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To my Wife and my Son.
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​NOBODY IS COMING

I didn't have a built-in support system. I am an only child, and from the very beginning, I learned that I was walking this path alone.

Most people are born into a network. They have a legacy of connections, a loud family to back them up, cousins to call for a ride, or a safety net to catch them if they stumble. They have a tribe that is biologically obligated to care about them.

I didn’t have that. I started at zero.

Growing up, I didn’t understand that this solitude was actually a forge. Instead, I saw it as a deficit. I thought something was wrong with the picture. I thought if I tried hard enough, I could find that sense of belonging elsewhere. All through school, I put myself out there. I was the guy trying to make friends, trying to crack the code of the "group," trying to find that "crew" that everyone else seemed to have effortlessly. I studied social dynamics like it was math, trying to solve for X, where X was acceptance.

But I learned a hard lesson very early on: Most people are transactional.

They weren't looking for a brother; they were looking for a resource. They were around as long as I had something they wanted—a ride, a few bucks, help with a project, or someone to listen to their problems for three hours. I was useful to them. I was a tool in their toolbox, to be used when needed and put back in the drawer when finished.

But the second the dynamic flipped? The second I was the one who needed a hand? They bailed.

I watched them disappear over and over again. It became a predictable, sickening cycle. I would extend my hand, and I would grab empty air. For a long time, that made me bitter. I carried a chip on my shoulder the size of Texas. I waited for an apology that never came. I waited for someone to notice I was struggling. I waited for the universe to correct the mistake. I thought, Surely, if I am a good friend, the world will send me a good friend.

Then, I learned the most important lesson of my life. It is the lesson that separates the victims from the survivors. It is the lesson that creates the Army of One:

Nobody cares.

It sounds harsh. When you first hear it, it sounds like an insult. It sounds cynical. But it is the truest, most liberating thing you will ever hear.

The world does not care about your struggle.

It does not care about your bad luck.

It does not care that you were a good friend to people who were bad to you.

It does not care that you had a rough childhood.

It does not care that you are tired.

You can cry about it, or you can use it.

Once I realized that no one was coming to rescue me, I stopped waiting. I realized that my complaints were falling on deaf ears. The silence wasn't going to be broken by a hero. The only answer to the silence was to work harder.

The moment you accept that no one is coming is the moment you become dangerous. You stop looking for permission. You stop looking for validation. You stop looking for a safety net. You realize that you are the net.

Today, my circle is exactly three people: myself, my spouse, and my kids. We are the unit. We are the Stronghold. As for the rest of the world? I treat them with respect, but I do not need them to make it.

This book isn't about being lonely. Loneliness is a state of sadness; this book is about Solitude, which is a state of strength. It’s about being lethal. It is the manual for how to stop looking for a savior and start looking in the mirror. It is the guide to building a life so strong, so self-sufficient, and so secure that it doesn't matter if you are walking alone.

Because the person walking alone is the only one strong enough to choose their own path.

Welcome to the Army of One.
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​THE COLD TRUTH

The hardest pill you will ever have to swallow is also the medicine that will save your life. The truth is that the universe is indifferent.

I don’t mean that people aren't capable of being nice. I don’t mean that your spouse doesn't love you, or that your dog isn't happy to see you when you come home. Those are micro-interactions. I am talking about the macro-reality.

I mean that when it comes to the battles you are fighting in the dark—the bills that are keeping you up at night, the anxiety that tightens your chest until you can't breathe, or the dreams you are terrified to chase—the world remains completely unconcerned.

For a long time, I didn't want to believe this. Being an only child, I often looked outward for connection, hoping to find a safety net in the world. I wanted to believe that if I fell hard enough, someone would catch me. I wanted to believe that my pain mattered to the grand scheme of things. I wanted to believe that there was a scoreboard somewhere, tracking my suffering, ensuring I would be compensated later.

But then I got a job that changed everything. Before I was a handyman, before I built my own property, I worked in the funeral industry. I was a funeral director and an embalmer.

I spent my days and nights dealing with the end of the line.

When you work in a funeral home, you see the "Cold Truth" up close. It isn't abstract anymore. It has a smell—formaldehyde, lilies, and stale coffee. It has a sound—a heavy, muffled silence that feels like a weight on your chest.

I would stand there in the prep room, looking at a body on the table. Just hours before, this was a person. They had dreams. They had worries. They had mortgage payments. They had favorite TV shows. They had arguments they hadn't finished. They had friends they were waiting to text back. They had plans for next weekend.

And then, snap. Gone. The biological machine stopped.

I would look at that body, processing the finality of it. And then, I would walk outside for a break to get some fresh air. And I would realize something terrifying.

Outside the walls of that funeral home, the traffic was still moving. The sun was still shining. People were still laughing in restaurants down the street. The birds were singing. A guy was cutting someone off in traffic, honking his horn, completely unaware that a universe had just ended fifty feet away.

The world did not stop because this person’s world had ended.

The universe didn't pause to mourn. It just kept grinding forward. The machinery of life is relentless. It does not care if you are there or not. It does not care if you were a "good person." It does not care if you had "potential."

That experience killed the boy in me, but it gave birth to the man. It taught me that waiting for the world to notice your pain is a waste of time. The world is too busy turning. If you want to make a mark, if you want to be safe, you have to carve that out yourself. You have to build a shelter that can withstand the indifference of the universe.

​The Fairness Fallacy

Despite this reality, most of us are raised on a steady diet of lies. From the moment we enter kindergarten, we are indoctrinated with what I call the "Fairness Fallacy."

Think about how school works. It is a controlled environment designed to make you compliant.

We are told that if we share our toys, follow the rules, raise our hands, and are generally "good people," then good things will happen to us.

We are taught that if we fall down on the playground, a teacher will come running to pick us up and put a Band-Aid on it.

We are given participation trophies just for showing up, so our feelings don't get hurt.

We are taught that "trying hard" is just as good as winning.

This creates a dangerous psychological dependency. It wires our brains to believe in a cosmic system of checks and balances. We grow up, enter the real world, and we carry this programming with us like a virus.

We think, "I’ve had a really hard year, so I’m due for some good luck."

We think, "I was nice to that guy, so he has to be nice to me."

We think, "I worked hard on this project, so I deserve a raise."

That is a fantasy. That is the thinking of a child.

If you are waiting for a fairness fairy to come down and balance the scales because you’ve had a hard life, you are going to wait until you die. Real life doesn't run on fairness. It runs on leverage, value, and results.

Gravity doesn't care if you are a good person; if you step off a ledge, you will fall.

The economy doesn't care if you have a family to feed; if you don't provide value, you will go broke.

The disease doesn't care if you are a saint; it will infect you all the same.

The sooner you kill the expectation of fairness, the sooner you can actually start winning. When you stop expecting the world to be fair, you stop being disappointed when it isn't. You start preparing for the unfairness. You start building armor. You start moving differently.

​The Sympathy Economy

When I was younger, before I understood the Cold Truth, I fell into the trap of seeking pity.

When "friends" screwed me over (and they almost always did), I wanted the world to know. I broadcasted my pain. I wanted validation. I wanted someone to look at my situation and say, "Wow, Dean, that really sucks. You deserve better."

And you know what? Sometimes I got it. People would nod their heads. They would offer a few hollow words of
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