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To all the academics, scholars, philosophers, and professors. Once I

thanked my high school teachers, because I never quite finished college.

But I knew the value of having a good leader like these late in life as I

lived vicariously through my close friends. You teach the future society

how to live, fate will teach them how to be. Keep answering the call, even

if that’s the test in your own head. You’re acing it.



A  R E A D E R ’ S  N O T E

A note before we begin. This piece moves through depression, anxiety, and a

dark stretch of my own life, told in retrospect. If you are standing in that

dark place right now, please don’t walk it alone — in the U.S. you can call

or text 988, the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline, any hour of any day. What

follows is one person’s way out, found slowly and by circumstance. It is not

a map for anyone else, and it is not medical advice.



W
hen is the last time you tested your own ability to be human? Is that

too difficult of a question to answer? How about, when is the last

time you felt human?

Sometimes the darkness gets so deep, it’s as if the world is covered in a deep

purple. But not the kind of purple described by musicians and artists, or maybe it

is.

Don’t forget, what looks like purple to me may not be purple to you, which

also isn’t purple to the next person. You’ll never know what it looks like to me,

maybe my purple looks like your red.

Speaking of red. We all bleed the exact same color of blood. Not only that,

they’re the same structural cells of blood. Not only that, the very electrons that

make up blood are the same. Not the same type…the same electron super

positioned in all of us.

Zoom out.

Life can be extremely confusing sometimes, and that purple can turn to black

before we know it. Dark, is a feeling that we share, not a color that we see.

Every once in a while, it feels necessary to bring the blood to the surface so we

see color.

It reminds us that we’re human on the days where we don’t feel like it.

Don’t ever forget what I said about pain too, you’re only simulating the

feeling of it. That’s true for physical pain, but what of emotional? That’s true for

emotional pain, too.

At least in theory.

There was a point during my studies, where I struggled with my own

existence, but I still stuck with Transcendental Meditation every day.

Practicing.

Asking. Learning.

Asking. Praying.



Being answered.

I stood atop the mountain of my own mind, and asked the universe:

“Why am I so depressed and anxious all the time?”

The response I got was almost humorous in presentation, but mirroring in

design.

“I don’t know, why are you?”

“Because a doctor told me so.”

Silence.

I had my answer.

I need you to hold a truth here, this was not a clinical cure by any scientific or

medical standard. This was circumstantial, and took many years of TM practice

and brain pattern analytics converted into repetition therapy to find my way out

of the mess.

I am very fortunate to have discovered that reality for myself. But this is not a

call of possibility for everyone — it took me the better part of three decades to

walk through that door.

But I know what a day looks like that has no sunrise afterwards.

This much, I can assure you, because I’m human. But also, on some

subconscious level, I know this is my last trip around the globe. My last sunset

here on earth, in the grand scheme of things.

Don’t ask me how I know, I’m going to respond like a child.

Shrug.

“Because.”

Be, cause.

Be the reason for effect, otherwise the time will leave you unremembered.

Sometimes we want to forget, why?

Because we fear we won’t be remembered?



Why not?

What types of rigors and limitations have you actually tested yourself against

to see what you’re capable of?

Have you ever looked at a spoon and bent it like liquid with your mind?

Sounds crazy, doesn’t it.

But it’s easy, you just picture it happening over and over and over, and

eventually it happens in every universe except this one (especially if someone is

watching). But you just impressed a lot of other people you’ll never meet, in a

different universe invisibly layered under the one you’re in.

I’ve talked about how the brain makes you a time traveler, now you can add

wizard to your resume.

I know, I know. It’s crazy.

But wait, IS it crazy? Or does it just SOUND crazy?

We’re going to do one more quantum lens experiment, and turn it looking

towards your own phenomenology using the observer effect.

The bottomless cup theory.

I’m going to describe a phenomenon, and maybe it’s something that’s

happened to you, maybe not. Maybe it’s something you’ve heard someone else

talk about in passing, but never gave it much credit.

Walk with me.

No.

Run with me.

You’re exhausted, thirsty. You grab for your opaque water bottle, and you

chug.

Blindly.

When you picked it up, you felt roughly how much it weighed, maybe a

couple sips.

Gulp gulp.



Maybe a couple more than I thought.

Gulp gulp.

Gulp.

Wait….there’s no way there was that much water in there…

Twist off the lid, and boom empty.

But you can almost swear you felt the “swish” of water as you went to check,

but still nothing.

A small part of me believes that the things we “need” are given to us from

beyond, if the need is pure.

Zoom out, and zoom back in time.

Let’s sit with Jesus and the story of Feeding the 5000.

Who actually knew Jesus only had the five loaves of bread and two fish? The

people who Observed it before it was distributed.

What if Jesus was able to “convince” the apostles that there was more than

there actually was, in an “unseen dimension” he could reach to.

What if he could convince the crowd in front of him that the food supply

was sufficient, and then careful equation was applied to distribute, but it was

done so rapidly nobody noticed that…

Hey, I swear we only started with 5 loaves and 2 fish….

I’m not saying that’s what happened, I’m saying it’s possible.

All possible realities are possible until they’re observed and collapse in on the

same function, in order to create an observable reality.

But how could he do it, in such a way that it became timeless?

Turn the lens on the basket. Before anyone looked inside, the food was

neither enough nor not-enough — it was both at once, the way anything

unobserved holds all of what it could be. A few loaves and a feast lived in the

same basket, superposed, waiting on a look to decide them. And what aims a look

is belief. The crowd was not shown a multiplication; they were brought to the

basket already certain it would be enough — and a reality observed that surely



has only one way left to fall. He did not add to the bread. He chose, out of every

basket that could have been, the one in which the hungry were fed, and held

everyone’s gaze on it until it was the only basket left.

It lasted because that is what an aligned act does. The collapse was not spent

in that field and gone; it was folded into the story, and every time the story is read

with the same will behind it — feed them, it is enough — the same wave falls the

same way again. The miracle is not kept like a relic. It is re-performed,

downstream, by everyone who reads it and means it. The ripple never reached a

far shore.

Intent.

The fact that he wanted to feed the masses with an illogical amount of

resources, only allowed him to have just enough resources necessary to

accomplish his philanthropy.

It’s always the exact amount. Where we always live just one step short of

divinity, some how divinity always gives us the last step we need to stand up

while we’re here.

Call it God’s plan, the design, fate, call it whatever you want.

It’s reality, and it’s subjective.

But on the subject of testing, I’m no longer testing things I can’t explain.

As of today, I can’t explain my own mind.

So I’m done testing it.



Stop testing your limits.

Reach for the stars.

♥



Resonances

voices the piece leans toward — tested, not borrowed

John Locke Essay II.xxxii

The inverted spectrum: my purple may be your red, and no measurement can ever

check.

Thomas Nagel “What Is It Like to Be a Bat?”

The felt interior of a mind that no outside view can reach.

The observer effect quantum measurement

Possibility stays open until something looks; the look decides.

Hugh Everett the many-worlds interpretation

Every outcome realized at once, layered just out of sight.

The Matrix the Wachowskis

“There is no spoon” — the bending is in you, not the metal.

The Gospels Mark 6 · John 6

The feeding of the five thousand: enough made of not-enough.

Maharishi Mahesh Yogi Transcendental Meditation

The daily practice the long road out leaned on.
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On Testing

A deep purple that turns to blood and back to color — the dark we share, lifted

toward a single point of light. Reach for the stars.
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