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Dedication
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This goes to the woman in the red dress, who always entices my senses. What would I do without you? My dear diva and temptress. You’re my righteous muse and I give it all to you. <3 Life is like being a colorful piñata. You just take all the hits and punches till you crack open. Your sweet sugary entrails, blissfully pour all over the floor. Like a very majestic and glorious golden shower of fate.

This is your life, suck it up and enjoy it.

Take-it-like-a-man.

Smile, Smile, Cheshire smile.
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​The Imaginary Pot of Vodka Gold

I wake up convinced this is the bottom.

That’s the first lie of the day, and it arrives before consciousness finishes loading. Before memory. Before shame. The body always lies first, because the body wants absolution without paperwork.

The room smells like regret that tried to clean itself and failed. Lemon disinfectant. Cheap perfume. Old sweat pretending to be new sweat. My mouth tastes like I gargled a pocketful of coins and lost the argument. My skull is hosting a demolition derby. Somewhere nearby, a fan rattles like it’s negotiating a plea deal with physics. The walls are thin enough to let in other people’s mistakes. I can hear someone coughing next door with the conviction of a man who made a promise to God at 3:12 a.m. and is now pretending it never happened.

I don’t open my eyes.

There’s a discipline to staying still. Staying still is how you inventory damage without escalating it. Staying still is how you figure out which parts of you survived the night and which ones filed a missing persons report. If I don’t move, the room can’t accuse me yet. If I don’t move, I can pretend the headache is temporary, the thirst is manageable, the dread is just atmospheric pressure.

Beside me, a body breathes.

That’s all it is right now. Heat. Weight. A slow, confident inhale-exhale that says: I will not be part of your life in three hours. There’s hair somewhere near my shoulder. There’s skin touching skin without ceremony. This is not intimacy. This is evidence. This is the body proving that something happened and refusing to testify further.

I catalog sensations like a crime scene technician with a personal stake. Dry tongue. Pulsing temples. A dull ache in the lower back that suggests either enthusiasm or poor mattress engineering. My stomach does a gentle roll, like it’s considering whether to mutiny or just complain to HR. The smell of last night’s food has come back wearing different clothes. Pad thai or pizza or some hybrid abomination that only exists at 2 a.m. Everything tastes like aluminum and bad decisions.

This is the part where people say, I’ve hit rock bottom.

They love that phrase. Rock bottom. It’s geological. Solid. It implies a basement with stairs. A place you land once, look around, learn something meaningful, and then ascend with a better haircut and a podcast.

I’ve said it too. Many times. Always with confidence. Always wrong.

Because if this were the bottom, it would be quieter. There would be rules. There would be a ceremonial voiceover. There would be a sense of finality, a moral drumroll, a closing argument. Bottoms are supposed to end things.

This feels like a continuation.

The fan rattles again. The body next to me shifts, steals more blanket, emits a noise that might be a word in a language I don’t speak. I consider opening my eyes, then decide against it. Opening your eyes too early is how you invite reality to comment. Reality has terrible timing.

Hangovers aren’t punishment. That’s the second lie. Punishment implies intention. Punishment implies a teacher. Hangovers are audits. The body going through receipts, checking what was purchased, what was stolen, what was charged to an account that no longer exists. The body doesn’t ask why. It asks how much.

I sit up slowly, because speed is how you lose control. The room wobbles, then pretends it didn’t. Gravity flexes. The floor accepts me on probation. I find my pants like artifacts from a failed expedition. Wallet still there. Phone face down on the table, which feels deliberate, like it knows I’m not ready to be judged.

I don’t check it. Not yet.

There are only two kinds of messages waiting in the morning: consequences and invitations. Consequences want an explanation. Invitations want a repeat performance. Both require energy I don’t have yet. Water first. Then time. Then lies.

I stand. The mirror greets me like a bored clerk. The face looking back isn’t destroyed. It’s operational. Red eyes. Uneven stubble. A thin cut on my knuckle I don’t remember earning. Nothing that won’t pass inspection. I look like a man who knows how to recover. That’s the dangerous part.

