. 

Also approximation. 

And that’s fine. 

Because language doesn’t need to be perfect to be useful. 

It only becomes distorting when taken as literal ontology. 

Ultra Direct Experiment 

Right now: 

Listen to the sound of the room. 
Notice the feeling of the body. 
Notice any thought forming words about this. 

Did experience split into: 
• hearer 
• heard 
• thinker 
• thought 

Or did those appear as ideas about experience? 



The Envelope Under the Sink 

 
SONG — “Money & me” 

Naomi didn’t even remember putting it there. 
She was kneeling on the cool tile, one knee starting to ache, half 
inside the cupboard under the sink. The smell was familiar — 
detergent, damp timber, that faint mineral smell from the pipes. 
She pushed aside a bottle of vinegar, then a half-used sponge. 
Her fingers hit paper. 
Not smooth. Slightly softened by humidity. The edges had that 
tiny curl that paper gets when it lives somewhere it wasn’t meant 
to live. 
She pulled it out slowly. 
A plain white envelope. 
No writing on the front. 
No stamp. 
Just the faint crease where it had been folded slightly when it was 
shoved behind the spray bottles. 
The flap wasn’t sealed — just tucked in. 
For a second she just held it. 
And already the body knew before the mind caught up: 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/money-me


heart rate slightly up 
tongue pressed against the roof of the mouth 
a subtle tightening low in the belly 
that quiet, electric alertness — not panic, but not neutral 
She opened it. 
Inside were five notes. 
Not crisp bank notes — used ones. 
The top one had a corner folded like someone had used it as a 
bookmark. 
Another had a faint coffee stain — a soft brown cloud over the 
edge of a number. 
One was newer, sharper, almost plasticky against the others. 
Two were older, softer, almost cloth-like. 
And there was a small scrap of paper. 
Blue pen. 
Slightly shaky writing. 
Just a number. 
Not labelled. 
Just: 
$ ——— 
Her handwriting. 
And suddenly memory arrived — not as a story first, but as body 
echo. 
Late night. 
Standing in the kitchen. 
Quiet house. 
That particular silence that only exists when everyone else is 
asleep and tomorrow feels heavier than it should. 
She had counted the notes once. 
Then again. 
Then once more — slower — like repetition could make the 
number safer. 
She had written the number down because if it lived outside her 
head, maybe she could sleep. 
Back under the sink, now, years or months later — time blurred — 
the mind finally entered the scene: 



This is your safety buffer. 
This is your “just in case.” 
This is how close things can get. 
And then the old companion voice: 
You should have more. 
You should be further along. 
You should be more prepared. 
What if something happens? 
What if you become dependent? 
What if you disappoint people? 
The envelope suddenly felt heavier than paper should. 
She slid one note out. 
Ran her thumb over the raised ink of the number. 
Felt the micro-ridges where the printing sat on the polymer 
surface. 
It made that faint plasticky whisper when she flexed it. 
And something strange happened. 
The note was just… texture. 
Temperature. 
Weight. 
Color. 
Smell — faintly chemical, faintly dusty, faintly human. 
All the meaning was arriving from her. 
The note itself wasn’t: 
security 
failure 
adulthood 
survival 
shame 
competence 
It was dyed polymer and cotton blend and embedded threads and 
tiny reflective patches. 
The fear lived somewhere else. 
She sat back and laid all five notes on the tile beside her knee. 
Spread them like evidence. 



They didn’t look like a personality. 
They didn’t look like a future. 
They didn’t look like protection or failure. 
They looked like… tools. 
And then another layer appeared — softer, almost sad: 
She saw the version of herself who hid them there. 
Not stupid. 
Not paranoid. 
Not “financially broken.” 
Just a nervous system trying to create margin. 
Trying to create one square meter of psychological oxygen in a 
world that sometimes felt like it pressed too close. 
She touched the scrap paper again. 
The number looked almost childish. 
Like someone writing a phone number they’re scared to forget. 
And she felt something warm move through her chest — not 
relief, not pride. 
Respect. 
For the decades of micro-decisions that had kept her alive, housed, 
fed, functioning, showing up for people. 
Even the anxious ones. 
Especially the anxious ones. 
Then, almost comically late, a new thought drifted in: 
You’re okay right now. 
Not forever. 
Not guaranteed. 
Not spiritually. 
Not financially. 
Just… now. 
And the body softened — not dramatically — just one notch. 
The throat unclenched slightly. 
The shoulders dropped maybe three millimeters. 
The belly stopped bracing like it was waiting for a punch. 
She stacked the notes again. 
Slid them back into the envelope. 



But instead of hiding it behind chemicals and cleaning tools — 
like something shameful — she moved it to the back of the 
cupboard shelf. 
Still private. 
But not exiled. 
Later, when she stood up, she noticed the almost invisible after-
effect: 
The envelope hadn’t changed her finances. 
But it had changed the relationship. 
Money wasn’t a judge anymore. 
It was a signal. 
A resource. 
A tool. 
A sometimes-loud alarm system. 
A sometimes-kind support. 
But not a verdict on whether she was allowed to exist. 
And when she turned on the kitchen tap and heard the pipes 
shudder and settle and begin their normal water-song, she had the 
oddest, simplest feeling: 
Not “I am safe forever.” 
Just: 
Life is happening. 
And I am still here in it. 
And for this moment, that was enough. 

STORY — “The Envelope — Where Fear Ends and Judgment 
Begins” 
Naomi didn’t open the envelope straight away this time. 
She just held it. 
And something microscopic was already happening. 
Not “fear” — not yet. 
Just activation. 
If she slowed down enough, she could feel it as: 
• a pinprick vibration under the sternum 
• a faint buzzing behind the eyes 
• tongue pressing unconsciously to the palate 
• skin on forearms slightly cooler 



• breath shortening by maybe 5% 
• a tiny forward tilt in posture — like preparing for impact 
No words yet. 
Just an organism preparing. 
Then — milliseconds later — the mind arrived with the first label: 
This is fear. 
And almost immediately behind it: 
Why are you still like this? 
You should be better by now. 
Other people handle money better. 
You’re behind. 
That was the real hit. 
Not the body signal. 
The judgment about having the signal. 
She noticed it like layers of tracing paper sliding over each other: 
Layer 1 — raw body activation 
Layer 2 — “this is fear” 
Layer 3 — “fear means something is wrong” 
Layer 4 — “something is wrong with me” 
Layer 5 — “I am failing at being an adult / human / safe / 
competent” 
The envelope hadn’t changed. 
Only the story stack had. 
She sat down on the floor. 
And instead of solving anything, she zoomed in further. 
The sternum vibration wasn’t “fear.” 
It was more like… a humming wire. 
Fine-grained. Electric. Not actually painful. 
The belly tightening wasn’t “panic.” 
It was more like a hand closing around a rope. 
Holding. Stabilising. Preparing. 
The throat tension wasn’t “dread.” 
It was more like a valve adjusting airflow. 
The body wasn’t screaming. 
It was preparing. 
And suddenly she saw something devastating and kind at the same 
time: 



The criticism voice was not coming from the body. 
It was coming from memory. 

CONDITIONING ECHO — WHERE JUDGMENT GOT 
INSTALLED 
Not one moment. 
Thousands. 
Subtle ones. 

Childhood Layer 
Not: 
“You are bad.” 
More like: 
• “We can’t waste money.” 
• “Do you know how hard your father works?” 
• “Other families don’t struggle like this.” 
• Silence when bills were opened 
• Relief when things were “just okay” 
• Tension when unexpected expenses appeared 
No villain. 
Just nervous systems trying to survive. 
But the child brain translated it into: 
Money = safety = belonging = approval = survival 
And worse: 
Financial instability = personal failure 

Cultural Layer 
Then later: 
• “Successful people have savings.” 
• “Smart people invest early.” 
• “Responsible adults plan decades ahead.” 
• “If you’re stressed about money, you did something wrong.” 
Not facts. 
Narratives. 
Installed through repetition. 

Nervous System Inheritance Layer 



The deepest one: 
Not beliefs. 
Body expectations. 
Inherited hyper-vigilance toward: 
• scarcity 
• instability 
• unpredictability 
• sudden loss 
The envelope wasn’t triggering a thought. 
It was triggering ancestral pattern matching. 

THE REAL DISCOVERY MOMENT 
She touched the envelope again. 
And asked something radically simple: 
Where is the fear… 
without the sentence about me? 
And suddenly: 
Fear shrank to: 
• chest vibration 
• gut tension 
• breath shift 
• alertness 
No identity inside it. 
Then she asked: 
Where is the judgment physically? 
And it was totally different. 
Judgment lived in: 
• forehead pressure 
• jaw clamp 
• sharp internal voice tone 
• fast image flashes (future catastrophe scenes) 
Fear = body preparing 
Judgment = mind punishing preparation 
Criticism = learned attempt to force control 

THE SOFTEST SHIFT 
She realised: 



The system wasn’t broken. 
It was: 
• protective 
• over-trained 
• loyal to old survival rules 
• trying to prevent social or physical danger 
Even the critic wasn’t evil. 
It was outdated software trying to reduce risk. 
And when she saw that — not as philosophy, but sensation-level 
— something loosened. 
Not because fear disappeared. 
But because war against fear disappeared. 

ULTRA DIRECT EXPERIENCE MINI-INVESTIGATION 
Try this in any triggered moment: 
Step 1 — Find Fear Without The Story 
Ask: 
👉  Where is this in the body? 
👉  Texture? Temperature? Movement? 
No labels. 

Step 2 — Find Judgment Separately 
Ask: 
👉  Where is the “I shouldn’t feel this” voice located? 
👉  Is it sensation? Image? Words? 

Step 3 — Notice They Are Not The Same Thing 
Fear = signal 
Judgment = learned commentary 
Criticism = control attempt 

Step 4 — Add This (Powerful) 
Quietly notice: 
This is a nervous system trying to help me survive. 
Watch what softens. 



THE DEEPEST PIECE (You’ll Like This) 
Fear is usually fast, simple, body-based. 
Judgment is slower, linguistic, identity-based. 
Fear says: 
⚠ Prepare. 
Judgment says: 
⚠ You are wrong for needing to prepare. 
That second one is where most suffering lives. 

If I were to summarise your whole teaching arc into one brutal 
sentence: 
Raw fear rarely destroys people. 
Self-criticism about fear does. 



Everything Is THIS 

 
SONG — “THIS Everything” 
Naomi was washing a mug that didn’t need washing. 
She’d already washed it. Twice. 
But her hands kept doing it anyway, like the body was trying to 
scrub a feeling off the day. 
The kitchen was quiet. 
Late light on the bench. 
Water whispering over ceramic. 
A neighbour’s radio leaking a thin melody show-through the wall. 
And then — the familiar hitch: 
A thought flashed: This shouldn’t be here. 
Not the mug. The mood. 
A tightness gathered behind her ribs. 
A restless grit in her jaw. 
A little storm-front of “fix it” moved through the chest. 
She’d heard the line a thousand times: 
THIS is it. 
But tonight, that phrase didn’t land as comfort. 
It landed like a challenge. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/this-everything


Because if THIS is it… 
then surely that — the resistance, the wanting out, the self-
correction — can’t be it. 
Surely THIS means the peaceful version. 
And in that moment, she caught the trick: 
The mind was trying to create two THISes. 
The acceptable THIS. 
The unacceptable THIS pretending not to count. 
She put the mug down. 
And instead of arguing, she went closer. 
Not to the idea — to the texture. 
What was actually happening? 
Sound of running water. 
Coolness on fingertips. 
A slight tremble in the forearms. 
Breath held high in the chest. 
A thought repeating: “I shouldn’t feel this.” 
A second thought: “I’m doing it wrong.” 
And then — like a microscope lens clicking into focus — she saw: 
Those thoughts weren’t about THIS. 
They were also appearing as THIS. 
Not as truth. 
As events. 
A thought appearing. 
A contraction appearing. 
An urge appearing. 
Even the urge to escape… appearing. 
She laughed once — not a big laugh — more like a soft snort of 
recognition. 
Because it was almost funny how relentless it was: 
Even the attempt to get out of THIS… 
was happening inside THIS. 
You couldn’t step outside the room to complain about the room. 
The complaint was furniture. 
She felt the resistance again — but now it was exposed as a 
physical choreography: 
a bracing in the belly 



a tightening behind the eyes 
a forward-leaning energy in the chest (as if to lunge toward a 
solution) 
And then she noticed something even more subtle: 
There was no owner of the resistance. 
Resistance was just… resistance-ing. 
Like weather. 
The mind wanted to say, I am resisting. 
But in the raw view, it was simpler: 
resisting sensations 
resisting thoughts 
resisting the label “resisting” 
resisting the idea that resistance is allowed 
A hall of mirrors. 
And right there — right in the middle of wanting it different — 
came the quiet pivot: 
Not just this. Everything THIS. 
Meaning: 
The peaceful breath is THIS. 
The clenched jaw is THIS. 
The hope for relief is THIS. 
The irritation at hope is THIS. 
The image of a better future is THIS. 
The grief that it isn’t here is THIS. 
The story that “I’m failing” is THIS (as a story appearing). 
The wish for awakening is THIS (as a wish appearing). 
Everything is included — not as approval, but as fact. 
Not “good.” 
Not “spiritual.” 
Just… included. 
She stood there a while, hands resting on the sink edge, watching 
the whole carnival rise and fall. 
And the strangest thing happened: 
Because nothing was being exiled, the system softened by itself. 
Not because she forced acceptance. 
Because the war lost its enemy. 



The resistance didn’t vanish. 
It just stopped pretending it was a problem outside of reality. 
It became part of the weather. 
And the kitchen — water, mug, radio, breath — 
felt almost luminous in its ordinariness. 
Not because it was special. 
Because nothing was missing from it anymore. 

INVESTIGATION — “THIS means: all experiencing, 
including ‘no’” 
1) Define THIS without philosophy 
Right now, without thinking: 
What is showing up in direct experience? 
Use only: sensation, sound, color, movement, thought-as-event. 
Examples: 
pressure in chest 
warmth in hands 
sound of fridge 
thought: “I want this to stop” 
image: tomorrow 
impulse: check phone 
All of it counts. 
2) Notice the “two THISes” trick 
Ask: 
Is the mind dividing experience into: 
“allowed/real” vs “shouldn’t be here/not it”? 
Find one thing you’re subtly excluding. 
Now do this: 
Let that excluded thing be included as an appearance. 
Not agreeing with it. 
Just admitting it’s happening. 
3) Split “content” from “existence” 
When a thought says “I can’t handle this”: 
Existence: a thought is happening (actual event) 
Content: what it claims about life (story) 
Rest attention on the existence for 5 seconds: 
Can the sound/shape of the thought be noticed? 



Does it have pressure, tempo, tone? 
4) Resistance as sensation, not as a moral failure 
When resistance turns up: 
Where is it in the body? 
Is it bracing, pushing, tightening, turning away, speeding up? 
Now the key: 
Can you find the resister separate from those sensations? 
Usually: no. 
There is resisting, but no separate “one” doing it. 
5) The paradox that frees everything 
Try saying, slowly, and check what happens: 
“Even wanting it different is allowed to be here.” 
“Even not wanting it is allowed.” 
“Even the desire to escape is included.” 
Watch for the nervous system’s response: 
Often a micro-release — not dramatic, but unmistakable. 
6) The clean punchline 
THIS is not peace. 
THIS is what’s happening. 
Peace is often what’s left when nothing is being fought. 



The Forecast 

 
SONG — “The Forecast Is Not the Sky” 
Naomi woke at 4:12 a.m. 
Not from pain. 
From prediction. 
A faint sensation in her abdomen had flickered — barely a pulse 
— and instantly the mind assembled a documentary: 
Last time this happened, it got worse. 
It took weeks. 
You couldn’t function. 
You’re not strong enough to handle that again. 
Her heart rate climbed. 
Her jaw tightened. 
Heat bloomed under her collarbones. 
And without realizing it, she had shifted from: 
Sensation → Presence 
to: 
Sensation → Story → Future → Catastrophe 
Her body didn’t know she was thinking. 
It only knew: 
⚠ Threat simulation active. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/the-forecast-is-not-the-sky


Cortisol surged. 
The nervous system prepared for emergency. 
And here’s the brutal nuance: 
The danger was not in the room. 
It was in the narrative projection. 
By 4:17 a.m., she was sweating. 
Her gut churned harder — not from the original sensation — but 
from the stress response. 
The hippocampus (which helps distinguish memory from present 
reality) was being flooded. 
The prefrontal cortex (which regulates emotional response) was 
losing bandwidth. 
And the story gained credibility because her body now felt worse. 
See the loop? 
Mild sensation 
Memory-based prediction 
Cortisol spike 
Inflammation + arousal 
Intensified sensation 
Story validated 
“I knew it.” 
But she didn’t know it. 
She predicted it. 
At 5:02 a.m., something different happened. 
She remembered the Zoom session. 
Not the words. 
The direction. 
Don’t follow the content. 
Feel the happening. 
So she stayed still. 
And instead of asking: 
What does this mean? 
She asked: 
Where exactly is this? 
She found: 
• Warmth low in abdomen 
• Rapid heart rhythm 



• Tingling in forearms 
• A thought repeating 
• A visual image of “future hospital room” 
She separated them. 
Sensation. 
Image. 
Sentence. 
They weren’t the same thing. 
The cortisol surge didn’t stop instantly. 
But something else did. 
The amplification. 
She wasn’t fueling it anymore. 
And gradually, like a storm that realizes it’s over land and not 
ocean, it lost power. 
The abdominal pulse softened. 
Her breathing deepened. 
The prediction dissolved because it was no longer being rehearsed. 
By sunrise, she was tired — but clear. 
The original sensation? 
Gone. 
The forecast had caused the storm. 
Not the weather. 

INVESTIGATION — Stress Hormone as Story Reinforcement 
Let’s translate the neuroscience directly into experience. 
1⃣  Prediction is not neutral. 
When the mind says: 
“This happened before — it will happen again” 
The body responds as if: 
“It is happening now.” 
Cortisol rises not from memory — but from identification with 
prediction. 
Check this right now: 
Think of a mildly stressful future event. 
Notice: 
• breath shift 



• jaw tension 
• heart rhythm change 
That is prediction becoming physiology. 

2⃣  High cortisol narrows perception 
When stress hormones rise: 
• hippocampus struggles to contextualize 
• prefrontal regulation weakens 
• memory bias skews negative 
• inflammation increases 
In experience this feels like: 
• tunnel vision 
• certainty 
• urgency 
• lack of options 
• “this is serious” 
Not truth. 
Stress chemistry. 

3⃣  The cortisol loop 
Story: 
“This will go badly.” 
Body: 
Activates defense. 
Activation: 
Feels intense. 
Mind: 
“See? It is bad.” 
The loop self-validates. 

4⃣  Breaking the loop (Lab Work Style) 
When triggered: 
Step 1 — Name what is sensation. 
“Warmth. Tightness. Pressure.” 



Step 2 — Name what is story. 
“Image of hospital.” 
“Sentence about decline.” 
Step 3 — Do nothing about either. 
Let chemistry burn without narrative reinforcement. 
This prevents sustained cortisol output. 
Not suppression. 
Non-participation. 

5⃣  Acceptance reduces inflammatory reinforcement 
Resistance keeps the stress signal active. 
Acceptance doesn’t mean liking it. 
It means: 
No additional narrative. 
And the body, without rehearsal of threat, recalibrates. 

6⃣  The deeper shift 
Naomi’s struggle wasn’t illness. 
It was: 
Believing that past equals future. 
When the prediction was seen as prediction — not prophecy — 
The body stopped preparing for war. 



The Claim 

 
SONG - Who Claimed This? 
Daniel was halfway through his coffee when it happened. 
A tightening in his chest. 
Small. 
Sharp. 
Almost electrical. 
Before he could even locate it, a thought appeared: 
“Why does this always happen to me?” 
There it was. 
Not just a sensation anymore. 
Not just pressure behind the sternum. 
Now it was: 
“Always.” 
“Happens.” 
“To me.” 
The claim had been made. 
The chest tightened again. 
Another thought followed: 
“I’m an anxious person.” 
Now the narrative was forming. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/who-claimed-this


Within seconds, Daniel wasn’t experiencing pressure in the chest. 
He was: 
A man with anxiety. 
A man with a pattern. 
A man whose life goes this way. 
The body hadn’t changed much. 
But identity had solidified. 

That evening he sat alone and replayed it. 
He tried something different. 
He remembered your phrase: 
“Take it to the lab.” 
He closed his eyes. 
Invited the memory back. 
Just enough to re-evoke the original sensation — 
but not enough to drown. 
There it was again. 
Pressure. 
Heat. 
Movement. 
Then he asked carefully: 
Where exactly is it? 
Not “Why is this happening?” 
Not “What does this mean?” 
Just: 
Where? 
He noticed something surprising. 
The sensation wasn’t solid. 
It pulsed. 
It shifted. 
It wasn’t a thing. 
Then he waited. 
A thought appeared: 
“This is anxiety.” 
He didn’t argue with it. 
He asked: 
What is the sound of that thought? 



It had a tone. 
An internal voice. 
Almost rehearsed. 
Then another thought: 
“I’ve always struggled with this.” 
He noticed something. 
The sensation in the chest did not contain the words “always.” 
The sensation did not contain the word “me.” 
The sensation had no biography. 
Only the thought did. 
He saw the move. 
First: sensation. 
Then: interpretation. 
Then: ownership. 
Then: identity. 
By the time he says “I am anxious,” 
the claiming has already happened. 
But what if nothing is claimed? 
He stayed with sensation only. 
No narrative. 
Just pulsing. 
Just warmth. 
Just movement. 
And something subtle happened. 
Without the sentence “this is happening to me,” 
the intensity dropped. 
Not because he controlled it. 
But because the self-referencing loop wasn’t being fed. 
He whispered out loud: 
“Sensation is happening.” 
“Thought is happening.” 
“Claiming is happening.” 
But nowhere could he find 
a separate owner. 

INVESTIGATION 
The Mechanics of Claiming 



Let’s break it down precisely. 
Step 1 — Raw Sensation 
Tingling. Pressure. Heat. Tightness. 
No self yet. 
Just nervous system activity. 

Step 2 — Label 
“Anxiety.” 
“Pain.” 
“Anger.” 
Labeling compresses sensation into concept. 
Still no self required. 

Step 3 — Narrative 
“This always happens.” 
“I can’t cope.” 
“This means something is wrong.” 
Now time enters. 
Past and future appear. 

Step 4 — Ownership 
“This is happening to me.” 
This is the pivot. 
The system creates: 
A subject (me) 
An object (the sensation) 
A relationship (it is happening to me) 
That triad is the illusion engine. 
Language inserts a doer. 
But look directly: 
Can you find the owner apart from the sensation and the thought? 
Or is the “owner” itself another thought? 

Critical Question 
Without the sentence 
“This is happening to me,” 
does a separate self exist in the experience? 



Or is there only: 
Sensation 
Thought 
Claiming 
All happening on their own? 

Experiment Now 
Bring up a mild irritation. 
Feel the sensation. 
Notice the label. 
Notice the story. 
Notice the moment “I” appears. 
Slow it down. 
Where exactly does the “I” enter? 
Is it found in sensation? 
Or only in thought? 

The illusion of an independent self is not mystical. 
It’s grammatical. 
It’s the mind saying: 
“This sensation belongs to someone.” 
But ownership is never found in sensation itself. 
Only in narration. 



The Question That Didn’t Help 
”the question, “who is there to..." really annoys me. It does nothing to 
help me recognize no-self. It's too intellectual and sounds 
disingenuous” 

Good. 
That irritation is honest. 
Let’s be clear: 
If a pointer feels artificial, rhetorical, or like it’s trying to trap you in a 
clever answer — it’s not useful for you. 
The “who is there to…?” question can easily become: 
Philosophical 
Performative 
Slightly smug 
Purely intellectual 
And when that happens, it tightens identity instead of loosening it. 
So let’s drop it. 

Why That Question Often Fails 
When someone asks: 
“Who is there to suffer?” 
Your system hears: 
“You’re supposed to say no one.” 
“This is a trick.” 
“This person thinks they already know the answer.” 
That triggers: 
Defensiveness 
Irritation 
Resistance 
And ironically, that resistance reinforces a sense of self. 
Because now it’s: 
“I am annoyed.” 
See how quickly it becomes personal again? 
The pointer becomes another argument to win or lose. 
That’s not clarity. 
That’s debate. 

Let’s Replace It With Something Direct 



Instead of: 
“Who is there?” 
Try: 
What is happening right now, in direct experience? 
Not philosophically. 
Not conceptually. 
Just mechanically. 

Example: Irritation 
Right now, when you think about that question, what happens? 
Tightness somewhere? 
Heat? 
Micro-contraction in the jaw? 
Thought: “This is bullshit”? 
Stay with the raw event. 
Without trying to eliminate it. 
Just look. 
Now notice: 
There is sensation. 
There is thought. 
There is labeling. 
But is there an entity separate from those? 
Don’t answer that. 
Just check. 
Not “who.” 
Just: is there anything more than sensation + thought? 

The Problem With “Who” 
“Who” implies: 
A hidden thing 
A ghost behind experience 
A metaphysical search 
But that’s not what we’re investigating. 
We’re not hunting for a self. 
We’re noticing there isn’t an extra layer beyond what’s already 
appearing. 
That’s much simpler. 

A More Honest Approach 



Instead of asking: 
“Who is there?” 
Ask: 
Where exactly is the owner in this moment? 
Look physically. 
If anger is here: 
Is the owner inside the sensation? 
Is it inside the thought? 
Is it somewhere else? 
Don’t try to answer with philosophy. 
Just look for the location. 
If you can’t find it, that’s enough. 
If you can find something, look closer at that. 

And Let’s Be Even More Grounded 
You don’t need to recognize “no-self.” 
That’s already too grand. 
You only need to notice this: 
The sense of “me” appears as a thought. 
That’s it. 
Not that there is no self. 
Just that the sense of self appears in the same way a thought appears. 
Temporary. 
Arising. 
Changing. 
That’s not intellectual. 
That’s observable. 

Let’s Be Direct 
When you’re triggered: 
Instead of: 
“Who is there to be upset?” 
Try: 
“What are the exact components of this?” 
Break it down: 
Sensation 
Thought 
Memory 
Image 



Internal voice 
Contraction 
When you separate those, the illusion weakens naturally. 
No metaphysics needed. 

Here’s the Real Question 
The question isn’t: 
“Who is there?” 
The question is: 
“Is anything happening beyond what is already appearing?” 
If the answer is no — 
you’re done. 
No conclusion needed. 

And your irritation at the old pointer? 
That’s healthy. 
It means you’re not swallowing concepts just because they’re 
spiritual. 
That’s clarity. 
Now tell me — 
When that irritation appears, what actually happens in the body? 

Story - The Question That Didn’t Help 

 



Song - Don’t Ask Me Who 
Daniel slammed the cupboard door harder than necessary. 
Not violently. 
Just enough to feel it. 
Heat in the chest. 
Jaw tight. 
Thought already forming: “Here we go again.” 
He’d heard the question so many times: 
“Who is angry?” 
“Who is upset?” 
“Who is there to be hurt?” 
And every time, something in him recoiled. 
It felt smug. 
Like someone tossing a spiritual grenade and walking away. 
In that moment, the question did nothing. It didn’t dissolve anything. 
It didn’t expose a self. It just layered irritation on top of irritation. 
Now there was anger — and annoyance about the teaching. 
He stood in the kitchen, breathing harder than usual. 
And something simple happened. 
Instead of asking “who,” he noticed what. 
There was pressure under the ribs. 
There was warmth in the face. 
There was a pulse in the temples. 
There was a sentence looping: “I’m sick of this.” 
No philosophy. 
Just inventory. 
The looped sentence — was it doing anything on its own? It appeared. 
It had a tone. It had a rhythm. It carried a certain urgency. But it didn’t 
move a muscle. 
The body sensations — those were vivid. Alive. Changing. 
The story said: “I am angry.” 
But when he looked carefully, what was actually present? 
Sensations. 
Thoughts. 
An image of a future argument. 
A memory of the last one. 
All of it appearing. 
The irritation about the question “Who is there?” was just another 
appearance — another sentence, another contraction. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/dont-ask-me-who


And something subtle became obvious. 
The sense of “me” wasn’t located anywhere. 
It wasn’t behind the eyes. 
It wasn’t in the chest. 
It wasn’t in the thoughts. 
It was a conclusion built from: 
Sensations labeled as “mine” 
Thoughts labeled as “my thinking” 
Reactions labeled as “my personality” 
When the labeling slowed down, the solidity softened. 
No big enlightenment. 
No fireworks. 
Just this: 
Anger happening. 
Irritation happening. 
Thoughts commenting. 
Body responding. 
But nowhere could he find the independent manager of it. 
The irritation about the teaching? 
Also just happening. 
And that was the turning point. 
Not the question “Who is there?” 
But the shift from asking metaphysical questions 
to examining direct experience. 

Investigation (No Intellect, Just Observation) 
Next time irritation arises, don’t ask: 
“Who is irritated?” 
Instead, look at: 
Where is the sensation strongest? 
Is it stable or changing? 
What thought just appeared? 
Does the thought move anything by itself? 
Is the word “I” anything more than another thought? 
Notice the sequence: 
Sensation → Thought → Claiming → Narrative → “Me” 
The “self” appears when the thought says: 
“This is happening to me.” 



But if you don’t follow that sentence — 
if you just stay with sensation and the sound of thought — 
the solidity thins. 
No need to dismantle a self. 
Just notice how it gets constructed. 
And how easily. 

Daniel leaned on the counter. 
The heat had already shifted. 
There was now just a dull pressure, fading. 
A thought appeared: 
“Well… that was interesting.” 
He smiled. 
Not because he solved anything. 
But because nothing needed solving. 
The anger wasn’t owned. 
The irritation wasn’t personal. 
The question wasn’t necessary. 
Everything had simply moved through. 
And no one had to disappear. 

