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Important Notice: Please Read

This book is a work of personal reflection and general commentary, offered for informational and inspirational purposes only. It is not medical, psychological, psychiatric, legal, or financial advice, and it is not a substitute for professional care. The author is not a licensed physician, therapist, or clinician of any kind. Nothing in this book is intended to diagnose, treat, cure, or prevent any condition. The author's personal experiences, including any reference to therapy, medication, sleep practices, physical activity, or complementary and alternative practices, are described as personal history and not as recommendations for any other person. Never disregard professional medical advice, delay seeking it, or start, stop, or change any treatment or medication because of something you have read here. Always consult a qualified healthcare professional before beginning any new physical activity, altering your sleep, or trying any new health-related practice, particularly if you have a medical condition, are pregnant, or are taking medication. The suggestions in this book are offered on the express condition that you do not harm yourself and do not harm anyone else. Any activity you choose to undertake is your own decision, made at your own risk and with your own judgment of what is safe and lawful where you live. Nothing in this book encourages, endorses, or should be read as endorsing any unlawful act. The author and publisher disclaim any and all liability arising directly or indirectly from the use or application of any information contained in this book. If you are struggling with your mental health, or if you are in crisis, please contact a qualified professional or your local emergency or crisis service. Third-party websites referenced in this book are provided for information only. The author does not control and is not responsible for their content.




Introduction

When I was a child, I could not understand what had happened to the adults.

They were so tired. Not sleepy tired, something deeper. Flat. Apathetic. A sunset was traffic. A holiday was logistics. I would show them something amazing and watch their eyes fail to light up, and I remember thinking, with a child's certainty: whatever happened to them will not happen to me.

Then it happened to me.

A few depressive episodes. A few life crises, the ordinary catastrophic kind everyone eventually gets issued. And one day I looked up and I was one of them. Functioning, competent, gray.

I did the work to come back. Psychotherapy helped. Medication helped. I say that plainly, because I have no patience for books that pretend healing is a matter of attitude. Those things pulled me out of the water and set me on the shore, and I am grateful, and they worked. That is my history, not a prescription for yours.

And still, something was missing.

The suffering had stopped, but the joy had not started. The sparkle was gone, and none of my treatments were designed to bring it back, because that was never their job. Their job was to stop the bleeding. Nobody had promised me wonder.

So I went looking for it, and I found it faster than I expected, because the question answers itself the moment you ask it honestly. When was the last time I felt fully, vibrantly alive?

When I was new here.

When everything was unfamiliar. When the world was a vast unopened box and every ordinary day held something I had never seen before. That was not a mood. It was a way of moving through reality, and it had a name, and the name was wonder. Somewhere between then and now I stopped meeting anything new, so my wonder had nothing left to eat, and it quietly starved.

Here is the part that changed my life. I had assumed the wonder faded because the world ran out of new things.

It did not. I ran out of new things. That is an entirely different problem, and unlike the first one, it is fixable.

Consider this. Everything humanity has ever observed, every star, every galaxy, every person, every object we have touched or photographed or dreamed about, adds up to roughly five percent of what the universe is made of. The other ninety-five percent is dark matter and dark energy, and we do not know what either of them is. We are standing in a house where we have seen one room.

And that is only the cosmos. On this planet there are thousands of languages you cannot speak, foods you have never tasted, skills you could learn in a month, entire art forms you have never opened, ideas that would rearrange your mind, and millions of people who see reality in ways you have never once considered. The unknown did not shrink when you grew up. You just stopped walking toward it.

So five years ago I started walking again. I would try things. Anything I could reach. And I would follow exactly one rule:

Do not hurt yourself. Do not hurt anyone else.

Nothing comes after that. Everything that passes those two questions is permitted, and I gave myself permission to want it, to try it, to be terrible at it, and to rebuild my whole life around it when it turned out to matter. Those have been the best five years of my life, and this book is what I found inside them.

