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THE METTA MINDSET & THE SAMURAI SPIRIT

A Warrior's Way

By George P. Brooks

I've spent enough years walking through fire to finally recognize the shape of my own soul. And what I discovered is that everything I've lived-every hardship, every loss, every triumph, every illness, every moment I had to rebuild myself from the ashes-has aligned me with something ancient, something disciplined, something carved out of necessity, not luxury.

What I'm talking about is a code.
A personal code.
A warrior's code.
Long before I ever heard the word "Bushidō," long before I read Hagakure, long before I understood what made the Shinsengumi such a force, I had already been shaped in the same furnace. Life handed me the blade and said, Learn or die. And when you grow up like that, when you survive like that, when you rise from that kind of wreckage, the philosophy becomes muscle memory. You don't think it-you live it.

And that's when I realized something that changed everything:
I had been living like a modern Samurai without knowing it.
Not the polished Hollywood version.
Not the cherry-blossom, slow-motion, poetic-death version.
No.
I'm talking about the real Samurai ethos.
The discipline in chaos.
The clarity during pain.
The commitment to truth.
The refusal to fold under pressure.
The willingness to pay the price for living by your principles.
I saw myself in all of it.
And that was before I even touched the Metta Mindset concept.
That's why this work had to be written.
Not as a history lesson.
Not as a lecture.
But as a lived testimony.
A merging of worlds-ancient Japan and modern George.
The philosophy of warriors meeting the reality of a man who had no choice but to become one.
Because here's the truth:
Life didn't hand me a code.
Life forced me into one.
The Life That Forged Me

I didn't grow up with tradition shaping me into anything.
I grew up with survival shaping every instinct I have. There were no training halls, no masters teaching me to center my mind, no elders passing down rituals of discipline. There was struggle. There was pain. There was instability. There was the constant need to adapt, to stay alert, to carry myself with a seriousness most boys don't learn until much later-if ever.
And because of that, I learned discipline early.
I learned consequences early.
I learned silence, observation, restraint, and awareness early.
Those are Samurai fundamentals, whether you call them that or not.

When I later found myself homeless, sick, battling conditions the average person can't pronounce, losing things people assume they can't live without-I learned a deeper layer of the code. The "No Plan B" layer. The "accept death so you can truly live" layer. The "kill your illusions before they kill you" layer.

That's Hagakure.
That's Bushidō.
That's the raw, unfiltered truth behind every warrior culture in history.
When the Samurai said, "The way of the warrior is found in death," they weren't being dramatic. They were being honest. When you stop clinging to illusions, fear dies. When fear dies, you act with clarity. That's exactly what survival forced me to learn.

I've said it many times:
Pain didn't break me.
Pain sharpened me.
Pain carved out everything weak, dishonest, fearful, or hesitant inside me.
What remained was the man I became.

The Shinsengumi in My Blood

If there is any group in Samurai history I connect with the most, it's the Shinsengumi. Not just because they were disciplined, not just because they were loyal, not just because they were dedicated to something larger than themselves-but because of who they were before all that.

These weren't noble-born warriors with destiny written into their lineage. These were outsiders. Misfits. Men with pasts, men with scars, men who didn't fit neatly into society. They crafted themselves into a force. They structured themselves through discipline. They gave themselves a code strong enough to stand against an entire collapsing era.

I know that feeling intimately.

I've never fit neatly into any system.
Not in politics.
Not in community spaces.
Not in institutions.
Not in people's expectations of me.
I've always had to build myself from the ground up-piece by disciplined piece.

Hijikata's iron will?
I understand that.
Kondō's sense of duty?
I've lived that.
Okita's quiet sharpness and hidden depth?
That's me too.
It wasn't the uniforms that made the Shinsengumi powerful.
It was the brotherhood.
It was the shared suffering.
It was the shared commitment.
It was the collective refusal to compromise their code.
That's the Metta Mindset.
That's my entire life philosophy.
The Diogenes Thread in a Samurai Cloak

And yes-I'm going to say this too, because it's just as true:
I live a Diogenean life.
Radically honest.
Plainspoken.
No tolerance for illusion.
No patience for pretense.
No appetite for hypocrisy.
Diogenes walked through Athens with a lantern looking for an honest man.
I've walked through my life looking for the same thing. Sometimes I found them, often I didn't, but the search made me sharper.
If Bushidō shaped my discipline,
Diogenes shaped my truthfulness.
And that blend-Samurai backbone with Cynic honesty-is the exact DNA of the Metta Mindset.

The Code Begins

So here, in this first part, I'm building the frame.
I'm setting the stage.
I'm laying down the foundation of everything that is to come:
Chivalry, duty, loyalty, fatherhood, trauma, resilience, courage, clarity, truth, inner structure, outer purpose-
every one of these things has shaped me into the man I am now.
And the rest of this work will go deeper into:

• The virtues of Bushidō
• The brotherhood of the Shinsengumi
• The role of chivalry and loyalty in relationships
• The demands of fatherhood and family duty
• The warrior's approach to illness and mortality
• The Metta Mindset as modern Bushidō
• How discipline becomes identity
• How purpose becomes survival
• How truth becomes a weapon and healing at the same time
This is the beginning of the full code.
This is the first stroke of the brush.
This is the unsheathing of the sword.
This is the opening step of the walk toward the sun.
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When you start talking about warriors, especially Samurai, people like to jump straight to the sword. They want the spectacle-the clash of steel, the battle cries, the cinematic glory they've seen in films. But the truth is, the real battles are rarely fought with a weapon in your hand. The greatest battles are internal: the war between who you are and who you're supposed to become, the fight between discipline and desire, between truth and delusion.

