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— How to Read This Book —

First reading:

Follow the metaphors and stories, and stay with the flow to the
end.

Feeling comes before understanding.

Second reading:

Take stock of yourself, and apply each Sequence to your own life.

This is not a book to read once and shelve,

but an operating manual to return to again and again until it
becomes part of you.
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Pre-Boot

Before You Begin

This book stands on its own.

Whatever book came before it, whatever book might
follow, everything I want to tell you is here in this
one volume. You can settle in and read without
worrying.

If you have already read Engineering of Reality
Creation, though, you may be wondering about
something: why the formulas and terminology from
that book are nowhere to be found here.

I left them out deliberately.
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If that book was a blueprint, this one is a time to fold
the blueprint away and sit beside you. Instead of
talking about rendering, data logs, or Re values, we
will tell the same story in the ordinary language we
use every day. The principles are the same. They are
simply wearing a different set of clothes. If, as you
read, you find yourself thinking, “Oh, this is what
that was about,” that is the moment the two books
meet inside you. You do not need to force that
connection. It will come naturally.

And if you have not read Engineering of Reality
Creation, feel free to skip this paragraph. This book
came into being separately, for you, from the very
start.

For anyone who would like to move between the two
books, I will quietly leave these notes here.

The Structure of Reality

• What this book calls “the mirror”

→ Part 1 called “rendering”: the idea that the
world reflects what is within us.
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• What this book calls “repeating patterns”

→ Part 1 called “recursive data logs”: why the
same things keep coming back.

• What this book calls “old wounds”

→ Part 1 called “unresolved error logs”:
memories that remain unprocessed.

• What this book calls “rewriting a wound”

→ Part 1 called “data recoding”: overwriting rather
than deleting.

Emotion and Energy

• What this book calls “fear”

→ Part 1 called “the frequency of fear, the minus
(−) sign of E.”

• What this book means by “fear is an old shield”

→ Part 1 called “the instinct of the
survival-based OS”: an old system your brain
built to protect you.
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• What this book calls “love” and “the sense of
enough”

→ Part 1 called “the frequency of love, the plus (+)
sign of E.”

• What this book calls “a life that begins with
lack”

→ Part 1 called “the code of lack”: the
mechanism by which “I want…” operates as “I
don't have….”

Resistance and Letting Go

• What this book calls “letting go”

→ Part 1 called “lowering the Re value”: taking
your foot off the brake.

• What this book describes as “when effort gets in
the way”

→ Part 1 called “the paradox of effort”: why
trying hard becomes a brake.
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• What this book means by “when you stop
forcing things, they flow”

→ Part 1 called “the physics of attachment”:
breaking down the dam that blocks the flow
of energy.

• What this book means by “ride the wave”

→ Part 1 called “the active tranquility of Homo
Sovereign, the surfer's mechanism.”

Consciousness and Change

• What this book calls “awareness”

→ Part 1 called “self-observation”: the gap
between an automatic reaction and yourself.

• What this book calls “the me who reacts
automatically”

→ Part 1 called “the character”: the biological
interface.

• What this book calls “the me who watches from
a step behind”

→ Part 1 called “the player”: the consciousness
observing the character.

16



• What this book means by “change your words,
change your day”

→ Part 1 described as “language programs the
unconscious”: commands on the tip of your
tongue.

• What this book calls “gratitude”

→ Part 1 called “the engineering of absolute
affirmation”: removing the noise of judgment.

The names are different. What they point to is the
same.

Now, make yourself comfortable and turn the first
page.
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Preface

This Book Is a Letter to You

There is something I would like to ask you.

Were you okay today?

I mean that sincerely. This is not a polite greeting. I
am asking because I genuinely want to know how
your day has been.

Perhaps you are a little tired right now. You are
doing your best, yet a corner of your heart somehow
feels empty. You have been rushing along, and
suddenly you wonder whether this is the right way.
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Or you have a vague longing for something to
change. Perhaps there is no particular reason at all.
Perhaps this is simply a night when you need some
comfort.

Whatever the reason, it is okay.

Whatever state you are in, it is okay.

Opening this book is enough.

This book is a letter to you.

It is not a book that sets out to teach you some
grand theory. Nor does it loudly promise a secret
that will transform your life. It is simply a book that
would like to sit quietly beside you as you go
through your day.

From the moment we open our eyes in the morning
to the moment we close them at night, we encounter
countless thoughts and feelings: anticipation,
anxiety, joy, regret, gratitude, fear. They arrive
without a sound and change the color of our day. Yet
nowhere have we really been taught how to notice
them.
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At school, we were taught math and science. We
heard endlessly about how to get a good job, make
money, and become successful. But nobody taught
us the things that matter most: how to live with
ourselves, how to care for our own hearts, how to
make our way through a day.

That is what this book wants to talk about.

Not some grand transformation. Just quietly looking
at the first thought that comes when you wake up.
Asking yourself once a day how you feel right now.
Before going to sleep, giving the day a gentle pat
instead of blaming it. That is all it takes. It really is
enough.

You may be skeptical. What could something so
small possibly change? I understand that feeling. We
have always been taught that we must do something
bigger, faster, more dramatic for anything to
change. But the greatest changes actually begin in
the smallest places, just as one drop changes an
entire surface of water.

This book follows the course of a day.
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Beginning with the moment you wake, we will look
together, one by one, at the emotional landscapes
we encounter every day: fear, love, wounds, words,
gratitude. Things that have always lived within us,
yet that we have never quite faced. Then, when
evening comes, we will quietly bring the day to a
close and welcome another morning.

What you discover at the end of this journey will not
be some great secret. You were already enough. You
are whole, just as you are. Only that one simple
truth. But the moment you truly accept it, everything
changes. That much I can promise.

You can read this book from the beginning, in order,
or open it wherever your heart is drawn today. There
is no prescribed way. Let your heart lead you.

You do not have to read quickly. If a sentence
touches you, it is okay to pause there. If tears
suddenly come as you turn a page, let them flow.
Those tears are words your heart has wanted to say
for a long time. Their finding a way out is already
enough.

On one page, you may think, “This is my story.” On
another, a long-forgotten memory may surface.
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When that happens, put the book down for a
moment and stay with the feeling. There is no hurry.
Your own pace is the best way to read.

There is just one thing I would like to ask. While you
are reading, please do not judge yourself. Set aside,
for a while, words such as “Why can't I even do this?”
or “Why am I still like this?” This book is not trying to
fix you. You are not something that needs fixing.

You are not inadequate. You are not a problem. You
simply have not yet been able to tell yourself that.
This book would like to be the first voice to say it to
you.

Let me be honest with you.

The person writing this book is not perfect either. I
still feel afraid. I still lose my footing. I still have
nights when I doubt myself. These words are not
being written by someone who attained some great
enlightenment and solved everything.

But I have learned one thing.

It is okay.
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It is okay to be afraid. If you fall, you can get up
again. You do not have to be perfect. And when I
understood that, life began to change, little by little.

So this book is not a lesson. It is a conversation as we
walk together.

It does not stand in front of you saying, “Do this.” It
sits beside you and shares, “I felt that too. And then I
found this.” Sometimes we may laugh; sometimes
we may cry. All of it is part of a natural process. Every
one of those feelings deserves to be welcomed.

We will walk this path together, following the hours
of a day from morning to evening and into another
morning. We will look together for the small lights
hidden in the feelings you experience, the thoughts
you encounter, and the habits you repeat each day.

If you have read the first book in this series,
Consciology—Engineering of Reality Creation, you
will meet familiar principles here in new clothes. But
if you have not, that is no problem at all. This book is
a complete story in itself. Everything you need is
already here.

Now, let us begin.
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The moment you turn the first page, a small change
begins. You may not see it yet. You may not feel it.
That is okay. A seed grows quietly underground.
Until a shoot appears, it may seem that nothing is
happening, but in truth it is growing every moment.

So are you.

You are already growing.

You just do not know it yet.

I hope this book offers a small opening through
which you can notice it.

You are not alone.

This book will stay beside you.

Wishing you well
through your day
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1
Sequence



{Morning—What Begins
the Moment You Open

Your Eyes}



Sequence 1

Morning—What Begins the Moment
You Open Your Eyes

For You, Expecting Another Day Just Like the Last

The alarm rings.

Your eyes are not even open, but today has already
begun inside your head. Tasks to do, people to see,
problems to deal with flash behind your eyelids.
Your body is still under the covers, but your mind
has already leaped into the middle of the day.
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And from somewhere comes a familiar voice.

“Another busy day, I suppose.”

“I have to do that again.”

“I just hope nothing goes wrong.”

Isn't it strange? Nothing has happened yet, but we
have already reached a verdict on the day. Not an
expectation that something good might happen, but
a sense that yesterday will repeat itself. Sometimes it
is heavier still: a vague anxiety that something might
go wrong.

It is not just you. Most of us do this.

When you think about it, we were never taught how
to begin a day. We learned to brush our teeth, get
dressed, and leave the house. But nobody taught us
how to notice the state of our mind at the moment
we wake.

So we begin every morning the same way. The
moment we wake, we automatically pick up
yesterday's feelings, summon tomorrow's worries,
and set off in the same state of mind. As though we
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were opening the very file we saved before going to
bed last night.

Here is something interesting.

The reason yesterday keeps repeating is not outside
us. It is not because our job has stayed the same, our
circumstances are poor, or we have no luck.
Yesterday repeats because we so often begin the
morning with the same mind we had yesterday.

Our mind makes a kind of preliminary sketch. The
moment we wake, it sketches in advance what colors
the day will have. Remarkably, the day usually
unfolds along those lines. When we are anxious, we
notice scenes that confirm our anxiety more quickly.
When we set out with a heavy heart, difficult things
feel larger.

There is nothing mystical about this. It is an ordinary
experience we have every day: an irritable day seems
full of irritations, while a good mood makes good
things seem especially plentiful. That is not a
coincidence. The mind's sketch is shaping the
landscape of the day.

But there is some good news.
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The sketch can change.

You do not have to begin with yesterday's mind. The
moment you wake, simply pausing, however briefly,
and noticing, “Oh, this is the state I'm in,” can change
the sketch. A small gap opens in the habit of
automatically carrying yesterday's feelings forward.

It is nothing grand. It requires no tremendous
resolve. Just pause once, at the moment you wake.
Let us now look together at what that single pause
can change.

Before Your Eyes Open, Your Mind Is Already
Painting the Day

Let us try an experiment.

Tomorrow morning, when the alarm rings and you
wake, do nothing. Just lie still for five seconds. Then
ask yourself:

“What is the very first thing coming into my mind?”

You will probably be surprised to find that your mind
is already busy before your eyes are even open.

Some days, your to-do list comes first. On others, it is
an unpleasant conversation from the night before.
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Some days, a heaviness you cannot explain presses
on your chest. And, very occasionally, you wake with
a flutter of anticipation, like the night before a school
outing when you were a child.

Think back to the night before a school outing.

As children, we could hardly sleep when we knew an
outing was coming the next day. We closed our eyes
and pictured it: running and laughing with friends,
sharing delicious food, exploring somewhere new.
Our hearts were already living tomorrow. And when
the day came, it was usually just as much fun as we
had imagined.

The opposite happens too. Tomorrow brings an
important presentation, a difficult conversation, or a
result you must wait for. On those nights, worry
arrives first. “What if it goes wrong?” “What if I make
a mistake?” Your mind is already drawing
tomorrow's worst-case scenario. And those days
really do become heavy ones.

Is it a coincidence?

Many people think so. They say that when we feel
good, good things catch our attention, and when we
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feel bad, bad things do. That is all. Of course, there is
some truth in that. But there is a part it cannot
explain on its own.

Our mind is not simply “seeing” the world. It is
“painting” it.

This is not a metaphor. The color of the feeling we
carry in the morning actually influences what we see,
hear, and choose, and whom we meet throughout
the day. When a painter lays a base color on a
canvas, it affects whatever is painted over it. In the
same way, our morning feelings become the base
color of the day's canvas.

A morning that begins with eager anticipation lays
down a warm base color. The day unfolding over it
naturally takes on a warmer tone. The same
situation looks a little gentler; the same problem
feels a little lighter.

A morning that begins with worry and anxiety lays
down a cold base color. The day unfolding over it
feels somehow heavier, and the same situation
seems a little more threatening.
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In the end, the greatest influence on the day's color
is not what happens outside us. It is the base color
our mind laid down that morning.

There is no need to feel anxious about this.

You might think, “So, because I've been starting
every morning with worry, all the days I've had are
my own fault?” Absolutely not. The state of mind
in which we begin the morning is mostly
automatic. We have not consciously chosen it. It is
a habit accumulated over a long time, a response
that has become ingrained.

Nobody decides, “Today I'll begin with anxiety.” You
simply open your eyes, and the feeling is already
there. There is no reason at all to blame yourself.

What matters is not the past. What matters is what
begins now.

What you can do from now on is very simple.

At the moment you wake, notice the base color
being laid down automatically. “Oh, this is the color
in my mind this morning.” Just take one look. That is
all.
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The remarkable thing is that even one look begins to
change the base color. Even if it is dark, the moment
you notice it, a small patch of light has already
entered. Noticing means you are no longer simply
being pulled along by automatic reactions. For a
moment, you step out of autopilot and take the
wheel of your own day.

It is a tiny moment. It takes less than five seconds.
Yet those five seconds change the day's base color;
those days add up to change a month; those months
come together to change your life.

It may be hard to believe. That is okay. You do not
have to believe it. Just try it once tomorrow morning.
When the alarm rings, do not get up right away. Lie
still for five seconds and quietly sense the color
already in your mind.

That is enough. It really is enough to begin.

Why Your First Thought of the Morning Matters

There was a person.

Every morning, this person began the day in the
same order: turn off the alarm, pick up the phone,
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check the news and messages. In less than a minute,
the world's worries came flooding in through their
eyes. An accident somewhere, a troubled economy,
someone's angry post. Every morning began with
other people's feelings and the problems of the
world outside.

This person was always tired, worn out before the
day had even begun. The strange thing was that
they did not know why. Even after enough sleep,
even on days with nothing particularly difficult
ahead, they felt heavy from the morning onward.

Does any of this sound familiar?

The first thought of the morning has far more power
than we imagine.

We spoke earlier about the mind's base color: how
morning feelings set the tone of the whole day. What
most strongly determines that color is the very first
thought and feeling we encounter on waking.

The first few minutes of the day are, when you think
about it, the time when the mind is most open. As we
emerge from sleep, consciousness is not yet fully
awake. Our defenses are low and our filters loose.
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What enters at that time therefore leaves the
deepest imprint.

Why do we look at our phones as soon as we wake?
Mostly out of habit. We feel uneasy unless we check
something, so our hand reaches out automatically.
But what we are really doing is taking in other
people's feelings and the noise of the world as our
own base color, at the day's most open moment.

It is like throwing the morning's first pebble into a
lake that settled into stillness overnight. Its ripples
spread across the whole lake. If anxiety from the
news is that first pebble, ripples of anxiety spread
through the day. If someone's angry message is
first, the whole day lies in that feeling's wake.

This does not mean “Don't look at your phone.”

We all have practical reasons to check messages in
the morning sometimes. What matters is not a ban,
but the order of things. What do you encounter first
when you wake: the noise of the outside world, or
the stillness within?

What if those first few minutes became a time to
meet your own heart instead of other people's
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feelings? Before taking in the world's news, you
could first sense the state of mind with which you
want to begin today.

“What base color do I want to lay down for today?”

That one question alone changes the morning.

Five Minutes That Change Your Day

Let us return to the person we spoke about earlier.

One day, this person, who always checked their
phone first thing, changed one tiny thing. Instead of
reaching for it on waking, they decided to lie still and
do nothing for just five minutes.

At first it felt awkward. They had not known doing
nothing could be so difficult. Their hand kept moving
toward the phone. Tasks clamored inside their head.
Still, they decided to hold on for five minutes, just
five.

What they did in those five minutes was nothing
special. They looked at the ceiling and listened to
their breathing. Then, quietly, they said to
themselves, “I hope today will be an okay day.” That
was all.
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The first day, they felt no change. The second was
the same. But after about a week, they noticed
something unexpected. The morning heaviness had
eased a little. It was not completely gone, but it was
clearly lighter than the day before. And that
lightness began, little by little, to change the tone of
the entire day.

How can just five minutes make such a difference?

The secret is in the pause.

The mind has a kind of autoplay function. The instant
we wake, yesterday's feelings and tomorrow's
worries begin playing automatically. We did not
choose this. It is a habit ingrained through long
repetition, like an alarm that plays the same song
every morning.

But if we remain still and do nothing for five minutes
after waking, a brief gap opens in that autoplay.
Even when yesterday's feelings surface, there is
room to watch from a step behind instead of
immediately following them.

“Oh, this is what is coming up this morning.”
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That one sentence is enough. You do not have to get
rid of the feeling or change it. Simply notice it.
Remarkably, its power to pull you along weakens a
little. The autoplay volume turns down a notch.

And in that quieter space, you can gently lay down
the base color you want.

“Let's take today a little more lightly.”

“I have a feeling something good may happen
today.”

“I don't know yet, but it could be a good day.”

It need not be grand. It is okay if you cannot fully
believe it. Just say it quietly to yourself once. It is like
planting a seed. Nothing is visible at the moment
you plant it, but the seed grows quietly throughout
the day.

Here is a practical way to try it.

Tomorrow morning, when the alarm rings, do not
get up immediately or look at your phone. Just lie
still for five minutes, with your eyes open or closed.
Then slowly do these three things.
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First, take a deep breath in and let it out. Just once is
enough.

Second, quietly sense the feeling in your mind.
Whether it is heavy, light, or nothing at all, that state,
exactly as it is, is today's starting point.

Third, choose one thing you would like to say to the
day and quietly say it to yourself. “Today will be an
okay day.” “Today, I am enough.” Any words will do,
as long as they reach your heart.

That is all. It takes less than five minutes. Yet those
five minutes change the base color of the remaining
twenty-three hours and fifty-five minutes.

You may think, “I don't have that kind of time in the
morning.” With children crying, work to get to, and a
mountain of tasks, where would five minutes come
from? I understand. If that is how it is, it does not
have to be five minutes. Three is fine. One is fine.
Even a single deep breath as you turn off the alarm
will do.

What matters is not the amount of time. It is the fact
that you paused.
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Place one small comma in a morning that was
running on automatically. That alone changes the
sentence of your day.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Tomorrow morning, when the alarm rings, instead
of getting up or looking at your phone
immediately, keep your eyes closed and take one
deep breath. Then quietly say to yourself:

“Today will be an okay day.”

That is all. One minute is enough.

Try it just once tomorrow morning.

*

It does not matter how you have begun your
mornings until now. It does not matter if worry came
first every day up to yesterday. You have done
nothing wrong.

41



But today, having read these words, you are already
a little different from who you were yesterday. You
know that the mind lays down a base color in the
morning, and that simply noticing it can change a
day.

I look forward to tomorrow morning.

May your morning tomorrow begin in a slightly
different color from today.
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{The Mirror—Why Does
My Life Always Turn Out

This Way?}



Sequence 2

The Mirror—Why Does My Life
Always Turn Out This Way?