I gave myself permission to maximize my free will. Now I am giving the same to you, one hundred times, until you stop needing it given.

And I will not make you wait. Take the first one now, before the book has properly begun.

You have permission to start now. Not when you are ready. Not when you have healed, saved, planned, finished, or become the person you keep promising you will become first. Now. As you are. From wherever you are sitting.

You do not even have to read this book.

Although you should, obviously. I wrote a hundred of these and it would be a shame to stop at one.


Before You Begin: The Test

Everything in this book runs on two questions.

Does it hurt you? Does it hurt anyone else?

They look simple, and they are, but almost everyone fails them in the same direction: they define hurt so loosely that nothing passes. So before we start, let us be exact about what the word means, because the entire book turns on it.

Hurt is not discomfort. The first hour of anything new is uncomfortable. So is the honest conversation, the unfamiliar room, the beginner's clumsiness. Discomfort is what growth feels like from the inside. If discomfort counted as harm, you would still be unable to walk.

Hurt is not disappointment. This is the big one, and it will come back in nearly every chapter. When you say no, when you leave, when you choose yourself, someone may be disappointed. Disappointment is the ordinary weather of adult life. Everyone survives it daily. It is not an injury, and their feeling of it does not make you the cause of a wound.

Hurt is not disapproval. Someone thinking less of you is not damage. It is an opinion, occurring inside a mind you do not own and cannot govern.

Hurt is not inconvenience. Waiting an hour for your reply, adjusting a plan, taking the stairs because you took the seat: none of this is harm. It is friction, and friction is the price of living among other people, and everyone pays it.

So what does count? Real harm. The kind you could point to. Damage to a body, a livelihood, a mind, a life. Betrayal. Cruelty. Theft. Deception that costs someone something real. You already know the difference, because you have been on the receiving end of both, and no one has ever confused a friend's honest no with a friend's betrayal.

And the first question deserves the same rigor, because you will be tempted to cheat in the opposite direction there. Hurting yourself is not only the dramatic kind. It is also the slow kind: the pleasure that costs you tomorrow, the yes that costs you a year, the shortcut that leaves you worse off. Ask about your whole life, not just your next hour.

Now run the two questions honestly, and notice what happens.

Almost everything you have been denying yourself passes.

The rest, the tiny remainder that genuinely fails, you were never going to want anyway. Which means the wall you have been living behind was never made of ethics. It was made of permission you never asked anyone for, and never received, because there was no one to ask.

That is the whole philosophy. It fits on a bus ticket.

One hundred permissions follow. Every one of them has already passed the test.


How to Use This Book

However you want.

I could stop there and it would be a complete and honest answer, and it would also be a slightly obnoxious one, so let me elaborate. Here are several correct ways to use this book, and none of them is more correct than the others.

Read it in order. The chapters move outward, from your body to your hours to your mind, then out to other people, money, work, joy, grief, solitude, and finally to who you are becoming. There is a logic to the sequence, and if you follow it, the book will build.

Or do not. Open it anywhere, the way you would open a window. Every permission stands alone. Nothing before it is required reading. This book was designed to be entered from any door.

Read one a day. One hundred permissions, one hundred days, a small structural rebellion each morning. Many people will find this the most useful way, because permissions are not information. They are practice, and practice needs spacing.

Or read it in one long defiant sitting because you are angry, or because you cannot sleep, or because something in you is ready and does not want to wait one hundred days.

Use it as an oracle. On a hard day, when the old committee reconvenes in your head and starts denying your requests, flip to a random page and read whatever you land on out loud. It will be relevant. There are only one hundred of them, and they are all about the same disease.

Skip the ones that annoy you. If a permission makes you defensive, you have two options and both are legitimate: skip it, or notice that defensiveness is often the sound of a rule being touched. You decide which. It is your book. That is the entire point.

Write in it. Underline. Argue in the margins. Cross out my sentences and write better ones. A book about free will that you were afraid to deface would be a very stupid book.