Recovery is not the same as learning. Recovery is a skill. Learning is a threat.

The body beside me rolls away, claims more space. I catch a glimpse of shoulder, hip, the curve of a spine that will mean nothing by noon. This isn’t sadness. This is logistics. We are two parallel processes that briefly intersected. No names required. Names complicate exits.

I smile anyway.

Smile, smile, Cheshire smile. That’s been the trick for years. Grin through the grit and people assume you’re fine. Or winning. Or at least coping. Teeth are props. Use them correctly and no one asks questions. Life is a piñata and fate is a child with poor coordination. You can’t stop the swing, but you can decide how theatrical the spill looks.

Here’s the thing they don’t print on inspirational mugs: most lives don’t collapse. They continue.

Continuity is the real hazard. Collapse gets attention. Collapse gets speeches and casseroles and carefully worded emails. Continuity just keeps taking payments. Continuity lets you survive long enough to mistake endurance for virtue.

I put on my shirt. It smells like last night’s optimism. I open the window a crack. The city exhales. Traffic hums. Somewhere, someone laughs like it’s still yesterday. The world is awake and unbothered. That’s when it hits me—not as regret, not as fear—but as a clarity so dull it almost escapes notice:

I’ve had mornings like this before.
I will have them again.
And somehow, I’m still here.

This is not a confession. Confessions assume guilt. Confessions assume an audience that wants repentance. This is an inventory. A recognition that the great catastrophe everyone promises you might never arrive. That you can survive a remarkable amount of chaos without being corrected.

They warn you about ruin.
They don’t warn you about durability.
Before the hangovers had addresses, before mornings like this became familiar furniture, I believed in perfection. Not philosophically—practically. I believed it was out there, waiting to be unlocked like a feature you forgot to enable. The perfect body. The perfect partner. The perfect arrangement of events that would make everything click and stay there.

I wasn’t alone. This belief is a franchise.

They sell it everywhere. On screens. In songs. In the way people talk about settling down like it’s a prize ceremony instead of a weather pattern. Buy the right life. Choose correctly. Don’t mess it up. Happiness arrives fully assembled with an instruction manual written by people who never used it.

It’s a beautiful idea.

It’s also a trap.

Perfection isn’t a destination. It’s a delay. A postponement of thinking. A way to keep moving without asking why you’re moving at all. Perfection keeps you busy. Perfection keeps you compliant. Perfection whispers almost and moves the finish line like a shell game.

When perfection didn’t show up, I assumed I hadn’t gone far enough.

So I went further.

That’s how it always starts. Not with desire, but with escalation. You don’t abandon a bad idea. You invest more in it. You call it commitment. You call it grit. You call it growth. You don’t call it what it is: sunk cost with a motivational quote taped to it.

Damage accumulates politely. It wears a suit. It uses inside voices. It says almost there while quietly rewriting the rules. You don’t notice the mold until it owns the walls.

I got very good at almost.

Almost happy.
Almost finished.
Almost free.
Every crack became evidence of progress. Every warning sign became proof I was close. That’s the trick perfection plays: it teaches you to reinterpret failure as training.

You don’t need optimism for this. Just stamina.

The hangover eases into something manageable. The body forgives faster than the mind, or maybe it just forgets. Forgetting is the body’s greatest feature. Forgetting is how you keep showing up to the same place convinced it’s new.

I dress. I pocket my phone without looking at it. I leave cash on the table because it feels adult and absolving. I don’t wake the body. I don’t say goodbye. I don’t look back.

This is not the worst morning of my life.

That comes later.

For now, this is just the beginning—not of a lesson, not of redemption—but of a pattern I will spend years mistaking for freedom.

And that imaginary pot of vodka gold at the end of the night?

It was never there.

But I chased it anyway.

Or did I?

Maybe.

I know one thing.

People love bottoms.

Not the fun kind. The narrative kind.

Bottom is a product. Bottom is branding. Bottom is the little gold sticker you slap on your disaster so it looks like an accomplishment. I hit rock bottom and then I turned my life around. Everybody claps. You get a chip. You get a sponsor. You get to be a success story with before-and-after photos and a caption about resilience.