The Neuroscience of “Claiming” 
Let’s return to Daniel in the kitchen. 
Cupboard slam. 
Heat in the chest. 
Thought: “I’m sick of this.” 
The interesting part is not the anger. 
The interesting part is the moment of ownership. 
That subtle shift from: 
“Heat is happening” 
to 
“I am angry.” 
That shift is not philosophical. 
It’s neurological. 

1. Sensation Happens First 
Before any story: 
The amygdala detects threat or frustration. 
The hypothalamus activates stress response. 



Adrenaline and cortisol begin to rise. 
The body tightens. 
This is subcortical. Fast. Automatic. 
There is no “Daniel” in this step. 
Just pattern recognition + autonomic activation. 
This is milliseconds. 

2. The Brain Predicts Meaning 
The brain is a prediction machine. 
The predictive processing model says: 
Your brain constantly guesses what sensations mean. 
So when heat + tension + raised voice happen, the brain searches past 
memory: 
“Last time this happened, it was anger.” 
“Anger means I was wronged.” 
“Wronged means I should defend.” 
The hippocampus retrieves similar past events. 
The prefrontal cortex constructs narrative. 
The default mode network (DMN) activates. 
Now comes the key move. 

3. The Narrative System Inserts “I” 
The DMN (medial prefrontal cortex, posterior cingulate cortex, 
angular gyrus) is heavily involved in: 
Autobiographical memory 
Future projection 
Self-referencing 
When it activates, experience becomes personalized. 
Instead of: 
“Anger pattern detected.” 
It becomes: 
“I am angry.” 
“This always happens to me.” 
“Why does this keep happening in my life?” 
This is where “claiming” occurs. 
The sensation is wrapped in autobiographical context. 
Ownership is added. 
And here’s the thing: 
Ownership is a prediction, not a discovery. 



The brain predicts that there must be a central controller causing this. 
So it inserts one. 

4. Identity Consolidation 
Once the thought “I am angry” appears: 
The brain updates self-model. 
The story strengthens neural pathways. 
Dopamine reinforces the coherence of the narrative. 
Cortisol sustains the stress chemistry. 
The experience now feels personal and continuous. 
But neurologically, it’s just: 
Sensation 
→ Prediction 
→ Story 
→ Self-reference tag 
There is no separate entity found in the brain. 
Only networks coordinating. 

Direct Experience Translation 
Now drop the brain talk. 
Right now. 
If irritation arises, notice: 
Sensation in body. 
A thought appears. 
The thought includes the word “I.” 
The body tightens more after that word. 
The tightening after “I” is the claiming. 
The word attaches the sensation to a mental identity model. 
But look carefully. 
Is the “I” anything more than a sound in the mind? 
Does it have weight? 
Location? 
Shape? 
Or is it another appearance? 

Why “Who is there?” Fails 
That question tries to jump straight to metaphysics. 
But the claiming happens before the question. 
It’s automatic neural tagging. 



If you don’t see the tagging, the question feels hollow. 
The useful place to look is not: 
“Who is there?” 
But: 
“What just got added?” 
Usually it’s a single thought: 
“I…” 
And that thought changes the whole body chemistry. 

The Micro-Timeline (Milliseconds) 
Let’s slow it down: 
0–100 ms: Sensory input 
100–200 ms: Amygdala threat appraisal 
200–400 ms: Memory pattern match 
400–700 ms: Narrative construction 
700–1000 ms: Self-referential tagging 
1–2 seconds: Full “me” experience online 
All automatic. 
The “self” is late to the party. 
And then it claims it hosted it. 

The Key Insight 
Claiming is not an illusion in the sense of “it doesn’t happen.” 
It happens. 
But what it produces is an interpretive model. 
The brain creates a self-model to stabilize prediction and control. 
That’s adaptive. 
But mistaking the model for an independent entity creates suffering. 
Because then: 
Anger isn’t a passing pattern. 
It becomes “my anger.” 
And “my anger” must be defended or justified. 
That’s when cortisol spikes. 
That’s when rumination loops. 
That’s when identity hardens. 

The Shift 
When Daniel stopped asking “Who is angry?” 
And instead looked at: 



Sensation 
Thought 
Tagging 
The claiming lost force. 
The sensation still happened. 
But without reinforcement from narrative identity, it metabolized 
faster. 
The amygdala calmed. 
Cortisol dropped. 
Prefrontal regulation returned. 
No spiritual fireworks. 
Just less reinforcement of the self-model. 

Here’s the Practical Move 
Next trigger: 
Don’t dismantle the self. 
Just notice the tagging moment. 
When the thought says: 
“I am…” 
Pause. 
Is that anything more than a mental label? 
Does it add anything real to the sensation? 
Or does it just amplify it? 
If you see the amplification clearly enough, the brain updates. 
Prediction error occurs: 
“Maybe ownership isn’t necessary.” 
And neural pathways shift. 
Not because you philosophized. 
Because you saw the mechanism. 



The Moment Before “Mine” 
Looking at thoughts and sensations without identification is key to 
liberation - how do we do (not do)this? 

Good. This is the right question. 
Not “what is no-self?” 
Not “who is there?” 
But: 
How does looking without identification actually happen? 
And especially: 
How do we “do” something that clearly can’t be done by a doer? 
Let’s go carefully. 

First: What Is Identification, Precisely? 
Identification is not mystical. 
It is this micro-sequence: 
Sensation appears (tight chest, heat, flutter). 
Thought appears (“This is bad.” “I can’t handle this.”). 
The thought is believed. 
The body tightens further. 
The experience feels personal. 
Identification = 
Sensation + story + belief + reinforcement. 
No need for metaphysics. 
Now the key: 
Liberation is not the removal of sensations or thoughts. 
It is the absence of automatic reinforcement. 

You Don’t Stop Identifying 
You start seeing identification happening. 
That’s the pivot. 
Trying to “not identify” is just another story: 
“I should not be identifying.” 
That tightens the system. 
So the move is subtler. 



Step 1 — Shift from Content to Fact 
When a thought appears: 
Instead of engaging the content: 
“This meeting is going badly.” 
Shift attention to the fact: 
“A thought is appearing.” 
Not what it says. 
That it exists. 
That tiny move shifts brain networks: 
Less Default Mode Network (self-story). 
More salience and sensory processing. 
Less cortisol reinforcement. 
You’re not suppressing thought. 
You’re relocating attention. 

Step 2 — Anchor in Raw Sensation 
Now ask: 
Where is this in the body? 
Tight throat? 
Heat in face? 
Pressure in chest? 
Stay there. 
No analysis. 
Just texture. 
Temperature. 
Movement. 
This interrupts narrative loops because: 
The prefrontal cortex cannot fully ruminate and deeply sense at 
the same time. 
The system down-regulates. 

Step 3 — Notice the “I” Thought 
Sooner or later, a thought appears: 
“I am overwhelmed.” 
That “I” is the tagging moment. 
Instead of arguing with it, just see: 
It’s another thought. 



The brain predicted a self-model. 
It inserted it. 
No need to remove it. 
Just notice it. 
When noticed as a thought, 
its authority drops. 

So What Is the “Practice”? 
It’s not “stop identifying.” 
It’s: 
Notice sensations. 
Notice thoughts. 
Notice tagging. 
Stay with sensation long enough for it to metabolize. 
That’s it. 
No special state. 
No spiritual fireworks. 

The Crucial Non-Doing Part 
You cannot force this shift. 
But you can cultivate conditions where it happens more easily: 
Curiosity instead of fixing. 
Slowing down instead of solving. 
Interest in detail instead of outcome. 
Curiosity dissolves identification faster than discipline. 
Why? 
Because curiosity removes threat. 
And identification is threat-driven. 

What Actually Happens Over Time 
Repeatedly doing this: 
The brain updates its predictions. 
Dopamine prediction error reduces. 
The system learns: “Ownership is optional.” 
The self-model becomes lighter. 
Stories still arise, but stick less. 
You don’t become blank. 



You become less entangled. 

Important: Identification Will Still Happen 
Even after insight. 
The nervous system lags. 
Old conditioning fires. 
Stories appear. 
That’s normal. 
The difference is: 
Recovery time shortens. 
And you stop making a second story about failing. 

The Real Liberation 
Liberation is not: 
No thoughts. 
No emotions. 
Permanent peace. 
Liberation is: 
Thoughts arise. 
Sensations arise. 
Stories arise. 
But they don’t crystallize into “me” as often. 
And when they do, they’re seen. 

Try This Now 
Close your eyes. 
Wait for the next thought. 
Don’t interfere. 
When it appears: 
Instead of reading it… 
Listen to it. 
Hear the sound of it. 
Notice how it forms. 
Does it have mass? 
Location? 
Texture? 
That is looking without identification. 



You’re seeing process instead of content. 

The Final Twist 
You asked: 
“How do we do (not do) this?” 
You don’t. 
You recognize it happening. 
And once recognized, it repeats more easily. 
That’s neuroplasticity. 
That’s liberation in motion. 

Story — The Moment Before “Mine” 

 
Song — Before It Says “Mine” 
Daniel didn’t notice it at first. 
He was halfway through replying to an email when his chest 
tightened. A small, metallic contraction just beneath the sternum. 
Heat in the neck. A pulse behind the eyes. 
The subject line read: 
“Can we revisit your proposal?” 
Immediately: 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/before-it-says-mine


They didn’t like it. 
I messed it up. 
This always happens. 
The body surged. 
But something new happened. 
Instead of answering the email, Daniel leaned back in his chair. 
He remembered. 
Not the philosophy. 
Not the theory. 
Just the instruction: 
Take it to the lab. 
He closed his eyes. 
Chest: tight band. 
Throat: narrowing. 
Jaw: set. 
Hands: faint tremor. 
He didn’t analyze. 
He didn’t argue with the thought. 
He just felt. 
Within seconds, another layer surfaced: 
I always get it wrong. 
There it was — the old conditioning. Early report cards. Raised 
eyebrows. That vague hum of unworthiness woven into childhood 
like background static. 
The brain had predicted rejection. 
Dopamine dipped. 
Cortisol surged. 
The story assembled. 
Sensation → prediction → narrative → identity. 
And then the invisible step: 
Mine. 
But this time, Daniel saw it happen. 
Not intellectually. 
Mechanically. 
The thought “I messed it up” wasn’t a revelation. 
It was a pattern. 
He stayed with the tightness. 



No fixing. 
No reframing. 
No self-talk. 
Just heat. Pressure. Movement. 
The band in his chest softened slightly. 
The pulse slowed. 
The next thought appeared: 
Maybe they just want clarification. 
He noticed that too. 
Another story. 
Different tone. 
Same mechanics. 
He smiled. 
The body wasn’t a problem. 
The thoughts weren’t enemies. 
The only thing that made it heavy was the claim: 
This is happening to me. 
When that claim wasn’t reinforced, something loosened. 
The email was still there. 
The proposal was still uncertain. 
The world hadn’t changed. 
But the “self under attack” was thinner. 
Later that evening, walking home, Daniel realized something 
quietly radical: 
Liberation wasn’t about stopping the sequence. 
It was about seeing the sequence. 
Sensation arose. 
Prediction fired. 
Story formed. 
Identity tagged. 
But if the tag wasn’t believed — 
the loop lost fuel. 
He passed a shop window and caught his reflection. 
For a split second, there was no “me” improving or failing. 
Just movement. Light. Breath. Sound. 
Just this. 



Ordinary. 
Unowned. 
And strangely free. 



After the Tightening Fell Away 

 
Song — When the Trying Stops 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/when-the-trying-stops


Naomi used to try very hard to be grateful. 
She had the lists. 
Morning gratitude. 
Evening gratitude. 
Gratitude alarms on her phone that chimed like polite little 
reminders that she was supposed to feel better than she did. 
Sometimes it worked. 
Mostly it felt… manufactured. 
Like spraying perfume in a room where something underneath 
was still sour. 
One Tuesday afternoon she sat on the back steps with a cup of tea 
gone lukewarm. The day had been ordinary to the point of 
irritation — a late email, a small misunderstanding, the familiar 
low hum of background tension she couldn’t quite name. 
The old move appeared automatically: 
You should shift your attitude. 
Find something to be grateful for. 
Turn this around. 
Her shoulders tightened. 
There it was again — the subtle pressure to improve the moment. 
But something in her was too tired to perform. 
Instead of reaching for a better thought, she did something 
different. 
She felt. 
Just the body. 
Jaw: slightly clenched. 
Chest: thin band of pressure. 
Belly: faint restless flutter. 
No fixing. 
No reframing. 
Just contact. 
For a few quiet minutes, nothing dramatic happened. The 
sensations moved the way weather moves — subtly, without 
asking permission. 
Then something unexpected occurred. 
The pressure in her chest softened. 



Not because she made it. 
Not because she replaced the thoughts. 
It simply… unwound. 
Like a fist that had forgotten why it was clenched. 
Her breath dropped lower into her belly. The afternoon sounds — 
a distant mower, a bird arguing in the hedge — came into crisp, 
almost luminous focus. 
And then it appeared. 
Not forced. 
Not summoned. 
Not practiced. 
A quiet, almost shy warmth in her chest. 
Gratitude. 
Not for anything in particular. 
Just… this. 
The warmth of the cup in her hands. 
The ordinary miracle of breath moving. 
The ridiculous persistence of the bird in the hedge. 
She blinked, slightly startled. 
Because she hadn’t tried to feel grateful. 
She had stopped trying to feel different. 
And something natural had surfaced when the pressure to improve 
the moment fell away. 
A laugh slipped out of her — soft and surprised. 
All those years she’d been trying to manufacture the fragrance… 
when what actually cleared the air 
was simply stopping the struggle with what was already here. 

Investigation — Why Gratitude Emerges Naturally 
This is subtle but crucial. 
1. Gratitude cannot be reliably manufactured 
You can say grateful words. 
You can make grateful lists. 
You can adopt grateful postures. 
But the nervous system knows the difference between: 
top-down effort 
bottom-up settling 



Forced gratitude often sits on top of unresolved contraction. 
The body doesn’t fully buy it. 

2. What actually blocks natural gratitude 
Look closely in direct experience. 
Before genuine ease appears, there is usually: 
bracing 
resisting 
correcting the moment 
subtle “this shouldn’t be happening” energy 
identity maintenance (“I need to be okay”) 
This is physiological tension, not moral failure. 
When the system is in mild threat mode (sympathetic activation), 
appreciation narrows. 
Not because you are doing life wrong. 
Because the organism is busy protecting. 

3. Acceptance is not passivity — it is nervous system 
permission 
In this work, “acceptance” is often misunderstood. 
It is not: 
approving everything 
liking everything 
resigning to everything 
In direct experience, acceptance is much simpler: 
the dropping of unnecessary resistance to what is already 
happening 
When resistance softens, several things naturally occur: 
breath deepens 
vagal tone improves 
threat scanning reduces 
sensory richness increases 
affiliative states become available 
Gratitude often rides in on this shift. 
Not as a virtue. 
As physiology. 



4. The key recognition 
Try this in the lab: 
Notice a moment of genuine appreciation. 
Then ask: 
What was absent just before this appeared? 
Often you will find: 
the bracing paused 
the fixing paused 
the self-improvement engine paused 
When falseness drops — even briefly — the system returns 
toward baseline regulation. 
From there, warmth and appreciation frequently emerge on their 
own. 

5. The quiet freedom in this 
You do not have to manufacture gratitude. 
You do not have to cultivate acceptance as a personality trait. 
Instead, you can simply become curious about: 
where resistance is held 
how the body braces 
what happens when that bracing is seen clearly 
Over time, something very gentle becomes obvious: 
When the unnecessary tension drops, the heart tends to open 
by itself. 
Not always dramatically. 
But reliably. 



The Smudge on the Lens 

 
Song - Smudge on the Lens 
Naomi almost didn’t notice it. 
It was just a glance — a quick look across the café as she waited 
for her tea. Two people near the window were talking quietly. One 
of them looked in her direction, then leaned toward his friend and 
whispered something. 
A small contraction appeared instantly in Naomi’s chest. 
Tight. Pinpoint. Familiar. 
And just as quickly, the thought arrived: 
They’re talking about me. 
It felt obvious. Immediate. True. 
Her shoulders lifted a fraction. Heat moved into her face. The old 
pattern — subtle but well-worn — began to spool up. 
Then something in her paused. 
Not because she tried to stop it. 
Because the sensation was loud enough to notice. 
She remembered the lab. 
Not the philosophy — the feel. 
So instead of looking back at them, she looked inward. 
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Chest: tight pinch. 
Face: warm flush. 
Belly: faint hollow drop. 
No story yet — just data. 
But the mind was already busy stitching meaning: 
You look awkward sitting here. 
They noticed. 
You always stand out. 
Naomi almost laughed. 
Not unkindly. 
Just recognition. 
Perceptual bias in real time. 
The brain had done exactly what it evolved to do: 
Take minimal data → fill the gaps → generate a socially relevant 
prediction. 
Efficient. 
Fast. 
Wildly confident. 
Possibly wrong. 
She risked another glance toward the window. 
The two people were now looking at a phone, both frowning 
slightly. 
Not at her. 
Never had been. 
A soft exhale left her body. 
Not relief exactly — more like… amusement. 
Because the feeling in her chest had been completely real. 
The flush. 
The contraction. 
The micro-surge of cortisol. 
All real. 
But the story attached to it? 
Constructed at speed. 
The body had reacted to a prediction — not a fact. 
She stirred her tea slowly, watching the swirl. 
This had probably happened thousands of times in her life. 



Moments where the nervous system fired early… 
and the mind wrote a convincing screenplay afterward. 
The world hadn’t been misbehaving. 
The lens had been slightly smudged. 
And the most interesting part? 
Even now — seeing clearly — another thought appeared: 
You should be past this by now. 
Naomi smiled into her cup. 
There it is. 
Another bias. 
Another story trying to recruit ownership. 
She didn’t fight it. 
Just felt the tiny tightening that came with it. 
Already softening. 
Already moving. 
Outside, the afternoon moved on — gloriously uninterested in her 
internal weather. 
For the first time that day, she let herself rest in the simplest 
recognition: 
Perception isn’t reality. 
It’s a beautifully efficient guess. 

Investigation — Seeing the Bias Machinery (Direct Lab) 
This is not about eliminating perceptual bias. 
It is about catching it in the act. 
Step 1 — Notice the Speed of the Guess 
Next time a reaction appears, look closely: 
What came first? 
raw sensation in the body 
or the meaning about what it “means” 
Be honest. 
Almost always: 
Body reaction → micro-prediction → story certainty 
The brain is a prediction engine, not a truth detector. 

Step 2 — Feel the Body Before Believing the Story 
When triggered, take it to the lab: 



Locate the physical data: 
Where is the tightness? 
Where is the heat? 
Where is the pressure? 
Is it steady… pulsing… spreading… dissolving? 
This interrupts automatic narrative fusion. 
You are not stopping the bias. 
You are slowing identification with it. 

Step 3 — Spot the Confidence Illusion 
Perceptual bias has a signature move: 
It feels immediately true. 
Watch for phrases like: 
“Obviously…” 
“They definitely…” 
“This always…” 
“I know what this means…” 
High certainty often = low data. 
Let that land. 

Step 4 — See the Prediction Error Update 
When new data appears (like Naomi seeing the phone), notice: 
The nervous system recalibrates. 
This is dopamine prediction error in lived experience: 
expectation set 
reality differs 
system updates 
No self required. 
Just adaptive machinery refining its model. 

Step 5 — The Deepest Recognition 
You don’t need to eliminate bias. 
You don’t need perfect perception. 
You only need to see: 
Perception is constructed. 
When this is felt — not believed — something softens: 
less defensiveness 



less personalization 
more curiosity 
faster recovery from triggers 
The lens still has smudges. 
But now you know it’s a lens. 
And that changes everything. 



The Space Between Sentences 

 
Song - Stay With THIS 
Naomi almost didn’t go. 
It had been one of those serrated days — emails stacking, 
shoulders tight, nervous system humming like an overclocked 
transformer. The last thing she wanted was small talk and social 
choreography. 
But she went. 
Mira’s living room was already alive when she arrived — plates 
balanced on knees, laughter slightly too bright, the low electrical 
buzz of people subtly managing each other’s impressions. 
James was there. 
Of course. 
He spotted her within seconds, eyes lighting up with that familiar 
performance voltage. 
“Naomi! You will not believe the week I’ve had…” 
And he was off. 
Promotions. Near-misses. Strategic wins. A running commentary 
narrated at near-breathless speed, like he was trying to outrun 
silence itself. 
Naomi felt it immediately. 
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A small contraction — low in the belly. 
There. 
Then the secondary flickers: 
the polite-nod impulse 
the micro-urge to regulate him 
the faint superiority spike 
the old social fatigue wave 
But something different happened this time. 
She didn’t fight any of it. 
And she didn’t follow it either. 
She just noticed. 
The sensations moved through her body like weather fronts — 
precise, transient, almost… mechanical. 
Meanwhile James kept building castles out of “me” and “mine,” 
each story slightly more polished than the last. 
Naomi stayed where her breathing was. 
Stayed with the simple fact of THIS — sound of voice, warmth of 
the room, the subtle rise and fall under her ribs. 
And then— 
A glitch. 
So small most people would miss it. 
James paused mid-sentence. 
Just a fraction. 
His eyes flickered — not to her face, but into it. 
As if something in the feedback loop wasn’t behaving normally. 
His voice softened half a notch. 
“Do you ever feel like you’re just… talking to keep the energy 
up?” 
There it was. 
Not awakening. 
Not revelation. 
Just a human nervous system briefly stepping out of armor. 
Naomi smiled gently. 
“Sometimes,” she said. 
Nothing fancy. 
Nothing strategic. 
But the room — subtly, unmistakably — unclenched. 



Later, walking home under the cool evening air, Naomi noticed 
something quietly surprising. 
There was no loneliness. 
Not because James had changed. 
Not because the conversation was deep. 
But because — for once — she hadn’t abandoned the immediacy 
of experience to manage the social storm. 
And that, somehow, had been enough. 

Investigation — Why This Works (Mechanically, Not 
Mystically) 
Let’s strip this right down to the moving parts. 
1. The body always moves first 
Before any social story appears, the organism registers: 
tone of voice 
speed of speech 
facial tension 
unpredictability 
status signals 
This produces micro-adjustments: 
belly tightening 
breath holding 
facial readiness 
attention narrowing 
You don’t do this. 
It happens. 
Seeing this clearly is already destabilizing to the sense of a central 
manager. 

2. The fork in the road: amplification vs allowance 
After the body response, two broad trajectories are possible. 
Path A — amplification (the usual loop) 
Sensation → micro-story → role activation → social feedback 
loop → escalating tension 
Example: 
belly tightens 
→ “This guy is exhausting” 



→ polite mask activates 
→ his performance increases 
→ your fatigue increases 
Classic co-regulated escalation. 

Path B — allowance (what Naomi did) 
Sensation → noticed → not elaborated → nervous system remains 
more open 
Nothing mystical here. 
Just fewer secondary stress signals added. 
This keeps the interaction field more breathable. 

3. Why the other person sometimes softens 
Humans are exquisitely sensitive prediction machines. 
When someone expects: 
enthusiastic nodding 
subtle competition 
polite performance 
withdrawal signals 
…and those don’t arrive, the brain registers a small prediction 
mismatch. 
Not consciously. 
But physiologically. 
This can produce a brief orienting response: 
“Wait… what’s happening here?” 
That micro-window is often when more genuine speech leaks out. 
Important: 
You are not causing their shift. 
You are simply not feeding the usual loop. 
Huge difference. 

4. The hidden trap to watch for 
Many people hear this teaching and subtly convert it into: 
“I must stay present” 
“I must not react” 
“I must be the calm one” 
That immediately recreates performance. 



Instead, the real move is much simpler and more disarming: 
Let the body react. 
Just don’t build a throne on top of it. 
Feel the contraction. 
Notice the impulses. 
Let them move. 
Stay curious. 

5. The surprising outcome 
When defensive amplification drops — even partially — several 
things often emerge: 
conversations become less effortful 
the room feels less tight 
listening becomes more three-dimensional 
loneliness often decreases 
Not because everyone agrees. 
But because the nervous system is no longer braced against the 
moment. 
And this is the quiet punchline of your lyric: 
Presence doesn’t need agreement. 
Correct. 
Because regulation happens below the level of ideology. 



The Pattern That Wouldn’t Leave 

Song — Still Learning (Not Failing) 
Naomi recognized it before the words even finished leaving 
Mira’s mouth. 
That familiar internal drop. 
A small, hollow tilt behind the sternum — subtle but unmistakable 
— like the floor had shifted one millimeter. 
There it is again. 
Same pattern. 
Same bodily signature. 
For years, this moment would have triggered the old verdict: 
Seriously? Still this? Haven’t we moved past this yet? 
A flicker of irritation rose — not at Mira, but at the repetition 
itself. 
The mind, quick as ever, began assembling its familiar indictment: 
You should be further along 
You’ve seen this already 
Why does this keep happening? 
Something must still be wrong 
But something in Naomi had changed. 
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Not dramatically. 
Not permanently. 
But enough. 
She didn’t argue with the thoughts. 
Didn’t suppress them. 
Didn’t try to transcend the moment. 
Instead, she leaned — gently, curiously — into the raw sensation. 
The hollow feeling wasn’t solid. 
It was… textured. 
Flickering. 
Almost granular. 
Tiny pulses of pressure, spreading and dissolving in slow, 
shimmering waves. 
And suddenly — unexpectedly — a quiet, almost mischievous 
recognition appeared: 
Oh… this isn’t failure. 
This is the nervous system practicing. 
That landed differently. 
Because the pattern hadn’t returned to prove she was stuck. 
It had returned because the circuitry was still being updated. 
The body wasn’t behind. 
It was mid-process. 
Like a groove being slowly worn into new terrain. 
Mira kept talking, unaware of the microscopic laboratory 
unfolding across Naomi’s ribcage. 
Another wave rose. 
The old tightening impulse tried to complete its familiar loop. 
But this time, something subtle interrupted the cascade: 
Curiosity. 
Not forced. 
Not performed. 
Just… available. 
And in that moment, Naomi saw something with almost 
uncomfortable clarity: 
The repetition wasn’t the problem. 
The judgment about the repetition had always been the real 
accelerant. 



Without that extra layer, the emotional wave moved — not 
instantly, not magically — but cleaner. 
Quieter. 
Less sticky. 
Later, walking home under the soft sodium streetlight glow, 
Naomi felt something close to relief — but softer than relief. 
More like permission. 
Some patterns don’t repeat because we’re failing. 
Some patterns repeat because the organism is still learning how 
to metabolize them. 
And for the first time, the recurrence didn’t feel like being stuck. 
It felt like the system doing exactly what nervous systems do: 
Practice. 
Refine. 
Update. 
Again and again and again. 

Investigation — When Patterns Repeat: What’s Actually 
Happening 
Let’s take this out of the moral frame and into direct observation. 
1. Repetition is how nervous systems learn 
From a biological standpoint, repetition is not evidence of failure. 
It is the primary mechanism of adaptation. 
Each time a familiar emotional pattern appears, several things may 
be happening simultaneously: 
predictive models are being tested 
old associations are being reactivated 
new regulatory capacity is being trialed 
sensitivity thresholds are being recalibrated 
In other words: 
The system is still running experiments. 

2. Awareness does not instantly rewire habit circuits 
A common but misleading expectation: 
“If I see it clearly, it should stop happening.” 
But habit circuitry — especially emotional patterning — is 
largely: 



subcortical 
body-based 
prediction-driven 
historically reinforced 
Cognitive recognition is important… 
…but the nervous system often lags behind insight. 
This lag is not regression. 
It is normal neurobiological inertia. 

3. The real amplifier: secondary judgment 
What most reliably strengthens old emotional loops is not the first 
wave. 
It is the evaluation of the wave. 
Notice the difference: 
Primary experience: 
tightness in chest 
heat in face 
drop in stomach 
Secondary overlay: 
“I shouldn’t feel this” 
“I thought I was past this” 
“Something is wrong with me” 
That second layer recruits: 
additional sympathetic activation 
increased cortisol 
more narrative reinforcement 
stronger memory tagging 
Which ironically makes recurrence more likely, not less. 

4. A more accurate frame 
Instead of: 
“Why does this keep happening to me?” 
Try experimentally noticing: 
“Ah — the system is running this loop again.” 
“What does it actually feel like this time?” 
“Is it identical… or slightly different?” 
This shifts the brain from threat mode to learning mode. 



Subtle but powerful. 

5. What changes over time (quietly) 
With repeated clean noticing — not forced, not perfect — several 
things often evolve: 
emotional waves complete faster 
body recovery becomes smoother 
identification weakens 
anticipatory anxiety decreases 
curiosity appears earlier in the cycle 
Importantly: 
The pattern may still appear. 
But its grip softens. 
And that softening is often the real shift. 



If I Let Go, Will I Stop Caring? 

 
Song — You Were Never Holding the World 
Naomi didn’t say it at first. 
The group had been talking for nearly an hour — about allowing 
what arises, about the softening of control, about the body’s 
intelligence. 
She’d nodded along. 
Mostly. 
But something in her chest had stayed tight. 
Finally she exhaled and said quietly: 
“I’m scared that if I really let go… I’ll stop caring.” 
The room didn’t react. 
No one rushed in to correct her. 
Which somehow made the fear clearer. 
She continued, words coming faster now: 
“If I stop trying to manage everything… what if I become 
passive? Or numb? Or… apathetic?” 
There it was. 
Not philosophical. 
Somatic. 
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A thin, electric tension just under her ribs — the body bracing 
around an old assumption: 
Control equals care. 
Without it… who would she be? 
Later that evening, the question followed her home. 
She stood in the kitchen, staring at the sink full of dishes, feeling 
the familiar urge to organize, fix, optimize, pre-empt. 
The control reflex. 
It moved fast. 
Faster than thought. 
But tonight she did something different. 
Not dramatic. 
Not rebellious. 
Just… experimental. 
She didn’t suppress the urge. 
She didn’t obey it either. 
She simply watched. 
In the body: 
forward leaning in the torso 
slight jaw set 
breath held halfway in 
subtle urgency in the hands 
The organism was mobilizing. 
But then something unexpected became visible. 
The movement had already started… 
before any decision appeared. 
The body was already preparing to act. 
The thought “I should handle this” came after the physiological 
shift. 
She froze for a second. 
Wait. 
She stood very still and replayed it internally. 
Sensation → mobilization → thought → claim. 
The familiar narrator had quietly stepped in and stamped it: 
“I am choosing to take control.” 
But the sequence didn’t support that. 
Not cleanly. 



