
[image: ]ART OF THE WOUND

An Autobiography

by

Cedar Branches



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      ART OF THE WOUND

    

    
      First edition. June 20, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Cedar Branches.

    

    
    
      Written by Cedar Branches.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

ART OF THE WOUND

OPENING | The Blueprint | Before Birth

PART ONE | The Wound | What Was Done To Me

Chapter One | Waupaca | Wisconsin

Chapter Two | The Foster Years | Unknown Geography

Chapter Three | Turlock & Bakersfield | The Ghetto Years

Chapter Four | The Occult Initiation | Bakersfield, California

Chapter Five | Alabama and Mesa | The Dark Flowering

Chapter Six | Santa Cruz | The Threshold

PART TWO | The Machine | How I Moved Through the World

Chapter Seven | The Performance Begins | San Jose, Seattle, Chico

Chapter Eight | Microsoft | The Trench

Chapter Nine | The Condo, The Land, and the Breaking | Bothell, Washington — Palmer Mountain

PART THREE | The Refusal | How I Pushed Back and Transcended

Chapter Ten | The Vow | Seattle — Spring and Summer 2011

Chapter Eleven | Peru | Spirit Work

Chapter Twelve | Walkin' the Earth | The First Years

Chapter Thirteen | The Three Deaths | Seattle, Washington — 2010 through 2014

Chapter Fourteen | The Cord Cutting | Washington State — 2013

Chapter Fifteen | Shadows Illuminated | Washington State, Peru, North Carolina — 2014 through 2018

Chapter Sixteen | Anne and the Ocean | Longview, Washington — Oregon – California – Sedona — Texas — Eastern Washington

PART FOUR | The Testimony | What Was Built From the Suffering

Chapter Seventeen | The Road Still Going | Texas, California, Oregon — 2018 through 2020

Chapter Eighteen | The Medical Hacking | Tacoma, Washington — 2020 through 2025

Chapter Nineteen | Family | The Final Reckoning

Chapter Twenty | The Valley of the Sun | Texas, and the Road Toward Phoenix | A New Paradigm

Chapter Twenty-One | The Resilience Protocol | The Final Creative Works

CLOSE | The Circle Completed | The Blueprint Fulfilled

Three messages. Clear as a bell. | It takes more courage to live than it does to die. | One can affect more in life than in death. | You have another work to complete in life.

We sit in a spiraled pattern in an expansive meadow. We are a state of continual oneness. The moment is eternal.

END | Art of the Wound

[image: ]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

OPENING

The Blueprint

Before Birth
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This is the map that was drawn before I arrived.

Everything that follows is the territory.

* * *
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I was born at 5:04 in the afternoon on July 22nd, 1975, in Mountain View, California. The sun was in the final degree of Cancer — the twenty-ninth degree, the last possible degree before the sun would have moved into Leo. Astrologers call this the anaretic degree, the karmic completion point. A soul born here has come to experience that sign's wound all the way to the bottom. Cancer rules the mother, the home, the bone-deep need for emotional safety. To be born at its final degree meant arriving to live out the absolute extreme of the mother-wound — to burn off, in a single lifetime, everything an entire ancestral line had left unresolved.

I did not know any of this at the time, of course. I only knew the cold, and then the light.

But the numbers knew. They always did.

* * *
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There is a system of understanding that runs beneath the surface of a life the way water runs beneath stone. Most people never encounter it. Some stumble across it and dismiss it as superstition. A few — the ones who have been broken open enough times to stop trusting only what the eye can see — learn to read it like a second language. Over the course of my life, I have become fluent.

The system is numerology, and the language it speaks is the language of pattern. Not prediction — pattern. The difference matters. Prediction implies a fixed outcome, a fate you cannot escape. Pattern implies something closer to the truth: a design you were born into, a set of pressures and frequencies that will shape the terrain of your life, the nature of your challenges, the quality of your gifts. You can run from the pattern. You cannot escape it. The pattern is you.

My birth date reduces to a number called 33.

July — the seventh month. The 22nd day, which reduces to four. The year 1975, which reduces to 22. Seven plus four plus twenty-two. Thirty-three.

In the study of numerology, most birth paths reduce to a single digit between one and nine. The 33 is different. It is one of only three numbers — along with 11 and 22 — that carries what practitioners call a Master vibration. These numbers are not reduced further. They are held at their double-digit frequency because their purpose requires it. They are not easier paths. They are harder ones. They are the paths of those who come here to do the work that cannot be done quietly, who come here to burn through something on behalf of others.

The 33 is the highest of the three. It is called the Master Teacher, the Master Healer, the Avatar number. Its defining characteristic is this: before you can teach the healing, you must live the wound. All the way through. No shortcuts, no detours, no merciful early exits. The suffering is not incidental to the path — it is the path. The raw material from which the cure is eventually made is the darkness you were required to survive.