Bottom is a staircase disguised as a bruise.

The problem is, most lives don’t have bottoms. Most lives don’t have satisfying impacts. Most lives don’t crash; they degrade. Slowly. Quietly. Like a phone battery losing capacity while the screen keeps telling you you’re at 100%.

That’s the part nobody puts in the movie.

Because it’s not cinematic. It’s clerical.

I’ve had “bottoms” so many times I could franchise them. I could open a chain. Bright lights. Sticky floors. Inspirational quotes on the wall. “TODAY IS THE FIRST DAY OF THE REST OF YOUR LIFE.” A receptionist who tells you to sign in. A therapist who smiles like they’ve never been punched in the face by their own choices.

I’ve sat in those rooms. I’ve said those lines. I’ve promised those things.

Then I walked outside and did the same shit again, just with slightly better logistics.

That’s the real scandal: survival doesn’t teach you anything. It just proves you can survive.

People treat survival like virtue because they need their suffering to mean something. They need pain to be educational, because if pain is just pain, then all that endurance was wasted, and wasted endurance is the most humiliating thing a human can admit.

So they insist it’s a lesson.

It’s not.

It’s a tolerance test.

The body is a machine. The mind is a marketing department. The mind will sell you anything as long as it keeps you moving and keeps you from sitting still long enough to notice you’re repeating yourself.

Bottom is one of the best products the mind ever sold.

Because bottom implies there’s only one.

One dramatic pit. One final bad night. One signature, one door slam, one rainy phone call, one last look in the mirror before you decide to become a better man. Bottom is clean. Bottom is finite. Bottom is comforting.

Bottom says, This can’t happen again.

That’s why people love it.

It’s a lie they can sleep with.

I used to love it too.

I used to say it like an oath. Like the phrase itself could summon transformation. Like naming the bottom would raise the floor.

The first time I said it, I believed it. The first time always feels sacred. The first time you’re still naïve enough to think your life has a plot and the plot is about to pivot. You’re still the hero at that point. Still the guy who learns. Still the guy the universe cares enough to correct.

Then you say it again.

And again.

And the phrase starts to sound less like prophecy and more like a voicemail you keep leaving for yourself because you’re too embarrassed to admit you’re not picking up.

People ask, “What’s your rock bottom?”

Like it’s a personality trait.

Like it’s a fun fact you share at parties.

“Oh, mine was the time I—”
“No, mine was worse—”
“Mine was so crazy, you wouldn’t believe—”
Bottom becomes competitive. Bottom becomes a story you improve with each retelling. Bottom becomes an asset. Bottom becomes content.

And that’s when you know you’re fucked.

Because when your worst moment becomes a story you can tell without flinching, it’s no longer a warning.

It’s a brand.

I’ve watched people hit “bottom” and immediately start narrating it. Not later, not after, not with distance—immediately. They take selfies in the wreckage. They post cryptic quotes. They announce their rebirth before they’ve even sobered up.

They want witnesses.

Witnesses are the real drug.

Not vodka. Not sex. Not the chaos.

Witnesses.

Witnesses make your pain legitimate. Witnesses turn your disaster into a performance. Witnesses give you a reason to keep going the way you’ve been going, because if you stop, the audience leaves, and then you’re alone with the part that hurts.

That’s why people cling to bottom. Bottom gives them a crowd. Bottom gives them a stage.

But a real bottom—if it exists—would be private.

A real bottom would have no audience.

A real bottom would be the moment when no one is watching and you still don’t change.

That’s the real bottom. The one nobody talks about. The one nobody posts.

The quiet bottom.

The Tuesday bottom.

The bottom where you wake up, do the exact same thing you did yesterday, and there isn’t even any shame left to spice it up.

Just routine.

People are terrified of that bottom because it proves the worst thing:

The problem isn’t the event.

The problem is you.

Not you as in “bad.” You as in “pattern.”

That’s the thing I didn’t want to admit. Not because it hurt, but because it was boring. Because it wasn’t a dramatic villain. It wasn’t fate. It wasn’t bad luck. It wasn’t some evil woman or cruel boss or unjust world.