Why the Things You Want to Change Stay the
Same

Everyone has at least one: something they want to
change that simply will not change. For one person,
it is weight. They start a diet, exercise, change what
they eat. For a while it seems to work, then somehow
everything returns to where it was. For another, it is
money. However hard they work, there is never
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enough; however much they save, another expense
appears. For someone else, it is relationships. They
want to meet a good person, yet every relationship
ends in a similar pattern.

At first, we thought we were not trying hard enough.
So we tried harder: stricter plans, stronger
willpower, more time and energy. Yet strangely, the
more effort we put in, the more the results stayed
the same, or sometimes even grew worse.

Have you had that experience too? You really worked
hard. You truly did your best. Yet nothing changed,
and you felt stuck.

I understand that feeling.

The truth is, it was not a question of your willpower
or ability.

When we want to change something, we almost
instinctively begin outside ourselves. We change our
circumstances, habits, and behavior. We switch jobs,
move house, meet new people. Of course, that
sometimes helps. But often, however much we
change on the outside, a familiar pattern appears
again.
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Similar conflicts arise at the new job. Similar
problems repeat in the new relationship. Similar
feelings find us in the new city. It is as if we carry the
same burden wherever we go.

Why?

Here is a very simple story that is hard to forget once
you hear it.

Imagine a child seeing a mirror for the first time. The
child notices something on the face in the mirror, a
mark like ink on the cheek. The child rubs the
reflected face, trying to wipe it clean. But however
hard they rub the mirror, the ink does not disappear.

Why? Because the ink is not on the mirror. It is on
the child's actual cheek.

This is exactly what happens in our lives.

The problems we meet in the outside
world—recurring conflicts, unresolved situations,
patterns that keep returning—are reflections in a
mirror. Just as rubbing the reflected face cannot
remove the ink, trying to fix outer circumstances
leaves the same problems repeating. This is why.
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The ink is not on the mirror. It is within us.

This may sound frightening. You may feel, “So you're
saying it is my fault after all.”

That is not what this means at all.

Having something within you does not mean there is
something wrong with who you are. It simply means
there is something you have not yet discovered,
something left there long ago that you did not even
know was there. Like the child who does not know
about the ink on their cheek.

And here is the good news. You can clean the mirror
endlessly, but the ink on your actual cheek only
needs wiping once. Notice what is within and look at
it. That alone begins to change what is reflected in
the outside world.

Let us take a look together, slowly, at your pace.

When Changing Everything Around You Changed
Nothing

There was a woman.

She faced the same problem at work wherever she
went: a difficult relationship with her boss. At first,
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she thought the boss was the problem—demanding,
unreasonable, unwilling to recognize her. So she
changed jobs. The new workplace had a good
atmosphere and kind colleagues. But after a few
months, similar conflicts began with her new boss.

“Again?” She was bewildered. It was clearly a
different company, a different person, a different
setting. Why was the same thing happening?

She changed jobs again, this time even changing
industries. But the result was the same. Only the
company's name and the boss's face had changed.
The feelings were astonishingly familiar: not being
recognized, not being enough, falling short no
matter what she did.

A similar story unfolds in relationships.

There was a man whose relationships always ended
in a similar way. They began passionately, but over
time he felt his partner drifting away. So he tried to
be better to them: more contact, more
accommodation, more compromise. Yet the harder
he tried, the farther away his partner moved.
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“It is because I'm not good enough,” he thought.
So he tried to change himself: improve his
appearance, develop his abilities, become more
attractive. But the same pattern repeated in each
new relationship. Only the partner's face changed.
The feeling at the end was always the same: being
abandoned.

These two stories have something in common.

Both tried to change the outside. They changed their
circumstances, the other person, their own behavior.
But one thing remained unchanged: the feeling
within them.

Inside the woman who kept changing jobs was an
old feeling: “I am not enough.” It had accumulated
since childhood. Inside the man hurt by relationships
was an old fear: “In the end, I will be abandoned.” Its
roots, too, reached back to his earliest years.

These feelings are the ink in the mirror.

When these patterns operate within us, the outside
world makes us notice confirming scenes more
often, just as a mirror faithfully reflects the ink on a
cheek. The job, the person, or the city may change,
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but if the inner pattern does not, the mirror shows
the same image.

Learning this can bring two different responses.

One is despair: “Then as long as this is inside me,
things will stay the same forever.”

The other is liberation: “Oh, then I don't have to
change everything outside me.”

The second response is the right one. The moment
you realize this is the moment the repetition begins
to stop.

Because it is the moment you stop rubbing the
mirror and finally look at your own cheek.

“Oh, the ink was on my cheek, not on the mirror.”

That single realization changes everything. You no
longer have to pour your energy into fixing the
outside. You no longer have to blame yourself for
why it is not working. You can simply look quietly at
what is within.

Then something remarkable happens. Simply
looking within begins to change the outside. The
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mirror is honest. When the inside changes, the way
you see the outside world naturally changes too.

You do not need to understand everything inside
you right now.

For now, remember only this: when the same things
repeat outside you, they are a signal addressed to
you. The mirror is saying, “Look here.” It is not trying
to punish you. It is trying to show you something.

Noticing that signal means you are already halfway
there.

We will find the other half together, step by step, as
we read on. There is no hurry. Go at your own pace.
The mirror is not going anywhere.

The World Reflects What Is Within You

Picture the night sky.

People look up at the same night sky and feel
different things. One person gazes at the stars in
wonder, amazed to exist within that vast universe.
Another looks at the same sky and feels lonely, small
and insignificant before its enormous darkness,
wishing morning would come soon.
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It is the same night sky. The stars shining above
carry no meaning of their own. Yet for one person
they become wonder, for another loneliness. What is
different?

Not the night sky, but the mind looking at it.

This is not only true of the night sky.

Everything we encounter each day rests on this
principle. The same words from the same boss pass
over us one day and wound us deeply the next. One
person worries at the news; another sees an
opportunity. One person collapses after a breakup;
another begins anew.

What happens outside us is, in itself, neutral. It is
neither good nor bad. What is within us gives it
color. Just as white light separates into different
colors through a prism, the same event is
experienced in different colors as it passes through
the prism within each of us.

That prism is your inner world: old memories,
accumulated feelings, beliefs about yourself,
expectations of the world. They determine its angle.
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And depending on that angle, the same world looks
entirely different.

Let us take another example.

Suppose you are walking along and see someone
you have not met in a while, but they pass without
saying hello. The situation itself is neutral. Yet the
experience changes completely depending on the
prism within you.

“They ignored me.”

This is the color that appears when the feeling
within is “I am not respected.”

“Did I do something wrong?”

This is the color that appears when the feeling
within is “I always make mistakes.”

“They must have been busy and not seen me.”

This is the color that appears when you feel
relatively at ease with yourself.

All three went through the same situation. Yet the
days they experienced were completely different.
The first might have felt upset all day. The second
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might have been preoccupied with working out what
they had done wrong. The third had probably
forgotten it five minutes later.

The same event, different days. The difference came
from within, not from outside.

Hearing this, you may begin to worry about your
inner world. “What if there is a lot of negativity inside
me?”

You need not worry. All of us have a mixture inside:
light and dark, warmth and cold. That is natural. It is
part of being human.

The point is not to make your inner world perfect.
That is impossible, and unnecessary. What matters is
noticing the prism you carry. “Oh, I am experiencing
this situation this way because this feeling is inside
me.” That single realization changes how you see the
world—not because the world has changed, but
because the person seeing it has.

The Day I Faced the Mirror I Had Blamed

Let us return to the woman we met earlier, the one
whose conflicts kept repeating even after three job
changes.
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Her turning point came while she was looking for a
fourth workplace. In the middle of writing her
résumé, her hand stopped. “Would another move
really change anything?” For the first time, the
question arose. Having tried moving three times, she
already knew the answer. It would not.

That night, for the first time, she asked a different
question.

“Could the problem be in me rather than outside
me?”

The moment this question arises is uncomfortable,
even painful. Blaming the outside has been a way to
keep going, and now that shield lowers. Yet this very
moment, when the question appears, is also where
real change begins.

Quietly, she looked within. What did she feel when
conflict arose with her boss? Where did that feeling
have its roots? And she encountered an old memory.

As a child, when she did something well, she heard
“You could have done better” more often than
praise. That memory had formed a belief: “No matter
what I do, I am never enough.” The belief became a
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prism, coloring the world with “I am not recognized”
no matter who her boss was.

What she did was nothing grand.

She simply faced that memory and told her younger
self:

“You were enough. Even then, you were already
enough.”

She said she cried. They were words she had not
heard in decades, spoken to her not by anyone else,
but by herself. That alone began to loosen
something in a corner of her chest.

What happened afterward was remarkable. She did
not change jobs, but her relationship with her boss
changed. The boss had not changed: the same
person, words, and manner. She was receiving them
differently. As the color of “I am not recognized”
faded, the same situation began to look different.

As the ink in the mirror disappeared, the reflected
world changed.

You may have a mirror like this too.
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A repeating pattern. The same kind of problem again
and again. A particular situation that hurts especially
deeply. This is not the world tormenting you. It is the
mirror quietly saying, “Take a look here.”

You do not have to understand that mirror
completely right now. You do not have to uncover
every old feeling. Just remember this.

When the same things repeat outside you, pause
and look within instead of blaming the mirror. That
alone gradually changes the world it reflects.

One Thing You Can Try Today

If a situation today leaves you particularly uneasy,
pause and ask:

“Have I felt this feeling before?”

It is okay if you cannot find an answer. Asking the
question is already a beginning. You have turned
toward yourself instead of toward the reflection.
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*

If trying to change the outside has exhausted you,
there is something I want to say.

Things did not stay the same because you were lazy
or inadequate. The place that needed wiping was
simply your cheek, not the mirror. And today, you
learned that.

It is okay. The mirror is not going anywhere. Look at
it slowly, at your own pace.

What will the reflected world look like on the day the
ink is gone from your cheek? I truly look forward to
that day.
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{Fear—Why Are We
Always Anxious?}



Sequence 3

Fear—Why Are We Always Anxious?

Three in the Morning, Unable to Sleep

Three in the morning.

The world is quiet. Someone may be asleep beside
you, or you may be alone. The room is dark.
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Occasionally, the sound of a car drifts in from far
away. Everything is still except the noise inside your
head.

One thought leads to another.

“How will that thing tomorrow turn out?”

“I should have said that.”

“What if this really turns into something terrible?”

“Everyone else seems to be doing fine. Why am I
like this?”

You pull up the covers, turn over, close your eyes,
but the thoughts will not stop. The quieter it is, the
clearer they become. Things forgotten in the bustle
of daylight reveal themselves one by one in the
stillness before dawn.

It is not just you.

At this hour, countless people around the world are
also lying awake, staring at the ceiling. One worries
about tomorrow's presentation, another about
health, another about money. Someone else feels a
tightness in the chest from anxiety they cannot
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explain. The worries are different, but the feeling is
remarkably similar.

A vague anxiety. A sense that something will go
wrong. Fear of what cannot be controlled.

During the day you were fine. Moving about,
meeting people, working, you did not feel it. Or
rather, it was not absent; it was hidden behind
busyness. Perhaps working so hard all day was itself
a way of avoiding this feeling.

But at night there is nowhere to hide it. No tasks, no
people to meet, no messages to check. Only you and
your thoughts remain. That is why those early hours
are frightening. It is not the darkness you fear, but
your own mind encountered in the quiet.

Let us ask a question here.

Of all the worries that came at three in the morning,
how many actually happened?

If you think carefully, most of what you worried
about in those hours never happened. Even when it
did, it was not as terrible as you imagined. You have
probably experienced how, once morning comes,
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the night's worries suddenly seem smaller. You may
have wondered, “Why was I so worried last night?”

Then what is that voice at three in the morning?
Where does it get the power to picture something
that has not happened so vividly that you feel afraid
as though it already had?

Understanding it changes sleepless nights a little.

The Voice That Asks, “What If It Goes Wrong?”

Imagine a time long ago, when we lived on the
grasslands.

You are searching for food when something rustles
behind a bush. Two responses are possible. One is to
dismiss it: “Probably nothing.” The other is to move:
“It could be dangerous. Run.”

What happened to the person who dismissed it if
the sound really was a predator? That person did
not survive. The one who reacted by running
survived, even if it was only the wind.

Over tens of thousands of years, the survivors' genes
passed down to us. As a result, a system that
overreacts to danger is deeply embedded in our
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bodies and minds. Even when there is no actual
danger, it sounds the alarm: “What if it is
dangerous?” This is where fear originally began.

The problem is that this system is still running.

We no longer live on the grasslands. There is no
predator lurking behind the bush. But our bodies
and minds still run on a program from tens of
thousands of years ago. Only the alarm's targets
have changed.

In place of the predator behind the bush,
tomorrow's presentation becomes the predator. So
does the boss's expression, the bank balance, the
unread-message notification. Nothing is actually
threatening your life, yet your body responds as
though it has met a real predator. Your heart races,
your muscles tense, and your mind fills with
worst-case scenarios.

That is the voice at three in the morning: an alarm
from a very old protective system that has guarded
you for tens of thousands of years.

Here is something important.

That voice is not your enemy.
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You do not hear it because you are weak, negative,
or somehow wrong. It is a system built to keep you
alive. It protected your ancestors for tens of
thousands of years and is still trying to do the same
job. It simply has not learned that the times have
changed.

It is like a grandmother's worries, once essential but
now a little excessive. “It is dangerous out there.”
“Don't trust that person.” “Be careful.” She does not
say these things because she dislikes you. She says
them because she loves you. Her way of loving
simply does not fit the present situation.

Fear is the same. It is not an enemy attacking you,
but an ancient guardian trying to protect you. Its
way of protecting is simply a little excessive for the
present age.

Knowing this changes your relationship with fear.

Until now, we have tried to eliminate fear. When
anxiety came, we hurried to shake it off. “Don't think
about it.” “Worrying is pointless.” “Think positively.”
We tried to suppress it with these words. But the
harder we pressed, the larger fear grew. It is like
holding a ball underwater. However hard you push it
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down, the instant you let go it shoots up more
forcefully.

You do not need to eliminate fear or fight it. You only
need to recognize what that voice is.

“Oh, the old protective system inside me is
sounding.”

“This is an alarm inside me, not an actual danger.”

Simply noticing this turns the alarm down. Fear does
not disappear entirely, but its power to drag you
around weakens. Where fear had been holding the
wheel, you can take it back.

When that voice comes at three in the morning, try
saying:

“I hear you. I know you're trying to protect me.
Thank you. But right now, I'm okay.”

It may feel awkward at first. But as you repeat it,
once, twice, the voice in those early hours really does
begin to quieten. A moment comes when fear starts
to feel like an old friend rather than an enemy.

Until that moment comes, it is okay to go slowly.
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Fear Is Not Your Enemy. It Is an Old Shield.

You may remember being afraid of a dark room as a
child.

When the light goes out, the room suddenly
changes. A clothes hanger that seemed harmless by
day becomes a monster. A moving curtain suggests
someone hiding. Your heart races and you pull the
covers over your head. Then a parent comes and
turns on the light. The monsters vanish, leaving only
the hanger and the curtain.

Something similar still happens in adulthood. An
uncertain future has simply taken the place of the
dark room.

When you try something new, “What if I fail?”
becomes a monster. When you open your heart,
“What if I get hurt?” becomes one. Before an
important decision, it is “What if I choose wrong?”
But turn on the light, and most are only hangers and
curtains.

Fear is an imagining of the future. The mind pictures
in advance what has not yet happened.
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When the mind pictures the future, though, it
habitually draws the worst-case scenario first. As we
discussed, this comes from the old survival program.
Imagining the worst allows us to prepare. It is the
same principle as getting ready to run because a
predator might appear.

But there is a trap. When the mind pictures the
worst, the body mistakes it for something actually
happening. It is only imagination, yet the heart
races, muscles tense, digestion stops, and sleep will
not come. The body cannot distinguish imagination
from reality.

That is what anxiety is: the body reacting to
something that has not happened as though it
already has. An imagined future becomes present
suffering.

Should we simply switch this system off, then?
Should we stop feeling fear?

No. Without fear, we could not respond even to
genuine danger. Without fear of heights, we might
fall from a cliff. Without caution in an unfamiliar
situation, we could expose ourselves to real danger.
Fear is still a necessary system.
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The problem is not fear itself. It is fear operating
excessively.

An alarm that sounds when a real predator appears
saves your life. An alarm triggered by a clothes
hanger, though, makes life miserable. Our task is not
to switch the alarm system off, but to learn to tell a
real alarm from a false one.

The way to distinguish them is surprisingly simple.

When fear comes, ask just one question.

“Am I safe in this moment?”

This moment. Not tomorrow, next week, or a year
from now. Right here, right now: am I safe?

Most of the time, the answer is yes. Right now, you
are sitting or lying somewhere. You are breathing,
your heart is beating, and you are reading these
words. Looking only at this moment, you are safe.

Fear almost always comes from the future. But you
are always in the present. The future danger does
not yet exist. Only this moment exists. And in this
moment, you are okay.
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Remembering this alone changes the size of your
fear.

How to Tell Fear, “Thank You, but I'm Okay”

There was a man.

For a long time, he had frozen whenever he faced a
major decision. He would consider changing jobs,
worry for days, then give up. A new business idea
would come, but “What if it doesn't work?” stopped
him before he began. He wanted to tell someone he
liked how he felt, but could not open his mouth.

He thought he was a coward. Others bravely took
chances; he could not understand why he was like
this. Fear seemed to stand in the way of his life. So
he tried to defeat it: ignore it, suppress it, pretend it
was not there.

But he could not win. The harder he suppressed it,
the larger it grew. The more he ignored it, the louder
it shouted.

One day, he tried a completely different approach.
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When fear arrived, instead of trying to beat it, he
decided to sit quietly and feel it. No fighting, no
running. Just staying with it.

At first, it was hard to bear. His chest felt tight, his
hands shook, his mind was noisy. But he stayed
seated. Then he quietly said to himself:

“You're trying to protect me, aren't you? I
understand. Thank you. But right now, I'm okay.”

Something unexpected happened. After he said it,
the fear seemed a little smaller. It had not gone, but
it had eased enough for him to breathe. A wave that
had threatened to swallow him felt reduced to
ripples washing around his ankles.

From that day on, he repeated those words
whenever fear came. They did not work every time.
Some days fear was so great that nothing seemed to
help. But most of the time, that one sentence
created a small space between him and the fear.

In that space, he could finally choose. Instead of
running because fear told him to, he could take one
step while still afraid. He learned that this was real
courage.
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Courage is not the absence of fear. It is moving while
fear is still there.

If you wait until fear is completely gone before
acting, you will wait a lifetime. Fear does not
disappear. But you can learn to move with it.

Here is something practical to try.

When fear comes, first pause. Do not run or fight.
Then move through three steps inwardly.

First, notice: “Oh, fear is here right now.” Simply
recognize that it is there. Giving the feeling a name
alone reduces its power.