Not honestly. 
Another memory surfaced — dozens of them, actually: 
Times she had tried desperately to “stay calm” and couldn’t. 
Times she had resolved to “let go” and still micromanaged. 
Times action had happened before any clear intention formed. 
A slow, disorienting clarity spread through her chest. 
Maybe… 
Maybe control had never been what she thought it was. 
The next morning gave her the real test. 
Her phone buzzed. 
A message from Mira: 
“Hey — I might have messed up the booking. Can we talk?” 
Instant surge. 
Stomach drop. 
Chest tighten. 
Heat in the face. 
The old pattern loaded fast: 
Fix it. 
Handle it. 
Prevent fallout. 
But this time Naomi stayed very, very close to the raw data. 
What was actually happening? 
Tightness. 
Pulse. 
Forward energy. 
Concern. 
And — to her surprise — something else underneath: 
Care was already there. 
Not as a decision. 
Not as a moral stance. 
As a bodily movement. 
Warm. Immediate. Unforced. 
The system was already oriented toward helping. 
Long before the mind built the story of being the responsible one. 
She typed back: 
“No worries — let’s look at it together.” 
Simple. 



Responsive. 
Alive. 
Not driven by the clenched pressure she used to call control. 
Walking to the window, Naomi felt the insight settle more deeply: 
Letting go of the illusion of control hadn’t made her apathetic. 
If anything… 
It had removed the static around caring. 
The organism still responded. 
Still adjusted. 
Still moved toward what mattered. 
Just without the exhausting fiction of being the one running the 
whole show. 
She smiled. 
Care had never depended on control. 
It had been there the whole time. 

Investigation — The Fear of Apathy (and the Illusion of 
Control) 
Let’s look carefully. 
Many people carry a quiet but powerful belief: 
“If I stop controlling everything, I’ll stop caring.” 
This fear is deeply understandable. 
But in direct experience, the mechanism looks different. 

1. What we call “control” often appears after the fact 
If you watch closely in real time, the sequence typically looks like: 
situation appears 
body mobilizes (autonomic shift) 
action tendency emerges 
then the thought appears: “I’m deciding to handle this” 
Neuroscience research (Libet, Soon, Haynes and others) 
consistently shows that preparatory activity in the brain often 
precedes conscious intention. 
In plain language: 
The system is already moving before the narrator claims 
authorship. 
This doesn’t mean nothing matters. 



It means the sense of being the central controller is partly 
constructed. 

2. Caring is largely organismic, not conceptual 
Notice in your own experience: 
When someone you love is in pain, what happens first? 
Usually not a moral decision. 
Usually: 
chest tightening 
attention orienting 
body leaning forward 
impulse to respond 
Care shows up as a physiological orientation. 
It is deeply mammalian. 
Deeply embodied. 
And often faster than thought. 

3. What actually creates apathy? 
Ironically, chronic over-control often produces: 
nervous system exhaustion 
emotional blunting 
burnout 
withdrawal 
What gets labeled “apathy” is frequently overload shutdown, not 
healthy letting go. 
When the system is less chronically braced, many people report: 
quicker responsiveness 
clearer priorities 
less resentment 
more available warmth 

4. What changes when the illusion softens 
When the belief “I must control everything” loosens, several shifts 
often appear: 
Before 
tight urgency 
identity pressure 



fear of failure 
over-monitoring 
fatigue after helping 
After (gradual, not instant) 
quicker attunement 
simpler responses 
less inner friction 
care without strain 
action without self-drama 
Importantly: 
You may still act. 
Still plan. 
Still intervene. 
But the felt authorship pressure decreases. 

5. A useful real-time check 
Next time the fear arises, quietly look: 
Right now — before I decide anything — 
Is the body already orienting? 
Is concern already present? 
Is responsiveness already online? 
Very often, you’ll find: 
Caring is already happening. 
The story of control comes later. 



The Filing Cabinet Called Me 

 
Song - Just a pattern called me. 
Clara was halfway through the sentence when she heard herself 
say it. 
“I’m just not a confident person.” 
The words landed with a dull, familiar weight — like a coat she’d 
worn for years without noticing the seams. 
Across the table, Mira didn’t argue. She just asked quietly: 
“Right now… how do you know that’s true?” 
Clara almost laughed. 
Because the answer felt obvious. 
But when she paused — actually paused — something unexpected 
happened. 
The certainty wobbled. 
She checked. 
In the body. 
There was: 
a slight tightening in the throat 
a faint inward curl in the shoulders 
a drop of warmth in the belly 
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And then — almost immediately — the mind did what it always 
did: 
It reached for the archive. 
Flash memories: 
the school presentation that went badly 
the meeting where her voice shook 
the time someone talked over her 
The internal filing cabinet slid open automatically. 
Folders labeled “Me”. 
Folders labeled “How I Am.” 
And as each memory flickered through, the body responded — 
subtle cortisol whisper, a faint constriction, a readiness pattern. 
Identity… assembling. 
Not as a philosophical idea. 
As a live physiological configuration. 
And suddenly Clara saw something she had never quite seen this 
cleanly: 
The belief didn’t create a self. 
But the belief… 
…organized the nervous system in a predictable way. 
She stayed very still. 
What if — just experimentally — she didn’t complete the sentence 
internally? 
What if the story paused… mid-construction? 
The throat was still tight. 
The shoulders still slightly drawn in. 
But without the reinforcing thought loop, the sensations began 
doing something strange. 
They moved. 
Not dramatically. 
Not magically. 
But unmistakably. 
A slow unwinding ripple through the upper chest. 
A softening in the jaw. 
A small return of breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. 
Clara blinked. 
Because something quietly radical had just become obvious: 



The “self” wasn’t a solid thing. 
It was a pattern that kept reassembling when certain stories 
fired. 
Later that evening, walking home under the streetlights, she tested 
it again. 
A memory arose — embarrassing, sticky, familiar. 
Immediately the body began its old choreography. 
But this time she whispered internally: 
“Story… not instruction.” 
And just like that… 
The sensations still appeared. 
But the duration shortened. 
The stickiness weakened. 
The identity didn’t fully crystallize. 
She smiled in the cool night air. 
Seeing the story didn’t erase conditioning overnight. 
But it absolutely changed how tightly the system locked into it. 
And that — she could feel directly — was not theoretical. 
That was physical. 

Investigation — Does Belief in a Self Create One? 
Let’s look carefully and precisely. 
1. A belief does not create a separate self entity 
There is no evidence that believing in a self produces a discrete, 
independent “self-object” in the brain or body. 
What belief does do is: 
bias perception 
prime memory retrieval 
shape prediction models 
alter autonomic tone 
organize behavior patterns 
In plain language: 
The belief doesn’t create a self-thing. 
It creates a self-pattern. 

2. Identity is enacted physically, not just conceptually 



When a self-relevant story activates, measurable bodily changes 
often occur within milliseconds: 
sympathetic activation (micro) 
posture shifts 
breath pattern changes 
facial micro-tension 
attentional narrowing 
dopamine prediction adjustments 
cortisol micro-release (in threat-relevant contexts) 
This is the physical component of identity. 
Identity is not just narrative. 
It is nervous system configuration + story reinforcement. 

3. The loop that builds “me” 
In many situations, the sequence looks roughly like this: 
Situation appears 
Brain prediction activates 
Body state shifts 
Self-relevant memory network fires 
Narrative interpretation appears 
The system tags it: “This is me” 
This loop can complete in a few hundred milliseconds. 
It feels instantaneous. 
But it is constructed. 

4. What happens when the story is seen as story? 
Important nuance: 
Recognizing “this is a story” usually does not immediately stop: 
old sensations 
old emotional waves 
old habit activations 
Because subcortical learning is slower to update. 
However, repeated clear seeing often leads to: 
shorter emotional half-life 
reduced narrative stickiness 
less anticipatory bracing 
faster autonomic recovery 



weaker identity fusion 
In other words: 
The pattern may still arise… 
but it loses authority. 

5. A practical experiment (lab-ready) 
Next time a strong “me” reaction appears: 
Gently check: 
What sensations are present right now? 
What story about “me” just appeared? 
Do the sensations change if the story is not rehearsed? 
Does the body settle differently when the label is seen as 
provisional? 
You are not trying to eliminate identity. 
You are observing how it assembles. 
That alone changes the system over time. 



The Resistance Matryoshka (Russian dolls) 

 
Song — Resistance to Resistance  
Naomi noticed it first as a micro-no. 
Not a thought. A flinch. 
She was lying in bed, afternoon light on the wall, trying to “rest” 
the way people say they rest—like it’s a task with a correct 
technique. 
A tightness appeared under the ribs. 
A small heat behind the eyes. 
A pressure in the throat. 
And then the familiar move: 
This shouldn’t be here. 
That was resistance. 
She’d gotten good at spotting that one. 
So she tried to do the “right thing.” 
She softened. She allowed. She breathed. 
And immediately—like a comedian stepping onto a stage right on 
cue—another movement arrived: 
I shouldn’t be resisting. 
That was resistance to resistance. 
It wore a nicer outfit. It sounded wise, but it was still a no. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/resistance-to-resistance


Naomi caught it and did what she always did when she caught 
something: she tried to fix it. 
Okay… don’t resist the resistance to resistance. 
And there it was again, even faster: 
This is ridiculous. I’m doing it wrong. I should be beyond this. 
That was resistance to the resistance to resistance. 
A third layer. 
It had judgement in it. A faint disgust. A tiny self-attack that felt 
like “motivation.” 
She could feel each layer physically. 
The first resistance: a hard clamp in the belly. 
The second resistance: a tightening in the chest, like the body 
trying to manage itself. 
The third: a prickling in the face and scalp, like a heat-map of 
embarrassment. 
She lay there, watching it build like a stack of transparent plastic 
sheets. 
Every sheet said “no,” but each one pretended it was “help.” 
A thought came: 
If I could just stop resisting, I’d be peaceful. 
And then another: 
If I could just be peaceful, I’d be awake. 
And then another: 
If I’m not peaceful, I’m failing. 
Each thought felt like a little post-it note slapped onto raw 
sensation. 
Post-its on reality. 
Naomi had used that phrase before with the group. 
Now she could see the entire wall papered with them. 
She tried again: allow everything. 
Instantly the mind produced its next innovation: 
Fine. I allow… but I don’t like that I allow. 
I don’t like that I don’t like that I allow. 
I don’t like that I don’t like that I don’t like— 
It was so fast it became almost musical. 
And then something strange happened. 
For a moment, the stack was seen as a stack. 



Not as a problem. 
Not as a spiritual test. 
Not as “her.” 
Just a self-replicating pattern: no-no-no-no-no, wearing different 
masks. 
Her shoulders dropped half a centimeter. 
A laugh started in the chest—small, involuntary. 
Not because she’d succeeded. 
Because she’d finally noticed the joke: 
Even the attempt to be free from resistance was… resistance. 
The nervous system trying to edit itself. 
Control dressing up as acceptance. 
A loop trying to outrun its own shadow. 
The laugh got bigger when she felt the last move trying to happen: 
Don’t laugh. Take this seriously. This is important. 
She laughed again—louder this time—because even that was 
another sheet. 
And the laughter wasn’t some enlightened bliss. 
It was simple relief at seeing the mechanics. 
Not “I’m better.” 
Just: Oh. This is what’s happening. 
And in that, the whole stack loosened—not permanently, not 
forever—just enough that the body could breathe without 
negotiating with itself. 

Investigation — The Resistance Ladder Exercise 
This is a direct-experience exercise. No philosophy. No “who is 
there to…?” questions. 
Setup (30 seconds) 
Pick something mildly uncomfortable right now: 
a tightness 
restlessness 
irritation 
fatigue 
an urge to check your phone 
the feeling that this exercise is stupid 
Whatever is already here is perfect. 



Step 1 — Spot the first “no” (Resistance) 
Ask: What is the “no” made of? 
Look for direct cues: 
tightening / clenching 
holding breath 
a push-away impulse 
a thought like “shouldn’t,” “need to,” “get rid of,” “not this” 
Label it quietly: “resistance.” 
Step 2 — Spot the second “no” (Resistance to resistance) 
Now ask: Is there a reaction to the fact that resistance is here? 
Common signs: 
impatience with yourself 
the urge to “do the right method” 
shame (“I’m still doing this”) 
a corrective inner voice 
Label it: “resisting resistance.” 
Step 3 — Spot the third “no” (Resistance to that) 
Now ask: Is there a reaction to the reaction? 
Signs: 
“This is endless.” 
“I can’t do this.” 
“I should be past this.” 
frustration at the loop itself 
Label it: “resisting the loop.” 
Step 4 — Don’t fix. Only add truth. 
Instead of trying to stop anything, add one sentence that’s 
factually true in experience: 
“Resistance is present.” 
“Another resistance is present.” 
“Judgement is present.” 
“Tightness is present.” 
“Thoughts are present.” 
That’s it. 
No “and therefore.” 
No strategy. 
Step 5 — Track the stack in the body 
Map each layer to sensation: 



Where is layer 1 felt? 
Where is layer 2 felt? 
Where is layer 3 felt? 
You’ll often find they’re in different places. 
This is key: it turns “me failing” into a pattern of sensations + 
thoughts. 
Step 6 — The pivot that tends to produce laughter 
Now check this, gently: 
Is there resistance to the presence of resistance? 
If yes: that is the loop. 
Then check: 
Is there resistance to the presence of that resistance? 
If yes: that is the loop. 
You’re not trying to end it. 
You’re letting the mind show you its own infinite regress. 
Laughter often appears when the system sees: 
there’s no finish line 
there’s nothing to win 
the loop is doing what loops do 
Step 7 — Close (10 seconds) 
End with: “Even this is included.” 
Notice the body’s response. 
If nothing changes, that’s fine. 
If something softens, also fine. 
The win is recognition, not relief. 

Neuroscience Translation (clean, no fluff) 
Resistance is the brain’s predictive-control system trying to reduce 
uncertainty and discomfort. 
“Resistance to resistance” is error correction: the system flags 
itself as “wrong” and tries to override the state. 
Each layer is an additional prediction + evaluation pass, often 
recruiting self-model networks (“I should be different”). 
Laughter is a common discharge when the system detects an 
unsolvable control loop (a benign “pattern interrupt”) and drops 
the attempt to resolve it. 



Do it now.. fake a laugh. Do it for 30 seconds then bring 
awareness to how the body feels. 



Am I Awake?  

 
Song — Am I Awake?  
He had stopped asking the question out loud. 
Not because it had been answered. 
But because every time he asked it, something tightened. 
“Am I awake?” 
The words arrived with a faint metallic taste — like a coin held 
too long in the mouth. 
He noticed something new one afternoon. 
The question itself wasn’t neutral. 
It carried a pulse: 
a subtle comparison 
a measurement 
a hope 
a threat 
If the answer were yes, there would be relief. 
If the answer were no, there would be work to do. 
That was the first clue. 
The question lived in storyland. 
He remembered the years when he believed: 
that he was a doer, 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/am-i-awake


that control was real, 
that truth was an object to be possessed, 
that he was either fundamentally good or fundamentally flawed. 
Those beliefs had dissolved—not in fireworks, not in a cathedral 
of light—but in small recognitions: 
The sense of control had been claimed after events occurred. 
The “self” had been a narrative stitched from memory. 
The moral labels had shifted with perspective. 
Truth had turned out to be interpretation. 
There had been a shift. 
But here was the trap. 
The mind had replaced the old story (“I am in control”) with a 
new one: 
“I am not awake yet.” 
And that story shaped behavior. 
He saw seekers who moved freely, responded lightly, recovered 
quickly from emotional storms—but who insisted they weren’t 
awake because they hadn’t had bells and whistles. 
No thunderbolt. 
No permanent bliss. 
No halo. 
So they filtered experience through the belief: 
“Not there yet.” 
And the nervous system obeyed that script. 
He saw it in himself. 
When irritation arose, he noticed the old impulse to judge. 
But now, instead of spiraling for days, it passed in minutes. 
When mistakes happened, there was accountability—but no self-
beating. 
The body moved on faster. 
When resistance appeared, it was seen as resistance—not as 
failure. 
Behavior had changed. 
Not instantly. 
Not perfectly. 
But unmistakably. 
And yet, the story lingered: 



“If I were truly awake, wouldn’t it be more obvious?” 
That story prevented the full integration of what was already seen. 
Because belief shapes perception. 
If he believed he was not awake, he would interpret every 
contraction as proof. 
If he believed awakening required specialness, he would look for 
superiority or purity. 
But awakening had revealed something far less glamorous: 
Ordinary experience, without ownership. 
When the word “awake” was examined carefully, it carried no 
sparkle. 
No throne. 
No badge. 
Only this: 
The recognition that stories are stories. 
And that almost every emotional reaction is a response to 
narrative, not to raw sensation. 
The shift was not a trumpet blast. 
It was the quiet end of believing the commentary. 
He sat one evening with tea in hand. 
The thought came again: 
“Am I awake?” 
This time, instead of answering, he looked at what the question 
felt like. 
There was no specialness. 
No superiority. 
No rush. 
Just breathing. 
Just sensation. 
Just sound. 
And then laughter. 
Because the only place the question mattered was inside story. 
And story, he now knew, was a companion—not a master. 

Investigation — Am I Awake? (Without Storyland) 
Let’s be precise. 
1. Notice what the question feels like. 



Ask internally: 
“Am I awake?” 
Before answering, feel the body. 
Is there contraction? 
Is there comparison? 
Is there anticipation of improvement? 
Is there subtle superiority? 
Is there subtle deficiency? 
The felt tone reveals whether the question is innocent or strategic. 
If it carries measurement, it belongs to storyland. 

2. Check the criteria fantasy. 
Most seekers unconsciously hold criteria: 
permanent bliss 
no negative emotions 
total habit reset 
instant behavioral purity 
dramatic epiphany 
Have these ever been confirmed as reliable indicators? 
If you know anybody who is awake, do these match lived reality? 
Notice how the mind wants spectacle as proof. 
But what if the shift is quieter? 

3. What actually changes? 
If there has been a shift, these often change gradually: 
Recovery time from emotional storms shortens. 
Self-blame decreases. 
Control narratives weaken. 
Identity stories are seen as stories. 
The urge to fix oneself softens. 
Behavior becomes less reactive. 
Not because “you decided.” 
But because the illusion of ownership weakens. 
The experiential component is this: 
When a story is seen as a story, it loses force. 
That is felt. 



Not believed. 
Felt. 

4. The inhibitory story 
Now look closely: 
If you carry the story, 
“I’m not there yet.” 
What happens? 
You interpret: 
contraction as proof of failure, 
habits as evidence of incompleteness, 
emotion as regression. 
That story blocks integration. 
This is not “fake it until you make it.” 
It is simply this question: 
Do you actually grok the nature of the illusion of self? 
If yes, then allow behavior to catch up. 
Neural pathways take time to recondition. 
Habits atrophy from disuse, not from declaration. 
The shift is real when: 
illusions are recognized, 
and responses to them change over time. 
Not because you call yourself awake. 
But because story no longer runs unchecked. 

5. A final precision 
To consider whether a shift occurred is already narrative. 
The shift itself is experiential. 
And it is often ordinary. 
If there is no sense of specialness, no superiority, no halo—good. 
That’s a promising sign. 
Awakening without glitter. 

6.  Awakened” is not a thing 
“Awakened” is not a thing anyone possesses or becomes. It is 
simply a story describing a growing ease around the stories that 
once triggered automatic reactivity. Nothing mystical is acquired; 



the organism just stops over-believing its own commentary. What 
changes is the relationship to experience, not the appearance of 
experience itself. In that sense, “awakening” is only a convenient 
label for the ordinary falling away of unnecessary resistance. 



The Wrong Way to Garden 

 
Song — Play Is the Attitude 
Daniel had decided—quite firmly—that gardening would be 
relaxing. 
That was the plan. 
He stood in the backyard early Saturday morning, coffee cooling 
on the fence rail, staring at the patch of soil he had recently 
declared “his new hobby.” 
The word hobby already carried a faint metallic taste. 
Still… he knelt. 
The dirt was cool. Slightly damp. Grainy between the fingers. 
For a few minutes, something gentle happened. 
He pushed soil aside. 
Dropped in seeds. 
Covered them again. 
Simple. 
Almost… pleasant. 
Then the mind cleared its throat. 
You should probably research the optimal spacing. 
A small tightening appeared behind his eyes. 
Real gardeners don’t just guess. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/play-is-the-attitude


The breath shortened by half a notch. 
Without noticing the exact moment it happened, Daniel was no 
longer gardening. 
He was managing a project. 
His movements sharpened. 
rows became straighter 
fingers more precise 
shoulders subtly braced 
jaw faintly set 
The backyard, moments ago wide and breathable, now felt… 
narrower. 
As if the air itself had expectations. 
Across the fence, his neighbor Rosa was barefoot in her yard, 
scattering something vaguely seed-like with what looked like 
reckless joy. 
Daniel watched her for a moment. 
She was humming. 
Not gardening. 
Humming. 
Her pattern made no sense. 
No ruler. 
No rows. 
No visible plan. 
At one point she actually laughed—out loud—because a handful 
of seeds spilled sideways. 
Daniel felt it immediately. 
A strange internal ping. 
Surprise. 
Not jealousy. 
Not quite admiration. 
Something more diagnostic. 
His body knew before his thoughts did: 
a slight softening in the belly 
warmth returning to the chest 
the tight focus behind the eyes loosening 
He looked down at his perfectly aligned seed rows. 



Then—very deliberately—he dragged one finger diagonally across 
them. 
Messy. 
Uneven. 
Wrong. 
The mind protested instantly. 
You’re ruining it. 
But underneath the protest… 
Something bright flickered. 
Curiosity. 
He planted the next seeds deliberately… irregularly. 
Different depths. 
Different spacing. 
One absurdly too close to the edge. 
The air in the yard changed. 
Not dramatically. 
But unmistakably. 
The task hadn’t changed. 
The soil hadn’t changed. 
The body doing the work hadn’t changed. 
Only one variable had shifted: 
Outcome loosened its grip. 
And in that soft, almost mischievous release— 
The garden became alive again. 

Investigation — The Mechanics of Playfulness 
Let’s get very precise in Inquiry terms. 
Key Discovery 
Play is not defined by the activity. 
Play is defined by the nervous system stance while the activity 
happens. 
You can: 
play while doing taxes 
perform while finger-painting 
explore while working 
suffer while gaming 
Form does not determine play. 



Prediction + pressure does. 

1. The Three Ingredients of Adult Play 
In direct experience, genuine play reliably contains: 
Curiosity 
Felt as: 
forward-leaning interest 
dopamine “seeking” tone 
micro-exploratory movements 
widened attention field 
Inquiry check: 
Right now, is there interest in what might happen next? 

Openness 
Felt as: 
low defensive tension 
willingness for surprise 
reduced error-threat response 
flexible attention 
Inquiry check: 
Does the body feel safe enough for something unexpected? 

Outcome-light engagement 
This is the big one. 
Play collapses the moment the system predicts: 
evaluation 
judgment 
identity consequence 
performance scoring 
future-based self-worth 
Neuroscience translation: 
When outcome pressure rises → cortisol + control networks 
dominate 
When outcome loosens → dopamine curiosity circuits re-engage 

2. Why Adults Lose Play 
Children default to exploration mode because: 



low identity investment 
low future simulation load 
high novelty drive 
low evaluation threat 
Adults accumulate: 
performance history 
identity narratives 
error sensitivity 
efficiency conditioning 
social evaluation models 
Result: 
The brain begins to treat many neutral activities as threat-
relevant performance zones. 
This is predictive processing doing its job too well. 

3. Where Adult Play Actually Hides 
For most adults, play reappears in: 
hobbies 
tinkering 
music 
cooking experiments 
gardening 
movement exploration 
creative side projects 
curious conversations 
Notice the pattern: 
Low obligation + low identity risk + moderate novelty 
That combination reopens exploratory circuitry. 

4. Precision Exercise — The Playfulness Diagnostic 
You can run this anytime. 
While doing any activity, quietly check: 
In the body right now: 
Is the breath easy or managed? 
Is the jaw loose or set? 
Is attention wide or tunneled? 
Is there interest in what happens next? 



Would “mistake” feel threatening right now? 
If mistakes feel dangerous → you are in performance mode. 
If mistakes feel informative → you are in play mode. 

5. The Fastest Way Back to Play 
Not forcing fun. 
Not positive thinking. 
Not trying to “be playful.” 
Instead: 
Reduce outcome rigidity by 5%. 
Micro-interventions that work surprisingly well: 
introduce one harmless variation 
exaggerate one movement 
deliberately allow minor imperfection 
slow down 10% 
widen visual field 
feel the feet while acting 
These shift the nervous system prediction from: 
“This affects who I am” 
to 
“Let’s see what happens” 
And that shift is often enough. 



How does this journey unfold? 
Story — The Way It Actually Unfolds (below) 
Song — Not the Way You Thought 
It doesn’t unfold the way the mind imagines. 
Not as a clean arc. 
Not as steady improvement. 
Not as a permanent shift followed by smooth sailing. 
It unfolds much more… organically. And often more quietly than 
expected. 

First: Pattern Recognition 
Early on, there’s mostly identification with what arises. 
Tightness appears → believed. 
Thought appears → taken personally. 
Emotional wave appears → feels like me. 
Then something begins to change — not dramatically, but 
perceptually. 
Moments like Naomi’s: 
the small contraction behind the sternum 
the familiar social fatigue wave 
the irritation at repetition 
…start getting noticed sooner. 
Not stopped. 
Not fixed. 
Just seen. 
This is the first meaningful shift: 
👉  from being inside the pattern 
👉  to recognizing the pattern as it happens 

Second: Shorter Recovery Loops 
The old pattern still fires — often with surprising reliability. 
But something subtle changes in the timing. 
Before: 
trigger → full story → full emotional spiral → long recovery 
Later: 
trigger → partial story → earlier recognition → faster settling 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/not-the-way-you-thought


Nothing mystical. Very nervous-system level. 
From a neuroscience angle (since you like precision here): 
The brain’s predictive machinery still flags familiar threat 
patterns. 
But the meta-awareness networks (prefrontal + insula 
involvement) begin to register the pattern earlier. 
Dopamine prediction errors gradually update: the old reaction 
stops getting fully reinforced. 
In plain terms: 
👉  The body still reacts 
👉  The mind still comments 
👉  But the stickiness starts weakening 

Third: Disillusionment with Progress Narratives 
This is where many people get tripped. 
Because the mind expects: 
“I’ve seen this already — why is it still happening?” 
Exactly the lines you wrote. 
This phase is crucial. 
What’s being seen here is subtle but profound: 
Patterns repeating does not mean failure 
Reactivity appearing does not mean regression 
Familiar contractions do not mean “not awake” 
What’s actually happening is: 
👉  The organism is still conditioning 
👉  but ownership is slowly thinning 
This is often uncomfortable, because the seeker identity wants 
visible advancement. 
But the system is unwinding on its own timeline. 

Fourth: The Body Becomes the Primary Teacher 
Over time, attention naturally shifts away from: 
philosophical conclusions 
identity debates 
“Am I awake yet?” monitoring 
…and toward something much simpler: 



👉  raw sensation 
Like you keep pointing to: 
the belly contraction 
the sternum drop 
the jaw set 
the micro-urge to regulate 
This is not accidental. 
The nervous system is where the old learning lives. 
So the journey becomes less conceptual and more somatic clarity: 
“What is actually happening right now?” 
Not why. 
Not what it means. 
Just the texture of experience. 

Fifth: Ordinary Life Continues (More Than Expected) 
One of the biggest surprises for most people: 
Functionally… life looks very normal. 
Naomi still: 
feels contractions 
gets tired socially 
has irritation flickers 
notices comparison spikes 
What changes is quieter: 
less compulsive belief in the commentary 
faster settling after activation 
more fluid emotional movement 
less defensive identity maintenance 
From the outside, often nothing dramatic. 
From the inside: less friction, more permeability. 

Sixth: Play Begins to Reappear 
This connects directly to your earlier theme. 
As control softens and vigilance drops, something very organism-
level returns: 
👉  spontaneous play 
👉  curiosity 



👉  unforced movement 
👉  simple enjoyment without strategic overlay 
Not because someone is “trying to be present.” 
Because the nervous system is spending less energy bracing. 

If we map the arc simply 
Most commonly it looks like: 
Unconscious identification 
Intermittent noticing 
Earlier recognition 
Frustration about repetition 
Relaxation around repetition 
Increasing ordinary ease 
Life just… happening 
Not linear. 
Not permanent. 
Not owned. 



The Way It Actually Unfolds 

 
Song — Not the Way You Thought 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/not-the-way-you-thought


Naomi thought awakening would feel like a skylight shattering. 
A clean rupture. 
A before and after. 
A decisive pivot where everything reorganized itself into luminous 
coherence. 
Instead, it arrived like damp weather. 
Quiet. Repetitive. Unimpressive. 
On Tuesday morning she snapped at Daniel over nothing — a 
misplaced mug, a tone, something microscopic. The heat rose in 
her chest, a prickling ember behind the sternum. The old cascade 
began: 
Here we go again. 
You should be beyond this. 
After all this inquiry… still this? 
But something else was there now. 
Not wisdom. Not transcendence. 
Just noticing. 
The contraction in the belly had a grain to it. A raspy, electrical 
thrum. 
Her jaw had already tightened before the story completed itself. 
Her breath was shallow, ribcage high. 
The reaction still happened. 
But she saw it sooner. 
Not early enough to prevent it — that fantasy was fading. 
But early enough to feel it forming. 
Later that week, the same irritation arose in a café. The same 
contraction. The same script. Only this time the recovery was 
faster. The spiral didn’t build a cathedral. It flickered and thinned. 
She walked home surprised by how ordinary everything felt. 
The trees weren’t glowing. 
No cosmic orchestras. 
No permanent bliss. 
Just slightly less stickiness. 
Weeks passed. 
The patterns still fired. The nervous system didn’t receive a 
memo. But the loops shortened. The body settled faster. The 
commentary lost its adhesive quality. 