It was repetition.

And repetition is humiliating because it doesn’t feel like tragedy. It feels like stupidity.

That’s why people cling to the myth of the big, single bottom. It’s a way to avoid the shame of realizing you’ve been doing the same thing for years with different scenery.

It makes you feel like the past was an exception rather than a lifestyle.

So here’s my confession, and it’s uglier than guilt.

I don’t know if I have a bottom.

I have limits. Physical ones. The body eventually refuses. The stomach rebels. The heart complains. The mind fogs. The hangover arrives like a bureaucrat with a clipboard.

But a bottom? A final, moral basement where I learn and ascend?

No.

What I have is a series of rooms.

Some nicer. Some filthier. Some with better lighting. Some with worse smells. Some with bodies in the bed beside me. Some with silence. But always the same architecture: I arrive, I survive, I leave.

And every time I leave, I tell myself it was the last time. Every time I leave, I say: That was it.

That was bottom.

It wasn’t.

Because bottom implies the fall stops.

My fall doesn’t stop. It just changes speed.

Sometimes it’s fast and loud. Sometimes it’s slow and polite. Sometimes it looks like a party. Sometimes it looks like a relationship. Sometimes it looks like success. A promotion. A new apartment. A new face in the mirror that looks more put together than the last one.

The fall becomes sophisticated.

That’s the other lie nobody tells you.

You don’t always spiral downward. Sometimes you spiral sideways. Sometimes you spiral upward. You can upgrade the furniture in hell. You can get a better view and still be trapped in the same room.

And you will still call it “progress,” because progress is another product the mind sells.

Progress is what you call motion when you want to feel moral about it.

So when I say I wake up convinced this is the bottom, understand what that sentence really means.

It means: I want this to be a story.

I want the pain to be meaningful.

I want the hangover to be the turning point.

I want a staircase.

But the truth is simpler, colder, and much funnier if you have the stomach for it:

There’s no bottom.

There’s only the next morning.

And the next morning is always willing to happen.

Whether you deserve it or not.

Whether you learn or not.

Whether you change or not.

The world doesn’t care if you hit bottom.

It cares if you cause trouble.

And I’ve learned how to fall without making noise.

That’s why I keep landing on my feet.

That’s why the story continues.

That’s why the bottom never arrives.

And that, if we’re being honest, is the real horror.

Not the fall.

The fact that you can get used to it.

Perfection as a Product

Perfection didn’t arrive like a revelation. It arrived like a brochure.

Glossy. Smiling. Promising efficiency. Promising completion. Perfection never said be good. It said buy correctly. It said optimize. It said upgrade now and showed me a picture of a life that looked suspiciously calm for something that claimed to be real.

I didn’t want happiness. Happiness sounded vague and expensive. I wanted finished. I wanted the feeling you get when you close a laptop after sending the last email, when the progress bar hits 100% and nothing else asks for your attention. I wanted a life that stopped buffering.

Perfection promised that.

It promised a final arrangement where desire would stop barking, where doubt would shut up, where mornings wouldn’t feel like negotiations. It promised an end to improvisation. A correct answer. A solved equation.

And it didn’t feel greedy at the time. It felt responsible. It felt adult. Everyone around me was buying something—homes, rings, routines, identities—and calling it growth. I just wanted the version that came with fewer moving parts.

Perfection marketed itself as relief.

The trick is that perfection never presents itself as a fantasy. It presents itself as a standard. A baseline you’re supposed to reach if you’re disciplined enough, smart enough, willing to try hard enough. Fail to reach it and the implication is clear: the product works; you don’t.

That’s how they get you to keep paying.

Perfection is a subscription service with no cancellation button.

It doesn’t tell you what it costs upfront. It just charges you later—in time, in people, in the slow erosion of your tolerance for anything unfinished. It convinces you that dissatisfaction is proof of ambition, that restlessness is evidence of depth.

I believed that. I built a whole operating system around it.