Second, acknowledge it: “This fear is trying to protect
me. Thank you.” Treat it not as an enemy, but as an
old guardian.

Third, choose: “Thank you, but right now I'm okay.
I'm going to take one step.” You have heard what
fear has to say, but quietly choose not to be pulled
along by it.

These three steps take less than a minute. Yet that
minute makes the difference between a life dragged
around by fear and a life walking alongside it.
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One Thing You Can Try Today

When anxiety or worry rises today, instead of
pushing it away, quietly say:

“You're trying to protect me, aren't you? Thank
you. But right now, I'm okay.”

Just once is enough. Quietly, within.

It may be the first moment fear changes from an
enemy into a companion.

*

Having many fears does not make you weak. Feeling
fear means there is something precious within you
that you want to protect. If nothing mattered, there
would be nothing to fear.

You need not be ashamed of fear. It is evidence that
you deeply want something. And on the other side of
that fear, what you want is waiting.

One step is enough. One small step, even while
you are afraid.

Those steps come together to make your life.

75



4
Sequence



{Love—The One Thing
You Had Forgotten}



Sequence 4

Love—The One Thing You Had
Forgotten

What the Thing We Call Love Really Means

What comes to mind when you hear the word
“love”?

Some people think of a partner, others of family.
Some recall a pet's eyes, others an old friend's voice.
And for some, the word brings an ache to a corner of
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the heart. For some, love is a word that feels heavy
rather than warm.

Every response is natural. Through our own
experiences, we have each given the word a
different meaning.

But the love this book wants to talk about is a little
different from what we usually imagine.

Most of what we call love in everyday life comes with
conditions.

“I love this person because they are good to me.”
“Because they stay beside me.” “Because they
need me.” These sound natural, but each contains
a condition: because. When the condition is met,
love is there. When it disappears, love begins to
waver.

This does not mean it is bad. Most of us learned love
this way: praise for good grades, love for obedience,
recognition for meeting expectations. From
childhood, we quietly absorbed the lesson that love
has conditions.

So we believe we must do something to be loved. We
must be beautiful enough, capable enough, good
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enough. And when we feel we have not reached that
“enough,” we feel unworthy of love.

Yet sometimes we experience love without
conditions.

Anyone who has held a newborn will understand.
The baby does nothing. It says no lovely words,
displays no remarkable talent, achieves nothing. It
simply exists. Yet that existence fills your chest with
love. You love the baby not because of what it has
done, but because it is here.

People with pets have a similar experience. You do
not love your dog because it came first in an exam,
or your cat because it earns money. They are simply
there, and their existence brings you joy. There were
never any conditions in the first place.

This is love in its original form.

We feel this love naturally when we look at babies or
animals. Strangely, though, we cannot offer it to
ourselves. With ourselves, we always set conditions:
“I must do this much to deserve love.” “I have to
reach this level to be an okay person.”

Why?
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Why can we give a baby unconditional love, but not
give it to ourselves?

The answer is simple. We have forgotten.

You were once that baby too. There was a time when
you were loved simply for existing, with nothing to
do and nothing to prove. You did not place
conditions on yourself then. You did not ask whether
you were enough. You simply were, and that was
complete.

As we grew, the world taught us conditions. Through
experiences of conditional love, we began at some
point to believe, “Who I am is not enough.” That
belief has quietly governed our lives ever since.

Love, as this book speaks of it, means remembering
what was forgotten. It means recovering the feeling
that simply existing was enough, without conditions.

There is nothing grand about it. It is simply recalling
what was true from the start.

The Moment We Lost Our Sense of Enough

When exactly did it begin, this feeling that we are not
enough?
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Some will remember; others will not. But one thing is
certain: we were not born feeling this way.

Watch a very young child, and there is no sense of
inadequacy. The child does not compare themselves
with other children or assess whether they are
enough. Hungry, they cry. Happy, they laugh.
Curious, they reach out. Sleepy, they sleep. There is
no question of “Am I doing this well enough?”

But at some point, comparison begins.

It begins so quietly, so slightly, that it slips in
unnoticed.

Test scores come back at school, and your eyes
naturally drift to the score beside you. In a
sports-day race, your placing begins to matter. When
you draw, your friend's picture seems better than
yours.

At this point, the responses of those around the child
matter deeply. “Why can't you do as well as that
child?” Words like these leave a small crack in the
heart. Even without direct comparison, a subtle
phrase such as “You could have done better” tells the
child, “Who I am right now is not enough.”
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This is not one particular person's fault. Parents and
teachers usually passed on what they themselves
had learned, in the way they had learned it. It is an
inheritance: a sense of inadequacy handed down for
thousands of years.

Comparison continues into adulthood. If anything, it
becomes more sophisticated.

A colleague's promotion, a friend's wedding,
someone's travel photos or happy family pictures on
social media. We compare ourselves with others
dozens of times a day. Each time, a small voice
whispers from a corner of the mind: “You're still not
enough.” “Look how well they're doing. What are you
doing with your life?”

Hear that voice long enough, and you begin to
believe it is the truth. “I am an inadequate person”
starts to feel like a fact. Like clothes you wear every
day, inadequacy becomes part of your identity.

But consider this for a moment.

Is inadequacy really a fact? Or is it only a thought
repeated for a long time?
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As a baby, you were enough. Even doing nothing,
you were enough. As you grew, the world sent the
message “You are not enough,” and you began to
believe it. But it was a message that came from
outside, not something you originally carried.

To use the clothing image, these are not clothes you
were born wearing. They were put on you as you
grew. And clothes put on you can be taken off.

If “I am not enough” has governed you for a long
time, it is natural that it feels true. But believing
something for years does not make it a fact.
However long you have worn the wrong clothes,
you can take them off.

It is okay if you cannot believe “I am enough” right
now.

After decades of believing you are not enough, it
would be stranger if reading a passage changed you
all at once. Just leave this one question quietly in a
corner of your mind.

“Could the idea that I'm not enough perhaps not
be true?”
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This small question becomes a seed. It may seem
like nothing now, but as the question grows, one day
you will remember: “I was enough all along.”

There is no need to hurry. Seeds grow in their own
time.

A Life That Begins with Lack vs. a Life That Begins
with Enough

Imagine two people waking to the same morning.

One opens their eyes and thinks, “I have to work
hard again. I have to do better. I still have so far to
go.” Their day begins with a list of things to fill: what
they have not achieved, what is lacking, what is
missing. The mind starts from lack. It begins with an
empty cup.

The other wakes and feels, “I am alive again today.
It's okay.” Their day begins in quiet gratitude for
what is already here. Things are not perfect, but
there is a sense that life as it is is not so bad. The
mind starts from enough. It begins with a cup that
already holds something.

They live through the same day, yet experience
completely different days.
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A life that begins with lack runs endlessly.

It keeps moving to fill the empty cup: earning more,
climbing higher, acquiring more. Strangely, though,
the cup never fills. Achieving a goal brings brief
happiness, then another goal appears. “That is done.
Now I need this too.” Like pouring water into a cup
with a hole in the bottom, however much you add,
an empty space remains.

Why are successful people unhappy? Why are people
who have so much still anxious? Here is the reason.
If lack is the starting point, lack follows every
achievement. Pour water into an empty cup without
closing the hole, and it can never fill.

A life that begins with enough moves differently.

This person has goals, dreams, and things they want
to achieve too. They do not stop running. The reason
they run is different. They run not to fill an empty
space, but because something overflows from a
heart already full.

Running from lack exhausts you. Running from
enough brings joy.
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Working from lack seeks recognition. Working from
enough seeks to share.

Loving from lack becomes attachment. Loving from
enough becomes freedom.

The action is the same, but its starting point
completely changes the quality of life.

There is an important point to make here.

Beginning from enough does not mean you already
have everything. It does not mean there are no real
problems. Your bank balance may be low, your
health poor, your relationships difficult. Even within
those circumstances, you can choose where your
mind begins.

Will you begin with “I am lacking now, so I must fill
the gap”?

Or with “I am okay as I am. Let us move forward
from here”?

Even when circumstances remain the same, that
difference in starting point changes the day's
energy, the quality of your actions, and the direction
of the results.
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Of course, after decades of beginning from lack,
shifting to enough overnight is difficult. That is
natural. But you can start by noticing. Where did
your mind begin this morning? In lack, or in enough?

Simply noticing allows the starting point to move,
little by little.

You Were Love All Along

Now I want to say what matters most to me in this
section.

This is not a theory. It cannot be proved. Yet there is
something I want to call the one truth that runs
through this entire book.

You were love all along.

That may sound abstract. Let me open it up a little.

Think again of a baby arriving in the world. There is
no fear, comparison, judgment, or inadequacy.
There is only a pure sense of being, curiosity about
the world, and unconditional trust in people.

A baby smiles even at strangers, receives freely what
is offered, and freely shares what it receives. There is
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no calculation of “What will this person do for me?”
The baby's state is love itself.

You, too, were once in that state.

But as you grew, layers gathered over that love. A
layer of fear, a layer of comparison, a layer of
judgment, a layer of inadequacy. As they
accumulated, the original love disappeared from
view. But it did not vanish. It is only covered.

At certain moments, that love peeks through. Seeing
a child's smile, standing silently before a sunset,
meeting an old friend's eyes, doing something for
someone without expecting anything back. The
warmth rising in your chest at that moment is the
original you, briefly showing your face between the
layers.

You do not have to search outside yourself for love.

You do not need to receive love in order to be filled.
You are already love. You are not an empty cup. You
are a cup already full, with a lid that kept you from
seeing inside.

In the end, this is what the book hopes to do: gently,
slowly lift away the layers covering you, one at a
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time. Fear, inadequacy, comparison, judgment.
Remove them one by one, and beneath them is the
original you.

The original you is love.

It is okay if these words do not feel real yet. You do
not even need to finish the book. If somewhere deep
inside you feel a faint resonance of “Perhaps that
could be true,” that is enough.

That resonance is a signal from the original you
beneath the covering.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Before today ends, look in the mirror and say one
thing to yourself.

“You did well to get through today. You are
enough.”

It is okay if it feels awkward or hard to believe. Just
say it once, aloud or silently.

That one sentence may be the first unconditional
love you have offered yourself in decades.
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*

You do not need to prove anything to be loved. You
do not have to become a better person in order to
be loved. Right now, exactly as you are, you are
already enough.

This is not reassurance. It is a fact.

You simply have not remembered it yet. It is okay.
The memory will return. Little by little, slowly, but
surely.

You were love all along.

And you are still love now.
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Sequence 5

Pausing—For You, Who Have Been
Running So Hard

Why Am I Working So Hard and Still Not Happy?

It is Sunday evening.

Another week has ended. You worked hard this week
too. You got up each morning, did what needed
doing, saw the people you needed to see, and dealt
with the problems before you. By anyone's measure,
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it was a conscientious week. You did not slack off or
run away. You did the best you could.

Yet on Sunday evening, sitting on the sofa, a strange
feeling rises.

An emptiness.

You have been running without a break, yet feel you
have nothing to show for it. You worked hard but are
not happy. You lived diligently but do not feel
fulfilled. You spent the whole week moving to fill a
blank space, only to find on Sunday evening that it is
still empty.

And Monday's approach already feels heavy.

Have you ever had a Sunday evening like this?

This is not a lazy person's concern. Quite the
opposite: the harder people work at life, the more
familiar this feeling is.

Capable people, responsible people, people others
rely on: these are often the ones asking, “Why am I
working so hard and still not happy?” And the most
common answer they give themselves is, “I suppose
I need to work harder.”
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So they work harder. They become busier,
accomplish more, and pack the day more tightly. But
the empty space does not shrink. Instead, body and
mind grow exhausted.

Here is a simple but important image.

On a bicycle, pedaling moves you forward. Pedal
faster, and you go faster. But however fast you
pedal, if you are facing the wrong direction, you will
not reach your destination. You expend energy and
time passes, only to arrive somewhere you never
meant to be.

Our busyness is like this. The problem is not
pedaling speed, but direction. Are we pedaling
without ever checking where we are heading, or
why?

Many people live this way. They do not know where
they are going, but stopping makes them anxious,
so they keep moving. Slowing down feels like falling
behind, so they go faster. Then one day they look up
and realize this is not where they wanted to be.

The reason you work so hard yet feel unhappy is not
a lack of effort.
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It is that you never paused.

You never stopped to ask, “Why am I running?” or “Is
this the direction I want?” Stopping was frightening.
You feared falling behind, becoming lazy, or making
all the running you had done meaningless.

This happens not only at work, but in relationships,
self-care, even personal growth. We constantly
improve ourselves to become better people, yet
have no time to see who we are right now. We work
at our relationships, yet have no quiet moment to
feel why they are difficult. Running itself has become
a habit. We have forgotten how to stop.

But the truth is the opposite. Pausing is precisely the
moment that gives meaning to all the running you
have done.

Pause and look back at the road you have traveled.
Feel what you truly want. With that pause, you can
head in the right direction when you begin again.

When Did We Start Driving Ourselves So Hard?

Think back to childhood, to playing in the
playground.
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You played until the sun went down: swinging,
building sandcastles, running and shouting with
friends. You knew nothing of efficiency or
productivity. You played because the moment was
fun. There was no purpose to fulfill, no result
required. It was complete in itself.

At some point, though, time spent doing nothing
began to make you uneasy.

“You can't just play all the time.”

“You could have spent that time studying.”

“Don't waste time.”

As those words accumulated, we gradually learned
that being still was bad and we should always be
doing something. Rest meant laziness; busyness
meant diligence.

That belief grew stronger, reinforced constantly at
school, at work, and in society. “Time is money.”
“Rest after the work is done.” “Others are working
while you sleep.” Hearing these messages
repeatedly rooted a deep guilt about stopping.
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So now, even when we rest, we cannot rest. Sitting
on the sofa at the weekend, we feel anxious that we
should be doing something. On vacation, we think
about the work piling up for our return. We do not
allow ourselves time to do nothing.

Even our time off feels as though it must be
productive. We should exercise, read, do something
meaningful. Simply sitting and doing nothing makes
us feel guilty. Under the pressure to rest “well,” real
rest moves farther away.

Look deeper, and there is a hidden reason for
driving ourselves so hard.

Often, busyness is an escape.

If we are busy, we do not have to think, feel
uncomfortable emotions, or face ourselves. Earlier
we spoke about lying awake at three in the morning,
when feelings hidden behind daytime busyness
emerge in the quiet. Busyness has served as a shield
against facing them.

There is another reason: trying to prove our worth
through busyness. “I work this hard, so I am a
worthwhile person, aren't I?” Constant activity has
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become a way to justify our own existence. This
connects with the “life that begins with lack”
discussed in Sequence 4. Without a sense of enough,
we try to fill the empty place by keeping ourselves
busy.

Recognizing this does not mean you must drop
everything immediately.

This is not a request to quit your job or neglect your
responsibilities. It is simply an invitation to hold this
question for a moment.

“Am I running because I want to, or because I am
afraid to stop?”

If you can answer honestly, something has already
begun to change. A person who knows why they are
running also knows when to stop.

And those who know how to stop go farthest when
they run again.

The Power of Time Spent Doing Nothing

Let us talk about a tree.

A tree grows in spring and summer. It opens its
leaves, extends its branches, reaches upward. That is
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growth, visible change. But in autumn it sheds its
leaves; in winter everything stops. From outside, it
seems to be doing nothing. It may even look dead.

But a tree is not dead in winter. It is working inside
rather than outside: sending roots deeper, storing
energy, preparing for the next spring. Without
winter there is no spring. Without a time to stop,
there is no time to grow.

We are the same.

We try to live in spring and summer all year:
growing, moving, producing without end. We do not
allow winter. We see pauses, empty time, time doing
nothing as waste.

Yet the time when we do nothing is precisely when
the most is happening.

When we sit quietly, things settle into order inside
our minds. What we could not see while rushing
gradually emerges: what we truly want, the state we
are in, where we are going. These are things we
never see in the midst of busyness. They become
visible only when we stop.
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Consider where creative ideas come from. You have
probably had better ideas while walking, showering,
or gazing out a window than while wrestling with
them at a desk. That is because, when the mind
paused, things began to arrange themselves within.

A pause need not be anything grand.

You do not need to retreat into the mountains for
days of meditation, or stop all your work for a long
vacation. A brief moment in your ordinary day is
enough.

Sit for five minutes after lunch and do nothing.
Arrive home from work and breathe quietly for three
minutes before beginning another task. Put down
your phone before bed and gently look back over
your day.

As these small pauses accumulate, the quality of life
changes. Each time you pause, you meet yourself.
The energy that spent all day running outward turns
inward, even if only briefly.

Only when you turn within can you hear what you
want: the small voice of your heart, inaudible
beneath the noise of busyness.
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Pausing Is Not Giving Up. It Is Beginning Again.

There was a woman who was highly regarded at
work. She was capable, diligent, and always finished
what she was given. Others envied her: quick
promotions, a high salary, and a constantly busy
manner that looked thoroughly professional.

But she cried in secret: in the bathroom, in her car
after work, under the covers before sleep. She did
not quite know why. Everything seemed to be going
well, yet somewhere deep inside, a voice kept
saying, “This isn't it.”

She ignored the voice. Working harder would make
things okay, she thought. After the next promotion,
the next completed project, the next achieved goal.
She kept running toward “next.”

Then her body stopped first. One morning, she tried
to get up and could not move. Extreme exhaustion.
The doctor told her, “You need to rest.”

The first week of resting felt like hell.

She had not known doing nothing could hurt so
much. Anxiety swept in. “If I rest now, I'll fall behind.”
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“Someone will take my place.” “I'll lose everything.”
Her mind shouted endlessly.

But there was no other option. Her body would not
allow anything else.

After the second week, something unexpected
happened. The noise began to fade. The voices in
her head grew quieter, and through that quiet
space, a different voice emerged.

“Did I really want to do this work?”

“What does the life I truly want look like?”

“Why have I driven myself this hard?”

These questions had never arisen while she was
busy. She could hear them only because she had
stopped.

A month later, she returned to work. But she had
changed.

Her way of working changed. Instead of running
without a break, she deliberately made room for
pauses. Once a day, ten minutes of doing nothing:
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no email, no work, just sitting quietly and looking
within.

At first she worried that her colleagues would find it
strange. But nobody minded. Remarkably, she
worked less and achieved better results. The pauses
helped her find her direction. She ran less, but
traveled farther because she was heading the right
way.

You may need this pause too.

It is far better to stop by choice before your body
forces you to. By the time the body sends its signal, it
is often already very late. Small signals from the
mind come first: unexplained fatigue, an emptiness
without a clear cause, the quiet question “Is this
right?” When they appear, give yourself even a brief
pause.

Pausing is not giving up, being lazy, or being weak.

Pausing is beginning again: checking your direction,
restoring your energy, listening within, and setting
out toward something closer to what you truly want.
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One Thing You Can Try Today

At some point today, spend just five minutes doing
nothing.

Put down your phone, turn off the music, close the
book, and simply sit. If doing nothing makes you
anxious, feel that anxiety too. That in itself is
already time spent meeting yourself.