And then came the phase she hadn’t expected: disappointment. 
“Why is this still happening?” 
The seeker voice returned, arch and accusatory. 
But even that was seen — as another pattern. 
And something shifted again. 
Not a transcendence. 
A softening. 
The irritation was not evidence of failure. 
Reactivity was not proof of regression. 
Repetition was not negation. 
The body was unwinding at its own tempo. 
Months later she noticed something more radical than bliss. 
Play. 
One afternoon she found herself humming while washing dishes. 
No reason. No spiritual overlay. Just humming. 
A breeze through the window felt vivid. 
Not meaningful. 
Just vivid. 
It dawned on her that nothing dramatic had occurred. 
But friction had reduced. 
Life was still life. 
Just less defended. 
No arc. 
No final plateau. 
No permanent upgrade. 
Just the quiet attrition of ownership. 
And the surprise of ordinary ease. 

Investigation — How It Actually Unfolds (Precise, Somatic, 
Neural) 
Let’s dismantle the fantasy structure clearly. 
1. Pattern Recognition 
Early stage: 
Sensation → Story → Identification → Reinforcement. 
Example: 
Tightness in chest. 
Thought: “I’m failing.” 



Emotional surge. 
Identity: “This is me.” 
Later: 
Sensation → Story begins → Noticing interrupts identification. 
Neuroscience translation: 
Predictive circuits (amygdala, habitual networks) still fire. 
Meta-awareness (prefrontal regulation + insular interoception) 
activates sooner. 
Dopamine prediction error reduces reinforcement of full narrative 
completion. 
You are not stopping the reaction. 
You are weakening its reward loop. 

2. Shorter Recovery Windows 
Before: 
Trigger → Spiral → Rumination → Hours of contraction. 
Later: 
Trigger → Partial spiral → Recognition → Nervous system settles 
faster. 
The sympathetic activation still occurs. 
But parasympathetic return comes online earlier. 
Ownership weakens. 
Stickiness reduces. 

3. The Disillusionment Phase 
This is critical. 
The mind expects visible progress. 
When patterns repeat, it interprets this as failure. 
But repetition ≠ regression. 
Repetition is neural residue. 
Conditioning decays by: 
Lack of reinforcement. 
Alternative experiential weighting. 
Reduced emotional charge. 
Ownership thinning is more important than pattern disappearance. 

4. Somatic Clarity Becomes Primary 



The journey turns from philosophical to tactile. 
Instead of: 
“Why am I like this?” 
It becomes: 
“What is this sensation exactly?” 
Heat? Pressure? Buzz? Hollow drop? 
When sensation is experienced directly: 
Narrative loses dominance. 
Emotional charge diffuses. 
The body self-regulates. 
You stop trying to improve. 
You start perceiving. 

5. Ordinary Life Continues 
This is the part seekers resist. 
Awakening does not remove: 
Irritation. 
Fatigue. 
Comparison. 
Fear. 
It removes compulsive identification. 
Externally: life looks unchanged. 
Internally: less friction. 

6. Play Re-emerges 
When vigilance decreases: 
Curiosity returns. 
Spontaneous movement arises. 
Humor reappears. 
Simple sensory vividness increases. 
Not because “presence” is practiced. 
Because bracing is reduced. 

The Real Arc (If There Is One) 
Unconscious identification 
→ Intermittent noticing 
→ Earlier recognition 



→ Frustration about repetition 
→ Relaxation about repetition 
→ Increasing ordinary permeability 
→ Life happening without ownership 
No crescendo. 
Just erosion of stickiness. 



Nothing Before, Nothing After 

 
Song — Nothing Leads - Nothing follows 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/nothing-leads-nothing-follows


Naomi was halfway through rinsing a cup when the thought 
appeared: 
I’m getting closer. 
It was quiet. Almost polite. 
For years, that sentence would have carried a warm glow — the 
subtle satisfaction of progress, of movement along an invisible 
path. The familiar map would unfold automatically: 
before → during → after 
not yet → getting there → almost 
But this time something snagged. 
Not in the thought itself — the words came and went like usual — 
but in the body. 
The water was warm over her fingers. 
Porcelain slick under her thumb. 
A faint hum from the refrigerator behind her. 
All of it… already complete. 
The moment didn’t feel like it was going anywhere. 
She stood still, cup in hand, and waited for the next psychological 
beat — the usual forward lean, the sense of momentum. 
It didn’t come. 
Instead there was just this: the temperature of the water, the soft 
weight of the cup, the subtle rise and fall of breath. 
Nothing in the experience pointed forward. 
Nothing in it referred backward. 
The thought I’m getting closer now felt oddly decorative — like a 
caption placed under a photograph that didn’t need one. 
Another thought arrived quickly, trying to restore the familiar 
structure: 
Okay… but something must be unfolding. 
But even that was seen — not intellectually, but perceptually — as 
just another appearance. 
The body didn’t move toward it. 
There was only this exact configuration of sensation. 
Self-contained. 
Boundary-less. 
Strangely fresh. 



Later that afternoon, Naomi was walking past the harbor when 
irritation flared — sharp and quick — at a man talking too loudly 
on his phone. 
The contraction behind the sternum appeared right on schedule. 
Old Naomi would have thought: 
Still working through this. 
Still unwinding patterns. 
But the moment didn’t organize itself that way anymore. 
The irritation wasn’t part of a sequence. 
It wasn’t evidence of anything. 
It was just… a bright, self-contained pulse of heat in the chest. 
Already complete the moment it appeared. 
And then — just as completely — it was gone. 
Not resolved. 
Not processed. 
Not transcended. 
Just finished. 
She stopped walking. 
A quiet laugh escaped her — not triumphant, not mystical — just 
surprised. 
The mind had been narrating a journey. 
Experience had been arriving whole the entire time. 
Nothing had been leading anywhere. 
Nothing had been following anything else. 
Just this. 
Then this. 
Then this again — impossibly new. 

Investigation — Nothing Leads, Nothing Follows 
Let’s look carefully,  events first, stories second. 
1. The Mind Imposes Sequence 
The nervous system operates in continuous updating loops. The 
brain is a prediction engine — it builds continuity because 
continuity is useful for survival. 
So the mind naturally creates: 
progress narratives 
cause-and-effect chains 



identity continuity 
improvement arcs 
From a neuroscience perspective: 
The brain’s default mode network (DMN) stitches moments into 
a coherent self-story. 
The dopaminergic system tracks prediction and reward over 
time. 
Memory networks create the felt sense of continuity. 
All useful. 
But usefulness ≠ actuality. 

2. Direct Experience Is Always Complete 
In raw sensory terms, each moment of experience arrives fully 
formed. 
Right now, check: 
A sound appears — complete. 
A sensation appears — complete. 
A thought appears — complete. 
Notice what is not present in direct experience: 
❌  No visible “previous moment” 
❌  No visible “next moment” 
❌  No observable continuity thread 
Continuity is inferred after the fact. 
This aligns with events first, story second. 

3. Novelty Is the Default (Though the Mind Hates This) 
Even familiar patterns are physically new events. 
Why? 
Because the nervous system is never in the exact same state twice: 
Hormonal environment shifts 
Micro-context shifts 
reactive states shift 
Prediction error signals continuously updating 
From a reinforcement learning lens  
Every moment carries fresh prediction error information, even 
when the pattern looks identical. 



So experientially: 
👉  The mind says: “same again.” 
👉  The body is actually: “new configuration.” 
This is a subtle but profound difference. 

4. Nothing Is Actually Separate in Experience 
Separation is also inferred. 
In direct experience, where is the boundary between: 
sound and hearing? 
sensation and awareness? 
thought and knowing of thought? 
Language creates subject–object structure. 
Experience presents as a single field of happening. 
This is fully consistent with your core frame: 
There is no separate doer — only happening. 

5. Why This Feels So Unstable at First 
The organism evolved to prefer: 
continuity 
predictability 
control models 
Seeing moment-to-moment completeness can initially feel 
disorienting because it removes the imagined trajectory the seeker 
identity feeds on. 
But what often emerges (as you’ve noticed in Naomi’s stories) is 
not nihilism — it’s lightness. 
Because if nothing is accumulating… Nothing needs to be carried. 

Investigation — How the Brain Manufactures the Illusion of 
Continuity 
What follows is not philosophy. 
It’s a mechanistic sketch consistent with modern predictive 
processing and reinforcement learning models. 
We’ll walk one micro-moment. 

Step 0 — Raw Sensory Burst (≈ 0–80 ms) 



Something happens. 
Example: 
sound wave hits ear 
pressure shifts in chest 
light pattern hits retina 
reaction signals arise 
At this stage: 
No self 
No meaning 
No narrative 
No past/future 
Just signal. 
Direct-experience translation 
What is actually present: 
vibration 
pressure 
color 
temperature 
movement 
Nothing in the raw data says: 
“This is happening to me.” 
That comes later. 

Step 1 — Rapid Predictive Modeling (≈ 80–200 ms) 
The brain is never passive. 
It immediately asks (non-verbally): 
“What is this most likely to be?” 
Using: 
prior learning 
emotional memory 
body state 
context 
dopamine value history 
This is predictive coding in action. 
The brain generates: 
threat guesses 
relevance flags 



emotional tone 
⚠  Still no personal self yet — just organism-level sorting. 

Step 2 — Salience & Body Mobilization (≈ 150–300 ms) 
If the signal matters, the salience network and limbic system 
begin adjusting the body. 
You may get: 
chest tightening 
gut shift 
micro-freeze 
attention narrowing 
heart rate change 
This is crucial for your work. 
Because here we already have: 
✅  emotional physiology 
❌  but still no narrative self required 
The organism is preparing. 
Not “you.” 

Step 3 — Narrative Tagging Begins (≈ 300–600 ms) 
Now the higher cortical networks begin to interpret. 
This is where the famous back-dating of authorship (Libet-style 
timing - In 1983 Libet et al. demonstrated that brain activity associated 
with a voluntary act precedes conscious experience of the intention to act 
by several hundred milliseconds.) becomes relevant. 
The brain begins constructing: 
what is happening 
why it matters 
who it involves 
And here — very subtly — appears the ownership tag: 
“This is happening to me.” 
But notice the order: 
sensation 
body shift 
interpretation 
ownership 
Ownership is late. 



Very late. 

Step 4 — Identity Stitching (≈ 600 ms – several seconds) 
Now the default mode network (DMN) and memory systems do 
their specialty: 
They build continuity. 
The brain automatically links: 
this moment 
to previous similar moments 
to your autobiographical model 
to predicted future outcomes 
This is where the illusion of the continuous self is strongly 
reinforced. 
Internally it feels like: 
“Here I am again.” 
But mechanistically it is: 
Pattern recognition + memory binding + prediction reuse. 

Step 5 — Dopamine Prediction Error Updates 
This is where neuroscience interest becomes very relevant. 
The dopamine system is constantly asking: 
“Did reality match what we predicted?” 
If yes → pattern strengthens 
If no → model updates 
Over thousands of repetitions, this builds: 
emotional habits 
identity tendencies 
expectation loops 
But importantly: 
Each moment is still physically new. 
The system is just compressing novelty into familiarity for 
efficiency. 

Why Continuity Feels So Convincing 
Three systems cooperate: 
1. Memory smoothing 
The hippocampus stitches moments into a coherent timeline. 



Gaps are filled automatically. 

2. Predictive compression 
The brain prefers: 
familiar interpretations 
stable models 
energy efficiency 
So it actively downplays novelty. 

3. Narrative ownership 
Language networks label experience as: 
mine 
me 
my pattern 
my progress 
This creates the felt center. 

Direct-Experience Check (Your Style) 
Right now, test this cleanly. 
Without thinking about it, look: 
Is the previous moment present in direct experience? 
Or only: 
sensation now 
sound now 
thought now 
You’ll notice something subtle but very important: 
Continuity is remembered, not perceived. 

Why This Matters for the “Journey” 
The system does not unwind by: 
❌  forcing new experiences 
❌  achieving permanent states 
❌  eliminating reactions 
What actually changes over time is: 



👉  earlier detection of the construction process 
👉  weaker automatic ownership 
👉  faster dopamine updating of old threat models 
👉  reduced reinforcement of the “me in danger” story 
Life keeps happening normally. 
But the stickiness of identification can thin. 
Quietly. 
Organically. 



More Investigation — How the Brain Attaches the Tag “Mine” 

 
Song — Tagged as Mine 
We are not looking for a self. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/tagged-as-mine


We are looking for the process that creates the feeling of 
ownership. 
Because the key insight is this: 
The brain does not detect a self. 
It generates an ownership tag and then believes it. 

Phase 1 — Raw Experience (still no owner) 
Something happens: 
sensation in chest 
thought appears 
sound is heard 
emotion wave rises 
At this stage, in pure signal terms, there is only: 
sensory activity 
interoceptive (reactivity) activity 
neural firing patterns 
There is no ownership marker in the raw data. 
Direct check (right now): 
A sound appears. 
Can you find inside the sound: 
a label “mine”? 
a boundary saying “belongs to me”? 
You won’t. 
Because ownership has not been added yet. 

Phase 2 — Body Mapping (the “where” system) 
Now the brain does something extremely important. 
Using areas like: 
insula (interoception) 
somatosensory cortex 
posterior parietal cortex 
…the system builds a body map. 
This answers: 
where in the body something is 
whether it is inside the body boundary 
how intense it is 
This is purely spatial and physiological. 



Still no psychological owner. 
But… 
⚠  This is where the groundwork is laid. 
Because once something is mapped inside the body boundary, 
the brain becomes very likely to tag it as self-related. 

Phase 3 — Self-Relevance Filtering (salience tagging) 
Next, the salience network asks: 
“Is this important for the organism?” 
Key players: 
anterior insula 
anterior cingulate cortex 
amygdala (sometimes) 
If flagged as important, attention locks in. 
Now we have: 
body activation 
attention capture 
emotional tone 
Still — technically — no narrative self required. 
Animals do this too. 

Phase 4 — Narrative Ownership Tag (THIS is the key step) 
Now the higher cortical networks step in: 
medial prefrontal cortex 
default mode network 
language systems 
And something very specific happens. 
The brain automatically applies a self-model label. 
Not because a self is found. 
Because the system is optimized to answer: 
“Is this happening to the organism or not?” 
So it generates the most efficient shorthand: 
“Me.” 
This is predictive efficiency, not discovery of an entity. 

⚠  Important precision  
The brain is not saying: 



“I have located the self.” 
It is doing something much more mundane: 
“This pattern correlates with the body-model → tag as self-
related.” 
Ownership is a classification decision. 
Not a detection. 

Direct-Experience Exercise — Catch the Tag Being Added 
Try this slowly. 
Step 1 
Wait for the next spontaneous thought. 
Don’t generate one. 
Let one appear. 

Step 2 
Notice the exact sequence: 
thought appears 
(tiny gap) 
subtle feeling: “I am thinking” 
Look very closely. 
That second step is often assumed to be simultaneous. 
It isn’t. 
There is usually a micro-lag. 
That lag is the construction window. 

Phase 5 — Memory Binding (making it feel continuous) 
Once tagged as “mine,” the hippocampus and DMN do their 
stitching work. 
They link the moment into: 
your past 
your personality 
your ongoing story 
This produces the powerful illusion: 
“This is happening to the same me as always.” 
But mechanically: 
It is pattern continuity, not entity continuity. 



Why the Illusion Persists (even after clear seeing) 
Even after the illusion is seen through: 
the body map still runs 
salience still runs 
predictive tagging still runs 
dopamine learning still runs 
Because these are organism survival functions. 
This is exactly what we’ve been pointing to repeatedly: 
The nervous system lags. 
Beautifully accurate. 

What actually changes over time 
Not the raw reactions. 
But often: 
ownership stickiness weakens 
recovery loops shorten 
prediction errors update faster 
defensive identity maintenance softens 
From the outside: 
Life looks ordinary. 
From the inside: 
Less glue. 
Less contraction around experience. 

The Quiet Punchline 
There is no need to destroy the self. 
Because what we call “self” is mostly: 
a rapid tagging process 
plus memory stitching 
plus predictive habit 
When clearly seen, something relaxes naturally. 
Not because a self was removed. 
But because the system is no longer over-believed. 



The Tag That Arrived Late 

 
Song — Tagged as Mine 2 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/tagged-as-mine-2


Naomi was halfway through drying a glass when the thought 
appeared: 
You forgot to reply to Mira. 
The body reacted instantly — a small tightening behind the 
sternum, a faint lift in the shoulders. 
Familiar territory. 
For years, the sequence would have been seamless: 
tightness → worry → I’m stressed again. 
But lately she had been watching more closely. 
Not philosophically. 
Mechanically. 
She set the glass down and paused. 
Okay… what actually just happened? 
First there was the body movement — the sternum pull, the breath 
shift. 
Then the thought. 
Clear enough. 
But something else was now visible, something she had never 
noticed before. 
There was a tiny delay. 
Not long — maybe milliseconds — but unmistakable once seen. 
The sensation was already moving before the sense of me arrived. 
Naomi narrowed her attention. 
The tightness in the chest was flickering slightly, almost like 
static. It wasn’t solid at all. More like weather passing through 
tissue. 
And yet, right on schedule, the familiar overlay began to 
assemble: 
I need to deal with this. 
I’m getting anxious. 
I should be more on top of things. 
But now she could see the layering. 
The body event… first. 
The attention lock… second. 
And then — almost like a rubber stamp hitting paper — the 
ownership tag: 
mine. 



Her breath caught. 
Not dramatically. 
Just enough. 
Because once seen, it was hard to unsee. 
The tag wasn’t inside the sensation. 
It arrived afterward. 
Like a caption being added to a photo. 
She stayed with the chest sensation. 
Without the story. 
Without pushing it away. 
The tightness pulsed… spread… then began thinning at the edges. 
And strangely, the system kept regulating all by itself. 
Breath deepened. 
Jaw softened. 
Heat in the chest shifted downward like melting wax. 
No manager required. 
Naomi let out a small, surprised exhale. 
“Well… that’s interesting.” 
Nothing mystical had happened. 
The tag still appeared. 
The nervous system still reacted. 
But something had become quietly obvious: 
Ownership was being applied. 
Not discovered. 
And for the rest of the afternoon, everything felt just slightly less 
sticky. 
Not free. 
Not blissful. 
Just… less automatically believed. 

Investigation — How the Brain Attaches the Tag “Mine” 
You are not trying to eliminate the self. 
You are learning to detect the tagging process in real time. 
This is a precision skill. 
Let’s map it cleanly. 

Phase 1 — Raw Experience (no owner yet) 



Something appears: 
a sound 
a thought 
a chest sensation 
an emotional wave 
At the signal level there is only: 
sensory activity 
interoceptive activity 
neural firing 
There is no ownership marker in the raw data. 
Direct check (do this now): 
Hear a sound. 
Look carefully inside the sound. 
Can you find: 
a “mine” label? 
a boundary saying “belongs to me”? 
You won’t. 
Because ownership has not yet been added. 

Phase 2 — Body Mapping (the “where” system) 
The brain now locates the event using: 
insula (interoception) 
somatosensory cortex 
posterior parietal cortex 
This answers: 
where it is 
whether it’s inside the body boundary 
how strong it is 
Still no psychological owner. 
But this is the setup layer. 
Once something is mapped inside the body boundary, the system 
becomes highly likely to mark it as self-related. 

Phase 3 — Salience Tagging (importance filter) 
The salience network asks: 
Is this relevant to the organism? 
Key players: 



anterior insula 
anterior cingulate cortex 
amygdala (sometimes) 
If flagged important: 
attention locks in 
emotional tone increases 
bodily readiness rises 
Still — technically — no narrative self required. 
Animals run this loop too. 

Phase 4 — Narrative Ownership Tag (the critical move) 
Now higher cortical networks step in: 
medial prefrontal cortex 
default mode network 
language systems 
The brain performs a predictive shortcut: 
“This pattern correlates with the body-model → tag as self-
related.” 
Important precision: 
The brain is NOT detecting a self. 
It is performing a classification. 
Ownership is: 
fast 
efficient 
predictive 
usually unquestioned 
It is a labeling event, not a discovery. 

Direct-Experience Exercise — Catch the Tag Being Added 
Try this slowly. 
Step 1 
Wait for the next spontaneous thought. 
Do not generate one. 
Let it appear. 
Step 2 
Watch the sequence very closely: 
thought appears 



(tiny gap) 
subtle sense: “I am thinking” 
That micro-gap is often missed. 
But with practice, it becomes detectable. 
That gap is where the tag lands. 

Phase 5 — Memory Stitching (continuity illusion) 
Once tagged as “mine,” the brain links it into the ongoing story 
using: 
hippocampus 
default mode network 
This produces the powerful feeling: 
“This is happening to the same me as always.” 
Mechanically, though, this is: 
pattern continuity 
not entity continuity 

Why the Illusion Persists (even after clear seeing) 
This part matters. 
Even after deep insight: 
body mapping continues 
salience tagging continues 
predictive ownership tagging continues 
dopamine learning continues 
Because these are organism survival functions. 
What changes over time is subtler: 
ownership stickiness weakens 
recovery loops shorten 
prediction errors update faster 
defensive identity maintenance softens 
From the outside: life looks normal. 
From the inside: less glue. 



Not Two Processes 

 
Song — Not Two 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/not-two


Naomi was rinsing rice when it happened. 
Not a big moment. 
No music swelling. 
Just the quiet rhythm of water running through her fingers. 
A thought appeared: 
Am I still doing that thing… watching for the tag? 
For a second, the old habit kicked in — the subtle split: 
there is the experience 
and there is me watching it 
It was faint now, but still detectable. 
The familiar observer-position. 
But something about it felt… artificial. 
Constructed. 
Like standing slightly behind herself for no good reason. 
She paused. 
Water still running. 
Grains sliding against the bowl with a soft, dry whisper. 
And instead of analyzing, she did something simpler. 
She stopped trying to stand anywhere at all. 
— 
Immediately, something odd became obvious. 
There wasn’t: 
experience here 
and observer there 
There was just… 
this. 
Water sensation. 
Sound of grains. 
Subtle chest movement. 
Thought flickering and dissolving. 
All of it appearing in the same undivided field. 
No seam. 
No join. 
No internal boundary where an owner could actually be located. 
Even the familiar ownership tag — when it appeared — was just 
another event inside the same field. 
Not outside it. 



Not managing it. 
Not separate from it. 
Just another ripple. 
Naomi felt a small laugh rise in her throat. 
Soft. 
Private. 
Because the whole thing — the watcher, the watched, the tagging, 
the noticing — had been happening in one continuous movement 
the entire time. 
Nothing had ever stood apart from anything else. 
The system had simply been drawing little conceptual dotted lines 
across something that was never actually divided. 
She turned off the tap. 
Hands wet. 
Rice ready. 
Life completely ordinary. 
And quietly, unmistakably… 
not two. 

Investigation — Non-Dual Precision (Direct Experience) 
Let’s tighten this carefully. 
We are not claiming: 
there is no tagging 
there is no body mapping 
there is no narrative activity 
All of that clearly happens. 
The key recognition is subtler: 
The tagging process is not separate from what is being tagged. 
In direct experience, check: 
Right now, notice a sensation in the body. 
Now notice the thought about that sensation. 
Now notice the sense of ownership if it appears. 
Look very carefully. 
Do these occur in separate places? 
Or do they all appear in the same seamless field of experiencing? 

What the brain model says (clean and grounded) 



Functionally, the nervous system does: 
body mapping 
salience filtering 
predictive self-tagging 
memory stitching 
These are real processes. 
But here is the non-dual pivot: 
👉  The brain never produces a separate entity that owns 
experience. 
👉  It produces self-related processing within experience. 
From the inside, what we call: 
sensation 
thought 
ownership 
observer 
…are all appearances of the same system in motion. 
Not two things interacting. 
One process, many textures. 

Direct-Experience Exercise — Collapse the Split 
Try this gently. 
Step 1 
Hear a sound. 
Step 2 
Notice the thought about the sound. 
Step 3 
Notice any sense of “I am hearing.” 
Now look for an actual boundary between: 
the hearing 
the thought 
the sense of I 
Is there a real seam? 
Or only conceptual labeling after the fact? 
Stay very literal here. 

What softens over time 
When this is seen repeatedly (not believed — seen): 



Often there is: 
less defensive contraction 
less urgency to fix experience 
faster nervous-system settling 
more spontaneous ease 
more play returning (as you’ve been mapping) 
Not because someone achieved non-duality. 
But because the system stops over-separating what was never 
actually divided. 



The Small Things That Changed 

 
Song - Little shifts 
Daniel was tying his shoelaces when the thought arrived. 
You’re still the same. 
For years that thought would have carried weight — the quiet 
disappointment of someone measuring progress against an 
imagined finish line. 
But this time it felt… lighter. 
Not wrong. 
Just incomplete. 
He finished tying the lace and stood up slowly. 
The morning was ordinary: light through the kitchen window, the 
low hum of the refrigerator, the faint smell of coffee drifting from 
the bench. 
Nothing dramatic had happened in his life lately. 
No breakthroughs. 
No epiphanies. 
No permanent peace. 
And yet… something had changed. 
Not in the world. 
In the timing. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/little-shifts


A few months ago, when irritation appeared, it would bloom fully 
— like a storm that needed to run its whole course. The story 
would gather quickly: explanations, judgments, plans to fix 
everything. 
Now the same irritation still appeared. 
But sometimes — just sometimes — it was noticed halfway 
through. 
Not stopped. 
Just… noticed. 
The chest would tighten, the jaw would begin to set, and then 
there would be this tiny pause — almost like the system itself was 
taking a second look. 
Oh… that again. 
That was all. 
No heroic intervention. 
Just recognition. 
And strangely, that recognition often changed the atmosphere. 
The reaction still happened. 
The body still moved. 
But the spiral didn’t always finish building itself. 
It was as if someone had quietly loosened the bolts on an old 
machine. 
It still ran. 
But it rattled less. 

Later that day, Daniel was standing in line at the supermarket 
when a man behind him began sighing loudly. 
The old reflex rose instantly. 
A small surge of irritation climbed into his chest. 
Why do people do that? 
For a moment, the familiar story tried to assemble itself. 
But before it finished, Daniel felt the tightness behind the sternum. 
Just the sensation. 
Sharp. Warm. Slightly pulsing. 
He stayed with it for a few seconds. 
The body kept doing its thing — breath adjusting, shoulders 
shifting. 



Then something unexpected happened. 
He smiled. 
Not because the irritation vanished. 
Because the whole scene suddenly looked… a little ridiculous. 
The man sighing. 
The chest tightening. 
The mind narrating. 
All of it happening at once like weather patterns crossing the same 
sky. 
The irritation faded on its own. 
No victory. 
Just less glue. 

Walking home later, Daniel realized something quietly important. 
The journey he once imagined — the one that ended in permanent 
calm and unshakable clarity — had never actually appeared. 
But something better had. 
Little shifts. 
The moment of noticing before the story finished. 
The faster settling after frustration. 
The small laugh when an old pattern showed up again. 
The surprising return of curiosity in ordinary moments. 
None of it looked like awakening. 
It looked like life… becoming easier to live. 
And as he stepped onto the porch, sunlight warming the boards 
beneath his feet, Daniel felt a quiet appreciation rise in his chest. 
Not for arriving somewhere. 
But for the simple fact that the system was learning — slowly, 
organically — to relax its grip on its own stories. 
No fireworks. 
Just the steady accumulation of small, beautiful changes. 
Little shifts. 
And for the first time, that felt more than enough. 

Examination — The Strange Loss of the Old Feeling 



One of the most curious shifts that sometimes appears along this 
unfolding is not dramatic clarity, but the fading of a reference 
point. 
At some point a person may notice something quietly astonishing: 
They can remember that things used to feel different, 
but they can no longer remember what that difference actually 
felt like. 
The mind can reconstruct the story of the old state easily enough. 
It remembers the ideas: 
constant tension 
personal ownership of every reaction 
the feeling of being the center of experience 
the urgency to fix or control everything 
But when it tries to recall the felt texture of that way of being… 
Nothing quite appears. 
There is only a conceptual memory. 
Almost like remembering that a movie was frightening, but no 
longer being able to feel the fear that was present while watching 
it. 
This can feel surprising — even slightly disorienting. 
Because the mind assumes emotional states are stored like files 
that can be reopened. 
But experiential states don’t seem to work that way. 
They are reconstructed in the present, using current nervous-
system conditions. 
So when the system itself has shifted — even subtly — the old 
configuration may no longer be fully recreatable. 
All that remains is a statement: 
“It was different back then.” 
And sometimes that realization lands with a kind of quiet 
amazement. 
Wow. 
Not because anything spectacular has happened. 
But because the mind suddenly recognizes something important: 
The old identity was not a solid thing that existed in the past. 
It was a pattern of interpreting experience that required the 
nervous system to continually recreate it. 



And when the conditions that sustained that pattern soften — even 
a little — the old configuration becomes strangely difficult to 
reconstruct. 
You can remember that you used to suffer differently. 
But the exact texture of that suffering becomes hard to access. 
It’s a bit like trying to remember the feeling of a fever after the 
illness has passed. 
You know it was unpleasant. 
You know you were inside it. 
But the body can’t quite recreate the state anymore. 
This doesn’t mean the nervous system will never produce tension 
or reactivity again. 
It will. 
Patterns can still fire. 
Old emotional reflexes can still appear. 
But something subtle has changed in the baseline relationship to 
experience. 
The system no longer fully inhabits the old interpretive posture. 
So when the mind tries to compare “now” to “before,” it finds 
itself working with incomplete data. 
It can describe the difference conceptually. 
But the felt sense of the old way is partially lost. 
And that can produce a small moment of quiet wonder: 
How strange… I remember that it was different… but I can’t quite 
remember what it felt like. 
Not because the past has been erased. 
But because experience was never stored as a fixed thing in the 
first place. 
It was always being recreated. 
And now it is being recreated… a little differently. 