I chased the perfect body first, because bodies are visible and measurable. You can count reps. You can track weight. You can feel superior to the version of yourself who ate worse yesterday. The mirror gives feedback. The mirror lies efficiently.

Then I chased the perfect partner. Not a person—a configuration. The right mix of beauty and compliance, desire and admiration, novelty and loyalty. Someone who would want me the right amount, in the right ways, without demanding renovations I wasn’t planning to make.

I told myself this wasn’t objectification. I told myself it was standards.

Standards are what people call preferences when they want to feel ethical about them.

Perfection loves standards. Standards keep the market alive.

When the body didn’t deliver completion, I told myself I needed better discipline. When the partner didn’t deliver completion, I told myself I needed a better partner. When neither delivered, I told myself I needed a better setting. Different lighting. Different weather. Different crowd.

I didn’t question the premise.

I questioned the execution.

That’s how you know a belief has you by the throat: you never doubt the belief, only your performance.

Perfection also has a voice. It sounds reasonable. Calm. Professional. It doesn’t yell. It doesn’t threaten. It just asks questions that feel like concern.

Are you sure this is what you want?
Don’t you think you could do better?
Isn’t there more out there?
Perfection doesn’t push. It nudges.

And because it never admits to being unreachable, it keeps you busy chasing versions of yourself that are always one purchase, one decision, one sacrifice away.

I lived in the word almost.

Almost happy.
Almost stable.
Almost done.
Almost is perfection’s favorite adverb. Almost keeps you from stopping. Almost convinces you you’re responsible for not arriving yet.

The cruelest thing about perfection is that it weaponizes hope.

Hope becomes leverage. Hope becomes a reason to tolerate things that make you smaller. Hope convinces you to stay in rooms that feel wrong because you’ve already invested so much in getting there.

Perfection turns sunk cost into virtue.

You don’t leave because leaving would mean admitting the product was defective. And if the product was defective, then all that effort wasn’t character-building. It was just waste.

People will endure an astonishing amount of waste before they admit they were sold a lie.

I did.

I kept thinking: Once this clicks, I’ll calm down.
Once this works, I’ll stop looking.
Once this settles, I’ll be complete.
Completion became a horizon line. Always visible. Never reachable.

And the funniest part—the part that still makes me laugh when the room is quiet—is that perfection never required me to be happy. It only required me to be busy. Busy upgrading. Busy optimizing. Busy chasing the next configuration that would finally shut the noise off.

Perfection doesn’t need joy. It needs motion.

Motion is how it hides the fact that nothing is changing.

I didn’t want meaning. Meaning sounded like responsibility. Meaning sounded like something that would ask me to stay. I wanted the absence of questions. I wanted silence where doubt used to live.

Perfection promised silence.

What it delivered was delay.

Delay is the real product. Delay keeps you from sitting with yourself long enough to notice the pattern. Delay keeps you negotiating with the future instead of dealing with the present. Delay lets you say, Not yet, over and over, like a prayer.

I postponed discomfort so efficiently that discomfort became permanent.

That’s the part nobody explains.

When perfection fails, it doesn’t fail loudly. It fails politely. It lets you keep going. It gives you just enough reward to prevent collapse and just enough dissatisfaction to keep you chasing.

It’s not a cliff. It’s a treadmill.

And I was good at running.

That’s what scared me later—not that perfection lied, but that I was built to believe it. That my instincts lined up perfectly with its incentives. That my hunger wasn’t accidental; it was profitable.

I didn’t need to be tricked. I volunteered.

By the time I noticed, perfection wasn’t a goal anymore. It was a filter. A way of evaluating everything. People. Choices. Rooms. Days. If something didn’t move me closer to that imaginary finished state, it felt like a waste.

I started cutting things that didn’t serve the chase.

First distractions.
Then relationships.
Then patience.
Eventually, I cut reflection.

Reflection slows you down. Reflection asks why you want what you want. Reflection threatens the whole supply chain.

So I replaced it with planning.

Planning feels productive. Planning feels smart. Planning lets you pretend the future is a solvable problem instead of a series of negotiations with entropy.

I planned my way around doubt. I planned my way past discomfort. I planned my way into repetition.