Five minutes is enough. Five minutes of nothing.

Let us see what those five minutes show you.

*

To you, who have run all the way here, I want to say:

You can rest for a while.

You can take breaks while reading this book, too.
Close it here and open it tomorrow. Come back in a
week. This book is not going anywhere. It will be
here waiting until you return.
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If you have been running without a break all this
time, that alone is something remarkable. It really is.

Now, pause for a moment. Take a breath.

It is okay. The world will keep turning while you rest
for five minutes.
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Sequence 6

Awareness—Three Seconds That
Change a Life

“Oh, This Is What I'm Doing Right Now”

It was on the way home from work.

The day's accumulated fatigue weighed heavily on
her shoulders. All she wanted was to get home and
lie on the sofa. The moment she opened the front
door, her child ran over. “Mom, listen to what
happened at school today!” The child's eyes shone.
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But what came out of her mouth was, “Wait a
minute. Let me rest first.”

The child's face dimmed a little. At that instant,
something flickered in a corner of her mind.

“Oh, this is what I'm doing right now.”

It was no great revelation or momentous decision.
She simply noticed the state she was in: pushing her
child's story away because she was tired, passing by
the bright feeling the child had brought her.

And that one moment of noticing made the evening
entirely different.

“I'm sorry. I was just feeling tired. Tell me, what
happened?”

The child's face lit up again. They sat together on the
sofa and she listened. It was nothing extraordinary,
just a small incident with a friend at school. But the
time felt warm, both to the child and to her.

This is awareness.

It is not a special skill. It does not require training.
Knowing the state you are in right now: that is all.
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When anger rises, knowing, “Oh, I'm getting angry.”
When you are anxious, sensing, “I'm anxious right
now.” When you are about to snap at someone,
seeing, “I'm about to take my irritation out on them.”

The moment is very brief, three seconds at most. But
those three seconds can change everything that
follows.

React without noticing, and there is only one option:
do what you always do. Tired, you push the child
away. Angry, you shout. Anxious, you withdraw.

The moment you notice, there are two options. Will
you do what you usually do, or try something
different? The very existence of that second option
begins to change your life.

Think of what we have discussed so far. Facing fear
in Sequence 3, recovering a sense of love in
Sequence 4, pausing in Sequence 5: all begin with
awareness. Without noticing, nothing begins. In the
moment of noticing, everything becomes possible.
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The Me Who Reacts Automatically, the Me Who
Watches from a Step Behind

Within us are two versions of “me.”

One reacts automatically. A stimulus arrives, and it
responds before there is time to think. An
unpleasant remark brings an instant surge of anger.
Something frightening makes the body recoil first.
Favorite food makes the hand reach out first. This
me is fast and strong, a highly sophisticated
automatic-response system built from decades of
habits and memories.

The other me watches the reaction from a step
behind. It notices, “Oh, anger is rising,” or sees,
“Here is this pattern again.” This me is quiet. It does
not hurry or judge.

Imagine watching a film in a cinema.

A sad scene brings tears; a frightening one makes
your heart race. Completely absorbed, you cannot
separate yourself from the screen. The character's
feelings become your own.

Then a moment comes when you notice, “Oh, this is
a film.” What happens? The sadness or fear does not
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suddenly disappear. But you are no longer entirely
swallowed by it. You watch the film while also
knowing that you are the one watching.

That is awareness. The feeling does not vanish. You
are within it, yet know, “I am in this feeling right
now.”

There was a married couple.

Both had busy jobs, and every evening the same
argument repeated. One said, “Today was really
hard.” The other replied, “It was hard for me too.”
Then came a competition over who had had it worse.
Always the same pattern. One wanted comfort; the
other wanted comfort too. Instead of reassurance
came rebuttal, and the conversation always ended in
a fight.

One day, just as the pattern was about to begin
again, one of them paused.

“Oh, here is this pattern again.”

It was no tremendous insight, just a noticing: I am
about to argue with what my partner says. Because I
want comfort, I am trying to push their difficulty
away.
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So they said something different. “Wait. Let me hear
your story first. What was hard today?”

The other looked surprised for a moment, then
slowly began to speak. That night, for the first time,
each listened to the other's story all the way
through. For the first time, a crack appeared in a
pattern repeated for years.

Awareness is not perfect from the beginning. At first,
you notice only after it is over. “Oh, I did it again
earlier.” That is okay. That is awareness too.

With some practice, you notice during the reaction.
“This is what I'm doing right now.” That too is
enough.

With more practice, you notice just before the
reaction begins. “This is about to rise up.” From
there, choice truly becomes possible.

It does not matter which stage you are at.
Awareness is not a question of speed. The fact that
you noticed is already a change. If today you begin
to see what was invisible yesterday, you have already
changed.
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When Anger, Sadness, or Anxiety Arises

Feelings move fast.

Someone says something that seems dismissive, and
anger rises in less than a second. Someone you love
turns coldly away, and your heart sinks first. An
important presentation approaches, and your
stomach twists first. These are not chosen reactions.
The body responds before the mind catches up: the
heart is already racing, the muscles tense, the face
set.

You cannot change this, and need not struggle to.
Just as you cannot stop the rain, you cannot prevent
a feeling from arising.

But there is one thing you can change.

The brief moment just after the feeling rises, before
it becomes an action.

Anger surges. That part is automatic. But will you let
it burst out as shouting, or pause for a breath? From
here, there can be a choice. Sadness washes in. That
part is automatic. But will you spend the day buried
in it, or gently tell yourself, “I'm feeling very sad right
now”? From here, things can be different.
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In Sequence 5, we spoke about pausing. Awareness
is where that pause begins. One breath is enough.
As a feeling rises, consciously take one deep breath.
Within that breath, a space opens between
automatic reaction and conscious choice.

Let us look at some examples.

A moment of anger. Your child makes the same
mistake again after you have explained it several
times. A shout rises to your throat. Bring in
awareness, and this happens: “Oh, I'm about to yell.
I'm tired, which makes me more sensitive.” Noticing
allows a different rhythm of response: “Wait a
moment. I'm feeling a little irritable. Let me explain
once more.” Yelling at the child and saying this
instead create entirely different landscapes for the
day.

A moment of sadness. A friend cancels your plans.
You understand, but feel hurt. The hurt grows until
you think, “Perhaps I don't matter much to this
friend.” With awareness: “The hurt is growing, and it
is turning into self-doubt.” Simply seeing this lets the
hurt remain hurt, without spreading into doubt
about yourself.
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A moment of anxiety. Tomorrow you have an
important presentation. You prepared well, yet
cannot stop worrying. “What if I make a mistake?”
“What if people think I'm strange?” With awareness:
“My mind is replaying the worst-case scenario. I'm
suffering in advance over something that hasn't
happened.” The anxiety does not disappear, but it
can no longer swallow you whole.

You do not have to be perfect.

If you feel angry ten times, it is okay not to notice all
ten. Once is enough. Even once out of ten changes
the direction. That once becomes twice, then three
times. Awareness is like a muscle. The more you use
it, the stronger it grows.

That Tiny Gap Changes Everything

Imagine a line of dominoes.

One falls, then the next, then the next. A stimulus
brings a feeling; the feeling leads to action; the
action produces a result. The process is mostly
automatic. Once it begins, it runs to the end.

Awareness means placing your hand in the middle of
that line.
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The feeling has already risen. That is the first fallen
domino; you cannot prevent it now. But you can
pause before it immediately becomes action. That
pause is three seconds. Within those three seconds,
you can choose whether to knock over the next
domino.

There is a very simple way to develop awareness.

Check in with yourself three times a day. On waking:
“How do I feel right now?” At lunch: “How does my
body feel?” Before sleep: “How was my heart today?”

No elaborate analysis is needed. Just register, “Oh,
this is how I am right now.” Good or bad, simply
notice without judgment.

Another way is to bring awareness to automatic daily
actions. Feel the water's temperature when washing
your hands. Notice the taste of the first bite of a
meal. Feel the soles of your feet touching the ground
as you walk. These small practices build the muscle
of awareness.

You may notice and still become angry, fall into
sadness, or tremble with anxiety. That is okay.
Reacting even after noticing is okay. You need not
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blame yourself with “I noticed but still couldn't
change it.” Noticing itself is already a step forward.
Making a new path through a forest takes time.
Walking it once does not create a trail. But keep
walking in the same direction, and one day a path
will be there.

One Thing You Can Try Today

At some point today, a feeling will rise. When it
does, bring just these words to mind.

“Oh, this is what I'm doing right now.”

If you are angry: “I'm angry right now.” Hurt: “I'm
feeling hurt.” Anxious: “I'm feeling anxious.”

You need do nothing more. You do not have to
change it. Simply notice. That is enough.

*

Awareness is the quietest power in the world.
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It cannot be seen from outside. Nobody gives you
credit for it. Yet that single moment of awareness,
those three seconds, changes habits, relationships,
days, and eventually a life.

If reading this brought to mind a moment when you
thought, “That has happened to me too,” that is
awareness. Even now, in this very moment, you are
already noticing.

You have already begun.

121



7
Sequence



{Wounds— The Place That
Keeps Hurting}



Sequence 7

Wounds—The Place That Keeps
Hurting

Why Do Similar Things Keep Happening?

The same thing happened again.

You moved to a new city, believing this time would
be different. The neighborhood felt good; the
neighbors seemed friendly. At last, things would
change.
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But after a few months, a familiar scene returned. At
a gathering, you tried to join in but could not speak.
As others talked easily, something sank inside your
chest. “Am I an outsider here too?” You knew that
feeling from the last city, and the one before. The
places and people kept changing, yet the feeling was
strikingly the same.

Have you experienced this?

Relationships end for similar reasons. At first you
seem well matched; over time, things go wrong at
the same point. You make new friends, yet the same
pattern of conflict appears. You change your
surroundings, even move countries, and still find
yourself facing the same kind of trouble.

“Why does this keep happening to me?”

I understand the frustration. It is not because you
have not tried hard enough, because you are
unlucky, or because there is something strange
about you.

Let me offer an image.

Imagine a small splinter in your finger. If you do not
know it is there, everything you touch hurts. A towel
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hurts. A doorknob hurts. Shaking hands hurts.
Naturally, you blame the towel, the handle, the other
person. “Why is this towel so rough?” “Why does this
person squeeze so hard?”

But the problem is not the towel, the doorknob, or
the other person. It is the splinter in your finger.
Until you remove it, everything you touch will keep
hurting.

This is why similar things repeat: there is an old
wound in the heart that has not yet been processed.
Whenever a certain situation arises, it reacts. A
stimulus resembling the wound makes the heart
hurt automatically. So even when places and people
change, the same feeling recurs.

There was a man.

His close friendships did not last. Things began well,
but the closer he became, the more anxious he felt.
When a friend grew close to someone else, he felt a
twist inside. “They are going to leave me,” he
thought. Out of anxiety, he pulled away first,
contacting them less and avoiding plans. The other
person gradually drifted away too. In the end, he
was alone.
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“People always leave, after all.”

The conclusion was confirmed every time. In truth,
though, they had not simply left; he had pushed
them away. Without noticing it, he repeated the
same pattern.

Its roots lay in childhood. His parents divorced, and
one suddenly left. There was no explanation or
goodbye for the child. One morning he woke to find
someone who should have been there gone. He did
not know why and wondered if it was his fault. From
that day he drew a conclusion: “Someone close can
leave at any time. Getting close means getting hurt.”

Decades passed. Intellectually, he knew not
everyone leaves. But his heart still reacted as that
child. The closer someone came, the more the old
fear stirred: “What if this person leaves too?” So he
distanced himself first, trying to avoid the pain in
advance. To the other person, he seemed suddenly
cold. They really did grow apart, and the old
conclusion was confirmed again.

This is how old wounds work. Decades later, the
mind repeats the conclusion drawn at the moment
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of injury, like an old recording playing the same
song, as though that conclusion were still valid now.

An Old Wound Is a Letter to You

Let us consider this from a slightly different angle.

In a sense, a recurring situation means your heart is
sending you a signal.

“There is a place here that still hurts. Please look at
it.”

When the body is wounded, the area becomes red
and swollen. It feels hot, throbs, and is
uncomfortable. Yet that response is the body's signal
as it works to heal the wound. The immune system
gathers there. The swelling is not something bad; it
means healing has begun.

Emotional wounds work on the same principle. If the
same feeling rises repeatedly in the same situation,
the heart is asking, “Please care for this place.” It is
not broken. It is pointing to where healing is needed.

An old wound, then, is not an enemy. It is more like a
letter to you.

The letter says something like this.
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“It hurt so much then. That hurt is not over yet. If
you are ready to care for it now, let us face it
together.”

Most of us receive the letter but do not read it,
because we do not want to. We would rather not
bring out painful memories. We think keeping them
covered will make things better, time will take care
of them, and a busy life will help us forget.

So we work harder, keep busier, try to fill our hearts
with something else. It seems to work for a while.
But when a quiet night comes and we are alone, the
letter rises from its drawer again.

Not reading a letter does not make it disappear. It
only adds to the pile in the drawer. The more letters
accumulate, the heavier the drawer becomes. That
weight seeps into daily life: inexplicable irritation,
hard-to-explain anxiety, a listlessness with no clear
cause, the same pattern you keep falling into. It is
the weight of the letters in the drawer.

Reading the letter does not mean returning to that
moment in the past.
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It does not mean reliving the pain or forcing yourself
to dig into trauma. If that kind of work is needed,
seeking professional help is the safest way.

What I mean here is much gentler. The person you
are now, grown up and able to understand more,
quietly looks back at the person who was hurting
then.

“You were hurting so much then.”

That one sentence is enough. You need not analyze,
solve, or establish a cause. Simply acknowledge that
it hurt, that the pain was real, and that the child you
were did the best they could in that situation.

And notice one more thing: the conclusion you drew
in that pain has still been quietly directing you.

In Sequence 6, we discussed awareness. Awareness
is also the first step in tending a wound.

When a familiar feeling arises in a familiar situation,
ask:

“Is this feeling really about the present situation,
or about something older?”
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If someone's casual remark hurts unusually deeply,
notice the size of that hurt. Is this much feeling
natural in this situation, or does it carry something
older? If being left out of a conversation brings you
down all day, question the weight of it. Can that
single moment of exclusion truly weigh this much, or
did it trigger an older wound?

Most often, the present situation is only a trigger.
The place that truly hurts lies deeper. Simply noticing
this begins to change your relationship with the
wound.

If you are not ready to read the letter, that is
completely okay. There is no pressure. The letter will
not run away. It will be there whenever you are
ready. What matters is knowing it exists. That alone
is already a first step.

Memories You Cannot Erase, Stories You Can
Rewrite

Let me be honest about one thing.

You cannot erase a wound completely.

What happened really happened. The pain was real
too. This is why, when someone says, “Just forget it,”
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you may feel even angrier. Memories cannot be
rubbed out with an eraser.

But there is one thing you can change: the story
attached to the memory.

Every memory has two layers.

One is the event that actually happened. “My parents
divorced when I was seven.” “I was fired from my
first job after three months.” “My closest friend
spoke badly about me behind my back.” These are
facts. They cannot be changed.

The other is the story you made about the event. “My
parents divorced because of me.” “I was fired
because I have no ability.” “People always betray you
in the end.” These are not facts. They are
interpretations, stories you created at the time.

The problem is that, over time, the two merge. Event
and story become tangled until the story hardens
into something that feels factual. “My parents
divorced because of me” becomes as certain as two
plus two equals four.

So decades later, you keep living by that conclusion.
“People leave because I am not enough.” Believing
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this is true, you gather evidence. Someone cancels
plans, and you store it as proof: “See, I don't matter.”
Someone is kind, and you dismiss it as an exception.
All your energy goes into confirming the story you
created.

There was a woman.

In her childhood, her father was always busy. Too
much work, too tired on returning home, no room
left to play with his child. She thought he did not love
her. “I am not important enough to be loved.” That
was the story she created.

Decades later, after her father died, an old diary was
found in his drawer. He had written about his
daughter throughout. “Home late again. She was
already asleep. I'm sorry. I need to work harder for
her.” “My daughter drew me a picture. I put it in my
desk drawer at work. Every time I see it, it gives me
strength.”

She cried as she read. It was not that he had not
loved her. He had not known how to love, how to
express it well. He thought he was working for his
child, without realizing that what she actually
needed was his time.
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The event did not change. Her father had still been
busy. But the story changed, from “My father did not
love me” to “My father loved me in his own way. He
simply did not know how to show it well.” As the
story changed, her life gradually changed too. The
old conclusion “I am not worthy of love” began to
loosen.

We might call this process “recoding”: leaving the
past experience itself intact while rewriting the
meaning attached to it. It is a process of giving an
emotional wound a new meaning.

There is a way to try this.

If an emotional pattern keeps repeating, ask yourself
these questions in a quiet moment.

“When did I first feel this?” The memory need not
be precise. A rough period or a sense of the
atmosphere is enough.

“What conclusion did I draw then?” You may recall
conclusions such as “I am not enough,” “I don't
deserve love,” “People cannot be trusted,” or “The
world is dangerous.”
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“Is that conclusion really a fact, or is it a story a
child created in pain?”

Asking alone opens a space between event and
story. The event remains, but the possibility arises
that the story is not the only truth. That possibility
makes the first crack in a conclusion hardened over
decades.

Your Most Painful Moment Becomes Your
Greatest Gift

Some people will resist this heading.

“That pain was a gift? When it hurt that much?”

That reaction is natural, and it is right. In the
moment of pain, no one can feel it as a gift. Asking
someone to find meaning while a wound is still raw
is cruel. So let us not rush to offer this idea to
someone who is hurting now, including ourselves.

Only after enough time has passed, looking back, do
we sometimes discover that certain wounds left us
something unexpected.

There was a person who was abruptly fired from a
company after ten years there.
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His pride collapsed. He was afraid to tell his family.
Each morning he left home pretending to go to
work, then sat on a park bench to pass the time.
Three months went by. His savings dwindled; his
anxiety grew.

One day, an older person was drawing in the park.
Without much thought, he sat beside them and
watched. The older person spoke. “You're here every
day. What do you do?” He could not answer. “At the
moment, nothing.” The older person smiled.
“Sometimes the most important thing comes when
you're doing nothing.”

The words stayed with him strangely. That evening
he remembered something he had loved long ago:
writing as a child. It was a dream set aside years
earlier because he was busy and needed to be
practical. That night, he wrote a short piece for the
first time.

Three years later, he was working elsewhere and
writing in his spare time. He had not become
grateful for being fired. That period still hurt. But
without it, he would not have sat in the park, met the
older person, or brought out again what had been
buried within him.
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This is what “gift” really means.

It does not mean the wound itself was good. Pain is
pain. There is no need to romanticize suffering. But
sometimes, in passing through a wound, we begin to
see what was invisible before. There are doors that
would never have opened without that wound.

Those who have hurt for a long time understand
others' pain deeply. Those who have known
profound loneliness know the value of being there.
Those who have fallen hard can offer a hand to
someone who has fallen.

