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Introduction

ZARION ZORY

The Drift: A Reader’s Note

In skydiving, there is a striking, inevitable truth: You never land exactly where you jumped.

The moment you leave the bay of the plane, you aren't just falling—you are entering the cradle of clouds. Feel the air slam against your chest at terminal velocity. The wind doesn't just hug you tightly; it kisses you—violently—like the mother who carried her baby for nine months in her belly. The space remodels your existential angst with the nativity of the ancient tribes, pulling you across miles of vertical space—an immateriality never programmed into you by the generations of the 19th century.

In that deferral, you aren't a stone dropping; you are a baby of the mother universe.

If your goal was simply to reach a precise coordinate on the dirt of existence, you would have taken an electronic elevator with a digital screen. But you didn't. You jumped because you craved the exhilarating experience of flying like a bird without the burden of the non-existent soul. 

You wanted to feel the roaring lullaby of the oxygen, to mimic the unrestricted birds, and to see the greedy materialistic world from a perspective that a motionless map could never provide.

My writing operates on this same frequency.

The antiseptic logic of the Elite teaches you that a journey must be a horizontal line—the predictable middle-class sleepwalking from point A to point B. They lie forcefully—as it’s, after all, antiseptic.

They want you in the elevator of the Fucktocracy, where every floor is labelled, ranked, and every movement of your being is controlled.

Think of this ebook not as a ranking of breathing, but as a high-altitude jump into the sky of infinity. We are not here for the inflexible, academic landing where every point is a dry, anticipated step. Instead, we are going to drift through dense philosophical clouds and high-velocity insights.

I refuse to impose a throttling structure upon the spirit of a fellow being. I am not here to stress you out with the dead weight of a textbook; I am here to give you the rush of a breakthrough. We may start at one point and land at another, but the magic isn't in the destination—it's in the drift.

Give me your unified attention, and I'll steer your life towards your faraway—ancestral—potential.

The ink never dries here—it only grows deeper.

"The only way to deal with an unfree world is to become so absolutely free that your very existence is an act of rebellion." Albert Camus
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"We tell ourselves stories in order to live."

Joan Didion

Our story’s title is a triple indulgence: it’s visceral as breathing, metaphorical as weaving, and existential as staying alive. Throughout the reading, you would realize that we tell ourselves stories in order to live. The technical work of weaving makes sense of chaos. While art allows us to inhabit the souls of others.

As you move further and farther, it scales from the individual to the universal. It’s the journey, involving a monomyth where the prize isn't gold, but continued breath.

This isn't a beach read; it’s an exploration of the connective tissue between our lungs and legends. You would feel the texture of the words.

"Storytelling is not a luxury to humanity; it's almost as necessary as bread. We cannot imagine ourselves without it, because the self is a story."

Margaret Atwood, Novelist and Poet

Breathing elevates storytelling from an intellectual hobby to a physiological necessity. It suggests that if we stop telling stories, we suffocate.

​The weaving indicates labour, craft, and interconnectedness. We are constructing a fabric that protects us.

​It suggests that storytelling isn’t just a pastime or a nice-to-have cultural artefact, but a biological and spiritual necessity—a rhythmic exchange like breathing itself.

When we tell a story, the speaker and the listener fall into the same rhythm. It’s intimate and essential.

Weaving meaning storytelling is an active, communal craft. We aren't just telling tales; we are knitting a safety net. It moves the conversation from entertainment to evolutionary survival.

​​​"The human mind evolved in the company of others... we are story-telling animals."

Edward O. Wilson

The Birth of Hope: Storytelling as Survival

Let’s imagine the deep time of one million years ago, when our proto-ancestors were struggling with the foundational necessities of life: protection from the 24/7 danger of wild animals, access to drinking water, food for survival, shelter from the cold, rain, and sun, clothing, and painkiller.

What exactly were they thinking when faced with a moment—or a week—suspended between life and death?

They didn’t have access to the civilizational tools of communal learning, tablets, books, or the AI-assisted screens we enjoy today to make our lives better every day. How did they manage to navigate an ecosystem of hostility, an absence of the basics of life, and a lack of medicine while undergoing acute pain?

When nothing else was there, our ancestors relied on the only tool they had: the mind. They leaned on two primordial faculties: the rhythmic continuation of breathing and the instinctive knowledge that the next breath would follow the current one. Hope was nothing more than the mind’s expectation that the breath would not stop, but continue. At this juncture, storytelling was born—weaving each act of breathing into the next.

For those fighting the forces of nature and hunger, weaving stories was not a pastime for science students, an extracurricular cultural activity, or a way to invite sleep by opening a late-night book. For them, story was the very act of not dying.

Hope was the genetics of storytelling; it was embedded in the nervous system. It taught us to look beyond present pain, threats, and scarcity toward a point in time when a better life would come. This hope taught us to go beyond the habitual and take risks to alleviate the pain of now.