That’s the quiet genius of perfection: it turns restlessness into a career.

By the time I woke up in rooms like this one, convinced this was the bottom, the belief was already baked in. I wasn’t asking if the chase was wrong. I was asking how to chase better. How to avoid this particular hangover next time. How to refine the process.

Perfection had done its job.

It had taught me that dissatisfaction was my fault.

It had taught me that stopping was failure.

It had taught me that completion was just out of frame.

And it had taught me something even more dangerous:

That if I just went a little further,
a little harder,
a little faster,
I wouldn’t have to feel this way anymore.

So I kept going.

Not because I was stupid.

Because the product worked exactly as advertised.

It didn’t give me perfection.

It gave me pursuit.

And pursuit, when you’re wired like I am, feels close enough to purpose to pass inspection.

That’s how I learned to confuse movement with meaning.

That’s how the story keeps going.

And that’s why stopping—real stopping—felt more terrifying than any hangover ever could.

Motion as Virtue

Once perfection became unreachable, motion stepped in as its understudy.

Motion didn’t promise completion. Motion promised relief. Motion said: You don’t have to fix anything right now. You just have to leave. Motion turned exit into ethics. Motion framed restlessness as intelligence and stillness as decay.

I bought it immediately.

Motion is persuasive because it feels active. It looks like choice. It smells like progress. People respect it. They applaud it. They confuse it with courage. Nobody tells you to slow down when you’re moving with confidence. Nobody asks what you’re running from if you’re running with a plan.

So I planned.

I learned early that leaving beats explaining. Explaining invites debate. Debate invites doubt. Doubt invites staying. Staying is where questions multiply. Motion keeps questions behind you, shrinking in the rearview mirror until they look manageable or imaginary.

I told myself I wasn’t avoiding anything. I was exploring. I was expanding. I was not settling. Settling was a dirty word, spoken in the same tone as surrender. Settling meant stagnation. Settling meant compromise. Settling meant admitting you might be done becoming something else.

I wasn’t done. I was never done.

Motion let me preserve that illusion.

I moved rooms first. Rooms are easy. Rooms don’t ask follow-up questions. You can leave a room without consequences. You can leave a room and call it a night, call it self-care, call it a boundary. Rooms are forgiving.

Then I moved schedules. Different hours. Different rhythms. Nights stretched. Mornings compressed. Sleep became optional, negotiable, something you could catch up on later like debt that never quite comes due.

Then I moved people. Faces changed faster than names. Names blurred. Connections reset. If someone started to recognize patterns, I replaced the pattern with novelty. Novelty buys you time. Novelty lets you be interesting instead of accountable.

Eventually, I moved ideas.

That’s the dangerous stage.

When motion infects your thinking, you start treating beliefs like furniture. Temporary. Replaceable. Chosen for aesthetics rather than function. You stop asking whether something is true and start asking whether it moves you forward—forward meaning away from wherever you are standing.

Forward became a direction without a destination.

People praised this. That’s the part that still makes me laugh. They called it ambition. They called it adaptability. They said things like you’re not afraid to take risks and you’re really living. They admired the way I didn’t seem attached to outcomes.

They mistook detachment for confidence.

Confidence is knowing what you want.
Detachment is not wanting long enough to be challenged.
I didn’t correct them.

Motion doesn’t correct misunderstandings. Motion uses them.

There’s a strange comfort in constant movement. It strips moments of weight. Nothing has time to become symbolic. No place becomes sacred. No person becomes irreplaceable. Everything is provisional. Everything is a draft. You live in parentheses.

I convinced myself this was freedom.

Freedom meant I didn’t owe anything to yesterday. Freedom meant I could rewrite context at will. Freedom meant that whatever felt wrong today could be solved by tomorrow’s itinerary.

I didn’t notice how narrow my definition of freedom had become.

Freedom stopped meaning choice.
Freedom started meaning exit.
Exit became my only metric.

If something allowed a clean exit, it was good.
If something complicated the exit, it was suspect.
If something demanded permanence, it was dangerous.
That’s how motion quietly turns into doctrine.