Right now, you may find no meaning in your wound.
That is okay. Meaning can come later. For now, you
are allowed simply to hurt. Remember only this: the
pain may not remain meaningless forever. There
may be a seed within it that you cannot yet see.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Tonight, before sleep, quietly ask yourself:

“Have I reacted especially strongly to anything
recently? Was the size of my reaction out of
proportion to the situation?”
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If a moment comes to mind, simply look at it
without judgment. “Oh, there was a place there
that still hurt.” You need not go deeper. Simply
noticing is enough.

Knowing that a letter is in the drawer: that is
today's step.

*

You did not receive the wounds you have carried
because you were weak.

You received them because you lived, because you
loved, because you opened your heart to someone.
Having wounds is evidence that you have lived
sincerely in connection with others.

If those wounds still hurt, that too is okay. There is
no hurry. The letter will not run away. At your pace,
when you are ready, slowly.

Having noticed where it hurts, you are already on
the path of healing.
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Sequence 8

Forgiveness—Letting Go for Your
Own Sake

While I Held On to Hatred, I Was the One Who
Hurt Most

There was a woman.

For more than ten years, she hated someone who
had once been her closest friend. They had cried
together, laughed together, called each other first
whenever anything happened. Then that person
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invented stories behind her back. Because of those
stories, relationships she treasured fell apart one by
one. She had no chance even to explain. People's
looks changed; messages grew less frequent. What
remained was betrayal, and herself alone.

She thought time would make her forget. One year,
three, five. It did not. The friend's name alone
tightened her chest. A similar figure seen from
behind froze her body. Even in a happy moment, a
memory could pull her mood down instantly. Alone
at night, the scenes played like a film: the friend's
words, people's eyes, the feeling that nobody was on
her side.

“That person ruined my life,” she said.

Yes. It must have hurt terribly. The pain was real, and
so was the injustice. No one has the right to dismiss
those feelings as trivial.

But there was something strange.

The friend had moved to another city long ago, and
there was no contact now. Perhaps that person did
not even think about what they had done. Perhaps
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they laughed, ate, and slept at ease, made new
friends, and lived a new daily life.

Yet who had spent more than ten years unable to
sleep, chest tight, with the past intruding on good
moments and ruining them?

Not the friend. She herself had.

Hating someone is like leaving the key to your heart
with them. Wherever they are, whatever they do,
your heart remains tied to them. The cord is
invisible, but when it is pulled, it hurts. However
lovely the weather, even with someone you love
beside you, one tug can bring everything down.

Do you have a cord like that too?

Someone who hurt you long ago: a parent, a friend,
someone you once loved. If thinking of them still
unsettles you. If they sometimes keep you awake. If
there are good moments you cannot fully enjoy.

I understand that pain. It is not your fault. You hate
because you were hurt. It is a natural feeling.

Just let this thought rest gently in your mind: while
hatred is held, the one who hurts most is not its

143



target, but the one holding it. It is like grasping a hot
coal with your bare hand to throw at someone.
Before you can throw it, your own hand is burned.

“Are you saying I am wrong to hate?”

No. Absolutely not. The feeling itself is not wrong. It
tells us how much it hurt and how deeply you cared.

But if that hatred has taken your nights and blocked
your laughter for five, ten, twenty years, one quiet
question is worth asking.

Is this hatred protecting me now, or keeping me
trapped?

Forgiving Does Not Mean What Happened Was
Okay

For many people, the word forgiveness makes the
heart close immediately.

“You want me to say what they did was okay?”

I understand. We have all felt that way.

So I want to be clear from the beginning.
Forgiveness does not mean saying that what the
person did was right. It does not mean accepting
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that it was okay, or restoring the relationship. Least
of all is it something you do for the other person's
sake.

Forgiveness is for you, and you alone.

Let me tell you about a man. As a child, he was
beaten by his father, who became a different person
when he drank. At the sound of the front door flung
open, the boy crawled under the bed, pulled the
covers over his head, and waited for the noise to
stop. Holding his breath in the dark, he pleaded
silently: please do not come this way. His body
remembers that terror. Even now, a sudden raised
voice freezes his heart and weakens his legs. His
mind may know there is no danger, but his body
becomes that child first.

How would he feel if someone said, “Forgive your
father”? Anger would rise. Of course it would. That
anger is justified. No reason can make violence
against a child okay.

If “forgive” meant “What your father did was okay,” it
would be cruel. It was not okay. It was absolutely not
okay.
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But that is not what forgiveness means here.

Forgiveness means this.

“What happened was wrong. I was truly hurt. But I
do not want to stay tied to that event and that
person, losing my today and tomorrow as well.
Now, I will let go of that cord.”

Letting go of the cord. That is all.

It does not mean calling them a good person, seeing
them again, or forgetting what they did. It simply
means choosing to stop having your life shaken by
the hold that event still has on you. Choosing the self
you will be from now on, rather than the past.

Much later, the man learned his father's history. His
father had also grown up being beaten by his own
father, and the grandfather had suffered the same
from the generation before. The violence was not
one person's story, but a wound passed through
generations. His father, too, must have hidden
beneath a bed as a child and felt afraid. But no one
cared for that child. No one held him and told him he
was safe.
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Knowing this does not erase the pain of being
beaten. But it opens a gap: perhaps his father was a
wounded person rather than a bad person.
Understanding is not acceptance. What his father did
remains wrong. But understanding loosens hatred's
cord a little. The tightly clenched hand relaxes
slightly. That small loosening makes room to
breathe.

Remember Sequence 7? We spoke about separating
the event from the story. The same thing happens in
forgiveness.

“They deliberately tried to destroy me.” Perhaps
they really did. But perhaps they were struggling
in their own wounds. Perhaps they did not know
how deeply they hurt you. None of this ever
justifies their behavior. Yet if one question enters
the story “They deliberately tried to destroy me,”
the cord around your chest loosens a little.

A little loosening is enough. You need not let go of
everything at once or untie it completely.

Just a little. That alone changes the night.
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First, Hold the Part of You That Cannot Forgive

Reading this far, you may think:

“I understand in my head. I understand that I
should let go. But I can't. I can't forgive.”

It is okay. It really is.

I hope you will not blame yourself again for being
unable to forgive, or drive yourself with “Why can't I
even do this?” I hope not being able to let go of
hatred will not become another source of guilt.

It means it hurt that much. The wound was that
deep.

In fact, forgiveness has a first task. It is not forgiving
the other person. It is holding the part of you that
cannot forgive.

“Yes, you cannot let go yet. It hurt that much. It's
okay. You can take your time.”

Offer those words to yourself.

There was a mother whose husband left the family
while the children were young. Life suddenly
collapsed, and she had to shoulder everything alone.
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She left for work before dawn and returned late at
night, barely having time to look properly at her
children's faces. Through those years, anger at her
husband burned inside her like fire.

When the children were ill, she rushed around
hospitals alone, thinking, “If only he hadn't done
this.” When they missed their father, she hated him
more: the person who had hurt her children too.

About ten years later, someone told her, “Let go a
little now. You look as though you're suffering so
much.”

She was furious. “Let go of what? Why should I
forgive someone who did this to me?” That anger
was real too. It was justified.

But one night, sitting alone in the kitchen after the
children slept, she suddenly saw herself. How much
energy she had spent for ten years keeping the fire
of anger alive. How tending that fire had left no time
to care for herself, no room to smile at her children,
no space to enjoy good things when they came.

That night, for the first time, she cried not because
of her husband, but for herself.
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“I have held on alone for so long.”

That was the beginning. She had not forgiven her
husband. She had said, “You have done so much,” to
the self who had held tightly to anger for ten years
and endured. She held the self who, exhausted by
hatred, had still raised the children, kept life going,
and survived each day.

Forgiveness does not begin with the other person. It
begins with you.

The self exhausted by hating. The self who lived
carrying anger. The self who suffered because they
wanted to let go but could not. Begin by comforting
that self.

“You have hurt enough. You have endured
enough. You may rest a little now.”

If you can say this to yourself, it is the first step in
forgiveness: a step toward you, not toward the other
person.

The Moment You Let Go, You Can Finally Breathe

Ask people who have let go of the cord, and they say
similar things.
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“Suddenly, I could breathe.”

The woman we met earlier, who had hated her
friend for more than ten years, quietly wrote a letter
one day. A letter she would not send. Everything she
had wanted to tell that friend went onto the page:
how deeply she had hurt, how wronged and lonely
she felt. Anger, sorrow, longing. The memories of
good times, the days they laughed together. Finally,
she wrote:

“I don't want to keep hurting because of you. I'm
letting go now. Not for you, but for me.”

When she finished, she slowly tore up the letter and
threw it away.

That night, she slept soundly for the first time in a
long while, deeply until morning, without dreams.
On waking, something felt different. She could not
quite name it. Her chest felt lighter. Her breathing
felt deeper. The sunlight outside looked a little
brighter.

The hatred had not vanished entirely. Remembering
the friend still sometimes stung. But it no longer
dragged her through the whole day. The thought
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came, hurt briefly, and passed. Once, it had held her
for days. Now it passed, like wind blowing through
and moving on.

That is what forgiveness looks like.

It is not dramatic, like a scene on television. It is not
beaming and declaring, “I've forgiven everything!” It
is simply, quietly, releasing the cord little by little.
Some days you grasp it again. That is okay. Let go
again. As you hold and release, the time spent
holding grows shorter. One day you suddenly
realize, “I haven't thought about that person lately.”
By then, the cord has already been released.

There is a kind of sequence to forgiveness. You need
not follow it exactly, but knowing it can bring some
ease.

First, acknowledge the pain. Do not cover it over. “It
really hurt then. That is a fact.”

Next, do not blame yourself for hating. “I hated
because I hurt that much. It was natural.”

Then, slowly, when you are ready, loosen the cord.
You need not release it all at once. One millimeter

152



today is enough. Another tomorrow. In time, you
may notice there is no cord in your hand.

Writing an unsent letter is another good way. Write
everything you wanted to say: anger, sadness,
injustice, and longing if it is there. When you finish,
you can tear it up, burn it, or keep it in a drawer.
What matters is that what kept circling inside comes
out. Once it becomes words on a page, it grows a
little lighter. Space opens in the heart.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Tonight, before closing your eyes, bring one
person to mind: someone who has weighed on
your heart for a long time, someone toward whom
hatred, hurt, or unresolved feelings remain.

Thinking of them, quietly say just this.

“I will begin to let go, little by little. Not for you, but
for me.”

If saying it is difficult, you do not have to. Simply
picture their face. If even that is too hard, reading
these words today is enough.

Your own pace is okay. There is no need to hurry.
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*

Forgiveness is not something people do because
they are strong.

It is something tired people do. Carrying this burden
has become too hard, so they put it down. That is not
weakness, but the courage to love themselves.

Is there someone you have hated for a long time,
someone you have long felt hurt by? Living with
those feelings, you have endured so much. That
alone means you are already strong enough.

Now the time has come to use that strength for
yourself.

The moment you let go, the first person set free is
you.
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Sequence 9

Words—What You Say Becomes Your
Life

The World Built by Words You Barely Noticed
Saying

Are there words you heard as a child that you still
remember?

“You never do anything right.” “Who did you take
after to turn out like that?” “Why is this all you can
do?”
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Or perhaps the opposite.

“You can do it.” “I'm glad you're here.” “You're
doing well.”

Either way, those words did not disappear. Decades
later, they still return on a quiet night. Someone's
words live within us without our knowing. Some are
warm, like a hand gently patting our back. Others
ache like a small nail embedded in the chest.

Let us talk about a woman.

As a child, she loved drawing. Whenever she had a
moment at school, she drew in the margin of her
notebook: trees, houses, castles above the clouds.
She colored until her pencils wore down, then gazed
at the finished pictures. It amazed her that a world
she had drawn could exist on paper. While drawing,
she felt alone in the world, yet never lonely.

One day in art class, the teacher collected the
pictures. She handed hers in proudly. The teacher
took one look. “What is this? It isn't a drawing. It's a
scribble.” Laughter broke out in the classroom. The
children looked at her and laughed. Her face burned
and her heart dropped. Tears rose, but she held
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them in, afraid that crying would make them laugh
more.

From that day, she stopped drawing. She did not
even doodle in her notebook anymore. She put her
colored pencils deep in a drawer.

Decades passed. Now she lives her adult life.
Sometimes a visit to an art museum stirs an odd
excitement. Beautiful colors make her fingers itch. A
set of colored pencils in a stationery shop stops her
in her tracks. But she never buys it, never draws. “I
have no talent for art.” That sentence has set like
concrete in her mind.

The teacher probably does not even remember
those words. One remark to one student among
many. Yet that remark locked a child's colored
pencils in a drawer and, decades later, still keeps it
shut.

Words seem to vanish into the air, scattering the
moment they leave the mouth. But they do not
disappear. They remain in the listener's heart,
planted like seeds. From kind words grow
confidence, courage, and the belief “I can.” From
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hurtful words grow “I can't,” “It is pointless anyway,”
and “It is safer not to try.”

And there is something else that matters.

The seeds are not only planted by others. What we
say to ourselves becomes seeds too. And the person
who speaks to you most throughout the day is you.
Looking in the mirror in the morning. Making a
mistake at work. Seeing yourself in a photo.
Comparing yourself with someone. Before sleep. All
day long, without stopping, we talk to ourselves.

Have you ever listened to those words?

“Another mistake.” “Why am I like this?” “I knew I
couldn't.” “Everyone else manages.” “It's only me.”

Imagine someone precious beside you: your child,
your closest friend, someone you love. What if you
said these things to them every day? “Why are you
like this?” “You can't do anything right.” “Everyone
else can. What's wrong with you?”

Can you imagine what would happen? They would
shrink, lose confidence, lose the light in their eyes,
and eventually stop trying anything at all. Anyone
would.
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Yet we do this to ourselves every day, unseen by
anyone, quietly within. We say the harshest things in
the world to the person closest to us.

What Happens When You Say, “I Can't”

“I can't.”

Say it to yourself once. You need not speak aloud.
Quietly, slowly.

“I can't.”

How does it feel? Does your body curl inward
slightly? Do your shoulders sink, your chest tighten,
your breathing become shallower? Words are only
sounds, yet your body responds.

Now try this.

“I can do it.”

Slowly, within. “I can do it.”

It is subtle, but something is different. Your
shoulders open slightly, your breathing deepens,
your chest opens a little. The same you, in the same
moment, yet the body changes with a phrase.
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Let me tell you about a man.

He wanted to start a business. He had an idea and
passion. He stayed up planning, researched the
market, and wrote a business plan. Everything was
ready. Yet whenever he tried to begin, a voice rose
inside him.

“You? Run a business? Don't make me laugh.”
“What will you do if you fail?” “What business could
someone like you run?”

Whose voice was it? His father's. As a child, whenever
he said he wanted to do something, his father
replied, “Don't dream like that. Face reality.” His
father's father had probably said the same. In those
days, perhaps dreams were a luxury. Perhaps it was
his father's way of worrying, or loving.

But the words were planted in the child's heart.
Decades later, as an adult, he still heard them
whisper whenever he tried to begin something,
whenever something made his heart race. “Face
reality.” “Someone like you.”

In the end, he could not begin. Not the first time, the
second, or the third. He stopped at the same point
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each time. The business plan went into a drawer.
Occasionally he took it out, sighed, and put it back.

Was he truly incapable? He had the idea, ability, and
passion. All were there. Only one thing was missing:
the words “I can.”

Say “I can't,” and the mind closes. When the mind
closes, the eyes close too. Opportunities arrive
unseen; helping hands go ungrasped. Even good
things are pushed away with “For me? Surely not.”
We live inside a frame made by words.

Say “I can,” and the opposite happens. The mind
opens. The more it opens, the more you see. The
more you see, the more you try. The more you try,
the more experience you gain. With experience,
you truly become able.

Words come first. Reality follows.

Not everything changes immediately. Saying “I can”
will not turn your life upside down tomorrow. But
the direction changes. Change the direction of one
step, and a thousand steps later you will be
somewhere entirely different. That first step begins
with a phrase.
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Change Your Words, Change Your Day

Let me tell you about a woman.

Every morning she hated standing before the mirror.
Not because she disliked looking, but because of the
words that automatically arose. “Puffy again.” “I need
to lose weight.” “This doesn't suit me.” “Why do I look
so tired?” Looking at her reflection, her first words of
the day always put her down.

Nobody else heard, but she heard every word. It was
like beginning each morning by putting herself down
before the day even started.

As those mornings accumulate, the whole day
changes. She lacks confidence on the way to work
and shrinks around others. A good idea comes in a
meeting, but she cannot speak. “What difference
would it make if I said it?” She starts to act, then
draws back: “What could someone like me do?” By
evening she is exhausted, more in mind than in
body. She has heard unkind words from herself all
day, as though the person closest to her has been
scolding her without a break.
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One day, someone made a small suggestion. “When
you look in the mirror tomorrow, say just one thing:
‘Here's to getting through today.’ Just that.”

At first she laughed. “What difference would that
make?” But with nothing else to try, she decided to
give it a go.

The next morning she stood before the mirror. The
usual “Puffy again” was about to rise. Before it did,
she forced out, “Here's to getting through today.” It
sounded strange. Her own voice felt awkward. She
did not mean it. They were only words from her
mouth.

Yet something a little strange happened. That day
was very slightly different. It was hard to explain
how. Her chest simply felt a little less heavy. A tiny
difference, too small for anyone else to notice.

She tried again the next day, and the next. After
about a week, her words before the mirror changed
a little: from “Here's to getting through today” to
“Today will be okay too.” A few days later, “You're
doing well” sometimes came out as well.
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A month later she said, “The unkind words still come
in front of the mirror. They haven't vanished. But
now I can notice, ‘Oh, there is that phrase again.’
Then I can put one kind sentence on top of it. Before,
there were only unkind words. Now each unkind
phrase has a kind one beside it. That alone changes
the day.”

She had not become perfect. The unkind words had
not gone. But one kind phrase had been laid over
them. That one phrase changed the color of her day.

Words are a habit. If you have spoken unkindly to
yourself for a long time, that is an old habit. It will
not change overnight. You need not pressure
yourself to change. Simply lay a new habit over the
old, one at a time.

One warm sentence to yourself each morning is
enough.

“Here's to getting through today.” “You're doing
well.” “It's okay. You can do this.”

At first, you may not mean it. That is okay. You need
not mean it yet. It can be only words; it can sound
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strange. A seed begins growing the moment it is
planted. Sincerity follows later.

And one more thing: when your words to yourself
change, your words to others naturally change too.
Those who are warm with themselves are warm with
others; those harsh with themselves are harsh with
others. Inner words change, then spoken words,
then relationships, then the day. It always begins
within.

A Small Experiment You Can Begin Today

Here is a small experiment.

Try it for one week. Just one week.

Once a day, say one kind thing to yourself. Before
the mirror in the morning, sitting alone at lunch,
under the covers before sleep—any time will do. Just
one sentence.

“You did well to get through today.” “You're doing
well.” “It's okay.” “Thank you for living through
today.” “It's okay to make a mistake. You can try
again.”
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Any words are fine, as long as they are words you
want to offer yourself. They need not be grand or
elegant.