The Hero’s Journey in our epics was nothing but the struggle of a wilful individual to fight the tyranny of time and provide a better living scenario for themselves, their family, and their tribe.

Logic: The Pattern of Success

If hope provided the will to survive the next minute, logic provided the map to survive the next century.

For the last 2500+ years, what we have called logic was not some fancy, exotic, or philosophical idea; it was the pattern of success that emerged from the pattern of trial and error. Our ancestors made their own bodies, families, and tribes into living laboratories to try something new—and if it failed, they tried something else. After generations of success and failure in the act of survival, something was born that we now take lightly: logic.

It was not carved in stone, either; rather, it was taken with a pinch of phenomena. Each generation improved upon the previous ones as new experiences showed them a better light of day.

Just imagine: how did they come up with herbal healing and natural medicine? If consuming a plant killed their children, it was a poison to be avoided. If a herb lessened the chronic pain of their elderly, that was medicine. They didn’t write this down on paper; instead, they passed it to the next generation through oral storytelling.

There was always room for memory to play a role in this oral transition. Either they forgot a few parts of the original or added something new subconsciously. If the added part worked miraculously, it became a new chapter in the long story of their generational lives.

The Ecology of the Sacred

Our primordial ancestors saw every entity of hostility as a power beyond their control, and every life-giving thing as a source of living and healing. The sun, soil, trees, mountains, rivers, and animals were the mental traffic signals that helped them navigate the challenges of life.

"Indigenous peoples have a long-standing tradition of observing nature, of trial and error, and of passing that knowledge down through the generations."

Winona LaDuke

Most aboriginal civilizations are nature-worshiping. They treat the ecosystem of the Earth as intimately as the internal system of their own stomachs. They knew how the external shaped the internal; for them, each blow of death and each palm of healing was a lived catharsis. Their very lifespan existed in the balance between the sunrise and the sunset.

"The first rule of intelligent tinkering is to save all the parts."

Aldo Leopold

The Industrial Amnesia

In the 21st century, ecology, environmental activism, and discussions about preserving the Earth’s climate have become fashionable social engagements for many. I am sorry if some genuine souls feel disheartened by reading this, but it is my lived experience of the last 30 years.

"The environment is not a 'modest' consumer issue; it is a matter of survival."

Gaylord Nelson, Founder of Earth Day

As the old ways of engagement—our tribes, religions, ideologies, and folk stories—became extinct from our communal living, we began looking for a common theme to connect with strangers. We found it in the Earth. But our ancestors treated the ecology as the living, breathing lungs of their own lives, their children, and their tribes. For them, environmentalism was not a talking point; it was a living point.

It is not cynicism, but a hard truth: first—starting 275 years ago—we massively damaged the ecosystem through mindless and hasty industrialization, and now we are talking about preserving what we spent over two centuries destroying. We cannot protect something unless we see it as an integral part of our own bodies—unless our very survival, measured on the breathing-scale of our primordial ancestors, is recognized as being dependent on the integral biology of the planet.

The Biological Infrastructure

Nature is our biological infrastructure. Do not treat it as a catchy slogan on the back of a T-shirt, a banner on an Instagram account, or the refined speech of a Minister of the Environment.

"We cannot protect what we do not love, and we cannot love what we do not know."

Richard Louv

Think radically. Move beyond the catchwords and imagine how our forefathers and our very own mothers—whose genes we carry inside our bodies—survived in the lap of an ecosystem that treated them roughly. They did not have today’s scientifically advanced, digitally enhanced screens to gauge the mood of the weather or the fury of Mother Earth. They lived by a different rhythm, one dictated not by data, but by the raw reality of the world around them.

The Illusion of Independence

I have observed this among my peers and contemporaries. Because the 1980s and 1990s were not as materially rich as 2026 is, many forcefully try to forget the past. We treat our tribal populations like aliens from Mars, and our rural populations as a burden on our trendy, urbane, and fashionable avatars of the ongoing illusion. This disconnection will be too costly for us within a very short window of time—perhaps as soon as 2030.

"Eating is an agricultural act."

Wendell Berry

A few months ago, I was walking in my neighbourhood when I heard something that still disturbs me every day. A bike rider was talking loudly to his passenger. He said, "Unless farmers die, how will we live?"

"The urban setting is a profound disconnection from the biological realities of our existence."

David Orr

I am not misquoting him; those were his exact words. If I had the power to run faster than his bike, I would have
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	Homer saw stories as memory.


	Aesop narrated stories as instruction.


	Shakespeare related stories as identity.


	Andersen understood stories as presence.


	Lessing appreciated stories as Imagination.




































































































	Vālmīki saw stories as eternal breath.

	Murasaki looked at stories as irresistible witnessing.

	Saadi heard stories as human sympathy.

	Luo Guanzhong interpreted stories as cyclical fate.

	Somadeva inferred stories as an infinite ocean.

	Tagore watched stories as spirit in motion.

	Achebe related stories as survivors' memory. 

	Scheherazade realized stories as survival.

	Rumi valued stories as evolution.
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