This realization can also soften the seeker’s habit of constant 
comparison. 
Because comparison requires a stable reference point. 
But if the system cannot reliably recreate the old experiential state, 
then the idea of measuring progress against it becomes less 
meaningful. 



What remains is simply this: 
Experience continuing to unfold. 
Not toward a destination. 
Not away from a past self. 
Just new configurations appearing moment by moment. 
And occasionally, the quiet recognition that the system no longer 
quite knows how to recreate the old way of being. 
Which, in its own understated way, can feel like a small miracle. 



Under the Word “Anxiety” 

Song — Under the Name 
Naomi woke before the alarm. 
Not fully awake — just that half-light state where the body 
already knows something before the mind does. 
There it was. 
A tightness in the chest. 
Not huge. 
Just enough to pull the breath slightly higher. 
The mind arrived quickly with the familiar label: 
Anxiety. 
For years, that single word would have triggered an entire cascade. 
Once named, the experience seemed already explained. The 
system would move immediately into management mode: 
Why am I anxious? 
What’s causing this? 
How do I settle it? 
But lately Naomi had begun experimenting with something 
simpler. 
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She didn’t argue with the label. 
She just set it aside. 
Like moving a sticky note off a photograph. 
Okay, she thought. 
If the word anxiety wasn’t available… what would actually be 
here? 
She lay still and looked directly. 
The chest sensation wasn’t one thing. 
It was several. 
A shallow pressure behind the sternum. 
A faint vibration spreading outward toward the ribs. 
A slightly hollow feeling in the belly. 
And something else — a kind of electric flicker behind the eyes. 
None of these sensations were actually called anxiety. 
They were just movements. 
Shifting textures. 
When she stayed with them without naming them, something 
unexpected happened. 
The experience started changing on its own. 
The pressure pulsed. 
The vibration softened. 
The hollow space in the belly warmed slightly. 
And the breath — without instruction — deepened. 
The system was already processing. 
Already moving. 
Already adjusting. 
It had never needed the label in the first place. 
Naomi smiled into the pillow. 
For years she had believed emotions were solid things. 
Now they looked more like weather passing through the body — 
sensations first, meaning second. 
And meaning… optional. 

Investigation — What a “Feeling” Actually Is 
In everyday language we say things like: 
“I feel anxious.” 
“I feel sad.” 



“I feel angry.” 
But these words hide a simple structure. 
Most feelings are composed of two layers. 
Layer 1 — Raw Sensation 
The body produces: 
pressure 
heat 
contraction 
vibration 
heaviness 
hollow space 
tightness 
movement 
These arise from autonomic nervous system activity and 
interoceptive signals processed largely in the insula. 
At this stage, the body is simply adjusting to internal or external 
conditions. 
There is no inherent meaning. 

Layer 2 — Narrative Interpretation 
Very quickly, the mind adds a story. 
Examples: 
tight chest → anxiety 
heat in face → embarrassment 
belly tension → fear 
heavy chest → sadness 
The story is useful. 
It allows the brain to categorize experience and respond 
efficiently. 
But the label also solidifies the experience. 
Once the label is believed, the system often stops exploring the 
actual sensations. 

What happens when labels are softened 
When attention returns to sensation: 
The experience becomes more detailed. 
The nervous system processes the activation more fluidly. 



The emotional charge often shifts naturally. 
Story loses its dominance. 
This is not suppressing emotion. 
It is allowing the body to complete its regulation cycle. 

Direct-Experience Check 
Right now, notice any mild emotional tone. 
Before naming it, ask: 
Where exactly is it in the body? 
Is it pressure, warmth, movement, vibration? 
Does it stay the same, or does it fluctuate? 
Often the label dissolves into many smaller sensations. 
And those sensations tend to move and change when allowed 
attention. 
Meaning loosens. 
Processing deepens. 

The quiet shift 
Over time, something subtle can happen. 
Instead of: 
“I am anxious.” 
The experience becomes closer to: 
“There is tightness moving through the chest.” 
The body continues doing what bodies do. 
But ownership and narrative soften. 
And the emotional system becomes far more fluid. 



The Angry Email 

 
Song — Under the Anger 
Daniel read the email twice. 
The first time, the nervous system reacted before the words were 
fully processed — a tightening in the chest, a faint warmth 
climbing the neck, a quick surge of defensive thoughts. 
That’s unfair. 
She doesn’t know the whole picture. 
The familiar pattern was assembling itself efficiently. 
Trigger → interpretation → emotional tone → justification. 
He had seen this machinery many times before. 
The body had already shifted into a slightly braced posture. Breath 
shallower. Jaw a touch firmer. 
But something else appeared now — a quieter layer. 
Not agreement. 
Not disagreement. 
Just curiosity. 
He leaned back in the chair and read the message again, slower 
this time. 
Under the language, something became visible. 
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Concern. 
Fear. 
Frustration. 
Not about him, really. 
About the planet. 
About the feeling that people might not be taking the crisis 
seriously enough. 
That recognition softened the defensive edge slightly. 
The anger wasn’t the real message. 
The anger was the delivery system. 
The system trying to protect something it cared about. 
And once that became visible, the words didn’t land the same way. 
The nervous system was still moving — a little irritation here, a 
little resistance there — but the reaction no longer felt personal. 
More like weather passing through a shared atmosphere. 
He noticed something else too. 
Her message had assumed something important: 
That being “awake” should eliminate all contradictions. 
That clarity should produce perfect behavior. 
But life didn’t work that way. 
Human systems were messy. 
Trade-offs everywhere. 
Every technology had a cost. 
Every choice had consequences. 
Even the device she used to send the email had an environmental 
footprint. 
The world wasn’t a clean equation. 
And awakening didn’t magically solve that. 
It just removed some of the unnecessary fighting with reality. 
He typed slowly. 
He validated what she had said. 
Her concern was real. 
The environmental impact of digital infrastructure was real. 
At the same time, he also acknowledged something equally real: 
He had chosen to keep using AI. 
Not out of laziness. 



But because the material it helped generate — stories, 
investigations, songs — had opened thousands of conversations 
that otherwise wouldn’t have happened. 
In his judgment, the outcome felt worth it. 
Others might disagree. 
That was fine. 
The interesting part, he thought, wasn’t the disagreement itself. 
It was the emotional charge around it. 
So he added one more line. 
Not an argument. 
An invitation. 
If she ever wanted to come to one of the group meetings, they 
could explore the anger together. 
Not to get rid of it. 
Not to fix it. 
Just to see what it was made of. 
The way they looked at everything else. 
He pressed send. 
The body settled. 
Outside the window the afternoon continued, unconcerned with 
the contents of anyone’s inbox. 
And Daniel smiled a little. 
Because the world would always contain friction. 
But it didn’t have to contain so much personal resistance to it. 

Investigation — Anger, Meaning, and the Stories We Attach 
When someone sends a message like that, three different processes 
are happening at once. 
Understanding them clearly can change the entire interaction. 

1. Raw Experience 
The body receives the stimulus. 
Words are seen on a screen. 
Almost immediately: 
chest tightens 
breath shifts 
heat appears in the face or neck 



These are autonomic nervous system responses. 
They are not yet “anger” or “offense.” 
Just physiological movement. 

2. Narrative Interpretation 
The mind rapidly constructs meaning. 
Examples: 
She’s attacking me. 
She doesn’t understand. 
This is unfair. 
This story layer creates the emotional identity of the moment. 
The sensation becomes my anger, my defense, my problem. 

3. What the Anger Is Actually Protecting 
Often anger is a secondary response. 
Behind it there may be: 
fear 
grief 
frustration 
moral concern 
helplessness 
In Naomi’s case, the core signal is likely care for the planet and 
the distress that comes from feeling it is being harmed. 
Once that becomes visible, the anger can be understood without 
needing to fight it. 

4. Acceptance vs Approval 
One of the common misunderstandings in spiritual conversations 
is this: 
Acceptance = approval. 
But they are very different. 
Acceptance simply means: 
acknowledging what is happening without denying it. 
Approval would mean: 
endorsing or supporting it. 
You can fully accept that environmental damage exists while 
simultaneously caring deeply about reducing it. 



Clarity does not require denial. 

5. Why Inviting Exploration Matters 
Anger often persists when it remains at the story level. 
When attention moves toward: 
the body sensations 
the emotional tone 
the deeper concern underneath 
something interesting happens. 
The energy of anger becomes information rather than conflict. 
Not something to eliminate. 
Something to understand. 



Cleanout Mode 

 
Song — Cleanout Mode 
Daniel heard the news while making toast. 
Another conflict. 
Another political scandal. 
Another ecological report. 
The words rolled across the screen like a steady drip of bad 
weather. 
His first reaction was familiar: 
Everything is falling apart. 
That sentence had been appearing a lot lately. 
It carried a heaviness — the sense that the world was sliding 
toward something irreversible. 
He switched off the radio and stood quietly in the kitchen. 
Outside, the morning looked deceptively normal. A bird hopped 
across the fence. A car passed down the street. Someone 
somewhere was laughing. 
Life, apparently, had not read the headlines. 
Daniel poured coffee and sat down at the table. 
The thought returned. 
Everything is falling apart. 
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But then something strange occurred to him. 
Two months earlier he’d had food poisoning. 
Bad food. 
The kind that hits in the middle of the night. 
At first the body just felt off — a vague unease in the stomach. 
Then the system escalated. 
Sweat. 
Nausea. 
Vomiting. 
Then the diarrhea. 
At the time it had felt like a disaster. 
The body seemed to be malfunctioning. 
Everything chaotic. Violent. Miserable. 
But the doctor later explained something simple. 
Nothing was malfunctioning. 
The body had recognized a toxin. 
It had switched into cleanout mode. 
Every unpleasant reaction — the nausea, the vomiting, the 
diarrhea — was not the illness. 
It was the cure. 
The organism expelling something harmful. 
Daniel stared into his coffee. 
A strange parallel began forming. 
What if… he thought… 
some of the chaos in the world right now was something like that? 
Not the system collapsing. 
But the system reacting. 
For decades the planet had been accumulating toxins of many 
kinds: 
environmental damage 
political corruption 
economic imbalance 
suppressed grievances 
unprocessed historical wounds 
All of it building quietly beneath the surface. 
And now the reactions were becoming visible. 
Anger. 



Upheaval. 
Polarization. 
Reckoning. 
None of it pleasant. 
But perhaps — like the body’s violent response to poison — the 
turbulence itself was part of the clearing. 
The system trying to rebalance. 
Trying to expel something it could no longer tolerate. 
Daniel took a sip of coffee and laughed softly. 
Of course the analogy wasn’t perfect. 
Human systems were messy. 
History didn’t follow neat biological rules. 
But the perspective loosened something in his chest. 
Maybe the turbulence wasn’t proof that everything was doomed. 
Maybe it was what happens when a system finally begins to 
recognize its toxins. 
Cleanout mode isn’t pretty. 
But it’s often how healing begins. 

Investigation — The “Cleanout Mode” Analogy 
The body provides a powerful metaphor for understanding large 
systemic upheaval. 
1. When toxins enter the body 
If harmful bacteria or toxins enter the digestive system, the body 
activates protective responses: 
nausea 
vomiting 
diarrhea 
sweating 
inflammation 
From the inside, these responses feel like the problem. 
But biologically they are defensive mechanisms. 
The organism is trying to remove the threat. 

2. Systemic reactions are rarely pleasant 
In complex systems — biological, ecological, or social — 
corrective responses often look chaotic. 



When a system has accumulated dysfunction over long periods, 
eventual correction tends to be: 
intense 
destabilizing 
unpredictable 
In human societies this may appear as: 
political upheaval 
social anger 
institutional collapse 
rapid cultural change 
These events can feel like deterioration. 
But they may also represent latent tensions becoming visible. 

3. Visibility is often the first stage of correction 
Before a problem can be addressed, it usually becomes more 
visible. 
Examples: 
corruption scandals exposing hidden structures 
environmental crises revealing ecological limits 
social movements highlighting systemic injustice 
This visibility can produce turbulence. 
But without exposure, change rarely begins. 

4. Acceptance is not approval 
Recognizing systemic turbulence as part of a correction process 
does not mean endorsing harm. 
It simply means acknowledging that: 
complex systems adjust through disruption 
change rarely occurs smoothly 
unpleasant phases may precede stabilization 
In the same way that the body’s violent reaction to toxins is not 
pleasant, but may still be part of healing. 

5. What this perspective offers 
This analogy does not guarantee that everything will resolve well. 
But it can reduce the feeling that chaos automatically means 
collapse. 



Sometimes the system is simply: 
recognizing the toxin 
mobilizing response 
expelling what no longer works 
Cleanout mode. 



The Anger That Arrived Late 

Song — The Fire That Finally Spoke 
Naomi was surprised the first time it happened. 
She had been doing “the work” for years — therapy, meditation, 
long conversations about awareness and compassion. 
She had become kinder to herself. 
Softer. 
More patient. 
And then one afternoon, while reading the news, a wave of rage 
hit her so suddenly that she had to put the phone down. 
Her hands trembled. 
Her chest burned. 
Her mind began assembling arguments at lightning speed. 
How can people do this? 
Why does cruelty keep repeating? 
For a few minutes she rode the storm. 
Then something curious occurred. 
Instead of following the thoughts, she turned her attention to the 
body. 
The anger was not an idea. 
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It was a sensation. 
Heat in the chest. 
Pressure in the throat. 
Energy surging through the arms. 
It felt almost electrical. 
And suddenly a strange understanding appeared. 
This anger didn’t feel new. 
It felt old. 
Very old. 
The kind of anger a child might feel if something terrible 
happened but no one allowed them to express it. 
The kind of anger that had nowhere to go. 
For years Naomi had believed that she had already “processed 
everything.” 
But now she realized something else was happening. 
The system was finally safe enough to let the anger out. 
Not because she was getting worse. 
Because she was getting safer. 
She sat quietly and let the sensations move. 
The mind tried to attach the anger to headlines and politicians and 
social arguments. 
But underneath all of that was something simpler. 
A little girl who had been hurt and confused. 
A nervous system that had never been allowed to say: 
This was wrong. 
The anger rose. 
Peaked. 
Then slowly softened. 
Underneath it she felt something unexpected. 
Grief. 
And beneath the grief… 
Love. 

Investigation — What Anger Actually Is 
When anger appears, the mind usually assumes: 
“I am angry because of that thing.” 
But when we look closely, anger has two parts. 



Part 1 — Raw sensation 
Before the story, anger is simply: 
heat 
pressure 
contraction 
energy moving in the body 
These are nervous system signals. 
They are not personal yet. 

Part 2 — The story 
The mind immediately asks: 
“Who or what caused this?” 
Then it supplies a target. 
Sometimes the target is accurate. 
Sometimes it is simply the nearest available explanation. 
But the emotional energy often existed before the story attached 
to it. 

A simple experiment 
Next time anger appears: 
Pause. 
Ignore the story temporarily. 
Ask: 
Where is this in the body? 
Is it hot, tight, or moving? 
Stay with the sensation for 60 seconds. 
Often something interesting happens. 
The anger begins to move, shift, or dissolve. 
Without the story feeding it, the nervous system completes its 
cycle. 
This doesn’t mean anger is wrong. 
It means it is energy, not identity. 



The Knot That Untied Itself 

 
Song - It just happens 
Daniel had been given the koan: 
“How do you do not-doing?” 
At first he treated it like a puzzle. 
He sat with it the way you sit with a difficult math problem — 
leaning forward mentally, trying to crack it. 
“How do you do not-doing?” 
He turned it around. 
Maybe it meant relaxing. 
Maybe it meant letting go. 
Maybe it meant stopping effort. 
But each of those was still something he was doing. 
The more he worked at it, the tighter it seemed to become. 
A week later, lying in bed half asleep, the question drifted through 
his mind again — but this time there was no effort attached to it. 
Just the words floating softly in the background. 
And then something odd happened. 
The knot loosened. 
Not dramatically. 
Just a quiet recognition that arrived without being summoned: 
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“It just happens.” 
No explanation followed. 
No triumphant “aha.” 
Just that simple shift. 
The next day he tried to get it back. 
He leaned into the koan again. 
Turned it over. 
Examined it. 
And the knot tightened again. 
A few days later, exhausted from thinking about it, he stopped 
pushing. 
The question floated again, lightly. 
And once again the knot loosened — not completely, not 
permanently — but enough to see something. 
The koan was never asking him to solve it. 
It was showing him the difference between effort and happening. 
Every time he tried to force the answer, he demonstrated the very 
habit the koan was exposing. 
Doing. 
The insight appeared only when the effort collapsed. 
Like a hand trying to grab water — the tighter it grips, the less it 
holds. 
Eventually Daniel laughed. 
The koan wasn’t something to master. 
It was a mirror showing the mechanism of control. 

Investigation — How to Work With a Koan 
Your instinct is already quite close. 
But one key shift will make the whole thing clearer. 
A koan is not a puzzle. 
It is a tool to exhaust the mind’s problem-solving reflex. 
The mind wants to: 
analyze 
solve 
conclude 
arrive somewhere 
A koan quietly sabotages that. 



When the mind finally runs out of traction, something else 
becomes visible. 

What happened to you is actually textbook 
Two times the knot loosened: 
While falling asleep 
After exhaustion from trying 
Both situations share one feature: 
effort dropped. 
This is exactly when koans tend to open. 

The mistake (which everyone makes) 
You said something very insightful: 
“Maybe my biggest problem is that I'm trying to use it to do 
something.” 
Exactly. 
The koan exposes that habit. 
The moment you try to use it, the knot tightens again. 

How koans are traditionally held 
Not solved. 
Held. 
Very lightly. 
Almost like background music. 
A Zen teacher once described it like this: 
“Carry the question like a small pebble in your shoe.” 
You don’t stare at it constantly. 
But you also don’t forget it. 
It’s just there. 

What the koan is pointing to 
Your spontaneous answer already touched it: 
“It just happens.” 
That’s not a conceptual answer. 
It’s pointing to something experiential. 
Look right now. 
Breathing is happening. 



Sounds are appearing. 
Thoughts are arising. 
Did you do those? 
Or did they appear? 

The koan's real function 
It undermines the assumption: 
“I am the one doing.” 
Every time the mind tries to solve the koan, it reinforces the doer. 
And then the koan quietly collapses that effort. 

So what do you actually do with the koan? 
Three simple guidelines. 
1. Don’t drill it. 
Let it appear occasionally. 
Like a gentle curiosity. 

2. Don’t solve it. 
Every conceptual answer is incomplete. 
Even “it just happens.” 
That’s still a thought. 

3. Let it operate in the background. 
When it appears, simply notice the question. 
Then notice what is happening right now. 
Without trying to change anything. 

A useful orientation 
Instead of asking: 
“How do you do not-doing?” 
Try noticing: 
What is already happening without you doing it? 
breathing 
hearing 
thoughts appearing 
sensations arising 
attention moving 



The koan isn’t asking for an answer. 
It’s pointing toward direct observation of happening. 



Loud Weather 

 
Song — Just Loud, Not True 
Naomi used to think that intensity meant truth. 
When a wave of emotion hit—tight chest, racing pulse, heat in the 
face—she assumed it meant she believed whatever the mind was 
saying. 
If the thought was “This is going to ruin everything” and the body 
surged, then surely she was buying the story. 
That was the rule she lived by: 
Big feeling = deep belief. 
One evening, the surge came hard. 
Her phone buzzed with a message she hadn’t expected. 
Instant flood: adrenaline, stomach drop, breath shallow. 
The story followed right on cue: 
Here we go again. 
I can’t handle this. 
But something odd happened. 
In the middle of the storm, another noticing appeared—not calm, 
not wise, just curious: 
Is belief actually happening here… or is this just loud? 
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She didn’t try to stop the feeling. 
Didn’t soothe it. 
Didn’t argue with the thought. 
She just stayed with the raw intensity. 
And she noticed something subtle but decisive: 
The body was roaring. 
The mind was narrating. 
But there was no act of believing taking place. 
No “yes.” 
No endorsement. 
No inner nod. 
Just sensation. 
Just sound. 
Just movement. 
Like thunder rolling through a valley— 
powerful, dramatic, and entirely uninterested in whether anyone 
agreed with it. 
The insight landed sideways: 
Emotional intensity wasn’t evidence of belief. 
It was evidence of arousal. 
The nervous system was doing what nervous systems do— 
amplifying signals when uncertainty appears. 
Belief, she saw, was quieter than that. 
Belief had a stickiness. 
A leaning-in. 
A sense of this matters because it’s true. 
This storm didn’t have that quality. 
It was just weather. 
The emotion burned itself out, as intense things often do when 
they’re not fed. 
And afterward, there was no relief story. 
No lesson learned. 
Just a simple recognition: 
Feeling something strongly does not mean you’ve bought the story 
that came with it. 
Sometimes the volume is high— 
but no one is home signing the contract. 



Investigation — Separating Intensity from Belief 
1. Catch the assumption 
Notice the reflex: 
“If this feels strong, I must believe the thought.” 
Don’t argue with it. 
Just label it: assumption detected. 
2. Go to the body first 
Where is the intensity? 
Chest, gut, jaw, throat, face? 
Stay with texture, not meaning: 
pressure 
vibration 
heat 
pulsing 
contraction 
No interpretation yet. 
3. Now check for belief 
Ask gently—not conceptually: 
Is there an active “yes” to the thought right now? 
Not “do I agree intellectually?” 
But: Is there a felt leaning toward the story as truth? 
Often the answer is surprising. 
4. Notice the difference 
Intensity feels loud, fast, energetic. 
Belief feels sticky, narrow, committed. 
They frequently co-occur—but they are not the same thing. 
5. Let intensity be innocent 
See what happens when intensity is allowed to exist without being 
treated as evidence. 
Does belief still need to be there? 
This isn’t about calming down. 
It’s about disentangling. 
And once disentangled, intensity loses its authority— 
without losing its aliveness. 



The Certainty Machine 

 
Song — Just a Thought Passing Through 
Naomi was sitting in a café near the harbour, stirring a cup of tea 
she didn’t really want. 
The morning had begun with a familiar heaviness. 
Nothing dramatic had happened. 
No argument. 
No bad news. 
Just a quiet thought that had appeared while she was brushing her 
teeth: 
I’m not doing very well at this. 
It had the ring of truth. 
That was the strange thing about thoughts like this. 
They didn’t arrive with a question mark. 
They arrived with the quiet authority of a verdict. 
You’re slipping. 
You should know better by now. 
Everyone else seems clearer than you. 
Naomi had seen this pattern many times before. 
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A thought would appear. 
Then another would gather behind it. 
Then a whole committee would assemble. 
Soon there would be a story about Naomi. 
A story about how she was doing. 
A story about what she had achieved. 
A story about what she still lacked. 
And strangely, the body would respond as if the story were real. 
A tightness in the chest. 
A sinking in the stomach. 
A small contraction behind the eyes. 
This morning, though, something else happened. 
Instead of following the story, Naomi noticed something subtle. 
The thought had appeared inside a field of experience. 
She could hear spoons clinking. 
She could feel warmth in her hands from the cup. 
Sunlight touched the side of her face. 
And inside that same field— 
A thought had appeared. 
I’m not doing very well at this. 
But suddenly it looked different. 
Not wrong. 
Just… a thought. 
And that was the moment the spell loosened. 
Because a second thought arrived immediately: 
But that thought feels true. 
Naomi laughed softly. 
Of course it did. 
That was the mind’s favourite trick. 
Thoughts come wrapped in familiarity. 
The brain recognises the pattern and says: 
“Yes, that’s me.” 
But the certainty didn’t belong to truth. 
It belonged to recognition. 
Like hearing a familiar song and assuming it must be important. 
Naomi looked again. 
What was actually present? 



Not the story. 
Only: 
The fact that a thought was happening. 
The content of the thought was just narrative. 
But the appearance of thought itself was real in the same way as 
the sound of cups or the warmth of tea. 
Thoughts were events. 
Not evidence. 
For a few seconds the usual identification loosened. 
Experience continued normally. 
Sounds. 
Breath. 
Light. 
And occasionally— 
A thought. 
But the sense of “this thought defines me” had quietly fallen away. 
The mind kept offering stories. 
But they now looked like subtitles appearing under a film. 
Useful sometimes. 
Entertaining sometimes. 
But not the film itself. 
Naomi took another sip of tea. 
The harbour glittered. 
And somewhere in the background a thought whispered: 
Maybe you’re finally getting this. 
She smiled. 
That was a thought too. 

Investigation — Recognising When Self-View Is Thought 
This question is extremely important. 
Because most confusion about identity comes from mistaking 
thoughts about experience for experience itself. 
The key is learning to distinguish three things: 
Actual experience 
The presence of thought 
The content of thought 



1. Actual experience 
Actual experience is what is directly present. 
For example: 
seeing colour and shape 
hearing sounds 
feeling bodily sensations 
tasting 
smelling 
the simple presence of thought appearing 
These are events happening now. 
They require no interpretation. 

2. The presence of thought 
Thoughts themselves are also events. 
You can directly notice: 
a sentence appearing internally 
an image appearing 
a memory arising 
planning or imagining 
The appearance of thought is actual. 
But its content is not necessarily actual. 

3. Thought content 
Thought content is what the thought says. 
Examples: 
“I’m failing.” 
“This person doesn’t like me.” 
“I should be further along.” 
“I am enlightened.” 
“This will never work.” 
These statements feel convincing because the brain recognises 
familiar patterns. 
But they are interpretations, not experience itself. 

How self-view forms 
Self-view usually emerges through repeated thoughts such as: 
“I am this kind of person.” 



“I am not good enough.” 
“I am awakened.” 
“I am improving.” 
“I am broken.” 
Each of these is thought content. 
Yet because the thoughts repeat often, they feel like stable facts. 
But if you look closely, the “self” being described only appears 
inside the thought. 

The familiarity trap 
Thoughts feel true because of familiarity. 
The brain has a prediction system. 
When a pattern repeats, the brain says: 
“Yes, that matches the model.” 
This produces a feeling of certainty. 
But certainty is a neurological signal, not proof of truth. 
This is why old beliefs feel solid even when they are incorrect. 

The simple recognition 
A helpful investigation is this: 
When a self-related thought appears, ask: 
“What is actually present right now?” 
Usually you will find: 
bodily sensation 
sounds 
visual perception 
the appearance of a thought 
But the self described in the thought is not present as an object. 
Only the thought describing it is present. 

A useful practice 
When a strong self-thought appears: 
Instead of examining the story, notice: 
A thought is happening. 
Sensations are happening. 
The body may react. 
Stay with the fact of the thought rather than its meaning. 



Example: 
Thought appears: 
“I’m not good enough.” 
Investigation: 
There is a thought. 
There is tightness in the chest. 
There is breathing. 
There are sounds. 
The story may continue, but now it is seen as narration, not 
identity. 

Forgoing thought certainty 
You don’t need to suppress thoughts. 
Instead, you simply recognise: 
Thoughts are events, not authorities. 
The moment the mind says: 
“This is definitely true.” 
You can gently ask: 
Is this actual experience — or a thought about experience? 
That question loosens identification. 



The Quiet Knock 

 
Song — The Child Behind the Door 
Clara had built a very good life. 
From the outside it looked steady: work done well, friendships 
maintained, crises handled with calm efficiency. People often 
described her as strong. 
Strong was a word she had worked very hard to earn. 
She was the person others called when things fell apart. The one 
who stayed composed when emotions ran high. The one who 
knew how to keep moving. 
And without noticing it, Clara had become very skilled at 
something else: 
not feeling too much. 
Not in an obvious way. She wasn’t numb exactly. She laughed, 
cried at films, enjoyed long walks, felt moved by music. 
But there were certain feelings that simply never got much 
airtime. 
Tightness in the chest? Keep going. 
Sudden irritation? Focus on the task. 
A strange sinking feeling in the stomach? Make tea. Answer 
emails. Move forward. 
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Clara didn’t think of this as avoidance. 
She thought of it as maturity. 
One evening she was sitting quietly after dinner when something 
very small happened. 
A glass slipped from her hand and shattered on the kitchen floor. 
Not a big deal. 
But something unusual followed. 
Her body froze. 
Not dramatically. Just a brief stillness. 
And then a wave of emotion rose so suddenly she had to sit down. 
Tears appeared before she had any idea why. 
Her mind immediately tried to explain it. 
You’re tired. 
It’s been a long week. 
You’re overreacting. 
But the body didn’t agree. 
Underneath the tears was a sensation she recognised but had never 
really stopped to look at. 
A trembling in the chest. 
A vulnerability. 
A quiet panic that said: 
“Something bad just happened.” 
Except nothing bad had happened. 
Just a broken glass. 
Clara sat there breathing. 
And slowly something became clear. 
The reaction wasn’t about the glass. 
It was older than that. 
Much older. 
Somewhere in her body lived a small system that had learned long 
ago that mistakes were dangerous. That noise meant trouble. That 
breaking something might lead to anger, punishment, 
abandonment. 
That system had never grown up. 
It had simply been managed. 
All these years Clara had been doing something very 
sophisticated: 



she had been outrunning a frightened child in her own 
nervous system. 
Not consciously. 
Just by staying competent, busy, helpful, composed. 
The frightened child hadn’t disappeared. 
It had just been waiting quietly behind the scenes. 
And now that Clara wasn’t moving quite so fast, the child had 
knocked on the door. 
Not asking to be fixed. 
Just asking to be noticed. 
Clara didn’t try to solve it. 
She just sat there for a few minutes with the trembling in her 
chest. 
For the first time in decades, she didn’t rush away. 
And something very small happened. 
The trembling softened. 
Not because the past was solved. 
But because the child inside her had finally been seen. 