And once a day, listen to what you casually say to
yourself. What do you say after a mistake? What
thoughts come before the mirror? What words arise
when you compare yourself with someone?

You need not try to change it. For now, simply listen.
It is the awareness we discussed in Sequence 6. “Oh,
these are the words I am saying to myself.” That is
enough.

Notice what you say to yourself. Lay one warm
sentence over it. Try just these two things for a week.

After a week, see whether anything feels different. It
may not be a grand change, only the slightest
difference. But that slight difference changes the
direction.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Tonight, before sleep, close your eyes and say just
this to yourself.

“You did well to get through today.”
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It is okay if nothing went well, if you made
mistakes, if you accomplished nothing at all.
Simply to the self who lived through the day, the
self who held on this far, say:

“You did well.”

Even if the words seem to hang in the air, the seed
has already been planted.

*

Words cannot be seen. They have no weight. You
cannot hold them in your hand.

Yet one phrase can make a child give up on a dream
or help someone about to give up stand again. It can
sever a relationship or revive a heart. Words are the
lightest things in the world, and the heaviest.

And of all words, those that remain longest are the
ones you say to yourself. Others' words may be
forgotten, but your own accumulate within. Those
words make you.
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From this moment, take a look at the words you
offer yourself. Everything begins there.

You are a far better person than you think. You
simply have not said that to yourself yet.

Say it for the first time today.
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Sequence 10

Flow—What Happens When You Stop
Forcing Things

You Have to Open Your Hand to Receive

Have you ever held sand in your hand?

On a beach, you pick up a handful. To keep it, you
close your fist tightly. The harder you squeeze, the
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more sand escapes between your fingers. More
pressure makes it fall faster. After squeezing to the
end, almost nothing remains, only marks in your
palm.

But open your hand a little, and something
remarkable happens. Relax, spread your palm, and
let the sand rest on it. It stays. It does not escape
anywhere. Without your gripping it, it is there.

It is not only sand. Have you experienced things that
retreat the harder you try to grasp them? Clinging to
what you want makes it harder to attain. Trying to
get closer to someone you like makes things
awkward. Trying to be perfect leads to mistakes.

The more important something is, the tighter we
grip: to keep someone we love, guarantee a result,
make things follow the plan. We strain, control, and
hold on because it feels safe. Release it and it might
disappear; relax and we might lose it.

Let us talk about a man.

He desperately wanted a promotion. Every day, he
arrived first and left last. He worked weekends. To
win his boss's recognition, he reached for every

174



project. He worked while colleagues rested, gave up
dinners with his family, and missed a friend's
wedding. He staked everything on it.

But something strange happened. The harder he
tried, the more things tangled. Taking on too much
lowered the quality of each task. Changing his
opinions to please the boss cost him his colleagues'
trust. Exhaustion weakened his concentration, and
small mistakes multiplied. The promotion went to a
colleague who seemed to have worked less hard.

It was not that he was inadequate or incapable. He
had been holding too tightly.

Gripping creates tension. Tension creates stiffness.
Stiffness removes flexibility, making it hard to
respond to the situation. Focused only on what is in
front of you, you miss the opportunity from the side
or the helping hand approaching from behind.

It is the same in love. Hold someone tightly because
you fear losing them, and they feel suffocated. Daily
checking, wanting to know where they are, anxiety
when they talk to someone else. You think it is love,
but to them it is pressure. Love becomes control.
Eventually they leave, exhausted. The very grip
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meant to keep them becomes what drives them
away.

Grip tightly and it slips away; open gently and it
stays. Sand, love, opportunities: all are like this.

Opening your hand does not mean giving up or
making no effort. It means easing the grip a little:
the insistence that things must happen this way, that
you must control them. Ease it slightly, and space
opens in your hand. Something unexpected can
enter that space.

When Effort Gets in the Way

Think of a sleepless night.

Tomorrow matters. You must sleep well. You lie
down early and close your eyes. “I must sleep, must
sleep, must sleep.” But the harder you try, the less
sleep comes. You check the clock: an hour gone.
More agitation. “Why can't I sleep? Tomorrow will be
a disaster.” Anxiety keeps you awake still longer. Two
hours, three, and you are still awake.

Then, when you give up, sleep arrives. “I suppose I
won't sleep tonight.” Your thoughts wander, and at
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some point you drift off. The sleep that would not
come while you tried arrives when you stop trying.

It is the same with a forgotten name. You know it,
but cannot say it. “What was that person's name? I
know it…” The harder you think, the more it escapes.
Later, doing something else, it suddenly appears at
an unexpected moment. You find it when you stop
searching.

Everyone has experienced something like this.

Effort is not bad. It is valuable. But effort has its time.
Planting a seed takes work: digging, placing the
seed, watering. But what if you dig it up every day to
check? “How much has it grown? Has it rooted? Why
no shoot?” A seed dug up daily cannot grow. You
keep disturbing it as it tries to put down roots.

After planting, you must wait. Water it, give it
sunlight, and wait. Sometimes waiting is harder than
effort. Doing nothing seems worrying. You think,
“Shouldn't I be doing more?”

But the seed is doing its work underground. You
simply cannot see it.
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Let us talk about a woman who wanted a child. Two
years into marriage, there was no news. She visited
clinics and tried everything said to be good for her
body. Every month brought hope and
disappointment. As the disappointments
accumulated, she drove herself harder. “Is
something wrong with my body?” “Should I try
harder?” Stress built, and the marriage grew
strained.

One day, exhausted, she told her husband, “Let's
take a break. I can't do this anymore.” She cried,
suddenly feeling how hard she had pushed herself.
He cried too. Both were worn out. They set it down
for a while: paused clinic visits, stopped calculating,
and went away together. In a small seaside town,
they lived without plans, held hands on walks, and
laughed together again at nothing in particular. Only
then did they realize how good that felt.

They did not know then that, after returning from
the trip, the news they had been waiting for would
come.

It may have been coincidence. Yet we hear many
similar stories: something fails to happen while
desperately gripped, then moves when briefly
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released. I do not know whether this is simple
coincidence or some principle at work. But one thing
is certain. When we grip tightly, body and mind
tense. Tension narrows them. Narrowing blocks the
flow.

Grip tightly, and body and mind tense. Tension
narrows; narrowing blocks the flow. Let go, and the
tension releases. Release opens. Opening allows
flow. When things flow, what is coming can come.

Don't Try to Make the Wave. Ride It.

Have you watched someone surfing in the sea?

A surfer does not make waves. Shouting “Wave,
come now!” will not bring one. The surfer cannot
decide when a wave will arrive or how big it will be.
That is the sea's work.

The surfer's work is different: go out, float, wait.
Observe, relax the body, and prepare to ride when
the wave comes. Then join its movement, stand on
the board at the right moment, and travel with its
power.

What makes a surfer impressive is not making the
wave, but knowing how to ride it.
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Life has waves too: times for opportunity, times for
rest; times when things flow easily, times when
nothing works. We do not decide these.

The problem is that we try to make the waves
ourselves. We demand results now, answers now, a
changed life now. When a wave does not come, we
swim desperately to create one, paddling until our
arms ache. Exhausted, we conclude, “I can't.” We
think the missing wave is our fault.

It is not your fault the wave has not arrived. It simply
was not yet that wave's time.

There was a man who wanted to be a writer. For
years he wrote and sent manuscripts to publishers:
ten, twenty, thirty. Only rejections came back; some
did not reply at all. Was his writing terrible? Did he
lack talent? His confidence gradually faded.

He did not give up, but lost heart. Writing stopped
being enjoyable because he was writing for
recognition, for a result rather than for the writing
itself. At some point he stopped sending work to
publishers and wrote only what he wanted: pieces he
would show no one, the stories he truly wanted to
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tell. Without seeking a result, he simply enjoyed
writing.

Two years later, someone who happened to read his
work contacted him. It was a publishing editor. The
writing from that period became a book.

If you hear this and think, “Then I should give up,”
you are only half right. He did not give up or stop
writing. He released his attachment to the outcome.
He kept writing, but eased the insistence that it must
be published. He stopped forcing it. His writing
became free, and from that freedom his real voice
emerged. Eventually, that voice reached someone's
ears.

Going with the flow does not mean doing nothing.
You do your work, prepare, and give your best. But
you do not clutch the result. You release “It must be
this way.” You go out to sea ready for a wave,
without struggling to manufacture one.

The wave will come. Even if you do not make it, it will
come. Its timing, however, is not yours to choose.
Your task is to prepare here and now, wait, and care
for yourself so you are not exhausted when it
arrives.
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Practicing the Feeling That It Is Already Done

Here is something that may sound a little strange.

We usually think, “When it happens, I'll be happy.” A
promotion, money, someone to love, good health:
then happiness will come. Not yet, not now, but
when that thing arrives, we will finally be okay.

But look back. Has something you deeply wanted
ever come true? Getting the job, obtaining the thing
you wanted: how long did the happiness last? Days?
Weeks? Soon the next “thing” appeared. “This is
done. Now I'll be happy if only that happens.”
Happiness stays one step ahead, like a destination
you can never reach.

What if we gently reversed “When it happens, I'll be
happy”?

“When I feel I already have enough, it comes to
be.”

It may sound strange. How can you feel something is
already done when it has not happened? Is this
self-hypnosis? Denial of reality?

No. It is changing the mind's starting point.
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Want from a sense of lack, and the mind grows
impatient. Impatience tightens the grip, and—as we
have seen—the tighter grip drives things away. But
want while feeling you already have enough, and the
mind is at ease. Ease releases tension. Release
allows flow.

There was a woman who had long wanted a good
partner. She went on blind dates, attended
gatherings, and tried hard. But at every meeting, the
thoughts arose: “Will this person like me? Am I
attractive enough? What if I disappoint them?” She
began from lack, continuously evaluating herself
even while meeting someone else.

One day, utterly tired, she stopped. “I won't look
anymore. I'm okay on my own.” She began enjoying
time alone: favorite films, cafés she had wanted to
visit, cooking she had long wanted to learn. Her days
were good enough even on her own.

What was her state of mind then? She was not
lacking. She was already okay. Hers was not a life
needing someone else to complete it, but a life
sufficient as it was. In that state, she naturally met
someone, without evaluating, comparing, or trying
to fill a lack. Simply as herself.
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Feeling “It is already done” is not giving up. It is
the most powerful preparation. Begin from lack,
and you chase. Begin from enough, and you
attract. The road is the same; the direction is
different.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Today, think of one thing you deeply want. For a
moment, feel as though it has already happened.
Just thirty seconds.

“If it were already here beside me, how would I
feel right now?”

Feel it for thirty seconds. It may be ease, gratitude,
or warmth. Whatever it is, stay with it for thirty
seconds.

Then return to your ordinary day. You need not
change anything. You have simply tasted the
feeling for a moment. That is enough.

*

Left alone, water flows downward. Without orders or
force, it finds its way. It goes around a stone, fills a
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hollow, follows a slope. Blocked, it pauses; when
enough collects, it flows again.

Your life is like this too. It is flowing without being
forced. Even if it feels blocked now, the water is
gathering quietly, out of sight.

You need not be impatient. You may relax. You are
doing what you need to do. Now, for a moment, stop
forcing things and let yourself move with the flow.

Water wears through rock not by striking hard, but
by flowing without stopping. You, too, are already
flowing.
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Sequence 11

Gratitude—The Simplest and Most
Powerful Thing

Gratitude Is Not Good Manners. It Is a Way of
Seeing Life.

There was a man.

Every morning he rose at the same time, took the
same route to work, and worked in the same seat.
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After work he returned by the same route, sat on the
same sofa, and looked at the same screen until he
fell asleep. Nothing particularly bad was happening.
He was healthy, employed, and had somewhere to
sleep. Yet he did not feel good. There was an
emptiness he could not quite name, a feeling of
being alive without feeling alive.

A day simply passed. A month. A year. Looking back,
little stood out. He tried to recall happy moments,
but few came. “What did I do this year?” Each time he
asked, his heart sank a little.

One day he met an old friend. Over a meal, the
friend asked, “How have you been?” “So-so. Nothing
much happening.” The friend looked at him for a
while. “Isn't nothing happening something to be
thankful for? My father suddenly collapsed last year.
It taught me painfully how precious an uneventful
day is.”

An uneventful day was something to be thankful for.
The words stayed with him. At home that night, he
wondered: had nothing really happened today?

He had woken up without pain. Taken a warm
shower; the water running down his back had felt
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good. Eaten and felt full. Walked to work because his
legs were sound. The colleague beside him had
offered coffee and said, “You look a little tired today.”
Someone had noticed him. On the way home, the
sky was red, and he had eyes that could look up at it.

It was not that nothing had happened. Every
moment held something. He simply had not seen it.
Without noticing what was there, he had counted
only what was missing.

We use “thank you” so often: at meals, on receiving
gifts, when someone helps. But mostly, gratitude
resembles good manners, words from the mouth
rather than the heart, a reflexive courtesy.

That is not the gratitude we are speaking of here.

Gratitude is a way of seeing what is already here in
this moment.

Our attention usually goes to what is absent: what
we have not achieved, acquired, or become. “If only I
had this, I'd be happy.” “If only that were resolved.”
Looking at what is missing shrinks the heart into
lack, insufficiency, anxiety. However much we have,
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eyes fixed on absence always say there is not
enough.

Gratitude turns that gaze from what is missing
toward what is here.

Waking in the morning. Breathing. Walking.
Someone calling your name. Having food today.
These seem so ordinary that, like air, we forget they
are there. Imagine losing even one, and you realize
none was something to take for granted.

Gratitude is not etiquette. It is opening your eyes to
what you have, right now.

When your eyes open, something remarkable
happens. Your heart changes. The same day feels
different: from a day of lack to a day of enough.
Nothing has changed, yet everything looks different.
The mind's starting point has shifted. Begin from
lack, and the heart tightens. Begin from enough, and
it opens. Gratitude gently moves that starting point.

You are not being asked to be grateful for
something grand. The cup of warm water you drank
this morning is enough.
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Finding Gratitude in a Day When Nothing Has
Changed

“Be grateful? There is nothing to be grateful for.”

I understand that feeling.

Let me tell you about a woman.

She had been unemployed for three months. Dozens
of applications had brought not even an interview.
Her savings dwindled; her self-esteem reached
bottom. Waking frightened her: another day
beginning, another day when nothing would change.
Under the covers, she scrolled through her phone.
Seeing friends' lives made her shrink further.
Everyone seemed to be moving forward while she
alone stood still.

If someone had told her to keep a gratitude journal
then, she would probably have been angry. “You can
only say that because you don't know my situation.”
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irritating. Things are not working, relationships are
tangled, tomorrow is uncertain: thankful for what? It
may feel forced upon you. That response is natural. I
have no intention of telling you it is wrong.



Fair enough. So let me be clear: I am not telling
someone who is struggling now to force gratitude.

Let us simply try one thing together.

Take one deep breath now. In and out. Slowly. That
breath moving in and out means you are alive in this
moment. You may not know about tomorrow, but
now you are alive. You have eyes to read these
words and a heart they can reach.

That one thing. That is enough. You need do no
more right now.

Three months later, the woman found a modest job.
It was not where she had hoped, the terms were
worse, and the work was completely different. But
on her first morning, stepping outside, she breathed
cold, clear air. “Oh, I have somewhere to go.” That
sentence reached deep into her chest. Not the job
she wanted, not good conditions, yet somewhere to
go, a place with her name on it. That alone made the
morning different.

Gratitude need not wait for circumstances to
improve. It is something possible here and now,
before they do.
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Nothing has changed. The bank balance is the same;
tomorrow remains uncertain. Yet right now you can
breathe, drink warm water, shelter under a roof in
rain, put on clothes against the cold. Letting the
heart rest briefly on these things is gratitude.

Remarkably, when that small gratitude takes root,
what you see begins to change. In a day just like
yesterday, little things catch your eye: someone
giving up a bus seat, an unfamiliar flower beside the
road, a call from a friend after a long silence. These
have not suddenly appeared. They were already
there. Now you can see them.

Look at what is absent, and the world lacks. Look at
what is present, and it is enough. The world has not
changed. Your eyes have.

If You Can Feel Grateful, You Are Already Enough

Talking about gratitude sometimes creates this
misunderstanding.

“More gratitude brings better things, so work hard
at being grateful.”

That is not gratitude. It is a transaction.
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If good things happen only when you work at
gratitude, gratitude becomes another assignment,
another thing you must do. Missing a journal entry
makes you anxious. Not feeling grateful enough
makes you blame yourself. “Why can't I even be
grateful properly?” Gratitude becomes another
burden.

You do not have to practice that kind of gratitude.

True gratitude is not something you do to obtain a
reward. It is your heart reaching what is already here
in this moment. It is closer to awareness than effort,
the awareness from Sequence 6. “Oh, this was here.”
That much is enough.

Let us talk about an elderly man.

He lay in a hospital bed. Long ill, he could not move
freely or walk. He spent his days looking at the
ceiling. Yet strangely, entering his room brought
ease. Family and nurses alike said, “I don't know
why, but I always feel better in his room.”
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Here was the secret. Every morning, when he woke,
his first words were:

“My eyes opened again today. Thank you.”

That was all. Nothing grand, nothing written in a
journal, nothing done in hope of a reward. He simply
felt thankful to have woken. That small thankfulness
brightened his day, and the brightness reached the
people who entered his room.

He was not healthy or wealthy. He had lost more
than he still had. Yet he felt grateful. He was able to.
It was not a question of circumstances, but of the
heart.

Being able to feel grateful means you are already
enough.

If right now you can feel thankful for any one thing,
you are already enough. You are grateful not
because you possess much, but because you can see
what is here. Having those eyes is itself a gift.

Gratitude is not a grade. More is not better; deeper
is not better. If your heart turned to one small thing
today, that is enough. If you felt no gratitude, that is
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okay too. Try tomorrow, or do not try at all. A time
will come when your heart turns naturally.

Gratitude Brings More to Be Grateful For

Let us consider something remarkable.

A woman's relationship with her husband was
strained. Conversation dwindled; often, together,
they each looked at their phones. At home they
exchanged little beyond how tired they were. Hurt
accumulated, but she stayed silent, afraid speaking
would start a fight. Years passed. Alone, she
sometimes wondered, “How did we become like
this?”

One day, she read a line in a book: “If you want
something from someone, first look at what they are
already doing for you.”

At first she was angry. “What does he do for me?” But
something stayed with her, and she decided to try.
For one week, she would look for what her husband
was doing.

The first day she noticed nothing; the second was
the same. On the third, she saw him taking out the
rubbish. He had done it quietly every week, and she
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had never thanked him. That evening she said softly,
“Thank you for taking out the rubbish.”

He turned, startled. “Oh. Sure.” That was all. No
moving television scene. But in that brief moment,
the air changed slightly. A little warmth passed
between them.

On the fourth day, she noticed him taking their child
to daycare every morning. On the fifth, the weekend
grocery shopping. On the sixth, she noticed that
when he bought fruit she liked, he always brought
an extra kind. Without saying anything. Quietly.

