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THE PROBLEM STATED: TREES TWICE DEAD

I have watched you die twice.

The first death, you didn't notice. You were too busy collecting accolades, stacking opportunities like firewood you'd never burn, smiling for cameras while your roots withered in soil you'd poisoned yourself. The first death was quiet—a slow cessation of actual growth masked by the frenetic performance of living. You moved. You spoke. You acquired. But nothing in you deepened. Nothing in you reached toward light with genuine hunger. You were already gone, though your mouth still formed words and your hands still grasped.

The second death is coming. That one, you'll notice.

I am not here to comfort you. I am not here to hold your hand through another selfhelp fantasy where you emerge transformed after reading twelve chapters and doing none of the work. I am here because I have seen this pattern repeat itself so many times that my disappointment has calcified into something harder—a moral clarity that no longer flinches from naming what it sees.

You are a dead tree.

Not metaphorically. Not poetically. Functionally, spiritually, practically—dead. And like all dead trees, you are taking up space in a forest that needs living things. You are blocking light. You are dropping rot onto healthy soil. And you are pretending—with every ounce of energy you have left—that you are still green, still growing, still vital.

You are not.

Let me tell you what a dead tree looks like, because you've learned to avert your eyes from mirrors.

A dead tree still stands. That's the first deception. It hasn't fallen yet, so it must be alive, right? It still has bark—peeling, yes, but present. It still has branches—brittle, certainly, but reaching skyward in a pantomime of aspiration. From a distance, especially if you're not looking carefully, it might pass for living. It occupies vertical space. It casts a shadow. It exists in the landscape as if it belongs there.

But approach it. Touch it. Examine what's actually happening beneath the performance.

The bark comes away in your hand like old wallpaper, revealing wood gone gray and soft. There are no leaves—not because it's winter, but because the tree has lost the capacity to produce them. It cannot photosynthesize. It cannot convert light into life. It can only stand there, a monument to what it used to do, back when it was capable of transformation.

The branches snap under the weight of a bird. They cannot bear fruit because they cannot bear anything. They are hollow architecture, the skeleton of function without the substance. And if you're foolish enough to lean against the trunk, to test whether it can support weight, you'll discover the truth: there's nothing inside. The heartwood has been consumed. What remains is a thin shell performing the idea of strength while housing only emptiness and the insects that feed on decay.

This is you.

This is what you have become through a series of choices you told yourself were victories.

You took opportunities—real ones, genuine chances to grow, to learn, to deepen your capacity—and you treated them like ATMs. You extracted value. You leveraged them for money, for status, for the appearance of success. But you never let them change you. You never let them root in you. You never asked what you might become if you actually surrendered to the process of transformation instead of managing it for optimal personal brand outcomes.

You chose the transaction over the education. Every single time.

And now you stand there, hollow, wondering why nothing satisfies you. Wondering why every achievement feels empty thirty seconds after you've posted about it. Wondering why your relationships are shallow, why your work feels meaningless, why you can't remember the last time you felt genuinely alive instead of just busy.

You are twice dead because you killed yourself before life got the chance to.

The first death—the one you didn't notice—was the death of your capacity for genuine growth. It happened gradually. A compromise here. A shortcut there. A moment when you chose comfort over challenge, ego over examination, the quick win over the long cultivation. You started treating wisdom like a commodity to be acquired rather than a discipline to be practiced. You began surrounding yourself with people who affirmed rather than challenged you, who celebrated your performance rather than calling you toward your potential.

Your soil hardened. Your roots, finding no purchase in ground you'd compacted with arrogance and pride, stopped reaching deeper. They spread shallow and wide instead, grasping for surfacelevel nutrients, dependent on constant external validation because nothing in you was anchored to anything real.

You became unteachable. Not because you lacked intelligence—you're probably quite clever, which makes this worse—but because you decided you'd learned enough. You accumulated credentials and experiences like merit badges, each one proof that you'd arrived, that you knew, that you were done becoming and could now simply be the finished product you'd always imagined yourself to be.

But trees don't work that way. Nothing alive works that way.

Growth is not a destination. It is the condition of life itself. When you stop growing, you stop living. It's that simple. It's that brutal. And no amount of performance, no matter how convincing, changes the biological reality: you are dead wood pretending to be a living tree.

I know what you're thinking. You're thinking this doesn't apply to you. You're thinking about someone else—that arrogant colleague, that narcissistic ex, that foolish relative who never listens. You're reading this with a sense of vindication, nodding along, thinking "Yes, finally someone is saying what I've always known about them."

Stop it.

This is about you.