Do not finish it. You have permission to abandon this book at page forty and go live instead. Living was always the assignment. This was only the permission slip.

One last thing. The book ends, but the practice does not. If you want to keep going, I write about all of this at collectedcalm.com, including a free series on what actually happens when you start living this way, the parts nobody warns you about. It is there when you want it, and there is nothing to buy.

Now go and take something that was always yours.


Chapter One

The Body

Your body is not a project. It is not a before photo. It is the address where your whole life is delivered. Everything you will ever feel arrives here first. So we start here, at the front door.

Permission to Be Tired for No Reason

Permission No. 1

Somewhere along the way, tiredness became a crime that requires an alibi. You catch yourself building the case before anyone even asks. I slept badly. I have been working so hard. It has been a long week. As if rest were a courtroom and you were the defendant.

Here is what nobody told you. Being alive is the reason. A body that pumps blood all night, filters every breath, repairs itself in the dark, and carries a whole consciousness up and down stairs does not owe anyone a spreadsheet of why it wants to sit down.

The voice that says you have no right to be tired learned its lines from a world that measures people like machinery. Machines need justification for downtime. You are not machinery. You are an animal made of sea water and electricity, and animals rest when they are tired. Watch a cat apologize for sleeping. You will wait a long time.

Run the test. Does your tiredness hurt you? No. Ignoring it does. Does it hurt anyone else? No. A rested you is a gift to everyone who has to live with you.

So the next time the exhaustion arrives without paperwork, let it in. Sit down in the middle of the ordinary afternoon. You do not need a fever, a deadline survived, or a marathon behind you. You need a chair and the nerve to use it.

Granted: you may be tired simply because you are alive, and that is a full sentence.

Permission to Eat Without Earning It

Permission No. 2

At some point, food stopped being food and became a wage. You caught yourself doing the math. I walked today, so I can have this. I was good all week, so I deserve that. As if your body were an employer paying you in bread only when the numbers work out.

Notice what that math really says. It says your existence alone is not enough to justify being fed. That is a strange and violent idea to carry into every meal, and you did not invent it. It was handed to you so gradually that it felt like your own thought.

Here is the older truth, the one every other creature on Earth still remembers. Eating is not a reward for living correctly. It is how living happens at all. A bird does not review its productivity before it eats. A tree does not check whether it earned the rain.

You will be told this is discipline. Look closer. Discipline is choosing what serves you. This is a tollbooth built on a road that was always free. Nourishment that passes the two questions, that harms neither you nor anyone else, requires no ticket, no penance, no prior sweat.

So sit down to the meal as a citizen, not a beggar. Taste it. Let it be pleasant. Let it be ordinary. Let it be Tuesday. The body you are feeding is doing ten thousand quiet jobs for you right now, and it never once asked whether you earned its heartbeat.

Granted: you may eat because you are a living thing, and living things eat.

Permission to Take Up Space

Permission No. 3

Watch yourself in public. The apology is in your shoulders before it is ever in your mouth. You fold in doorways. You give up the armrest before the negotiation begins. You say sorry to furniture. Somewhere you learned that the polite size for you is smaller than the size you are.

But space is not a favor you are borrowing. You are made of atoms, and atoms occupy space. That is not rudeness. That is physics. The room was built for bodies, and you have one. The chair does not think you are too much. The doorway holds no opinion.

The shrinking is a habit with a history. Somebody once made you feel like an inconvenience, and your body, trying to protect you, learned to pre-apologize. It was a clever survival trick at the time. It is a cage now. The person who taught it to you is probably not even in the room anymore. You are performing smallness for an empty theater.

Run the test. Does standing at your full height hurt you? The opposite. Does it hurt anyone else? No. Other people are not harmed by having to notice you



Permission to Rest Before You Break








Permission to Have an Unphotographed Life









Permission to Age Without Apology








Permission to Move Badly








Permission to Say No With Your Whole Body








Permission to Be Sick Out Loud









Permission to Love a Body That Is Still Changing
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