After a week, something remarkable happened. Her
husband changed a little. Or rather, not the husband
himself, but the husband she saw. The same person
began to look like someone different.

What followed was more remarkable. As she
expressed gratitude, he gradually changed too. His
words softened; his face relaxed. One day he asked
first, “It was hard today, wasn't it?” She had not
heard that in years.

Gratitude had brought something more to be
grateful for.
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This is not magic, not a claim that the universe
rewards gratitude. It is much simpler. Grateful eyes
see what was invisible. Seeing allows you to speak.
Speaking lets the other person feel it. That feeling
changes the relationship; the changed relationship
brings more reasons for gratitude. This small cycle
changes days, relationships, lives.

It works in reverse too. Complaining eyes find more
to complain about. Counting what is lacking makes
lack more vivid. Either way, once begun, the cycle
rolls in the same direction.

Which cycle would you like to begin? The choice is
yours. It can begin with one small gratitude this
evening.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Before sleep, look back over today and recall just
three things you were thankful for.

They need not be important. “The morning coffee
tasted good.” “The bus came on time.” “My child
asked for a hug.” That is enough.
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If nothing comes, try only this: take one breath
now and say inwardly:

“Thank you for today.”

It is okay not to know whom you are addressing.
Simply to the self who lived through today, the self
still here. That one sentence is enough.

*

Gratitude is the simplest thing in the world.

It needs no special skill, money, or great amount of
time. Take one breath and see one thing that is here.
That is all.

Yet that simple thing is the most powerful in the
world.

From lack to enough. From anxiety to calm. From a
closed heart to an open one. A moment of gratitude
opens that door.

Look again at one thing you took for granted today.
See how precious it was, and how beautiful the heart
is that can see it.

You are already enough. Now, just as you are.
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Sequence 12

It's Okay. All of It.—For You, Just as
You Are

It's Okay Not to Be Perfect

We have looked at many things on the way here.

We have faced feelings, examined wounds,
considered forgiveness, felt the weight of words,
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learned about flow, and practiced gratitude. It
cannot have been an easy journey.

But have thoughts like these come up?

“I still can't even do this.” “Everyone else seems to
manage, while I stay in the same place.” “I'm not
good at awareness or gratitude. Why am I so
slow?”

If you have thought this, there is one thing I really
want you to remember.

You do not have to be perfect. There is no need to
be.

Let me tell you about a woman.

She wanted to be a “good person”: a good daughter,
wife, mother, employee. Perfect in every role. If she
shouted at her child, she could not forgive herself.
“Good mothers don't shout.” A mistake at work
tormented her for days. “Good employees don't
make mistakes.” An argument with her husband
became her fault. “Good wives don't fight.”

She constantly graded herself. Anything below a
hundred was failure. Ninety-nine was failure too.
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Every imperfect moment became a weapon against
herself.

One day her child brought home a drawing from
school: their family. Mom, Dad, the child, and the
dog. Mom's face was big and smiling brightly.
Underneath, the child had written, “The best mom in
the world.”

She cried. She had shouted, broken promises, been
irritable with exhaustion. She was not a perfect
mother. Yet her child had called her the best mom in
the world.

The child did not need a perfect mother. They
needed a mother who was there, even if she
shouted, made mistakes, or sometimes felt
exhausted. A mother who held them, cooked for
them, stayed nearby at bedtime. Not perfect, but
present. Imperfect, making mistakes, and still there.

After that day, she changed a little. When she
shouted, she beat herself up less. “I shouted again,
but before that I held back three times.” A mistake
no longer meant days of torment. “I made a mistake.
I can try again next time.” She began accepting
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herself below a hundred. Seventy, fifty, even a
thirty-point day could be okay.

The same is true for you.

You need not be perfect. You need not notice every
time, feel gratitude every day, or be ready to forgive.
You may forget today what you resolved yesterday.

It is still okay. It truly is.

The things in this book are not things you must do.
They are things you can try. Try when you can; when
you cannot, leave them. There is no homework, no
exam, no score.

Imperfect, you are enough. Let us not forget that.

It's Okay to Go Slowly. You Can Stop, Too.

The world moves fast now.

Other people's successes appear in real time: a
promotion, a new business, a trip around the world.
Each swipe brings more shining moments. Watching
them, the self who seems to stand still feels
endlessly small.

“It feels like only I am falling behind.”
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I understand that feeling. I have felt it too. We all
have.

But think about it. Are you truly behind, or simply
moving at a different speed?

There was a man whose friends had bought homes,
married, and had children. In his mid-thirties, he had
no home of his own, was unmarried, and still did not
know what work he wanted. At gatherings he
shrank. “What are you doing these days?” frightened
him. He felt he had nothing to show.

He thought he was slow, that something was wrong
with him. Everyone else followed an established path
while he alone wandered, unable to find one.

But is there really an established path?

Years later, a small job he began by chance revealed
something he loved. Later than others, in his late
thirties, he felt “This is it” for the first time. Yet once
he began, he saw that all his wandering had
prepared the ground: varied experiences, lessons
from failure, people met along the way. None of it
had been wasted.
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Going fast does not mean going well. Going slowly
does not mean going badly. The speeds are simply
different.

Some flowers bloom in spring, some in summer,
some in autumn. Is an autumn flower lesser because
it blooms after a spring one? No. It blooms in its own
season.

Even time that looks still is not truly still. In winter a
leafless tree looks dead. Within, it prepares for
spring; its roots draw water and gather energy.
Nothing seems to happen outside, yet inside it is
doing its work.

Even if you feel still now, something is being
prepared within you. It is simply unseen. I have lived
through such periods too. Looking back, the time
when nothing seemed to work was the most
important time.

It is okay to be slow, to stop, to rest awhile. You can
walk again. Whenever you are ready.
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It's Okay Not to Know Yet

There are times in life when no answer is visible.

You do not know what to do, where to go, or even
what you want. Everyone around you seems to have
a path; you alone seem to stand in fog.

Let me tell you about a young man.

After graduating, he did not know what he wanted to
do. Friends began choosing directions: graduate
school, a job, a startup. Everyone was walking
somewhere. He stood still. No direction was visible.

“What are you going to do?” was the question he
feared most. Admitting he did not know seemed
pathetic, so he deflected. “I'm still looking into
things.” But he was not looking. He simply did not
know. Truly.

A year passed, and anxiety grew. He felt alone in
falling behind, alone in standing still. Not knowing
itself felt shameful. At his age, after living this long,
how could he still not know what he wanted?

One day, he happened to pick up a book in a shop,
drawn only by its title. It was no extraordinary book,
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but it held one sentence: “Not knowing means every
possibility is still open.”

The sentence lodged in his mind. Perhaps not
knowing was not shameful; perhaps things simply
had not been decided. Nothing being settled might
mean anything was still possible.

Gradually, he changed. He stopped being ashamed
of not knowing and said instead, “I'm still searching.”
And he really began to search, following anything
that stirred him even slightly. Some things were
wrong; some fitted a little. It took another two years.
They were not wasted. They taught him what was
not right. Only after enough experience of what is
not right can you recognize what is when it comes.

If you do not know now, it is not because you are
inadequate. Perhaps the time has not come. Perhaps
the seed underground is still choosing where to
send its roots. From outside, nothing seems to
happen; inside, a direction is taking shape.

You may say you do not know, that you have no
answer yet. That is honesty, not weakness. And only
by being honest can you truly grasp the answer
when it arrives.
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It is okay to be in fog now. The fog will lift. Your task
is not to force it away, but to take one step at a time
within it. The direction becomes visible as you walk.

You Are Enough, Just as You Are

There was a child. At birth, the child could do
nothing: walk, speak, or eat a meal. It simply lay and
cried. Yet look at the eyes of the parent holding it,
filled with the deepest tenderness. Not because the
child can do nothing, but because even unable to do
anything, it is lovable simply for existing.

As the child grows, scores appear: test marks,
rankings, report cards. Do well and be praised; do
badly and be scolded. Recognition requires doing,
worth requires achieving. The feeling “Existing is
enough” disappears, replaced by “I must do
something to be enough.”

So as adults we endlessly do: earn more, achieve
more, seek more recognition. Stopping brings
anxiety; doing nothing brings guilt. We do enough
and still feel it is not enough.

Let us pause.
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Think of when you were born. You could do nothing
and had nothing. Yet you were someone's whole
world, simply by existing.

Since then, your worth has never diminished. Not
once. Not after a poor exam, losing a job, failing, or
being abandoned. The worth of your existence has
never decreased. It only felt that way. I forgot this
for a long time too. We all forget. But forgetting does
not make it disappear.

You are enough, just as you are.

Even imperfect. Even with much you do not
understand. Even if you forget yesterday's resolve
today. Even slower than others. Even falling
sometimes. Even with wounds unhealed, forgiveness
impossible, gratitude difficult to feel.

Even then. You are enough.

You do not need anyone's approval. Achievement is
not what makes you enough. From the moment you
were born, you already were. It has simply been
forgotten for a while.
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One Thing You Can Try Today

Tonight, stand before the mirror. Look into your own
eyes and say:

“It's okay. All of it.”

Laugh if it feels awkward. Cry if tears come. It is okay
if you do not feel anything. Just once, say it to the
person in the mirror.

That person has endured so much to reach today.
They rose despite pain, walked after falling, lived
through their tears. Surely you can offer them these
words at least once.

“You did well. It's okay. All of it.”

*

“It's okay” does not mean give up. Still less does it
mean resign yourself to defeat.

It means holding the self who, imperfect and
unsteady, is still standing here. It means not waiting
to be perfect before trying to love who you are right
now.
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Then something remarkable happens. Once you can
tell yourself it is okay, you can tell others too. Only
those who can hold themselves can hold others.
Only those warm toward themselves can be warm
toward the world.

So this was never a journey for yourself alone. The
moment you accept yourself, warmth reaches those
beside you too. You are not alone. Let us now talk
about that together.
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Sequence 13

Connection—Remember That You
Are Not Alone

We Are Connected by Invisible Threads

When you were a child and hurting, your mother
knew.

She knew without being told. You came home after
something difficult at school, and the moment you
opened the door she looked at your face and asked,
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“Did something happen?” You had said nothing,
hidden your expression. Yet she knew. How?

People say that when a child hurts, the mother's
heart hurts too. It is difficult to explain scientifically,
but those who have experienced it know it is real.
Someone you love is struggling, and your heart feels
heavy without knowing why. You suddenly think of a
distant friend, call, and find they are going through a
difficult time. Everyone has had an experience like
that.

We seem separate, yet we are connected.

It cannot be seen or touched, but it can be felt in the
chest. Thinking of someone brings warmth.
Someone you love smiles, and you find yourself
smiling too. Your child hurts, and you hurt. This is
not imagination. It truly happens within us.

Let us talk about a man.

He was independent. He managed well alone, ate
comfortably alone, enjoyed traveling alone. He took
pride in needing no one. “I'm fine on my own,” he
often said. And he was. At least, it appeared so.
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Then his father collapsed, suddenly, without
warning. Rushing to the hospital, he stood alone in
the corridor, waiting for the doctor and feeling his
legs tremble. Then he realized: he had not been fine
alone. He had been pretending.

He took out his phone and called a friend he had not
contacted in two years. His fingers shook. He felt
guilty, as though he only called at a time like this, but
had no one else to call. His voice trembled. “I'm at
the hospital. My father…” Before he finished, his
friend said, “I'm coming. Wait there.” A first call in
two years, and no reproach, no question about why
he had not called sooner. Just: I'm coming.

An hour later, his friend arrived, sat beside him
without a word, and handed him coffee. That was all.
No great advice, no solution. Simply being there. Yet
that presence comforted him more than any words.
Alone, he had felt about to collapse. With someone
beside him, he could endure.

On the way home that night, he wondered how
much he had missed during the years of saying he
was fine alone. How often had he pushed an
approaching hand away? How often had he said “I'm
okay” when he needed help?
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We are connected. It is a fact, not a choice. When we
breathe, air enters us; in the same way, we are
connected from birth. Born into someone's arms,
raised by someone's hands, we live clashing,
laughing, and crying with others. In truth, there has
never been a moment of complete aloneness.

“I'm fine on my own” can be strength, but it can
also be a wall. Behind it, we sometimes long for
someone's warmth.

We Are Wounded in Connection, and We Heal in
Connection

Connection is not always beautiful. Honestly, people
are also what wound us most deeply.

Hurt from a stranger fades with time. Hurt from
someone close sinks deep: parents, siblings, friends,
loved ones. The closer the person, the deeper the
wound. So some people avoid closeness altogether.
They think that if they keep their distance and their
hearts closed, they will not get hurt.

Let me tell you about a woman.

As a child, she told her closest friend a secret she
had shared with no one, something buried deep in
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her heart. The friend spread it among the other
children, and she was mocked at school. From that
day, she showed no one her true feelings. She
laughed, talked, and joined in, but kept her heart's
door closed. “You must not trust people.” That was
the lesson she learned.

Decades later, she was outwardly sociable, with
many friends. At gatherings she laughed first and
talked most. Everyone thought her cheerful. Yet
there was not one person she truly confided in.
Sometimes at night she felt lonely even among
people. After a party, her bright expression vanished
the moment she shut her front door. So many
people, yet nobody knew the real her. She had been
smiling while her heart cried all along.

She was safe. She was not hurt. But she was not
healed either.

The wound came from a person. Strangely, healing
comes from people too. However much you think or
resolve alone, some wounds do not heal alone.
Someone listens, nods and says, “I see,” or holds you
without a word. Only then does fresh air reach the
old wound.
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One day, without meaning to, she opened her heart
to someone she happened to meet. She had not
intended to from the start. In the course of
conversation, the old story emerged. Even as she
spoke, she wondered, “Why am I telling this?” But
she continued, because the other person listened
quietly, without judgment or advice. Just listening.

When she finished, she cried in front of someone for
the first time in decades. The person said, “You
endured alone for so long.” Those words cracked the
wall within. It did not collapse; it only cracked. But
through that crack, air entered for the first time.

Avoiding people because people caused the wound
had not been the answer. People hurt us, but people
also recognize the hurt, cry beside us, and hold us
with “It's okay.” Connection created the wound;
connection heals it.

When We Turn from “I” to “We”

This book has mostly spoken about “me”: my
feelings, wounds, words, awareness. That is the
starting point. Without caring for ourselves first, we
cannot care for others.
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But having come this far, let us take one more step,
from “I” to “we.”

Let us talk about a woman.

She had been depressed for a long time. Getting up
was difficult, and she wanted to do nothing. She
attended a clinic, took medication, and worked hard
on her own. She seemed to improve, then sank
again. One day, at someone's suggestion and
without much expectation, she joined a small
neighborhood volunteering group.

At first, it felt burdensome. Help someone else when
she had no energy herself? But that day she took
groceries to an elderly woman living alone. Nothing
much: a few fruits and vegetables, a block of tofu. As
she set them down and turned to leave, the woman
clasped her hand and said, “Thank you, dear.”

That thank-you reached her heart. She felt the
warmth of her hand held in those wrinkled hands. It
was strange. That morning she had wanted to do
nothing; walking home, her steps felt lighter and the
world brighter. She had not received something. She
had given, yet felt she had received more.
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Trapped in “me,” the world is narrow: my
problems, pain, inadequacy. We circle inside it,
unable to leave however hard we think or try.

Turn toward “we,” and something remarkable
happens: the feeling that you can help someone,
that your existence means something to someone. It
cracks the old belief “I am useless.”

You need not do anything grand. Ask the person
beside you, “How is today?” Offer coffee to a
struggling colleague. Message an old friend, “I miss
you.” Small things like these become threads
connecting you to the world.

As those threads multiply, the ground beneath you
changes. You are connected somewhere, rather than
floating alone. That feeling gives life solidity.

It's Okay to Reach Out

Many of us find it hard to ask for help.

“I should handle it myself.” “I mustn't burden
anyone.” “Needing help makes me weak.” These
beliefs run deep. So we endure alone, conceal
exhaustion, and swallow our tears alone in a
bathroom.
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Let me tell you about a man.

He was the family breadwinner. As his business
struggled, debts accumulated. He could not sleep,
staring at the ceiling before dawn, wondering what
to do. He told neither his wife, whom he did not want
to worry, nor his friends, who might think him
pathetic. Telling his parents was even harder. A child
should not become a burden to their parents, he
thought.

He carried it alone and gradually crumbled. His body
began to hurt: indigestion, headaches, tightness in
his chest. Smiling became hard. Pretending to be
okay before his family became the hardest part of
every day.

One day his wife took his hand. “Even if you don't tell
me, I can see. I know you're struggling alone.” He
pressed his lips together, afraid speaking would
bring tears. She said, “You can lean on me. I'm on
your side.”

That night he told her for the first time: how much
he owed, where things were difficult, how scared he
was. He cried as he spoke, for the first time in front
of someone since becoming an adult. She cried too.
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Yet after he finished, his heart felt lighter. The
problems and debts had not vanished. But he felt he
was not alone. That alone kept him from falling
apart.

Reaching out is not weakness, but strength.
Admitting difficulty and opening your heart to
another takes courage. Extending a hand beyond
the wall is much harder than hiding behind it.

You may ask for help, lean on someone, cry. That is
connection, not weakness. It is how human beings
live as human beings.

And one more thing: the person who receives your
hand is glad too. Being able to help is a gift to them.
Leaning on them is not a burden. It tells them, “You
matter to me.”

One Thing You Can Try Today

Today, contact one person first: a friend you have
not spoken to in a long time, or family nearby to
whom you have not expressed your feelings. No
grand reason is needed.

“How have you been?” “Have you eaten?” “I was
just thinking of you.”
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That brief phrase reconnects an invisible thread.
For you and for the other person, it is warm.

If you are struggling now and cannot tell anyone,
try being honest with just one person today. “I've
been having a hard time.” That one sentence is
enough. It will make a small door in the wall.

*

You do not have to believe you must do everything
alone.

We were made to live together. Just as breathing
needs air, living needs connection. It is natural, not
weak.

Look around at who is near: family, friends, perhaps
a stranger you passed today. Invisible threads run
between them and you. They may be slack. They may
even feel broken.

But the threads are there. Give one a tug and you
will feel it. Try today.

You are not alone. You never have been.
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Sequence 14

Evening—The Gentlest Ritual for
Ending Your Day

Meeting Yourself at the End of the Day

The day is drawing to a close.

Much must have happened today. You woke, ate,
went somewhere, met someone, did something,
grew tired, laughed, felt irritated, held back, did
something else. The day passed. Though days seem
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alike, today was a day that existed only today. It will
not return.

Usually, though, we simply let the day end. We fall
asleep watching television or our eyes close over the
phone. Without recognizing the day's ending, we slip
into sleep. Morning brings another similar day,
which ends the same way. A week, a month, a year
passes.

Let me tell you about a man.

Every night before sleep, he felt the same thing:
“Another day simply passed.” He seemed to have
done things, but could not quite say what. He had
certainly been busy, but did not know what
remained. As this feeling accumulated, life felt
emptier. He worked hard at living without feeling
alive, spending his days while they seemed to pass
him by.