Investigation — Recognising the Traumatised Child 
When someone has spent years avoiding pain, the traumatised part 
of the system rarely appears as obvious memories or dramatic 
emotions. 
More often it shows up indirectly. 
The key is to look not for stories about childhood, but for 
patterns in the body and behaviour. 
1. Sudden disproportionate reactions 
A small event produces a surprisingly strong response. 
Examples: 
criticism feels devastating 
a mistake produces panic 
someone withdrawing produces intense fear 
conflict feels unbearable 
The adult mind says: 
"This reaction is too big." 
That is often a clue that an earlier nervous system pattern is 
active. 



2. Automatic coping behaviours 
Avoidance often becomes invisible because it has been practiced 
for decades. 
Common strategies include: 
constant productivity 
helping others compulsively 
intellectualising feelings 
humour used to deflect emotion 
spiritual bypassing 
perfectionism 
staying busy 
These are not bad behaviours. 
They are regulation strategies the system developed to stay safe. 

3. Body signals before the story 
The traumatised child appears first in the body, not the narrative. 
Signals include: 
tightness in the chest 
stomach dropping 
sudden shame 
freezing 
urgency to fix or please 
emotional flooding 
numbness 
The mind quickly adds explanation. 
But the body sensation arrives before the story. 

4. Areas where curiosity disappears 
Trauma often shows itself where curiosity collapses. 
Instead of openness, the system moves into: 
defensiveness 
certainty 
withdrawal 
blaming 
people-pleasing 
shutting down 



Curiosity is replaced by protection. 

5. The child is not a person — it is a nervous system state 
This is important. 
The "traumatised child" is not literally a small person inside. 
It is: 
stored emotional learning 
protective reflexes 
implicit memory patterns 
nervous system responses 
These responses were once adaptive. 
They helped the organism survive. 
The goal is not to eliminate them. 
The goal is recognition and compassion. 

6. Recognition happens through slowing down 
Avoidance works through movement. 
So recognition happens through pausing. 
Simple questions help: 
What is happening in the body right now? 
Is this reaction bigger than the situation? 
What sensation is here before the story about it? 
Often the moment we stop running, the child-state becomes 
visible. 

7. Healing is often very simple 
Not easy — but simple. 
The system changes when the experience that was once 
overwhelming is now met with: 
safety 
presence 
kindness 
non-judgement 
The child-state does not need analysis. 
It needs a nervous system that is no longer alone. 



Before the Explanation 

 
Song - Before the Mind Explains 
Daniel loved understanding things. 
He liked clear models, careful language, and ideas that fit together 
neatly. If something confused him, his instinct was always the 
same: read more, think more, refine the concept until it made 
sense. 
It had served him well in most areas of life. 
But in this investigation it was starting to feel like a trap. 
Every time someone spoke about “seeing through the self,” Daniel 
tried to understand what they meant. He read articles, listened to 
talks, studied neuroscience papers about predictive processing and 
self-models. 
He could explain the theory beautifully. 
But something still felt unfinished. 
One afternoon he was sitting in a café reading yet another article 
about perception when the barista dropped a metal spoon. 
The sound rang sharply across the room. 
Clink. 
Daniel looked up. 
For a split second there was only the sound. 
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No interpretation. 
No meaning. 
No thinker analysing it. 
Just the clear, immediate event of hearing. 
And then, almost instantly, the mind arrived. 
Someone dropped a spoon. 
That was loud. 
I wonder who it was. 
Interesting — that moment before thought. 
Daniel paused. 
Something about that tiny gap had caught his attention. 
The hearing had happened before the explanation. 
He closed the article and sat quietly for a moment. 
A chair scraped across the floor behind him. 
Again the same thing occurred. 
Sound first. 
Interpretation second. 
He began to notice it everywhere. 
A car passing. 
A breath moving through the chest. 
Light shifting across the table. 
Each event appeared immediately — and only afterward did the 
mind produce a description of what it was. 
Daniel suddenly realised something that none of the books had 
quite conveyed. 
The seeing itself was never complicated. 
It didn’t need theory. 
It didn’t need philosophy. 
The mind could describe it endlessly, but the seeing happened 
before the description. 
Understanding came later. 
The clarity was already there. 
Daniel laughed quietly. 
All that effort to understand the thing that was already happening 
perfectly on its own. 

Investigation — Seeing Happens Before Understanding 



One of the most subtle confusions in inquiry is the belief that 
clarity requires conceptual understanding. 
But direct seeing is immediate. 
Understanding is something the mind builds afterward. 
1. The sequence is always the same 
In direct experience the order is: 
event → recognition → explanation 
For example: 
a sound occurs 
hearing happens immediately 
then thought says: “That’s a car.” 
The hearing did not require the concept car. 
It happened first. 

2. Concepts describe experience — they do not create it 
Thought can explain what is happening, but the explanation is 
never the experience itself. 
For example: 
the concept tree is not the visual pattern of colour and shape 
the concept anger is not the sensation in the chest 
the concept self is not the actual experience of breathing, hearing, 
seeing 
Concepts are maps, not territory. 

3. The mind assumes understanding is required 
The thinking mind believes: 
“If I understand this properly, then I will see it.” 
But in reality the opposite is true. 
Seeing happens instantly. 
Understanding is a story constructed afterward. 

4. Direct seeing is extremely simple 
Direct experience contains only a few basic elements: 
seeing 
hearing 
sensation 
taste 



smell 
thought appearing 
That is all. 
Everything else is interpretation layered on top. 

5. Why the mind keeps searching for frameworks 
Conceptual understanding feels safe because it creates certainty. 
But certainty is a mental construction. 
Direct experience is simpler than certainty. 
It is simply what is appearing now. 

6. Recognition does not require agreement or belief 
You don’t have to believe anything for seeing to occur. 
For example: 
Right now you can notice: 
the sensation of breathing 
sounds in the room 
colours and shapes in front of you 
This recognition happens without philosophy. 

7. Understanding can still be useful 
Concepts are not enemies. 
They help us communicate, teach, and organise knowledge. 
But clarity does not come from the concept itself. 
Clarity comes from looking directly. 

A Simple Check 
You can test this immediately. 
Listen for the next sound that appears. 
Notice: 
The hearing happens instantly. 
The explanation of what the sound is comes afterward. 
That immediate recognition is what true seeing refers to. 



The Office That Never Closed 

 
Song — The Manager in My Head 
Daniel finished work at 5:30. 
Laptop closed. 
Emails answered. 
Tasks completed. 
The workday was over. 
But the office in his head stayed open. 
As he drove home the voice started again. 
Did you send that attachment? 
You should probably check that report again. 
What if the client thinks you missed something? 
Tomorrow’s meeting — you’re not ready for that. 
Daniel sighed. 
This was familiar. 
The mind had a strange way of behaving like a middle manager 
that never clocked off. 
It paced up and down the corridors of his thoughts holding a 
clipboard, muttering about productivity. 
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You need to think this through. 
You’re behind. 
You should have done that better. 
By the time he reached home the voice had assembled a full 
emergency briefing. 
He poured a glass of water and sat on the couch. 
And then something interesting happened. 
The voice continued, but he noticed something he had never quite 
seen clearly before. 
The voice wasn’t actually doing the work. 
It was commenting on the work. 
Planning. 
Predicting. 
Rehearsing. 
Complaining. 
But the actual work — the typing, the speaking, the decisions — 
had already happened earlier. 
The mind was like a security guard walking through an empty 
building with a flashlight, narrating everything. 
Maybe the door’s unlocked. 
Maybe something went wrong. 
Maybe we missed something. 
Daniel laughed. 
The guard thought he was protecting the building. 
But the building was already closed. 
And the guard never noticed that his flashlight was just shining on 
his own imagination. 
The mind wasn’t a villain. 
It was just a very anxious planner. 
But it didn’t actually know when the job was finished. 
For the first time, Daniel didn’t try to silence the voice. 
He simply watched it patrol the empty office. 
And oddly enough, once it realised nobody was taking instructions 
from it anymore, the guard got a little quieter. 

Investigation — Why the Mind Badgers 
What you’re describing is extremely common. 



The mind is not really trying to bully you. 
It is trying to predict and control uncertainty. 
From a neuroscience perspective, the brain is a prediction 
machine. 
Its job is to constantly ask: 
What could go wrong? 
What should we prepare for? 
What problem needs solving? 
This system evolved to keep the organism alive. 
But in modern work environments it often becomes overactive. 
Instead of solving real threats, it loops around imagined ones. 

Why it feels like a bully 
The mind often uses urgency and criticism because those signals 
get attention. 
Statements like: 
You’re behind. 
You missed something. 
You should think about this. 
create pressure, and pressure makes us act. 
So the system learned that badgering works. 

The key observation 
Notice something subtle. 
The mind keeps saying: 
“You need to think about this.” 
But often the thinking it produces is repetition, not actual 
problem-solving. 
You can tell the difference. 
Useful thinking leads to a concrete action. 
Looping thinking just repeats variations of the same concern. 

The moment the loop weakens 
The loop weakens the moment you notice: 
“Thinking is happening.” 
Not: 
I must solve this. 



Just: 
There is thinking. 
The mind is like a radio. 
The volume drops when you stop assuming every broadcast 
requires a response. 

A helpful experiment 
When the badgering starts, try this: 
Instead of arguing with the thoughts, say quietly: 
“Thank you, mind. Planning noted.” 
Then look around. 
Notice: 
the room 
the body 
the breath 
sounds 
Often the nervous system settles when attention returns to the 
actual environment, not imagined problems. 



The Line She Couldn’t Find 

 
Song: I Went Looking for the Line 
Naomi had spent most of her life feeling like a person set slightly 
apart from everything. 
Not dramatically apart. Not in some tragic or cinematic way. Just 
enough to make life feel like a constant negotiation between what 
was “her” and what was “not her.” Her body was hers. Her 
thoughts were hers. Her opinions, her history, her hurt, her hopes 
— all hers. And outside that small defended territory was the rest 
of the world: other people, other moods, other demands, other 
weather. 
It felt obvious. 
If someone ignored her message, she felt the contraction 
immediately, as if the world had moved against her. If someone 
praised her, there was a brief lift, like sunlight falling on a closed 
room. If a noise startled her, if a memory surfaced, if anxiety 
moved through the stomach in the early hours, the reflex was 
always the same: 
This is happening to me. 
She never questioned that sentence. Why would she? It seemed to 
explain everything. 
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One Saturday morning she took her tea onto the back porch. The 
street was quiet. A magpie called from somewhere beyond the 
fence. A neighbour’s dog barked once, then twice. Naomi sat with 
one leg tucked under her, still half caught in the residue of a dream 
she could no longer remember. 
Her mind was already busy. 
I need to reply to that email. 
Why did I say that yesterday? 
What if she’s pulling away? 
I should be calmer than this by now. 
Then, because she was tired of the whole machinery, she 
remembered a question someone had once asked in a group: 
There is hearing, but where is the hearer? 
At the time she had dismissed it as clever spiritual language. But 
this morning something in her was too worn out to argue. So she 
just sat there and listened. 
Birdcall. 
Traffic in the distance. 
The faint rattle of a spoon against the inside of her mug as she set 
it down. 
Hearing was happening, that much was clear. But the hearer? She 
looked for it the way she might look for her keys or her phone. 
She expected to find some centre — some internal listener sitting 
behind the face, receiving the world. 
But all she found was more experience. 
Tightness in the chest. 
Cool air on the forearm. 
The pale timber of the porch rail. 
A thought saying, I’m doing this wrong. 
She frowned. Then laughed softly. 
Even that — the thought, the frown, the laugh — was just more 
happening. 
For a moment the usual arrangement loosened. The world was not 
over there and Naomi over here, receiving it all from behind some 
private wall. There was just the call of the magpie, the warmth of 
the mug, the movement of breath, the hum of thought, the flicker 
of sunlight on the leaves. 



Not joined together. Not melted into some mystical soup. 
Just not divided in the way she had assumed. 
The shift was so ordinary she almost missed it. 
Nothing exploded. No choir of angels. No cosmic revelation. The 
porch did not become holy. Her problems did not evaporate. But 
the hard line she had always imagined between “me” and 
“everything else” could not be found in the way she expected. 
She tried again. 
There is seeing, but where is the seer? 
Fence. Tree. Sky. Tea steam. Her own hand resting on her knee. 
Seeing was obvious. But the seer? Again, when she looked 
directly, she found no little owner sitting inside the head, peering 
out through the eyes. There were thoughts about one, yes. Feelings 
clustered around one, definitely. Memories referring to one, 
constantly. But the one itself? It was strangely absent. 
Or perhaps not absent. Perhaps only imagined. 
A gust of wind moved through the bottlebrush by the fence, and 
the branches shivered. Naomi felt a ripple of something she almost 
called joy, but that word came too late. It was simpler than joy. 
More like relief. 
All this time she had been trying to manage life as if she were a 
separate someone standing against it. Trying to improve the one at 
the centre. Heal her, defend her, perfect her, explain her, present 
her properly. 
But what if that central someone was mostly a story stitched 
together from memory and thought? 
What if experience did not belong to anyone? 
The mind answered quickly, as minds do. 
That’s dangerous. 
That’s absurd. 
You still have responsibilities. 
You still have a name. 
You still have wounds. 
And Naomi nodded, because those things were true in their own 
way. The relative life remained. Her phone would still buzz. Bills 
would still need paying. Old sensitivities would still rise in the 



body. She was not becoming stupid. She was not vanishing into a 
cloud. 
But beneath all that movement, something had become less 
convincing. 
The sentence This is happening to me no longer felt as solid. 
There was sadness sometimes. There was irritation, hunger, 
pleasure, doubt, tenderness. There were stories about Naomi. 
There were roles she played. But in immediate experience, there 
was just what was happening — sound, colour, sensation, thought 
— arriving without asking permission and leaving without 
consultation. 
The “me” who claimed ownership seemed to come afterward, like 
a commentator rushing onto a stage after the actors had already 
begun. 
She sat there a long time. 
A truck passed. A child shouted somewhere down the street. The 
tea cooled. A fly circled once near her ankle. The world remained 
utterly itself. 
And still she could not find the border she had lived by. 
Later that day, she met a friend at a café. They talked about 
ordinary things — work, family, sleep, the strange speed of the 
year. At one point her friend asked, “You seem different. Lighter 
or something. What happened?” 
Naomi looked down at the table. At the spoon. At the ring of 
moisture beneath her glass. 
How could she explain something so small and so enormous? 
She smiled. 
“I’m not sure,” she said. “I think I stopped assuming there was 
someone in here separate from all this.” 
Her friend laughed. “That sounds very mystical.” 
“It wasn’t,” Naomi said. “It was more like… I went looking for 
the line, and I couldn’t find it.” 
Her friend raised an eyebrow, but Naomi didn’t try to defend it. 
She no longer felt the same urgency to make experience fit a 
concept. 
That evening, walking home, she heard her name called from 
across the road. Her body turned before thought did. Sound. 



Motion. Recognition. Then the old reflex began to gather — me, 
over here, being called by someone, over there — but it broke 
apart halfway through, transparent now. 
There was just the calling, the turning, the streetlight coming on, 
the breeze against the face, the pulse of life moving without 
supervision. 
And in the middle of it — or rather, nowhere outside it — an 
intimacy so complete it needed no owner. 
Not one. 
Not two. 
Just this. 

What is duality? What is non-duality? 
Duality begins with the sense of separation: 
I am here, and the world is out there. 
I am this body, this mind, this life, and everything else is other. 
That division feels obvious. But when looked at closely, is it 
actually found in experience itself? Or is it added by thought? 
A sensation appears. 
A sound appears. 
A thought appears. 
Then almost immediately comes the interpretation: this is 
happening to me. 
That “me” can feel central. But is it ever directly encountered in 
the same way a sound, a colour, or a bodily sensation is 
encountered? Or is it mostly an idea gathered from thought, 
memory, and habit? 
In that sense, duality is not necessarily a fact of experience. It may 
be the result of identification: taking what appears—body, 
thought, emotion, role—to be what you are. 
Non-duality is not the adoption of a new belief. It is the seeing that 
the assumed split between self and world may not be as solid as it 
seemed. 
“Non-dual” simply means “not two.” 
Not because everything has been merged into one idea, 
but because the boundary first assumed may not actually be found. 



There is hearing, but where exactly is the hearer? 
There is seeing, but where exactly is the seer? 
There is thinking, but can a thinker be located apart from thought? 
This is not a matter of philosophy. It is a matter of looking. 
Before labels. 
Before explanation. 
Before the mind says what this is. 
There is simply what is happening. 
And within that happening, awareness is present. Not as an object. 
Not as something seen. But as the undeniable fact that experience 
is known. 
What if that awareness has no owner? 
What if it is not personal? 
What if the one said to be living experience is itself part of the 
appearance? 
These are not conclusions to adopt, but questions to test. 
So the invitation is simple: 
look now. 
Before the next thought names the moment. 
Before identity rushes in. 
What is here? 
And can a separate self actually be found? 



Proof 

 
Song: It Felt Like Proof 
Daniel was halfway through washing up when his phone buzzed 
on the kitchen bench. 
He dried one hand on a tea towel and looked down. 
A message from Clara. 
He smiled at first, then opened it. 
“Can’t do tonight after all. Sorry.” 
That was it. 
No heart. No explanation. No “Let’s reschedule.” Just seven words 
and a full stop. 
Something tightened instantly in his stomach. 
It was small at first — a slight drop, a pulling-in. Then heat moved 
into his chest. His jaw hardened. His shoulders lifted. 
Before he had consciously thought anything, the body had already 
moved. 
Then the meaning arrived. 
She’s pulling away. 
It came fast, dressed as fact. 
Daniel put the phone down on the bench, but now his whole 
system had begun to organise around that sentence. The kitchen 
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looked the same — dish rack, cloudy glass, sponge by the sink, 
afternoon light across the tiles — yet everything had changed. Or 
rather, everything was now being read through that single 
interpretation. 
She’d been quieter the last time they met. 
Her reply yesterday had been short. 
At dinner last week she’d looked distracted. 
He could feel his mind assembling evidence with impressive 
speed, as if some efficient lawyer had been waiting backstage for 
exactly this moment. 
The stomach clench deepened. 
See? it said. You know this feeling. This is what rejection feels 
like. 
He leaned both hands on the bench. 
It didn’t occur to him, not at first, that the body sensation and the 
story were now building each other. The sensation gave urgency to 
the meaning. The meaning gave the sensation importance. Round 
and round. Within two minutes, a cancelled plan had become an 
emotional verdict. 
He looked again at the message. 
“Can’t do tonight after all. Sorry.” 
Still the same seven words. 
But now they seemed colder than before. Sharper. More final. 
A second thought arrived. 
You knew this would happen. 
That one brought an older ache with it, something deeper than the 
cancelled dinner. Not just disappointment now, but a familiar 
humiliation. The ancient feeling of not quite mattering enough. 
Not being chosen. Not being held in mind. 
His throat tightened. 
He knew this territory. The speed of it. The way one tiny event 
could open a trapdoor beneath the whole day. 
Usually, if he was honest, one of two things happened next. 
Either he sent a message with a subtle edge to it — “No worries” 
translated as “I’m hurt and now you should feel it” — or he 
withdrew and let the whole thing curdle in private. On the surface 
he became quiet. Inside, the machinery grew loud. 



But a question from a recent meeting floated back to him. 
What is actual, and what is the story about it? 
He stood still. 
Actual? 
Phone in hand. 
Words on screen. 
Tight stomach. 
Heat in chest. 
Thoughts moving quickly. 
Afternoon light on the sink. 
Story? 
She’s pulling away. 
I don’t matter. 
This always happens. 
I’m being rejected. 
He exhaled. 
The story did not vanish. But for the first time it lost some of its 
authority. It no longer felt identical to reality. 
He watched more closely. 
The stomach clench was real. No question. A dense knot, just 
above the navel. Hot around the edges. Pulsing slightly. 
But did the sensation itself say “rejection”? 
No. 
That label came afterward. 
The sensation was sensation. Tight, hot, alive. 
The meaning was added. 
He noticed then how quickly the mind had moved from feeling to 
explanation, and from explanation to proof. Because the story 
“she’s pulling away” had been believed, the body sensation was 
now being used as evidence for it. 
I can feel it, so it must be true. 
That was the trick. 
The feeling was real. 
The conclusion was not necessarily real. 
He laughed once, quietly, not because anything was funny, but 
because the mechanism had become visible. 



The body signals had been read as danger. The mind had supplied 
a meaning. Then confirmation bias had rushed in to validate the 
meaning, selecting old memories and recent fragments, arranging 
them into a case. And once the story felt valid, the sensations 
themselves seemed to certify it. 
A closed loop. 
He looked back at the message again. 
Could it still mean she was pulling away? Possibly. 
Could it mean she was tired, overwhelmed, suddenly busy, 
emotionally flooded, distracted, sick, or just human? Also 
possible. 
The sentence on the screen had not changed. What had changed 
was the certainty. 
The certainty had come from the loop, not from the facts. 
Daniel put the phone down and returned his attention to the body. 
Tightness. 
Heat. 
A little hollowness in the chest. 
Thoughts wanting to conclude. 
He didn’t try to fix it. He didn’t tell himself a better story. He just 
let the sensations be there without promoting them to evidence. 
After a minute, the knot softened slightly. 
Not disappeared. Softened. 
That was enough. 
A new message impulse arose: calmer now, simpler. 
“No problem. Hope you’re okay. Let me know another time that 
suits.” 
He read it through once to see whether there was hidden 
accusation in it. There wasn’t. Just clarity. 
He sent it. 
Then he stood there in the quiet kitchen, hands resting lightly on 
the bench, and felt the strange humility of seeing how often he had 
mistaken emotional intensity for truth. 
The old pattern had not been evil. It had been protective. Long 
ago, perhaps, the organism had learned that small signals 
mattered. Delays mattered. Tone mattered. Withdrawal mattered. 
The body had learned to mobilise quickly, and the mind had 



learned to make sense of the mobilisation by building meaning 
around it. 
But now, seeing it as it happened, something gentler became 
possible. 
Not suppression. 
Not indulgence. 
Not blind belief. 
Just looking. 
Sensation first. 
Story second. 
And in that tiny gap between them, a little freedom. 
A minute later the phone buzzed again. 
“Thanks. Sorry — my sister just called in tears and I’ve been 
dealing with family stuff all afternoon. Would love to catch up 
soon.” 
Daniel read it once. 
The stomach gave a final faint flutter, like a machine winding 
down. 
Then the whole structure collapsed in on itself. 
Not because the second message proved he had been wrong, 
though it did. But because it revealed how much of his suffering 
had come not from the first message, but from what had been 
constructed around it and then mistaken for reality. 
He set the phone aside and looked out the window above the sink. 
A bird landed on the back fence. 
Late light held the edges of everything. 
And for a moment there was no problem to solve — just the 
simple, almost shocking fact that a sensation can be real without 
being a verdict, and a story can feel true without being true. 
That, he thought, might be worth remembering. 

Investigation; Confirmation bias helps a constructed meaning 
feel valid, and that felt validity then makes the bodily 
sensations seem to prove the meaning. 
That is the loop. 
More fully: 



A sensation appears first or alongside appraisal: tight chest, heat in 
the face, drop in the stomach, restlessness, pressure, shakiness. 
Interoception is the nervous system’s sensing and interpretation of 
internal bodily signals, and emotion research shows these bodily 
signals interact closely with cognition and appraisal. 
Then the mind rapidly constructs meaning around the sensation: 
“I’m being rejected.” 
“This situation is unsafe.” 
“They don’t respect me.” 
“Something is wrong with me.” 
Once that meaning is formed, confirmation bias starts selecting 
and highlighting whatever seems to support it, while downplaying 
disconfirming evidence. In predictive-processing accounts, the 
brain is continually generating interpretations and weighting 
incoming information in light of prior expectations. 
So the sequence often becomes: 
1. Sensation 
Something is felt in the body. 
2. Meaning construction 
The mind explains the sensation: “This means X.” 
3. Confirmation bias 
Attention, memory, and interpretation now organize around X. 
Evidence that fits X stands out; evidence against X recedes. 
4. Felt validation 
Because the interpretation is repeatedly supported, it starts to feel 
not like a story, but like reality. 
5. Sensations gain secondary “proof value” 
Now the body sensation itself seems to confirm the meaning: 
“I know I’m unsafe — look how anxious I feel.” 
“I know they’re rejecting me — feel this drop in my stomach.” 
“I know I’m under attack — feel this heat and tension.” 
That last step is crucial: the sensation is real, but the meaning 
attached to it may still be mistaken. Research on interoception 
and emotion supports that bodily signals are sensed, interpreted, 
and integrated rather than arriving with a fixed built-in meaning. 
Negative appraisal of bodily sensations is also recognized as 
important in anxiety and related difficulties. 



So in tighter language: 
Confirmation bias lends epistemic credibility to a meaning 
construction; that meaning then recruits bodily sensation as 
experiential evidence. 
Or more simply: 
The story feels true because the mind keeps proving it, and the 
sensations feel like proof because the story has already framed 
them. 
An example: 
A friend replies late. 
There is a clench in the stomach. 
Meaning appears: “I’m being abandoned.” 
Confirmation bias scans for support: their short message 
yesterday, their tone last week, that time someone else withdrew. 
Soon the body is no longer just clenching — it becomes 
“evidence.” 
“See? I can feel it. This is real.” 
The sensation is real. 
The conclusion may not be. 
That is how meaning construction and sensation get fused: 
sensation gives the story immediacy 
confirmation bias gives the story credibility 
together they create the feeling of certainty 
A very compact version you could use in your own writing: 
Bodily sensation does not arrive with meaning attached. 
Meaning is rapidly constructed, and confirmation bias then 
stabilizes that construction by selectively gathering support 
for it. Once the interpretation feels credible, the sensation 
itself is re-read as proof, creating a closed loop in which story 
and feeling mutually validate one another. 
Or in plainer language: 
First the body feels something. Then the mind says what it 
means. Then confirmation bias makes that meaning seem 
right. Then the feeling itself gets treated as evidence that the 
meaning was true all along. 



The Hook 

 
Song — Nothing Personal 
Elias was halfway through reading an email when the tightening 
began. 
The message wasn’t overtly hostile. In fact, it was fairly polite. 
But one sentence snagged something. 
"I’m not sure your approach is very clear." 
Immediately the body reacted. 
A heat rose in his chest. 
The jaw tightened slightly. 
Thoughts started gathering. 
What does that mean? 
He clearly didn’t understand what I wrote. 
Maybe he thinks I don’t know what I’m talking about. 
Within seconds Elias was no longer just reading an email. He was 
defending himself in an imaginary conversation. 
He stood up and began pacing. 
The mind built a whole case. 
People always misinterpret me. 
I should respond and explain everything. 
He’s implying I’m incompetent. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/nothing-personal


Then something interesting happened. 
Elias stopped mid-stride. 
A small recognition flickered. 
The reaction had begun before the argument. 
Before the explanation. 
It began with a feeling of “this is about me.” 
That sense — this is personal — had appeared instantly. 
Only afterward did the mind supply reasons. 
Elias leaned against the kitchen counter and looked more closely. 
What was actually present? 
There was a thought about the email. 
There was tightness in the chest. 
There was heat in the face. 
And there was a very strong sensation of ownership. 
This is about me. 
But when he looked again, the “me” wasn’t actually there. 
There was only the email. 
The bodily reaction. 
And thoughts interpreting the situation. 
The personal feeling itself was just another event. 
A kind of tag the mind attached to the situation. 
As soon as that tag appeared, everything tightened. 
Elias laughed quietly. 
The email hadn’t hooked him. 
The sense of “mine” had. 
And the moment that tag was seen clearly, something loosened. 
The words on the screen returned to being just words. 

Investigation — When Something Feels Personal 
A powerful indicator of identification is the feeling: 
“This is about me.” 
When that feeling appears, it often means that thought has 
attached a self-reference to an event. 
The sequence usually looks like this 
An event occurs 
(a comment, expression, memory, sensation) 



A bodily reaction appears 
(tightness, heat, contraction) 
A thought attaches the label 
“This is about me.” 
A story begins forming. 
Once step three occurs, the situation feels personal. 

The key insight 
The feeling of “personal” is not proof that something actually 
concerns a self. 
It is simply the moment when identification has appeared. 
In other words: 
Personal = identification happening. 

What is actually present? 
When we slow down and look carefully, we usually find: 
sensations in the body 
thoughts appearing 
emotions moving 
the situation itself 
But the “self” being defended is usually only present as a 
thought. 

The usefulness of this recognition 
The moment you notice: 
“This suddenly feels personal.” 
That is already a signal. 
It means the mind has just attached the ownership tag. 
Once this is seen, curiosity becomes possible. 
Instead of reacting immediately, you can look: 
What sensations are present? 
What thoughts are appearing? 
Where exactly is the “me” being threatened? 
Often the emotional charge softens simply through this 
recognition. 

Personal feelings are protective 



It’s important to understand that this mechanism is not wrong. 
The nervous system evolved to protect the organism. 
Anything that appears to threaten status, belonging, safety, or 
identity triggers a response. 
So the appearance of the “personal tag” is simply the system 
trying to protect something. 
But when it’s seen clearly, it doesn’t have to run the whole show. 

A simple question that reveals identification 
When something feels personal, try asking quietly: 
“What exactly is being protected right now?” 
Often the answer turns out to be: 
A thought about who I am. 