That's where the Metta Mindset and Samurai spirit truly meet-inside a man's inner landscape.

People don't understand how much discipline it takes just to keep your mind intact when you've been through what I've been through. When you're facing chronic illness, when pain becomes a daily tutor, when your heart is failing, when you're fighting neuropathy, when you're taking seventeen medications a day, when your body feels like an old battlefield and your mind feels like the fog rolling over it-discipline is everything. Discipline becomes oxygen.

Samurai understood that.
Hagakure understood that.
Bushidō understood that.
And the Metta Mindset grew from that same soil.

Chivalry in a Hard World

Chivalry gets dismissed these days like it's outdated, but let me tell you something straight: a man without chivalry is a man without grounding. And I'm not talking about the cartoonish, door-opening, Valentine's-Day-card version of chivalry. I'm talking about chivalry as a moral compass. Chivalry as a behavioral code. Chivalry as the art of standing tall in a world that rewards people for being small.

Samurai had their own form of chivalry-an ethics of presence. Duty. Respect. Restraint. Kindness without weakness. Strength without cruelty. Protection without domination. They saw honor not as a performance, but as a life structure.

My chivalry grew from lived necessity.
You cannot be a father without chivalry.
You cannot be a man of community without chivalry.
You cannot counsel others while living a double life.
You cannot lead with cowardice in your chest.
Chivalry for me was developed through helping people when I had nothing. It was developed sitting with others in their pain because I knew what it felt like to sit alone in mine. It was developed through speaking truth even when people tried to twist it. It was developed through raising my sons with a moral clarity I had to build from scratch.

Samurai chivalry was about standing between danger and the innocent.
My chivalry was standing between my past and my future.
Same sword. Different battlefield.

Familial Duty: The Samurai Fatherhood Parallel

Let me talk about fatherhood, because everything I do, everything I build, everything I write, every step I take-it comes back to my sons. Fatherhood is my Bushidō. It is the spine of my philosophy. The Samurai believed a man's greatest legacy wasn't his sword techniques, his wealth, or his reputation. It was the family he raised, the bloodline he strengthened, the lessons he passed down.

Samurai children were raised with ritual, structure, and reverence. But they were also raised with expectations. They were expected to carry honor like a second skin.

And that responsibility hits different when you're raising sons while fighting your own battles.

I didn't get to be the kind of father who had endless energy, perfect health, or abundant support. I was the father who had to fight through illness to be present. I was the father who had to build structure for my kids while building discipline for myself. I was the father who had to balance survival with love, and responsibility with pain.

But that's exactly what makes the lessons stronger.
Because my sons didn't see perfection-they saw perseverance.
They didn't see an easy path-they saw a determined man walking a hard one.
They didn't see excuses-they saw endurance.
Samurai fathers left their sons a code.
I'm leaving my sons the Metta Mindset.
A code built from:

Truth
Discipline
Resilience
Faith
Purpose
Courage
Accountability
And above all, love.

Real love.
Not soft love. Not passive love. Not "I hope life treats you well" love.
The kind of love that says, "I will show you how to be strong."
Loyalty: The Bond That Makes Men Brothers

One thing that always stood out to me about Samurai culture is loyalty. Not the shallow, modern version people throw around like a slogan. Real loyalty. The kind that costs something. The kind that is tested by adversity. The kind that binds warriors into brotherhood.

The Shinsengumi exemplified that.
When they fought, they fought as one body.
When they suffered, they suffered as one.
If one man fell, the others did not run.
If one man strayed from the code, the others bit down and held the line.
Their loyalty was born not from shared comfort, but from shared trials.

That is the loyalty I understand.
That is the loyalty I practice.
And that is the loyalty that built the Metta Mindset.
I've been loyal to people who weren't loyal back.
I've stood in rooms filled with people waiting for me to fold.
I've supported communities that didn't know what to do with a man who tells inconvenient truths.
But loyalty is not about who applauds you-it's about who you are when the applause stops.
Loyalty is the spine of character.
It is your shadow-always following you, even in darkness.
In relationships-romantic or platonic-loyalty is the flame that warms or burns depending on how it's handled. I've been in relationships where loyalty was taken for granted, where emotional warfare was treated like entertainment, and where truth became a casualty. And I learned something: loyalty is sacred. When mishandled, it becomes the kind of scar that teaches you everything you need to know about trust.

The Samurai protected their bonds fiercely.
I protect mine with equal ferocity.
Not because I am incapable of betrayal, but because I do not believe in it.
Loyalty is the quiet vow I make every day to my purpose, my sons, my mission, and myself.

Relationships, Honor, and the Warrior's Heart

Samurai relationships were not soft or sentimental in
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