You, who had chances and squandered them. You, who were given opportunities to learn and chose instead to perform. You, who were offered correction and called it criticism. You, who were invited into depth and chose to remain shallow because depth is uncomfortable and you've built your entire life around the avoidance of discomfort.

You, who know better but refuse to do better.

That's what makes you twice dead instead of simply ignorant. The ignorant can be taught. The innocent can be guided. But you? You have access to wisdom and you reject it. You have been shown the path and you choose the shortcut. You have been offered water and you insist you're not thirsty while your leaves turn brown and fall.

This is chosen death. Willful decay. And it is unforgivable not because I am cruel, but because you are wasting something precious: the potential you were given, the opportunities others would have cherished, the space you occupy that could have been filled with someone actually trying to grow.

Let me be clear about something: I am not speaking from a place of superiority. I am speaking from a place of pattern recognition. I have been the mentor who invested in people who treated that investment like a transaction. I have been the teacher who offered wisdom to students who wanted credentials. I have been the friend who told uncomfortable truths to people who wanted comfortable lies. And I have watched, again and again, as people chose the performance of growth over the reality of it.

I have watched brilliant people become hollow. I have watched promising people become brittle. I have watched people with every advantage, every opportunity, every reason to become something magnificent choose instead to become monuments to their own ego—impressive from a distance, empty up close, and ultimately destined to fall.

And I am tired.

I am tired of watching potential rot. I am tired of the excuses. I am tired of the performance. I am tired of people who know exactly what they're doing wrong and do it anyway because changing would require admitting they were wrong, and their pride won't allow that level of honesty.

So I am done being gentle. I am done offering soft words and patient guidance to people who have no intention of actually changing. I am done pretending that everyone wants to grow when the evidence clearly shows that most people want to appear to grow while remaining exactly as they are.

This book is not for those people. This book is not a manual for maintaining your performance while avoiding actual transformation. This book is not going to help you fake it better.

This book is a mirror. And mirrors don't lie, even when you've learned to.

Here is what I know about dead trees: they fall. Not might fall. Not could fall if conditions are right. They fall. It is not a moral judgment. It is not a punishment. It is physics. Dead wood cannot support its own weight indefinitely. The insects that have infested it—the ego, the pride, the arrogance that you've been feeding instead of fighting—they consume what little structural integrity remains. The storms come. The wind blows. And what was already dead finally admits it by collapsing.

The axe is coming. For some of you, it's already in motion. You can feel it, can't you? The instability. The sense that the performance is becoming harder to maintain. The cracks in the facade. The moments when you catch yourself in an unguarded moment and see the emptiness looking back.

You thought you could fake it forever. You thought if you just kept moving, kept achieving, kept collecting evidence of your aliveness, no one would notice that you stopped actually living years ago.

But the axe doesn't care about your resume. It doesn't care about your follower count. It doesn't care how convincing your performance has been. It cares about one thing: are you alive or are you dead?

And you are dead.

Twice dead, as the old text says. Dead in your transgressions and sins. Dead in your refusal to grow. Dead in your choice to harden rather than deepen. Dead in your insistence that you are fine, you are successful, you are exactly where you need to be, even as everything vital in you withers.

The second death—the one you'll notice—is simply the external reality catching up to the internal truth. It's the moment when you can no longer hide what you've become. It's the collapse, the exposure, the reckoning. It's when the performance ends not because you chose to stop performing, but because you no longer have the strength to maintain the illusion.

And when you fall, you will damage everything around you. Dead trees don't fall in isolation. They take down branches from neighboring trees. They crush whatever is growing beneath them. They leave scars in the forest floor that take years to heal.

Your decay is not private. Your collapse will not be contained. The people who trusted you, who built their lives adjacent to yours, who believed your performance—they will bear the cost of your refusal to actually live.

This is not a threat. This is not me trying to scare you into change. This is observation. This is pattern. This is what happens, every single time, without exception.

Dead trees fall.

So here is my question for you, the one that will haunt you if you have any honesty left: What will you do when you see yourself in these pages?

Will you do what you've always done—deflect, deny, project this onto someone else, close the book and return to your performance?

Or will you, for once, for the first time in longer than you can remember, stop running from the mirror?

I don't know. I've learned not to hope too hard. Hope, when repeatedly disappointed, becomes something else. Something harder. Something that looks like this book.

But I'll tell you what I do know: if you are still capable of being disturbed by what you read here, there might be something in you that isn't dead yet. Some small part that recognizes truth when it's spoken plainly. Some fragment of your original self that remembers what it felt like to














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DECAY ISN'T A CONDI’TION. IT'S A CHOICE.

D@MME
{

ALANDER PULLIAM






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