Fresh 

 
Song: Fresh 
Clara first noticed it while rinsing a cup. 
Not as an insight. Not as a revelation. More as a slight fault in the 
usual machinery. 
Water ran over her fingers. Light caught the curve of the white 
ceramic. Somewhere outside, a bin truck changed gears. These 
were ordinary enough. But what was less ordinary was the sudden 
absence of the usual storyline wrapping itself around the moment. 
For a second there was no “morning,” no “before work,” no “I’m 
still upset about yesterday,” no “later I need to call my sister.” 
There was just water-coolness-glinting-sound-breathing. 
Not even “just.” Even that came a fraction late. 
Then thought returned, quick as ever. 
That was interesting. 
What was that? 
Was that presence? 
Was that what people mean? 
And with those thoughts, the old arrangement came back online: 
Clara here, life happening now, carrying a past, moving toward a 
future, trying to understand. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/fresh


But something had been seen. Or perhaps more accurately, 
something had briefly been unhidden. 
All day she kept testing it. 
At her desk, while opening email: 
typing-seeing-pressure in the neck-faint hum of fluorescent light. 
Walking to the car: 
heat on the face-footsteps-keys in hand-birdcall. 
Lying in bed that night: 
sheets against the shin-breath in the chest-thoughts rising and 
falling in the dark. 
Whenever she looked before the labels formed, experience was 
startlingly fresh. Not fresh in the sense of exciting. Fresh in the 
sense of not arriving from anywhere. It did not seem to be moving 
out of a past and into a future. It simply appeared — complete, 
immediate, uncarried. 
That was what disturbed her. 
Because the mind did not live that way at all. 
The mind insisted on linkage. On sequence. On continuity. 
This feeling is because of what happened at lunch. 
This tension is left over from childhood. 
This argument means something about tomorrow. 
This mood has a history. 
This reaction has a cause. 
All of that may have had practical truth in one register. Clara was 
not stupid. She knew memory mattered. Conditioning mattered. 
Learning mattered. Trauma mattered. Culture mattered. The 
organism did not appear out of nowhere each second like a 
goldfish. 
And yet, in direct experiencing, none of that history was present in 
the way thought made it seem. 
History appeared only as present thought, present image, present 
sensation, present interpretation. 
That was the strange thing. 
On Wednesday, Naomi called and asked if Clara wanted to meet 
for tea. 
They sat by the harbour under a pale, windy sky. Cups warmed 
their hands. A gull hopped near the railing, watching for crumbs. 



Clara told her what had been happening. 
“It’s like…” She stopped, trying to find words that didn’t 
immediately distort it. “It’s like actual experience doesn’t have a 
past. It doesn’t arrive dragging anything behind it. It’s just… 
appearing. Fresh. But then memory steps in and says what it is, 
where it came from, what it means, what it will lead to.” 
Naomi nodded slowly. 
“And the memory feels like access to reality?” 
“Yes,” Clara said. “Exactly. But it’s not clean access. It’s already 
interpreted. It’s already shaped by whatever I’ve learned to notice 
and whatever I’ve been taught matters.” 
Naomi smiled. “So the story says it’s showing you what is real, 
but it’s actually giving you a version.” 
“A version,” Clara repeated. 
The gull gave up and moved on. 
For a while they sat without talking. 
Wind. Clink of spoon. Salt smell. Passing footsteps. Laughter 
from a table behind them. 
Clara looked again. 
Before she called it “wind,” what was it? Coolness on the cheek, 
movement through hair, sound against the umbrella canvas. 
Before she called it “memory,” what was it? An image appearing 
now. A bodily tug appearing now. A mood colouring perception 
now. 
Before she called it “my life,” what was there? 
Not much she could own, strangely. 
Colour. Pressure. sound. movement. thoughting. sensing. 
aliveness. 
Verb more than noun. 
Happening more than thing. 
She felt a sudden ripple of fear. 
If experience is this fresh, this uncarried, then what happens to 
identity? 
The thought landed hard enough to tighten the stomach. 
And almost immediately another layer formed: 
This fear means I’m close to something important. 
Or maybe it means I’m destabilising. 



Maybe I’m dissociating. 
Maybe I’m finally seeing. 
Naomi laughed softly, as if reading her face. 
“There it is again,” she said. 
“What?” 
“The commentary trying to turn the living into a conclusion.” 
Clara laughed too then, relieved by how quickly the mechanism 
had shown itself. The fear was real enough as sensation — 
fluttering, tightening, heat around the ribs. But what it meant was 
not contained in the sensation itself. Meaning rushed in afterward, 
borrowing old concepts, old warnings, old hopes. 
That evening, driving home, she stopped at a red light and looked 
at the windshield glowing with reflected sunset. 
For a few seconds, there was no journey. 
Not because the car wasn’t moving through space, and not 
because clocks had ceased to function, but because direct 
experiencing was not presenting itself as a river carrying a self 
from then to later. There was only the red light, hands on the 
wheel, the hum of the engine, orange sky on glass, breath, pulse, 
seeing. 
Fresh again. 
Not disconnected exactly. But not connected in the thick narrative 
way the mind insisted. 
The apparent continuity of life seemed to depend on remembering 
and retelling. Useful, perhaps essential for functioning. But actual 
experiencing itself seemed innocent of that continuity. It did not 
announce, “I come from the past.” It did not declare, “I am on my 
way to the future.” It did not even say, “I am Clara.” 
It simply appeared. 
And disappeared. 
And appeared. 
Later, at home, she found an old photo album in the hall cupboard. 
As she turned the pages, emotions rose easily: tenderness, 
embarrassment, grief, longing. A younger face at the beach. Her 
father squinting into sunlight. A Christmas table no longer 
possible. 
It would have been easy to say: the past is here. 



But when she looked more carefully, what was here was not the 
past. What was here was image-now, feeling-now, thought-now, 
interpretation-now. 
The past had no independent entry. It arrived only as present 
experiencing shaped by memory. 
And memory, she could see, was not neutral. It highlighted some 
things, dimmed others, rearranged importance, reinforced identity. 
It was soaked in learned perspective — family perspective, 
cultural perspective, defensive perspective, hopeful perspective. 
Not false exactly. 
But not pure. 
Near midnight she sat on the edge of the bed with the album 
beside her and let the day settle. 
The old mind still wanted to make doctrine out of it: 
Only the present is real. 
Experience is all there is. 
Time is illusion. 
Self is narrative. 
But even those felt a little too heavy, a little too finished. 
What seemed truer was simpler and less secure: 
Actual experiencing is the only thing directly given. 
It appears fresh, not carrying a past or future inside itself. 
Continuity is largely supplied by memory and story. 
Memory gives access, yes, but access already coloured by 
interpretation. 
And interpretation is trained. 
She switched off the lamp. 
Darkness gathered in the room, though even “darkness” was 
already one step after the fact. 
There was the hum of the heater. Weight of the blanket. The small 
internal weather of the body. A thought half-forming, then 
dissolving. 
Nothing needed linking. 
Nothing needed becoming. 
Just this living verb, arriving without history, vanishing without 
residue, then arriving again. 
Fresh. 



Investigation: What is actual, if anything? 
Your framing can be explored very directly. 
1. Start with the distinction 
There is a difference between: 
what is actually present 
and the story about what is present 
The claim here is not merely “live in the present.” It is more 
radical: 
The only thing directly actual is current experiencing. 
Not “the present” as a chunk of time, but experiencing itself. 
That means the basic materials are things like: 
seeing 
hearing 
sensing 
thinking 
feeling 
imagining 
remembering 
These are not nouns in the deepest sense. They are happenings. 
Verbs. 
2. Test whether experiencing contains time 
Look closely. 
In immediate experience, can you find: 
a past? 
a future? 
a transition from past to present to future? 
Or do you only find: 
current image 
current sensation 
current thought 
current remembering 
current anticipating 
This matters. 
What is called “memory” is happening now. 
What is called “anticipation” is happening now. 
What is called “continuity” is inferred now. 
So the investigation is: 



Does experiencing itself arrive with temporal structure, or is 
temporal structure largely imposed by thought? 
3. Freshness 
One of the strongest clues is the felt freshness of direct experience 
before narrative gets hold of it. 
A sound does not arrive saying: 
“I am the result of what happened three seconds ago.” 
A sensation does not arrive saying: 
“I belong to the story of your life.” 
A thought may say these things. But the raw appearing itself does 
not. 
That is what you mean by freshness. 
Not novelty. 
Not excitement. 
Freshness as unmediated givenness. 
4. But what about connection? 
Here we have to be careful. 
At the level of direct experience, each appearance seems fresh and 
self-given. 
At the level of ordinary functioning, there is clearly pattern, 
conditioning, memory, learning, nervous system continuity, 
language continuity, and social continuity. 
So rather than saying “there is no connection,” it may be more 
precise to say: 
The connection is not directly found inside current 
experiencing itself. It is constructed, inferred, narrated, and 
remembered. 
That keeps the inquiry honest. 
5. Memory as access 
Memory is interesting because it feels like a doorway to what has 
been. 
But when inspected closely, memory is not the past itself. It is: 
an image appearing now 
a feeling appearing now 
a thought appearing now 
an interpretation appearing now 



So memory may be the only practical access we have to what we 
call “past,” but it is never clean access. 
It is already shaped by: 
selective attention 
emotional salience 
defensive patterning 
language 
cultural framing 
identity maintenance 
learned perspective 
So memory does not simply retrieve. It also reconstructs. 
6. Interpretation taints access 
“Tainted” is strong, but useful if carefully understood. 
Interpretation is not a minor add-on. It conditions almost 
everything: 
what is noticed 
what is ignored 
what is named 
what is remembered 
what is believed significant 
what is felt to be “me” 
So what seems like direct contact with reality is often already 
filtered through training. 
A child taught that anger is dangerous will remember and interpret 
conflict differently from a child taught that anger is normal. 
A person shaped by shame will read bodily activation differently 
from a person shaped by trust. 
A culture that prizes achievement will encode “wasted time” 
differently from one that prizes relational presence. 
So perspective does not merely colour experience after the fact. It 
partly organizes it. 
7. Questions to test directly 
Try these one at a time: 
What is present before naming? 
Is there anything actual apart from current experiencing? 
Does a sound contain a past and future, or only thought about 
them? 



Is memory the past, or a present event interpreted as past-related? 
Is anticipation the future, or a present event interpreted as future-
related? 
Can continuity be found, or is it mostly inferred? 
What in experience is raw appearing, and what is commentary? 
What in experience feels unquestionably real because it is 
immediate, and what feels real because it has been interpreted 
repeatedly? 
8. A clean formulation 
Here’s a concise version of your point: 
The only thing directly given is current experiencing. This 
experiencing does not present itself as moving from past to 
future; it appears freshly, as happening. What we call 
continuity is largely supplied by memory, narrative, and 
interpretation. Memory may provide access to what is called 
the past, but that access is reconstructed through learned 
perspective and is therefore never free of interpretation. 
9. Practical edge 
This is not merely abstract. 
If this is seen clearly, then: 
regret is seen as present remembering plus interpretation 
anxiety is seen as present anticipation plus interpretation 
identity is seen as narrative continuity built from selective 
memory 
emotional certainty becomes less absolute because one sees how 
quickly meaning is added 
The freedom is not in denying history. 
It is in seeing that history does not arrive unfiltered. 
And the deepest release may be this: 
Actual life is happening now, but not as a “now” wedged 
between past and future. It is simply happening. 



The Room Without Clocks 

 
Song: The Room Without Clocks 
Elias began noticing it on a Thursday. 
Nothing dramatic at first. No visions. No collapse of the ordinary 
world. Just small failures in the usual feeling of time. 
He was standing in the kitchen waiting for the kettle to boil when 
a memory of being eight years old arrived with unusual force. Not 
the idea of being eight. Not a thought about childhood. The whole 
scene came alive at once: the smell of wet concrete after rain, the 
scrape of his school shoes on the back step, his mother calling 
from inside the house, a yellow plastic truck lying on its side in 
the garden bed. 
For a second it was not past. 
It was simply here. 
Not replacing the kitchen, but somehow appearing with it. The 
chrome kettle. The hum of the fridge. The wet concrete. The small 
blue jumper on a child’s shoulders. All of it suspended together in 
a way his mind could not sort into before and after. 
Then the kettle clicked off, and the usual order reassembled itself. 
He made tea. Sat by the window. Told himself he was tired. 
But over the next few days it kept happening. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/the-room-without-clocks


Walking through the supermarket, he would reach for a carton of 
milk and suddenly feel the texture of hospital sheets from twenty 
years earlier, when his father had been ill. Not remembering them 
— feeling them. Then, while stopped at a red light, he had a flash 
of some moment that hadn’t happened yet: himself much older, 
standing in a garden at dusk, one hand on a timber fence, watching 
birds cross a bruised pink sky. It came and went in an instant, 
leaving behind not certainty but intimacy, as if the moment 
already belonged to him. 
It unsettled him. 
Not because it felt mystical, but because it felt familiar. Too 
familiar. Like walking into a room you had forgotten you knew. 
By Sunday he was actively testing it. 
He sat on the porch with a notebook and wrote: 
What is time, in actual experience? 
He waited. 
A magpie called from the powerline. 
A truck changed gears down the street. 
A pressure moved lightly in the chest. 
Thought said, Morning. Sunday. March. Fifty-eight years old. 
After breakfast. Before lunch. 
But none of those were present as direct experience. They were 
labels. Coordinates. Useful, maybe necessary. But not found in the 
raw material itself. 
What was actually here? 
Bird sound. Cool air. Light on the railing. Tingling in the hands. 
Thought appearing. Breath moving. 
He wrote again: 
Where is “past” right now? 
A memory image arose: his old bedroom, moonlight on the carpet, 
the ache of being thirteen and not knowing why he felt so alone. 
The body responded immediately — tightening in the throat, a 
heaviness behind the sternum. 
Yet the past itself was nowhere to be found. There was only this 
present image, this present sensation, this present thought labelled 
“past.” 
He wrote: 



Where is “future” right now? 
A picture appeared of tomorrow’s meeting. Then of his own 
funeral. Then of some absurd scene involving a train platform and 
a lost suitcase. The body fluttered with anticipation, then anxiety, 
then amusement. 
Again: no future. Only this present imagining, this present 
reaction, this present naming. 
Elias sat very still. 
The porch did not disappear. The world did not dissolve into 
quantum mist. But something loosened. 
What he had always called time seemed to exist mostly as thought 
stitching appearances together. Memory made one kind of image. 
anticipation made another. Then the mind drew a line between 
them and called it a life. 
Useful, perhaps. Functional. But was it actually there the way the 
mind said it was? 
That evening he read an article about physicists exploring whether 
time might be emergent rather than fundamental. Another paper 
suggested that at the deepest level, the universe might be better 
described without the flowing time of everyday experience. There 
were also warnings everywhere: these were models, 
interpretations, unresolved arguments. No one had proved that 
time was unreal in the way spiritual people sometimes liked to say. 
Still, the question stayed with him. 
A week later, he had the dream. 
In the dream he was walking through a vast building filled with 
clocks. Grandfather clocks, kitchen timers, station clocks, digital 
numbers hanging in midair. All of them ticking at different speeds. 
Some raced forward. Some moved backward. Some had no hands 
at all. 
At the end of a long corridor he found a room with no clocks in it. 
Nothing special in the room. Timber floorboards. A chair. Open 
window. White curtains lifting in the wind. 
He stood there waiting for something to happen. 
Nothing did. 
And that was the strangeness of it. Nothing moved from one 
moment to the next, yet nothing was frozen. The room was not 



static. The curtain lifted. Light shifted across the wall. Dust turned 
in the air. But none of it felt as if it were travelling from past to 
future. It was simply appearing, complete and immediate, without 
needing to pass through “time” to be itself. 
When he woke, the feeling stayed. 
Over the next month he stopped trying to solve it and started 
looking more quietly. 
Not “What does physics say?” 
Not “What do mystics say?” 
But: 
What is here before the story of time is added? 
He found no past outside present memory. 
No future outside present imagination. 
No moving present except as a thought describing change. 
There was change, certainly. Morning becoming afternoon. Tea 
cooling in a cup. His face older in the mirror. Grief softening, then 
returning, then softening again. But “time” — as an invisible river 
carrying everything from what-has-been to what-will-be — could 
not be found in the same direct way as sound, colour, pressure, 
warmth. 
One evening he visited his sister. They sat in her backyard as the 
light faded. Her daughter ran circles around a lemon tree, laughing 
for no reason he could see. Elias watched the child’s bare feet thud 
the grass, watched the leaves flicker in the wind, watched his 
sister lift her glass and smile at something half-heard. 
And suddenly that old future image returned — the garden, the 
fence, the dusk birds — except it was not future now. It was 
simply another version of this same depthless immediacy, the 
same aliveness the mind kept slicing into then and later. 
A strange tenderness came over him. 
Maybe the problem had never been clocks or calendars. They 
were fine as tools. Maybe the problem was the unquestioned belief 
in a separate “me” moving through a real thing called time, 
carrying a past behind him and leaning toward a future ahead. 
But what if life was more like a vast field of appearance, and the 
sense of passage came from the way memory, anticipation, and 
change were braided by thought? 



What if the child on the back step, the man on the porch, the old 
figure by the fence, were not beads on a string called time, but 
patterns appearing in one indivisible reality the mind could only 
narrate sequentially? 
He did not know. 
That was the honest part. 
But he noticed this: the less he believed in psychological time, the 
less trapped he felt by regret and becoming. The old wounds still 
visited. Plans still had to be made. Tuesday still mattered if you 
had a dentist appointment. But the deep urgency began to thin. 
Life no longer felt so much like a race between birth and death. 
More like weather. 
More like music. 
More like this. 
A bird landed on the fence and looked at him sideways. 
His niece shouted from the grass, “Uncle Elias, watch this!” 
He turned. 
There was no past in the turning. 
No future in the turning. 
Only movement, colour, voice, evening air. 
Only the miracle of appearance, needing no time to arrive. 

Investigation: Does time exist? Or is “time” a story about 
change? 
Here’s a careful way to investigate this without pretending to 
know more than we do. 
1. Start with the claim 
The statement says: 
“Time does not exist—it’s a mirage conjured by quantum 
entanglement from a fundamentally timeless reality, where 
past, present, and future coexist eternally.” 
That contains several layers: 
phenomenological claim: time as ordinarily felt may be partly 
constructed 
metaphysical claim: reality is fundamentally timeless 
physics claim: quantum entanglement somehow generates the 
appearance of time 



existential claim: past, present, and future coexist 
These should not be blurred together. 
2. What is directly observable? 
Look in immediate experience. 
Right now, what is actually present? 
visual appearance 
sound 
bodily sensation 
thought 
memory appearing now 
anticipation appearing now 
Can you find: 
the past, apart from present memory? 
the future, apart from present imagination? 
time itself, apart from thoughts about duration, sequence, and 
change? 
What you may find is: 
change is observable 
sequence is inferred 
time as an independent thing is not directly encountered in the 
same way sound or colour is 
That does not prove time is unreal. It only shows that in lived 
experience, “time” may be largely a conceptual overlay on 
changing appearances. 
3. Distinguish change from time 
This matters. 
A cloud moves. 
Tea cools. 
A body ages. 
Music unfolds. 
These are changes. 
But is time something over and above change? 
Or is “time” the conceptual framework the mind uses to organize 
change? 
That question is worth testing. 
4. How the mind builds time 



In ordinary experience, the sense of time seems to be constructed 
from: 
memory: “that happened” 
anticipation: “this may happen” 
comparison: “this is different from before” 
narration: “my life is moving from one stage to the next” 
Without these operations, there is still appearance and change, but 
the strong feeling of being a self travelling through time may 
weaken. 
5. Where quantum entanglement comes in 
This is where caution is needed. 
Some speculative and theoretical work in physics explores 
whether time may be emergent rather than fundamental, and 
whether correlations or entanglement might play a role in how 
temporal order appears at certain levels of description. 
But from an inquiry point of view, that remains: 
a scientific model or hypothesis 
not a direct experiential discovery 
not settled fact 
and not the same thing as spiritual timelessness 
So the clean language is: 
Prototype / speculation: reality may be fundamentally timeless, 
with time emerging from deeper relations or structures. 
What can be tested directly: past and future appear now as 
memory and imagination; the sense of being a self moving 
through time may be partly constructed. 
6. Useful questions 
Try these slowly: 
What is here before the mind says “this has lasted a while”? 
Can duration be found outside thought and comparison? 
Is the “past” present as anything other than memory now? 
Is the “future” present as anything other than imagination now? 
Is there an experiencer moving through time, or only changing 
experience plus a story of movement? 
Does psychological suffering depend heavily on time-thought? 
For example: 
regret = present thought about “what was” 



anxiety = present thought about “what might be” 
becoming = present thought about “what I must become later” 
7. A grounded conclusion 
A careful conclusion would be: 
In direct experience, what is found is present appearance, 
change, memory, anticipation, and thought. The past and 
future are not found as independent domains apart from 
present mental activity. This suggests that lived time, 
especially psychological time, is at least partly constructed. 
Whether physical reality is fundamentally timeless, and 
whether quantum entanglement explains the appearance of 
time, remains a deeper scientific and metaphysical question 
rather than something directly established in experience. 
8. The practical edge 
The point is not to adopt “time is an illusion” as a belief. 
The point is to look and see: 
how much suffering depends on psychological time 
how much identity depends on narrative continuity 
how much immediacy is obscured by living in memory and 
anticipation 
A blunt version: 
Clock time is useful. Psychological time is often oppressive. 
Fundamental timelessness is an open question. 



This piece is inspired by Jo Marchant’s March 16, 2026 article 
discussing QBism, Wheeler’s delayed-choice ideas, predictive 
processing, and enactivism. The core claim in that article is not 
settled physics, but a live interpretive proposal: quantum states as 
agent-centered expectations rather than observer-independent 
properties, perception as model-building, and reality as something 
more like interlocking perspectives than a single God’s-eye block. 
QBism is a real interpretation of quantum mechanics, and its key 
move is to treat quantum probabilities as personal Bayesian 
degrees of belief; predictive processing similarly treats perception 
as the brain’s best ongoing model of the world. 

The Shared World 

Song — We Make the World Together 
Naomi was irritated before she knew why. 
Daniel had moved the chair again. 
Not far. Just enough that when she came into the room with a cup 
of tea, the familiar path her body expected was no longer there. 
Her shin clipped the leg, the tea sloshed, and a hot thread of 
annoyance shot up her chest. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/we-make-the-world-together


“Why do you always move things?” she snapped. 
Daniel looked up, surprised. “I moved it so the light would hit the 
plant.” 
For half a second Naomi felt the familiar righteousness assemble 
itself. 
Of course. His way. His preference. His rearranging of the world. 
But then something loosened. 
Not because she became spiritual. 
Because she noticed. 
Her body had already built a room before she entered it. 
A predicted room. 
A remembered room. 
A room with chair-there and path-here and cup-safe and body-
moving-smoothly. 
Daniel had built a different room. 
A room with the plant getting light. 
A room with better angles. 
A room shaped by his eye, not hers. 
Two rooms. 
One apartment. 
And suddenly her irritation looked less like “he did something 
wrong” and more like “my world and his world just collided.” 
She stood still. 
Tea dripping faintly onto her hand. 
Heat in the chest. 
Thoughts ready to prosecute. 
But under all of that was something simpler: 
No one had access to the room “as it really was.” 
There was only: 
her lived version 
his lived version 
and now this moment of contact where they had to negotiate 
something shared 
Daniel was still watching her. 
She laughed unexpectedly. 
“What?” he said. 
“I think I just ran into my own reality,” she said. 



He smiled. “Mine too.” 
And there it was. 
Not agreement. 
Not objectivity. 
Not two private bubbles either. 
Something more alive than that. 
The world between them was being made, not found. 
Not from nothing — the chair was there, the plant was there, the 
tea was definitely hot — but the meaning, the relevance, the shape 
of the moment was emerging through contact. 
Naomi put the cup down. 
“Okay,” she said. “Let’s find a place where the plant gets light and 
I don’t injure myself.” 
Daniel nodded. 
And in that tiny domestic negotiation, something felt absurdly 
profound. 
Reality wasn’t a fixed stage they had walked onto. 
It was more like jazz. 
A pattern emerging from interlocking moves. 
Not “my world” or “your world.” 
A shared world, constantly under construction. 

Investigation — From “My Reality” to “Our Contact” 
The article you shared points toward a radical but useful shift: 
from imagining one fully objective reality “out there” to noticing 
that lived reality is always shaped through perspective, action, 
prediction, and interaction. QBism, as described by Christopher 
Fuchs and colleagues, treats quantum probabilities as agent-
centered beliefs rather than objective properties, and the article 
connects that with predictive processing and enactivism: 
perception as model-building, organisms as co-creating their 
worlds through action. 
For your inquiry work, this can be translated into very plain 
language: 
1. You never meet “the world” raw 
You meet: 
sensation 



perception 
interpretation 
relevance 
action tendency 
Even before thought, the nervous system is already selecting, 
filtering, predicting. Predictive processing explicitly frames 
perception as the brain’s best current guess, updated by incoming 
signals. 
2. That does not mean “it’s all in your head” 
This is where people get lost. 
The stronger versions of QBism and enactivism are not simply 
saying “nothing is real.” They are saying that what becomes real 
for an agent is inseparable from interaction, question, action, and 
consequence. There are still constraints. In QBism, the Born rule 
remains a normative constraint that ties expectations together; it is 
not just free-floating fantasy. 
Translated into direct experience: 
You can’t just decide the chair isn’t there. 
You can’t decide boiling water is cool. 
But what the chair means, what matters about it, how it enters 
your lived world — that emerges in relationship. 
3. The practical human version: worlds collide all day 
Most conflict is not “truth versus error.” 
Often it is: 
my predicted world 
meeting your predicted world 
Examples: 
I hear “criticism,” you hear “clarity” 
I feel “distance,” you feel “space” 
I see “chaos,” you see “freedom” 
The old move is: 
One of us must be wrong. 
The more interesting move is: 
What worlds are meeting here? 
4. A direct-experience practice 
Next time friction appears, pause and ask: 
What happened in raw experience? 



What did my system immediately make it mean? 
What world did I assume we were both standing in? 
What if the other person’s world is configured differently? 
Do not use this to gaslight yourself. 
If something hurts, it hurts. 
But often the charge softens when you see that “reality” in the 
moment includes: 
the event 
your bodily response 
your interpretation 
their interpretation 
the contact between them 
5. The non-dual edge 
Taken deeply, this lands in familiar territory for your work: 
There is no isolated observer standing outside experience. 
There is only participating. 
Not a separate self looking at a finished universe. 
Just this ongoing meeting — sensation, action, response, 
consequence. 
That is why “now” matters so much in the article. Not because it 
proves metaphysics, but because it restores the sense that 
experience is not a dead block already finished. It is alive in 
contact. 
6. The clean pointer 
Forget “Do we create reality?” for a minute. 
Look closer: 
How much of your suffering comes from assuming your 
interpretation is the world itself? 
That one question is already enough. 



The Manager Who Wasn’t There 

 
Song — The One Who Isn’t There 
Daniel had always been the one in charge. 
Not officially. 
No title. 
No badge. 
But inside, there was a constant sense of management. 
He managed his time. 
Managed his reactions. 
Managed his future. 
Managed how others saw him. 
Managed whether he was doing life correctly. 
It felt obvious. 
There was an “I” here— 
and that “I” had to steer things. 
One afternoon, he was sitting at his desk, rewriting a simple 
message for the fourth time. 
Not because it was complex. 
Because it had to be right. 
A tightening in the chest. 
A subtle pressure behind the eyes. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/the-one-who-isnt-there


Then the thoughts: 
I need to say this better. 
I don’t want to come across wrong. 
I should know how to do this by now. 
That last one hit harder. 
I should know. 
He paused. 
Not intentionally. 
More like the system stalled. 
And in that pause, something odd became visible. 
The tightening… was already there. 
The hesitation… already happening. 
The words forming… already forming. 
Then the thought arrived: 
I need to fix this. 
And it claimed everything that had already begun. 
Daniel leaned back. 
For a moment, instead of following the content, he watched the 
sequence. 
Sensation. 
Pause. 
Words forming. 
Thought claiming. 
And the claim had a structure: 
“I am doing this.” 
“I should be better.” 
“I need to control this.” 
But where was this “I”? 
He looked. 
Not philosophically— 
directly. 
There was: 
pressure in the chest 
flickers of language 
images of outcomes 
a sense of urgency 



But the “manager”… 
wasn’t there as anything actual. 
Just another thought. 
And with that, something loosened. 
Not control. 
Not behaviour. 
But the belief that there was someone controlling. 
The whole system kept moving: 
the message got written 
the body kept breathing 
decisions kept happening 
But the centre— 
the “one doing it all”— 
was no longer obvious. 
Later that evening, walking home, Daniel noticed something else. 
A memory surfaced: 
A moment from years ago where he’d said the wrong thing. 
Immediately, a familiar contraction: 
I shouldn’t have done that. 
And again, the structure revealed itself: 
memory appears 
sensation arises 
thought judges 
“I” takes ownership 
Responsibility. 
Regret. 
Self-image. 
All built on that same quiet assumption: 
There is someone here who could have done otherwise. 
But standing there, watching the traffic move through the 
intersection, it didn’t quite hold. 
The moment had happened. 
The response had happened. 
The thought came later. 
And the “I” was inserted… after the fact. 
He laughed softly. 
Not because nothing mattered. 



But because so much of what had felt heavy 
was resting on something that wasn’t actually there. 

Investigation — What Grows from the “I” Story 
You’ve pointed to the root cleanly: 
Identification with the story of an “I” is the foundation. 
Let’s map what builds on top of it. 
Not conceptually—functionally. 
1. Control 
Without “I”: 
There is action happening. 
Typing, speaking, moving, choosing (as events). 
With “I”: 
“I am controlling this.” 
Control becomes a claimed ownership of what is already 
unfolding. 
It also creates: 
tension (things must go my way) 
fear (what if I fail to control?) 
effort (constant correction) 
2. Choice 
Raw experience: 
Options appear → action happens. 
Story layer: 
“I chose this.” 
This creates: 
pride (“I made the right choice”) 
doubt (“Did I choose correctly?”) 
paralysis (over-analysis) 
3. Comparison 
Comparison requires a stable reference point. 
“I am this” 
→ compared to 
“others” or “who I should be” 
Without the “I” story: 
There are differences, but not identity-based comparison. 
With it: 



better / worse 
ahead / behind 
success / failure 
4. Responsibility (psychological, not functional) 
Important distinction: 
Functional responsibility: 
Bills get paid. Promises get kept. Systems operate. 
Psychological responsibility: 
“I am the one who should have been different.” 
This brings: 
guilt 
shame 
self-judgment 
All based on the assumption: 
“I could have done otherwise in that moment.” 
5. What else relies on the “I” story? 
Here’s where it expands: 
a. Ownership 
“My thoughts” 
“My feelings” 
“My life” 
Without “I”: 
Thoughts appear. Feelings arise. 
Ownership adds: 
attachment 
defense 
identification 
b. Pride & Shame 
“I did well” → pride 
“I failed” → shame 
Both require: 
A central owner of action. 
c. Blame (self & other) 
“I did this wrong” 
“They did this to me” 
Both depend on: 
Fixed agents with control. 



d. Narrative Identity 
“I am this kind of person” 
Built from: 
memory 
interpretation 
repetition 
Maintained by: 
Constant referencing of “me.” 
e. Seeking / Becoming 
“I need to become better” 
Requires: 
a current deficient self 
a future improved self 
Drives: 
Endless striving. 
f. Regret & Pride over the past 
“I shouldn’t have…” 
“I’m glad I…” 
Both assume: 
A continuous agent across time. 
g. Anxiety about the future 
“What will happen to me?” 
“What if I fail?” 
Requires: 
Projection of “I” into imagined futures. 
h. Control over internal states 
“I need to stop thinking this” 
“I should feel differently” 
Creates: 
Internal conflict. 