Then he read in a book, “Beginning a day matters,
but bringing it to a close matters even more.”

Bring it to a close. He realized he had never done
that. His days did not end; they simply switched off,
like a depleted battery.
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That night, he began something small: five minutes
before sleep, looking back on the day. No elaborate
journal, just closing his eyes and remembering.
What did I do this morning? Whom did I see at
lunch? What happened this afternoon? What did I
feel this evening?

For the first few days, there was little to remember
or feel. After about a week, though, things changed.
Looking back, small things he had passed over
during the day began returning.

New leaves on the tree he passed that morning. A
colleague saying, “You worked hard.” Warm soup at
lunch. A beautiful sunset on the way home. Things
unnoticed by day became visible when he looked
back at night.

More surprisingly, the habit began changing his
daytime too. Unconsciously thinking, “Tonight I'll
remember this,” he started noticing little things. The
day grew clearer. The same day held more feeling. A
day that merely passed became a day alive.

Evening is a time to gather the day, collect the
scattered pieces of your heart, and quietly set them
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down. The good, the difficult, the ordinary: all are
okay. Look back once, just as they were.

That alone changes the day, tomorrow, and life.

Five Questions for Looking Back on Your Day

You may understand the value of looking back yet
not know how to begin. Let me share a simple way.

Before sleep, close your eyes and ask yourself five
questions. No long answers or writing are needed.
Simply let answers come to mind.

First: “How did I feel today?”

Look back at your feelings: happy, irritated, anxious,
comfortable, lonely. Naming them helps them settle.
Think of it as the evening version of awareness from
Sequence 6. “I was a little anxious today.” “This
afternoon felt good.” That is enough.

Second: “Was there anything I was thankful for
today?”

It need not be large: a warm meal, someone's smile,
a punctual bus, rain stopping. However small, if one
thing comes, feel the gratitude for a moment. Here,
the gratitude from Sequence 11 connects naturally.
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Third: “What did I say to myself today?”

Look back at your self-talk. Did you drive yourself too
hard? Say things like “Why am I like this?” If so,
gently change those words now. “Today was hard.
You got through it anyway.” Here, the power of
words from Sequence 9 becomes practice.

Fourth: “Is there anything I can let go of today?”

Fifth: “Is there anything I hope for myself
tomorrow?”

It need not be an ambitious goal. “I would like to
walk more slowly.” “I would like to greet a colleague
first.” “I would like to take my time over lunch.” That
is enough. One small wish makes tomorrow a little
different.

You do not have to ask these five questions every
night. Only when you remember is fine. You need
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If something has weighed on your mind, set it down
gently before sleep: hurt caused by someone,
frustration with a task, disappointment in yourself.
You need not release it completely. Just for tonight,
lay it on the covers for a moment. You can pick it up
tomorrow. But tonight, do not fall asleep holding it.



not ask all five. One is enough. The moment it
becomes a burden, the point is lost. Gently, at your
own pace.

These questions do not seek correct answers. They
invite a brief conversation with yourself. You have
probably spent the day talking to others. For five
minutes before sleep, speak with yourself. Turn your
outward gaze inward and meet the person you were
today. That meeting helps tomorrow's you stand a
little more firmly.

A Word to Tomorrow's You Before You Sleep

Let us talk about a woman.

Every night she feared tomorrow. Before sleep came
the worries: “Will the meeting go well?” “What will
that person think of me?” “What if I make a mistake?”
Tomorrow had not arrived, yet her mind was already
there, suffering. She tossed and turned, finally slept
near dawn, and woke already exhausted.

One day a friend said:

“Before sleep, write just one line to tomorrow's
you.”
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At first she was baffled. A letter? To herself? But with
nothing else to try, she took out a notebook and
wrote one line.

“To tomorrow's me. Whatever happens, it's okay.
You don't have to do well. Just show up.”

After writing, she exhaled. Her heart seemed to
loosen a little. Strangely, that night she fell asleep
earlier than usual.

The next morning, she looked at the notebook. Her
own writing from last night, crooked and far from
beautiful. Yet that one line softened the morning.
“Whatever happens, it's okay.” It felt as though last
night's self were holding this morning's self.

From then on, she wrote one line every night.

“Tomorrow will probably be uneventful too. Don't
worry.”

“It's okay if the meeting doesn't go well. Getting
through it is enough.”

“Tomorrow's me, today's me is cheering for you.”

“If it is hard, you can rest. Nobody will blame you.”
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After about a month, she said, “The anxiety hasn't
vanished. But before, it occupied the whole room
alone. Now my words are beside it. When anxiety
asks, ‘What if I fail tomorrow?’ my handwriting
answers, ‘It's okay.’” Rather than anxiety shrinking,
another voice had appeared to answer it, a voice she
gave herself.

A small letter to herself each night laid a gentle
bridge between one day and the next, carrying a
little warmth from today's self to tomorrow's.

Worrying about tomorrow before bed is natural.
Anxiety is natural. You do not have to eliminate it.
Simply place a warm phrase over it. The anxiety
remains, but warmth appears beside it. That alone
makes sleep a little easier.

Tonight, why not say something to tomorrow's you?
It need not be long. One line, in a notebook or only
in your mind.

“Tomorrow's me, it will be okay.”
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You Did Well to Get Through Today

We have reached the end of this section.

Perhaps you are reading near the end of the day, or
in the morning, or at midday. It does not matter. Just
pause for a moment now.

What did you do today?

You got up. That alone is something. There may have
been mornings when you did not want to, yet you
rose. You ate, washed, went somewhere, met
someone. Perhaps you laughed, became angry, held
back tears. Perhaps you were bored or busy.
Whatever the day was, you lived it.

We do not really know how much that means.

Let me tell you about a woman over ninety, lying in a
hospital bed. Her granddaughter asked, “When was
the best time in your life?” After thinking, she said,
“An ordinary day. Getting up, making food for your
mother, hanging out the washing, eating with the
family in the evening. Days like those were the best.”

Her granddaughter was surprised. After travel,
major events, and decades of living, the best

238



moment was an ordinary day? Her grandmother
smiled. “I didn't know then how good it was. I
understood only afterward. Being healthy, spending
an ordinary day with people you love. That is the
best thing.”

This ordinary day you are living may, in hindsight, be
your most precious one. You do not know now. It
may feel only tiring, boring, unremarkable. Yet it will
not return. Today's food, sky, conversations belong
only to today. This exact day will never come again.

So at the end of the day, to you who lived it, I want to
say:

You did well.

Even if the day was imperfect, you did well. Even if
nothing went to plan. Even if you feel you
accomplished nothing, reaching this point was
enough. If nobody has said it to you, I will.

You did well to get through today.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Tonight, close your eyes under the covers and try
just three things.
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One. Slowly recall today, from morning until now.
Simply watch it like a film passing by.

Two. Find one thing you were grateful for today,
however small.

Three. Say inwardly to yourself, “You did well
today. Tomorrow will be okay too.”

These three things place a full stop at the end of
today. With a full stop, tomorrow can begin as a
new sentence.

*

Morning is a beginning; evening is a close.

If the beginning sets direction, the ending gives
meaning. How you start a day matters, but how you
finish it determines its color.

Whatever today held, you are here now, reading,
alive. Tomorrow will come. And tomorrow's you will
be a little warmer than today's, because the seeds of
this book will be growing quietly.

Good night. You were wonderful today. You have
done so much.
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15
Sequence



{Morning Again—Your
New Day Begins}



Sequence 15

Morning Again—Your New Day
Begins

You Are Not the Same Person You Were Yesterday

You open your eyes.

Morning. Morning again. There was morning
yesterday and the day before; there will be one
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tomorrow. The same alarm at the same time, the
same covers pushed aside, the same sink before
you. Nothing seems different from yesterday.

But one thing has changed.

You have read this book.

The person who opened the first page and the
person now reading the final section are not the
same. Your appearance, name, home are
unchanged. But something inside has shifted. You
may not be able to say exactly what. Yet can you feel
it, however faintly?

A seed is invisible when planted. Above ground
nothing changes, but below, it has begun: rooting,
drawing water, reaching upward. The same is
happening within you. What you read has been
planted somewhere in your heart. You may not feel
it now, but one day a shoot will appear at an
unexpected moment.

Let us talk about a woman.

She read many self-help books. While reading, she
felt she understood something and could do
something. But within days of closing them and
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returning to life, she was back where she began.
Inspiration evaporated, resolutions faded, nothing
changed. She grew skeptical. “What difference do
books make? Nothing changes anyway.”

Years later, something difficult happened at work.
Her boss treated her unfairly, and she seethed.
Previously, anger would have kept her awake all
night. But that night something strange happened.
Alongside the anger came a small voice: “I'm angry
right now.” Then another: “This feeling is passing
through me. I am not the feeling.”

She had heard those words somewhere, though she
could not remember when. As they arose, the anger
eased slightly, giving her room for a pause. She did
not stay awake all night. The anger remained, but
did not swallow her.

Later she realized they came from a book read years
earlier. At the time, they had not moved her much;
she had simply read on. But they remained
somewhere. She thought them forgotten, yet they
surfaced when needed. The seed had sprouted after
years.
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You are the same. Some things here may reach you
now; others may not. That is okay. You may forget
what does not resonate. Even apparently forgotten,
it remains somewhere, to surface one day when you
truly need it. Then this book will truly speak to you.

So you need not strain to remember or practice
everything now. Reading alone has already changed
you. The seeds are planted in the soil of your heart.
Even without watering, even forgotten, a seed does
its work.

You are different from yesterday. The difference is
invisible, but real. On waking this morning, feel it
once: “I am a little different from yesterday.” That
alone makes this morning different.

One Small Thing Changes the Whole Day

What is the first thing you do on waking?

Most people look at their phones. Turn off the alarm,
keep swiping, check messages and news, scroll
through others' lives. Less than thirty seconds after
waking, the world pours in: someone's success, bad
news somewhere, unanswered messages. Before
the day begins, the mind is already busy.
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One man tried changing this.

He decided not to look at his phone immediately.
Instead, he would lie with his eyes open for one
minute, looking at the ceiling, taking one deep
breath, and saying inwardly, “I am alive again today.
Thank you.”

At first it felt strange. A minute seemed long; his
hand itched for the phone. But he waited. Just one
minute.

After a week, the feeling of morning had changed.
Before, the alarm brought “Another morning.” He
did not want to rise; he was tired and the day felt
overwhelming. The minute of space changed that
first feeling. Still tired, but “Another morning”
became more like “Oh, it is morning.” A tiny
difference, yet the starting temperature of his day
changed.

After about a month, the change spread. The
morning minute reached into daytime. At work he
sometimes paused to ask, “How do I feel?” He tasted
lunch. Once he rose without remembering what he
ate; now he thought, “This soup is warm.” He had
room to look at the sky on his way home. Playing
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with his child at night, he felt truly present. Before,
“Dad, look!” met a distracted “Mm” while he looked at
his phone. Now he really looked where the child
pointed, saw the shining eyes, and felt how good it
was.

He changed only one thing: one minute in the
morning, one breath instead of the phone. That
minute changed the color of the whole day.

Small things change large ones. That is what this
book has kept saying. No grand transformation,
tremendous resolve, or perfect plan is needed. A
minute in the morning. A breath. A phrase. That is
enough.

What should you say? There is no rule. Say what you
most need to hear. Here are a few examples.

“I am alive again today. Thank you.”

“Today, I can go at my own pace.”

“It's okay not to be perfect.”

“Today, too, I am enough.”
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Any words will do. You need not mean them yet. At
first they may be only words from your mouth. As in
Sequence 9, a seed grows from the moment it is
planted. Sincerity follows later.

There Is No Perfect Morning. There Are Mornings
That Are Okay.

There is one thing I want to make clear.

Please do not think every morning must become
perfect after reading this. “Wake, breathe, feel
grateful, say something kind, practice awareness…”
Nobody does all this perfectly every day. The person
who wrote this book cannot either.

Some mornings you will turn off the alarm and fall
asleep again. Some you will wake irritated. Some you
will reach for your phone first. Some will begin not
with “Thank you for today,” but a sigh: “Work again.”

All of it is okay. I truly mean that.

A man encountered ideas similar to this book and
practiced diligently: a morning gratitude journal,
meditation, kind words. He managed a week. In
week two he missed a day; in week three, three days.
After a month, he barely practiced. He blamed
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himself: “My willpower is weak.” “Everyone else can,
why can't I?” Feeling pathetic for failing to practice,
he stopped altogether.

This is the saddest part. The problem is not failing to
practice, but blaming yourself for it. That is where
everything stops.

These practices are not homework, exams, or daily
obligations. Do them when you can; leave them
when you cannot. Once a week is enough.
Remembering once a month is enough. Even if you
finish this book and practice nothing, that is okay.
Reading has already planted the seed.

There is no perfect morning. There are mornings
that are okay: turning off the alarm and sighing, yet
getting up anyway; feeling irritable, yet opening the
door with “Somehow I'll manage today.” An
imperfect morning that still moves forward. That is
enough.

And very occasionally, without warning, a good
morning comes: sunlight, clear air, a light body, a
good mood for no reason. When it comes, simply
notice. “This is a good morning.” That is enough.
Rather than straining to make every morning good,
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do not miss a good one when it arrives. That is what
this book wants to convey.

One more thing: a bad morning is not a failure. An
irritable, low, unmotivated morning is still your
morning. It too is an okay morning, because you are
alive to meet it. Whatever your mood or state,
waking itself is already something remarkable.

After You Close This Book—One Last Letter to You

Now we really are at the end.

Throughout the writing, I kept thinking of you.
Though I knew neither face nor name, I thought of
one person who would read this: someone who
might pick it up on a sleepless night, a morning they
did not want to rise, a moment when they longed for
something to change.

That person is you.

As if writing you a letter, I will leave these final
words.

We have spoken about feelings, wounds,
forgiveness, words, flow, connection. But at the
heart of all these stories is one thing.
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You are already enough.

You are not lacking or inadequate. You are not
something to fix, not a broken or malfunctioning
person in need of repair. You are whole, exactly as
you are. You simply forgot. The world was too loud
for you to hear the voice within.

This book did not try to teach you something new. It
tried to help you recall what you already knew.
Nobody has forgotten how to breathe, only how to
breathe deeply. Nobody is incapable of gratitude;
their eyes have simply been closed awhile. Nobody is
incapable of love; they have simply closed their heart
for fear of being hurt.

After closing the book, you need not act
immediately, make a grand resolution, or turn your
life around. Simply wake tomorrow morning. And,
for a brief moment, say this to yourself.

“It's okay. Today, too, I can go at my own pace.”

That is enough. It really is.

Look back at the path we have walked. We learned to
pause before waves of feeling and spoke about the
courage to face wounds. We saw that forgiveness is
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for ourselves, not the other person, and that a
phrase can change a life. We felt how opening a
clenched hand allows us to receive. We heard that
imperfection, slowness, and pauses are okay. We
remembered our connection and learned to close a
day and welcome another morning.

All of this is within you. It was not newly put there. It
was already there, brought out again.

Difficult days will come again: heavy-hearted days,
days when the world seems to collapse or you want
to do nothing. You may open this book then,
anywhere, and read. Or you need not open it.
Somewhere within, a sentence will remain and
surface when you need it.

One Thing You Can Try Today

Tomorrow morning, when you wake, try just one
thing.

Do not get up immediately. Lie still for a minute,
look at the ceiling, take one deep breath. Then say
inwardly:

“Today, too, I am okay.”
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That is the beginning and the end of this book, and
the beginning of your new morning.

*

Thank you for reading.

Whether you read from beginning to end, skipped
around, or read only one page does not matter. You
opened the book. That alone is enough.

The book ends here, but your story continues:
tomorrow, the next day, and beyond. Morning will
come each day, and you will open your eyes. Each
time, I hope you remember.

You are enough. Just as you are.

And you have an ally in this world. This book is on
your side. Open it anytime, and it will be here, asking
nothing, demanding nothing, simply sitting beside
you and saying:

It's okay. All of it. You are doing well.

Morning again. Your morning.
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Epilogue

You Were Already Enough

To you, standing at the book's final page:

thank you, truly, for coming this far.

Do you remember the question in the preface?

“Were you okay today?”

What was in your heart when you opened it? Were
you a little tired, wanting something to change, or in
need of comfort that night?
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How are you now?

Has anything changed, or is it still the same?

Either is okay.

You have read this far. That alone means something
has changed. You may not see or feel it, but the
change is real.

Seeds grow quietly underground.

We began at waking, stood before the mirror, faced
fear, remembered love. We learned to pause,
experienced awareness, looked at old wounds,
considered forgiveness. We felt words' weight,
learned to trust the flow, opened grateful eyes,
practiced saying it is okay. We remembered
connection and gathered the day at evening.

Then we welcomed morning again.
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All of this was really one thing:

the path back to yourself.

It was not a journey far away, but a return to where
you had been all along, a time to remember what
you had forgotten: you were always okay.

There is something I want to confess.

I did not write hoping to make you a “perfect
person.” There is no such person. I am not perfect
either. I still feel fear, lose my footing, have nights of
self-doubt.

I hoped only for this.

That after closing the book, you might treat yourself
a little differently, a little more gently, and become
your own ally.

The world is harsh enough already. It evaluates,
compares, judges. Living within it, we become harsh
with ourselves too. “Why is this all I can do?” “Why
am I still like this?” “Why am I so inadequate?”

But however harsh the world, if you at least can hold
yourself,
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that alone makes the world bearable.

You need not remember everything here.

It is okay if you cannot practice it, if you put not a
single line into action.

If, on a difficult day, one sentence comes to mind
and offers a little comfort, this book will have done
its work.

“It's okay. All of it.”

“You are enough.”

“You can go slowly.”

“It's okay to make mistakes.”

May even one of these return when you need it.

One last story.

Someone returned home from a long journey. They
had traveled far, yet arrived at the house they had
left: the same door, stairs, room. Nothing had
changed.
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Yet everything looked different. Familiar things
seemed new; things taken for granted felt precious.
The house had not changed. The person seeing it
had.

It is the same for you.

Your life may not look very different before and after
reading: the same home, work, people, days. But if
your way of seeing has shifted even a little, the world
has already changed.

Now it really is the end.

When you close the book, you will return to daily life.
Morning will come, with work to do, people to see,
problems to solve.

Through it all, I hope you remember just this.

You are not alone.

Many others who have read this book are walking
the same path right now: stepping forward in fear,
rising after falling, doing their best without being
perfect.

We are connected by invisible threads.
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One of them, through this book, connects you and
me.

I offer you one last farewell.

I do not know who you are, where you live, or what
you do. I do not know your face, name, or age.

But I know one thing.

You opened this book. That tells me you have not
given up on yourself.

That alone makes you brave enough, beautiful
enough, radiant enough.

Tomorrow, the next day, and beyond.

May your days grow warmer, little by little.

May you be a little kinder to yourself.

May the world be a little better simply because you
are in it.
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And on difficult days, may this book be a small
friend.

Thank you. Truly.

I am sincerely grateful to have met you.

— Beside you, the
author
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