You don’t argue with it. You operationalize it.

Motion teaches you to distrust depth. Depth takes time. Depth slows you down. Depth introduces friction in places you can’t simply outrun. Depth wants roots. Roots want commitment. Commitment wants patience.

Patience felt like a trap.

I told myself patience was for people with smaller appetites. People who were satisfied by repetition. People who mistook familiarity for intimacy. I didn’t want that. I wanted range. I wanted experience. I wanted stories.

Stories are the currency of motion. Stories justify leaving. Stories turn exits into anecdotes instead of failures. If you can narrate it well enough, nothing counts as a mistake. It just becomes material.

I became very good at material.

The problem with motion as a value is that it doesn’t know when to stop. Motion can’t tell the difference between escape and exploration. It can’t tell you whether you’re growing or just changing scenery. It only knows one command: next.

Next room.
Next person.
Next idea.
Next version of yourself with slightly better posture and fewer expectations.
The body adapted. Bodies love motion. Motion keeps the blood moving. Motion keeps the nerves distracted. Motion releases just enough chemicals to convince you you’re alive and just enough exhaustion to keep you from thinking too hard about why.

I learned to time my departures. Leave before the shine wore off. Leave before questions arrived. Leave before the version of me people liked had to become consistent.

Consistency is expensive. Consistency creates expectations. Expectations create responsibility. Responsibility creates friction.

Motion dissolves friction.

That’s the sales pitch.

But here’s the part nobody mentions: motion also dissolves meaning. Slowly. Almost kindly. It doesn’t rip it away. It just refuses to let it accumulate. Every time something starts to matter, motion taps its watch and reminds you there’s somewhere else to be.

You start to confuse lightness with clarity.

Lightness is just the absence of weight. Weight is what tells you something matters. Remove weight long enough and everything starts to feel interchangeable. People. Places. Days.

I told myself this was wisdom. I told myself attachment was naïve. I told myself seriousness was a weakness disguised as depth.

I was wrong.

But I was wrong efficiently.

That’s the most dangerous kind of wrong.

Motion also does something subtle to time. It compresses it. When you’re always moving, days blur. Weeks evaporate. Memory stops filing things properly. Everything becomes recent or a while ago. You lose the ability to measure duration, which is how consequences usually sneak up on you.

If you can’t tell how long something has been happening, you can’t tell whether it’s working.

Motion keeps you pleasantly disoriented.

I stopped asking questions that began with why. Why requires a pause. Why requires stillness. Why threatens to collapse motion into choice, and choice is where accountability lives.

Instead, I asked how.

How to move faster.
How to minimize fallout.
How to exit cleanly.
How to reset without explanation.
How questions feel practical. They feel adult. They feel useful. They don’t ask you to examine desire. They ask you to optimize it.

That’s how motion disguised itself as competence.

There’s a moment—if you ever slow down enough to catch it—when motion reveals its real motive. It’s not curiosity. It’s not courage. It’s fear of stillness. Stillness is where the noise gets loud. Stillness is where patterns line up. Stillness is where you realize how often you’ve been here before.

I avoided stillness with discipline.

I scheduled over it. I planned past it. I filled it with bodies, screens, sound, movement. Anything that kept the internal audit from finishing its sentence.

And it worked.

For a long time.

Long enough that motion stopped feeling like a strategy and started feeling like identity. I wasn’t someone who moved. I was someone in motion. That distinction matters. One is behavior. The other is self-concept.

Once motion becomes who you are, stopping feels like death.

That’s when it stops being freedom.

That’s when it becomes necessity.

By the time I woke up in rooms like the one in Part One, convinced this was the bottom, motion had already rewritten the rules. I wasn’t asking whether I should slow down. I was asking where to go next. How to reframe this morning as fuel instead of warning.

Motion had trained me well.

It had taught me that discomfort was a signal to accelerate.
That boredom was a reason to relocate.
That dissatisfaction meant I was close to something better.
Motion never asked me what that something was.

It didn’t have to.

Because motion doesn’t care where you’re going.

Only that you don’t stop.