The Key Seeing 
The “I” is not found as an entity. 
It appears as: 
a thought 
a label 
a reference point 



Inserted into experience. 
Once inserted, it organizes everything around itself: 
ownership 
control 
judgment 
comparison 
But if you look directly: 
There is: 
sensation 
perception 
thought appearing 
And occasionally: 
A thought that says 
“I am doing this.” 
That’s the pivot. 

Practical Inquiry 
Next time something happens, slow it down: 
What is actually happening? 
sensations 
movements 
thoughts appearing 
When does “I” appear? 
Does the “I” exist before the thought about it? 
What changes when the “I” thought is believed? 
You’re not trying to remove the “I”. 
Just see its construction. 



Nothing Special Happened 

 
Song — Nothing Extra Here 
Clara was waiting for something. 
Not consciously. 
Not in words. 
But there was a quiet expectation running underneath everything: 
Clarity should feel like something. 
Lighter. 
Brighter. 
Peaceful. 
Certain. 
Something. 
She was sitting on a bench near the water, watching people pass. A 
dog barked in the distance. A breeze moved across her face. 
And her mind kept checking: 
Is this it? 
Am I clear right now? 
It doesn’t feel like anything… 
That last part bothered her. 
Because if clarity was real, surely it would show up as an 
experience. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/nothing-extra-here


Something noticeable. 
Something she could recognise and hold. 
A thought appeared: 
Maybe I’m missing it. 
A small contraction followed. 
Then another thought: 
You’re not getting this. 
A slightly heavier contraction. 
She shifted on the bench. 
Looked out over the water. 
Tried again. 
Okay… just be present. 
Immediately, another layer formed: 
Am I doing it right? 
She laughed quietly. 
Not out of joy. 
More like fatigue. 
Then something simple happened. 
A bird flew low across the water. 
For a moment, there was just: 
movement 
light 
sound 
No commentary. 
No checking. 
No “me doing this.” 
Then the thought came back: 
That was it! That was clarity! 
And with it— 
the whole structure returned. 
Comparison. 
Evaluation. 
Ownership. 
I had it… now I’ve lost it. 
She paused. 
Something about that felt off. 
Because what had actually happened? 



A bird flew. 
Seeing happened. 
Then a thought labelled it. 
And then another thought claimed it. 
She sat still. 
Let it all be there. 
Another thought appeared: 
This isn’t special enough. 
And this time, instead of following it, she noticed: 
That thought… is just appearing. 
No need to argue with it. 
No need to fix it. 
Just: 
sound of wind 
weight of the body on the bench 
thought saying “not special enough” 
All happening the same way. 
Equal. 
Nothing stood out as “clarity.” 
And that was the point. 
Clarity hadn’t arrived. 
Nothing had changed. 
There was just no confusion about what was what. 
The thought wasn’t mistaken for truth. 
The sensation wasn’t turned into a problem. 
The moment wasn’t measured against an expectation. 
Clara smiled. 
Not because she’d found something. 
Because she finally saw: 
Nothing special was required. 



The Gap Between Knowing and Living 
Song — The Body Takes Its Time 
what is the relationship between knowing something intellectually and the 'nervous 
system' aligning?


Good—this is where most people quietly get stuck.

You can see it clearly, even explain it beautifully… 
and still react like nothing was seen.

That’s not failure. 
It’s two different systems doing different jobs.


The Relationship (clean) 
1. Intellectual knowing = model update 
2. Nervous system = prediction + survival patterning 
They run on different timelines.


What “intellectual knowing” actually is 
You recognise:

“There’s no controller”

“Thoughts are just thoughts”

“This isn’t personal”

That’s a cognitive map update.

Mostly:

prefrontal cortex

language networks

conceptual understanding

It’s fast. 
It can change in a moment.


What the nervous system is doing 
The nervous system is running:

threat detection

habit loops

emotional patterning

body-based predictions

Key players:

amygdala (salience/threat)

insula (body sensing)

basal ganglia (habits)

autonomic system (activation states)

This system asks:

👉  “Based on past experience, what should I do right now to survive?”

It doesn’t care about your philosophy.


The mismatch 
You know:

“This isn’t personal”

But the body still does:

tightens

defends

reacts
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contracts

Why?

Because:

👉  the prediction hasn’t updated yet


The key mechanism (this is the bridge) 
The nervous system updates through:

👉  prediction error + repetition

Not insight.


Example 
You see clearly:

“Neck tension isn’t a problem”

But when it appears:

the body still tightens

the system predicts: “danger / fix needed”

If you then:

resist it

analyse it

try to remove it

You reinforce the old loop.


But if instead: 
tension appears

it is felt

no strong interference happens

nothing bad follows

Then:

👉  prediction error occurs

The system learns:

“Oh… this doesn’t need fixing”

Over time:

👉  the reaction softens


This is why your experience looks like: 
seeing clearly

then still reacting

then seeing again

Not a problem.

That is the rewiring.


Important correction 
You are not:

👉  “trying to align the nervous system”

That framing keeps control alive.

What’s actually happening:

👉  the system updates itself when it’s not constantly interfered with


Why it feels slow 



Because:

cognitive insight = instant

nervous system learning = gradual

And:

👉  old patterns had thousands of repetitions


The trap you’re close to 
You said:

“How do I uproot this and be done with it?”

That is:

👉  the mind trying to use insight to force a nervous system shift

That creates:

pressure

subtle resistance

more looping


The clean orientation 
When something arises:

Notice it

Notice the story about it

Don’t try to force a different state

That’s it.


What actually changes over time 
Not:

sensations disappearing

thoughts stopping

But:

less automatic tightening

faster settling

less belief in the story

less “stickiness”


The honest bottom line 
Intellectual knowing shows you:

👉  “There is no problem here”

The nervous system slowly learns:

👉  “There is no problem here”

Those are not the same moment.


Final pointer (practical) 
Next time something hits:

Instead of: 
👉  “I know this already”

Try: 
👉  “Let’s see what the body does anyway”

That curiosity is what allows updating.




The Gap Between Knowing and Living 

 
Song — The Body Takes Its Time 
Daniel understood it. 
Not vaguely. 
Not second-hand. 
Clearly. 
He could see: 
thoughts appear on their own 
the “I” is added after 
control is claimed, not found 
He could explain it to someone else without hesitation. 
And yet… 
That night, lying in bed, his neck tightened again. 
A familiar pull. 
Subtle at first. 
Then the thought: 
Here it is again. 
Followed immediately by: 
I shouldn’t still be dealing with this. 
The body reacted before he could finish the sentence. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/the-body-takes-its-time


Tightening. 
Shallow breath. 
A faint agitation spreading through the chest. 
And then the more painful one: 
If I really saw this clearly, this wouldn’t be happening. 

He turned onto his side. 
Frustrated—not loudly, but deeply. 
Because he did see it. 
So why didn’t it change anything? 

For a moment, he almost reached for a solution. 
A technique. 
A reframing. 
A correction. 
But something held. 
Not effort. 
More like… hesitation to interfere. 

So instead, he looked. 
Not at the meaning. 
At the sequence. 

Tightness in the neck. 
Then: 
This is a problem. 
Then: 
Body tightens more. 
Then: 
I need to fix this. 
Then: 
More contraction. 

He stayed with it. 
Not trying to relax it. 
Not trying to understand it. 
Just watching the machine run. 



Then something subtle clicked. 
Not a big insight. 
More like a mis-assumption falling away. 

His knowing was here: 
“This isn’t a problem.” 
But his body was still running: 
“This needs to be fixed.” 
Two systems. 
Both active. 
Not in conflict. 
Just… out of sync. 

And suddenly the frustration didn’t make sense anymore. 
Because nothing was broken. 
Nothing had gone wrong. 
The system was just… catching up. 

He lay there. 
The tension still present. 
But now without the extra layer: 
This shouldn’t be happening. 

And that changed something. 
Not the sensation. 
But the relationship. 

The neck stayed tight. 
The breath stayed shallow. 
But the fight… stopped. 

Minutes passed. 
The body shifted slightly. 
Not dramatically. 
But enough. 



And then the quiet realisation: 
He hadn’t used his understanding to fix anything. 
He had simply stopped using it as a weapon against what was 
happening. 

That was the first moment it felt real. 
Not because the tension disappeared. 
But because nothing needed to. 

Investigation — Why Knowing Doesn’t Immediately Change the 
Body 
Let’s make this precise. 
1. Two systems 
Cognitive (knowing): 
fast 
conceptual 
updates instantly 
Nervous system (body): 
slow 
predictive 
based on repetition 

2. The mismatch 
You see: 
“This isn’t a problem” 
But the body still runs: 
“This is a problem” 
That’s not contradiction. 
That’s timing. 

3. What reinforces the old pattern 
When sensation appears: 
you resist 
analyse 
try to fix 
or try to apply your insight 
All of these send the same signal: 



👉  “This matters. This is a problem.” 
The loop strengthens. 

4. What allows updating 
When sensation appears: 
it is felt 
no strong interference 
nothing bad happens 
👉  prediction error occurs 
The system learns: 
“This doesn’t need protection.” 

5. The subtle trap 
Using understanding to get rid of experience 
Examples: 
“I know this isn’t real, so it should stop” 
“I shouldn’t feel this anymore” 
This is: 
👉  control disguised as insight 

6. The clean shift 
Not: 
“I know this, so change” 
But: 
“I see this… let’s watch what happens” 

7. What changes over time 
Not: 
no more sensations 
no more reactions 
But: 
less intensity 
faster settling 
less belief 
less “this shouldn’t be here” 



The core line 
Insight shows the truth. 
The nervous system learns it through lived non-interference. 



Leaning into the future 

 
Song — Almost Enough 
Naomi was stirring her tea, not really tasting it. 
Morning light came through the window. 
The kettle clicked off behind her. 
A bird called somewhere outside. 
It was all… fine. 
And yet— 
there was a faint, almost invisible tension running underneath 
everything. 
Not sharp. 
Not dramatic. 
Just a low-grade sense: 
“This isn’t quite it.” 

Daniel sat across from her, scrolling on his phone. 
He paused. 
Noticed it in himself too. 
Not a problem he could name. 
But a subtle leaning: 
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Something needs to shift. 
This moment could be better. 
He looked up. 
Nothing was wrong. 
Still— 
the feeling persisted. 

Clara arrived a few minutes later, dropping her bag by the door. 
She smiled, hugged Naomi, sat down. 
“Nice morning,” she said. 
And she meant it. 
But even as she spoke, there was a second layer: 
I hope today goes well. 
I need to stay present. 
I should make the most of this. 
A quiet pressure. 
Improvement. 
Adjustment. 
Optimization. 

Elias was the last to arrive. 
He stood by the window, watching the trees move in the wind. 
For a brief moment, there was just: 
movement 
light 
sound 
No commentary. 
Then— 
This is good. Stay here. 
And just like that… 
the moment was no longer enough. 

They sat together. 
Talking lightly. 
Laughing. 
But beneath it all, the same current moved through each of them: 



👉  a constant, unspoken assumption 
👉  that this moment was slightly lacking 

Naomi felt it most clearly. 
A tightening just under the sternum. 
A forward pull. 
Not strong—but always there if she checked. 
She paused mid-sentence. 
Looked directly at it. 

What was actually there? 
sensation in the chest 
a faint restless energy 
a thought: “something more” 

That was it. 

But usually, that thought wasn’t seen as a thought. 
It was taken as truth. 
And from there: 
reaching 
adjusting 
seeking 
fixing 

She watched it unfold in real time. 
The subtle dissatisfaction appeared. 
Then: 
I need to feel more connected. 
I should be more present. 
This could be deeper. 
And the body leaned forward—almost imperceptibly. 

She didn’t try to stop it. 
Didn’t try to correct it. 
Just saw it. 



Across the table, Daniel frowned slightly at something on his 
phone. 
Clara checked her reflection in the window. 
Elias shifted his weight, scanning the room. 
Different content. 
Same movement. 

Naomi smiled softly. 
Not because anything had improved. 
But because something had been exposed. 

The dissatisfaction wasn’t caused by the moment. 
It was added to it. 
Quietly. 
Automatically. 

And more striking: 
The moment had been complete the entire time. 
The only thing saying otherwise… 
was a thought. 

She picked up her tea. 
Took a sip. 
Nothing special. 
No breakthrough. 
No transformation. 

Just no longer believing: 
“This isn’t enough.” 

Investigation — The Hidden Default: Dissatisfaction 
This is subtle—and constant. 

1. The unnoticed baseline 
Most of the time, there is a background tone: 
“this could be better” 
“something is missing” 



“not quite there yet” 
It’s rarely loud. 
Which is why it goes unquestioned. 

2. The structure 
Every instance follows the same pattern: 
present-moment sensation 
thought: “not enough / not complete” 
movement: improve, fix, deepen, resolve 

3. The critical point 
The dissatisfaction is not coming from: 
the situation 
the people 
the body 
It comes from: 
👉  a thought taken as truth 

4. Why it feels real 
Because it’s paired with sensation: 
tightness 
restlessness 
subtle agitation 
So it feels like: 
👉  “something is actually wrong” 
But look closely: 
sensation is real 
thought is real (as a thought) 
the meaning is added 

5. How it drives everything 
This one mechanism fuels: 
seeking 
self-improvement 
comparison 
success/failure 
relationship doubt 



“being present” effort 
All of it rests on: 
👉  the assumption that now is insufficient 

6. The trap for you (important) 
You try to: 
👉  “fix dissatisfaction” 
But that move: 
👉  is dissatisfaction 

7. Direct check 
Right now: 
Is there any sense of: 
waiting 
improving 
getting somewhere 
needing something to shift 
If yes: 
Look at it as: 
sensation 
thought: “this isn’t enough” 
urge 

8. The shift 
Not: 
“Make this moment enough” 
But: 
👉  see the thought that says it isn’t 

9. What happens 
Nothing magical. 
But: 
the pressure softens 
the forward lean relaxes 
the moment stops being a problem 



Core line 
Dissatisfaction is not a signal. 
It is a story attached to sensation. 



The Road That Didn’t Go Anywhere 

 
Song — The Road Doesn’t Move Away 
Daniel was sitting on the curb outside the house, waiting for 
Naomi. 
Late afternoon light stretched long across the street. 
A quiet suburban road ran straight ahead, disappearing into the 
distance. 
He stared at it. 
The familiar visual: 
Wide near his feet. 
Narrow far away. 
A perfect funnel. 

Naomi came out, keys in hand. 
“You ready?” 
Daniel didn’t answer straight away. 
“Look at this,” he said, pointing. 
She followed his gaze. 
“The road?” 
“Yeah… but look properly.” 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/the-road-doesnt-move-away


She stood beside him. 
They both looked. 

The edges of the road clearly converged. 
Far away, it seemed to shrink. 
Like it was actually getting thinner. 

Naomi squinted slightly. 
“Yeah… perspective.” 
Daniel nodded. 
“But is it actually thinner?” 
She paused. 
“No… it’s the same width.” 

He pointed again. 
“On the image—right now—those two points…” 
He gestured: 
one close to their feet 
one far down the road 
“…are both just… here. In the seeing.” 

Naomi didn’t respond. 
She kept looking. 

Because something didn’t quite line up. 

Visually: 
The far end looked distant. 
But experientially? 
Both near and far appeared in the same field. 
No actual distance between them. 

She stepped forward slightly. 
Then back. 
The image shifted—but the structure remained. 

The narrowing wasn’t in the road. 



It was in how the brain interpreted the image. 

And then it landed. 
Quietly. 

If that’s happening here… 
Why would it be different anywhere else? 

She turned to Daniel. 
“You’re saying…” 
He smiled slightly. 
“I’m not saying anything. Just look.” 

She looked again. 
This time not at the road as an object. 
But at the experience of seeing. 

There was: 
colour 
shape 
light 
contrast 
And the thought: 
That part is far away. 

She stayed with it. 
Dropped the thought. 

What remained? 
Just: 
👉  one flat field of appearance 
No measurable gap. 
No actual distance. 

The sense of depth was still there. 
But now it looked like… 
an effect. 



Constructed. 
Inferred. 

Naomi laughed softly. 
“Everything I see feels like it’s out there.” 
Daniel nodded. 
“Yeah. Feels like it.” 

She looked again. 
The road stretched out. 
The far end still looked distant. 

But experientially? 
Nothing had moved away. 

The whole thing— 
near and far— 
was appearing in the same place. 

And the quiet shift: 
Distance hadn’t disappeared. 
It had been exposed. 

Investigation — How Distance Is Created 
Let’s make this precise. 

1. The road example 
In an image: 
the road appears wide near you 
narrow far away 
But in actual seeing: 
👉  both “near” and “far” are equally present in the visual field 
There is no actual distance in the image itself. 

2. What creates “distance” 
The brain uses cues: 



size scaling 
perspective lines 
shading 
memory of how roads behave 
And infers: 
👉  depth 
👉  distance 
👉  space 

3. The key point 
Distance is not directly perceived. 
It is: 
👉  constructed from visual information 

4. Apply this to “real life” 
Right now: 
Look at something across the room. 
It feels: 
👉  “over there” 
But check: 
In the actual experience of seeing: 
is there a measurable gap? 
or just a visual field with depth cues? 

5. Same mechanism 
The brain does exactly the same thing as with the road: 
interprets 
reconstructs 
labels 
And outputs: 
👉  “distance” 

6. Add the self 
Then another layer: 
“I am here” 



“that is there” 
Now you get: 
👉  separation 
👉  subject vs object 

7. What is actually present 
Before interpretation: 
There is: 
seeing 
hearing 
sensing 
All appearing: 
👉  here 

8. Important correction 
This is not saying: 
👉  “the world doesn’t exist” 
It’s saying: 
👉  distance is not experienced directly—it is inferred 

9. Direct check 
Right now: 
Look at something “far away” 
Notice the visual field 
Notice the thought: 
“that is far” 
Then ask: 
👉  Without the thought, where is the distance? 

Core line 
Distance is not in what is seen. 
It is in how the brain explains what is seen. 



Using the Map Without Getting Lost 

 
Song — It Still Looks That Way 
Naomi was driving. 
Daniel sat in the passenger seat, Elias in the back, Clara scrolling directions on her phone. 
“Next turn in 300 metres,” Clara said. 
Naomi nodded, eyes on the road. 

The road stretched ahead. 
Wide near the car. 
Narrow in the distance. 
It looked like it was tapering off. 

Daniel smiled slightly. 
“Still narrowing?” 
Naomi laughed. 
“Yeah… still looks like that.” 

She didn’t correct it. 
Didn’t need to. 
Her hands moved on the wheel. 
Foot adjusted pressure on the pedal. 
The car turned exactly where it needed to. 

No confusion. 
Even though the illusion remained. 

Elias leaned forward. 
“So the illusion doesn’t go away.” 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/it-still-looks-that-way


Naomi shook her head. 
“No. It’s useful.” 

Clara added: 
“If I waited to see ‘no distance’ before giving directions, we’d never get anywhere.” 
They laughed. 

The GPS voice continued: 
“Turn left.” 

Naomi followed it. 

In that moment, everything was functioning: 
distance (as a useful construct) 
location 
direction 
coordination 

All based on interpretation. 
All based on illusion. 

And yet— 
nothing was wrong. 

Naomi spoke quietly: 
“The problem was never the illusion.” 
Daniel nodded. 
“It was believing it as absolute.” 

She glanced in the rear-view mirror. 
Caught her own reflection. 
For a second, the old sense appeared: 
👉  “me in here” 

👉  “world out there” 

It still showed up. 

But now it was recognised. 

Not as truth. 
As a tool. 

The same with everything: 
identity 
language 
distance 
control 
relationship 



All still functioning. 
All still appearing. 

But no longer heavy. 
No longer something to defend. 

They arrived. 
Parked. 
Stepped out. 

The world still looked exactly the same. 

But the quiet shift: 
Nothing needed to be corrected. 
Only understood. 

Investigation — Illusions Are Not the Problem 
This is an important integration point. 

1. Illusions remain 
After clear seeing: 
distance still appears 
separation still appears 
identity still appears 
thoughts still label 
the body still reacts 
Nothing is removed. 

2. What changes 
Not the illusion. 
But: 
👉  recognition of the illusion 

3. Why illusions are useful 
They support: 
navigation (distance, space) 
communication (language, identity) 
coordination (time, planning) 
survival (body mapping, threat detection) 
Without them: 
👉  functioning would collapse 

4. The original problem 
Not illusion itself. 
But: 
👉  taking the interpretation as absolute reality 

5. The shift 



From: 
👉  “this is how it is” 
To: 
👉  “this is how it appears / is constructed” 

6. Reaction vs response 
When illusion is believed: 
reactions are rigid 
defensive 
automatic 
When illusion is recognised: 
responses become flexible 
adaptive 
less personal 

7. Example 
Neck tension appears. 
Old pattern: 
👉  “this is a problem” → resistance → amplification 
Clear seeing: 
👉  “sensation + interpretation” → space → adaptability 

8. Identity 
Identity still functions: 
name 
role 
personality 
But now seen as: 
👉  a working model, not a fixed self 

9. Control 
Control still appears: 
decisions 
actions 
corrections 
But no longer assumed to be: 
👉  owned by a central “me” 

10. The key integration 
You don’t remove illusions. 
You: 
👉  stop mistaking them for reality 

11. What this allows 
less friction 
less resistance 
more fluid interaction 



more appropriate responses 

Core line 
Illusions are tools for navigation. 
Confusion comes from believing they are reality. 



The Heat That Didn’t Belong to Anyone 

 
Song — Not About Me 
Naomi was mid-sentence when Daniel cut across her. 
“No—that’s not what you said yesterday.” 
The room tightened. 
Clara looked down. Elias stilled. 
And in Naomi— 
a flash. 
Hot. Immediate. Sharp. 

Before any words: 
heat in the chest 
jaw tightening 
a quick surge upward 
Then the thought: 
He’s undermining me. 
And right behind it: 
That’s not okay. 

The body leaned forward. 
Ready to respond. 
Correct. Defend. Push back. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/not-about-me


But something paused. 
Not suppression. 
Not control. 
Just a fraction of space. 

She noticed the sequence. 
Clean. 

Sensation → heat 
Thought → he’s undermining me 
Impulse → push back 

She stayed with the sensation. 
Not the story. 

The heat moved. 
Expanded slightly. 
Then pulsed. 

Another thought tried to hook in: 
You need to say something now. 

She saw that too. 
A thought. 
Not a command. 

Across from her, Daniel kept talking. 
Explaining. 
Unaware. 

Naomi watched carefully. 
The heat wasn’t “him.” 
The heat wasn’t “her.” 
It was: 
👉  sensation 
👉  plus a meaning attached 



Without the meaning— 
what was left? 

Just energy. 
Movement. 
Intensity. 

No problem yet. 

The problem appeared when the story landed: 
This is happening to me. 
This means something about me. 
This needs to be corrected. 

She felt the urge again. 
Still there. 
But now different. 

Not her. 
Just an impulse arising. 

She let Daniel finish. 
Then spoke. 
Calm. Direct. 
“No—I said something slightly different. Let me clarify.” 

No suppression. 
No explosion. 
No performance of “being spiritual.” 

Just a response. 
Clean. 
Appropriate. 

The heat had already shifted. 
Not because she controlled it. 



But because she hadn’t built a self around it. 

Afterward, Clara leaned over. 
“That was… different.” 
Naomi smiled. 
“Yeah.” 
“What changed?” 

Naomi thought for a moment. 
Then said: 
“It wasn’t personal.” 

Clara frowned slightly. 
“It felt personal.” 

Naomi nodded. 
“Yeah. It still feels that way.” 

She tapped her chest lightly. 
“But the feeling isn’t the problem.” 

Elias looked up. 
“Then what is?” 

Naomi shrugged gently. 
“Believing what it says.” 

Investigation — Why Triggers Feel Personal (and How They 
Become Workable) 
Let’s go precise. 

1. What a trigger actually is 
A trigger is: 
👉  fast pattern activation 
sensation (body) 
emotional tone 
associated thoughts 



2. The structure (slow it down) 
When triggered: 
sensation appears (heat, tightness, drop) 
salience: “this matters” 
thought attaches meaning: 
“this is about me” 
“this is wrong” 
“this needs action” 

3. Where “personal” comes from 
The sensation itself is not personal. 
The thought makes it personal: 
👉  “this is happening to me” 

4. What’s overlooked 
Before the story: 
There is only: 
sensation 
activation 
movement 
No owner. 

5. The key shift 
Not: 
“this shouldn’t feel personal” 
But: 
👉  see how ‘personal’ is constructed 

6. Why this matters 
If believed: 
reaction becomes rigid 
defensive 
escalates quickly 
If seen: 
space appears 
flexibility increases 



response becomes available 

7. Workable does NOT mean passive 
Important: 
Seeing it as constructed does NOT mean: 
no action 
no boundaries 
no response 
It means: 
👉  action without identification 

8. Direct check (in real time) 
Next trigger: 
What is the raw sensation? 
What thought just attached meaning? 
What impulse follows? 

9. The turning point 
You don’t remove the trigger. 
You see: 
👉  the story that makes it about you 

10. What changes over time 
same triggers may arise 
same sensations may fire 
But: 
less stickiness 
faster settling 
less escalation 

Core line 
The trigger is sensation. 
The “personal” is the story attached to it. 



The Line That Held Without a Holder 

 
Song — No One to Be Good 
Clara was walking home when she saw it. 
A man ahead of her, voice raised. 
A woman backing away. 
Tension in the air—sharp, unmistakable. 

Before any thought— 
the body moved. 

Her pace quickened. 
Her chest tightened. 
Her voice came out, clear: 
“Hey—everything okay here?” 

The man turned. 
Startled. 
The moment shifted. 

https://soundcloud.com/vince-schubert-1/no-one-to-be-good


The woman stepped aside. 
Nodded quickly. 
Walked toward Clara. 

No plan. 
No internal debate. 
No moral calculation. 

Just action. 

They stood together for a moment. 
The man muttered something and walked off. 

Silence returned. 

Clara felt her breath. 
Fast at first. 
Then settling. 

A thought appeared: 
I did the right thing. 

She noticed it. 

Then another: 
That could’ve gone badly. 

She noticed that too. 

But what stood out wasn’t the thoughts. 

It was this: 
👉  the action had already happened 

No “controller” had stepped in to decide. 
No “self” had weighed options. 
No “identity” had managed the moment. 



Yet— 
the response was: 
appropriate 
protective 
human 

Later, sitting with Naomi and Elias, she told the story. 

Elias asked: 
“So if there’s no controller… why did you act?” 

Clara smiled slightly. 
“I didn’t.” 

They looked at her. 

She shrugged. 
“It just… happened.” 

Naomi leaned forward. 
“But it wasn’t random.” 

“No,” Clara said. 
“It wasn’t random.” 

She placed her hand on her chest. 

“This knows.” 

No philosophy. 
No abstraction. 

Just recognition. 

The organism responds. 



Without needing a “someone” to run it. 

Investigation — How Ethics Functions Without a Controller 
This is where the mind resists hardest. 
Because it assumes: 
👉  no self = no responsibility = chaos 

Let’s go precise. 

1. The assumption 
Ethics requires: 
a chooser 
a controller 
a moral agent 

2. Direct observation 
In real-time: 
actions arise 
responses happen 
speech appears 

The sense of: 
“I chose this” 
👉  appears after 

3. So what’s actually driving behaviour? 
Three main systems: 

A. Conditioning (learning) 
past experiences 
social learning 
consequences 
Shape tendencies. 

B. Nervous system regulation 
threat detection 
safety responses 



attunement to others 

C. Empathy / social wiring 
mirror systems 
emotional resonance 
relational sensitivity 

None of these require a “self.” 

4. What about responsibility? 
Here’s the key shift: 
Not: 
👉  “I am responsible as a separate self” 
But: 
👉  responsibility still functions as part of the system 

Meaning: 
actions have consequences 
feedback loops update behaviour 
learning continues 

5. What drops away 
moral self-image maintenance 
guilt as identity 
pride as identity 

6. What remains 
responsiveness 
care 
attunement 
correction when needed 

7. Why behaviour often improves 
Without the self-layer: 
less defensiveness 
less justification 
faster correction 



clearer perception 

8. Direct check 
Think of a moment you reacted badly. 

Look closely: 
reaction happened 
later: 
“I shouldn’t have done that” 
“I did that” 

Learning happens after. 
Not through a controller. 

9. Ethics without identity 
Ethics becomes: 
👉  functional alignment 
Not: 
👉  “being a good person” 

10. Important clarity 
This is NOT: 
“anything goes” 
“no accountability” 
Because: 
👉  consequences still occur 
👉  systems still adapt 

11. The deeper shift 
Without a centre: 
👉  there is no one to defend 
So: 
👉  less distortion 

12. Core line 



Ethics doesn’t require a controller. 
It emerges from the intelligence of the system itself. 
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