And by the time I noticed the difference, stopping felt more dangerous than continuing.

That’s how motion won.

Not by lying.

By working.

Durability (The Body Learns the Game)

There’s a point where chaos stops feeling chaotic.

That’s when you should be worried.

I didn’t notice the transition at first. Nobody does. You don’t wake up one morning and announce, Today I become durable. Durability arrives quietly, like an update that installs itself overnight. You only realize it happened when something that used to hurt doesn’t anymore, and instead of relief you feel... nothing.

The body is faster than the mind that way. The body learns patterns long before you admit you’re repeating them. It learns how to recover. How to compensate. How to reroute damage so it doesn’t interrupt operations. It learns what hurts but doesn’t kill you and files the rest under acceptable losses.

I became very good at recovery.

Hangovers shortened. Injuries healed faster. Emotional reactions dulled into something manageable. What used to feel catastrophic now felt inconvenient. The body stopped asking questions and started offering solutions. Drink water. Sleep longer. Stretch. Replace. Move on.

I mistook this for strength.

That’s the dangerous part: durability looks like competence. It looks like mastery. People admire it. They say things like you’re resilient and you bounce back and you’re built different. They don’t realize what they’re praising isn’t health. It’s adaptation to damage.

Adaptation doesn’t care whether the environment is good for you. It only cares that you survive it.

I learned how much I could lose without it registering as loss. How much could be taken before anything important triggered an alarm. How many times I could start over without calling it failure. This wasn’t courage. It was calibration.

Once calibrated, the body stops protesting.

Pain becomes data. Fatigue becomes background noise. Loneliness becomes static you tune out by turning the volume up on everything else. You don’t ask why you feel empty; you ask how to stay functional.

Function became my religion.

Function is seductive because it feels neutral. Function doesn’t moralize. It doesn’t judge. It doesn’t demand growth or insight. Function just asks: Can you keep going?

As long as the answer is yes, function is satisfied.

I optimized for that.

Sleep became strategic. Food became fuel. Sex became maintenance. People became interchangeable variables in a system designed to keep momentum uninterrupted. If something interfered with function, it was flagged. If it persisted, it was removed.

I didn’t think of this as cruelty. Cruelty requires intent. This was efficiency.

Efficiency doesn’t hate you. Efficiency just doesn’t care.

The funny thing is, durability doesn’t feel like hardening. It feels like smoothing. Rough edges wear down. Sharp reactions dull. You stop flinching. You stop reacting the way people expect. Eventually, you stop reacting at all.

That’s when people start to worry about you.

They’ll say things like, You’re taking this well.
They’ll say, I don’t know how you do it.
They’ll say, I’d be destroyed.
They mean it as praise.

They don’t realize they’re describing emotional calluses.

Calluses form to protect tissue that’s been overused. They don’t make you stronger. They make you less sensitive. They make you worse at noticing when something is wrong until it’s too late.

I didn’t see it that way then. I saw it as proof I was built for this. Proof that I could handle what other people couldn’t. Proof that all that talk about “limits” was just marketing for fragile people.

I liked that idea.

I liked believing I was suited for environments that broke others. That I could operate in conditions that would crush more delicate systems. That I had a higher tolerance, a wider range, a deeper capacity for damage.

This is how people turn suffering into identity.

Once suffering becomes identity, you stop trying to end it. Ending it would mean losing the thing that makes you special.

Durability became my badge.

I didn’t seek out pain, but I stopped avoiding it. Pain was familiar. Pain was manageable. Pain was honest in a way pleasure never was. Pleasure promised too much. Pain delivered exactly what it advertised.

Pain said: This will hurt, and then it will stop.

That was comforting.

Pleasure said: This will feel good, and then you’ll want more.

That felt like a trap.

So I trusted pain.

I trusted the hangover because it ended. I trusted the ache because it faded. I trusted the loss because I knew how to replace it. Replacement is durability’s favorite trick.

Lose one thing. Insert another. Keep the system running.

The body loves replacement. The body doesn’t care what fills the gap as long as something does. It doesn’t distinguish between nourishment and
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