I want to be clear about what I am not saying. I am not saying that everything that happened to me was meant to be, in some comfortable, greeting-card sense of the phrase. I am not saying that pain is a gift, or that trauma is a blessing in disguise. I have lived too much of both to romanticize them. What I am saying is something more precise and, I think, more honest: the life I was given was the exact life required to produce the particular kind of understanding I was here to develop. The wound and the wisdom were never separate. They were always the same thing, seen from different angles of time.

* * *
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Alongside the numerology, there is the natal chart — the map of the sky at the precise moment of my birth. 5:04 in the afternoon, Mountain View, California, July 22nd, 1975. The planets were in specific positions relative to the earth, and those positions describe, with an accuracy that has never ceased to unsettle me, the exact nature of the life I would live.

My rising sign — the sign that was ascending on the eastern horizon at the moment of my birth — is Sagittarius. The Ascendant governs how a person moves through the world, how they are perceived, what survival strategy they instinctively reach for. Sagittarius is the archer, the philosopher, the seeker. It is the sign of the wanderer who follows truth wherever it leads, regardless of the cost. It is the sign of the person who cannot look at a corrupted narrative and pretend otherwise, who aims an arrow of honesty at the heart of whatever lie is standing in the room, and lets it fly.

That is, in the plainest possible terms, who I am. It is how I have always been. It is why the corporate world nearly killed me, and why the road — the open, unpredictable, sovereign road — was the only place I could breathe.

My Moon — the planet that governs the interior emotional life, the way one processes feeling, the instinctive response to threat — sits in Capricorn or early Aquarius, in direct opposition to my Cancer Sun. In astrology, when the Sun and Moon sit directly across from each other, it is called an opposition. An opposition creates tension, friction, a constant internal negotiation between two competing needs. My Sun was Cancer, hungry for home, for warmth, for the mother's unconditional embrace. My Moon was Capricorn, cold and self-sufficient, survival-oriented, armored against the very thing the Sun was reaching for.

The fractured parental dynamic — the mother who repeatedly left, the father who punished — is written directly into this opposition. The Cancer Sun is the child who needed the mother and did not get her. The Capricorn Moon is what that child became in response: someone who learned to shut off the emotional bleed, to build a fortress of internal self-reliance so complete that even genuine love had trouble finding the door.

I would spend decades learning to let that door open.

* * *
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Then there is what astrologers call the Cardinal Cross — a brutal geometric configuration in my chart formed by three planets in hard angle to one another. Jupiter in Aries. Saturn conjunct the Sun in Cancer. Uranus in Libra. These three points sit at 90-degree angles to each other, forming a cross of friction and pressure that affects every area of a life.

Jupiter in Aries is the warrior's expansion, the pioneer energy, the part of me that was willing to pick up a butcher knife to defend my sister, that could not be subdued into complicity, that would rather sleep in a barn in below-freezing temperatures than serve a system I knew to be corrupt. Saturn conjunct the Sun in Cancer is the punitive father made into a force of nature — the structural limitation sitting right on top of the need for home and safety, crushing it. Uranus in Libra is the wild card, the lightning bolt, the energy that ensures that any time I tried to settle into a conventional relationship or a standard arrangement, something would explode and send me back into motion.

The Cardinal Cross means there is nowhere to hide. Every major transit, every major life event, hits this cross. Each one forces a crisis that requires immediate, radical action. There is no coasting on a Cardinal Cross. There is only response.

I have spent my entire life in response.

* * *
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I am writing this book in 2026. I want to name that plainly, because the timing is not incidental.

Saturn and Neptune are currently moving through Aries, approaching the exact position of my natal Jupiter — the planet that sits at the pioneer point of my Cardinal Cross. Saturn demands accountability, structure, the bringing of private things into public form. Neptune dissolves illusion, burns off the last residue of ego, insists on the truth beneath the story. Together, moving over the most energized point in my chart, they constitute what I can only describe as a cosmic mandate.

The mandate is this book.

This is the right time. The only time. I am close to the end of my life — not by my own choosing, but by the body's accounting, which has its own arithmetic. I have a number of serious chronic illnesses that have been advancing for years, the direct physical consequences of a life lived at the extremity of what a body can endure in service of something the mind refused to compromise on. The body kept the score, as bodies do. It kept it faithfully, for decades, and now it is presenting the bill.

I am not afraid of this. I have died before — or something in me has died before, several times, in ways that were real enough that I can no longer be certain where the metaphor ends and the literal begins. Each time, I was shown the same thing: that there is more on the other side of death than there is to fear about it, and that the choice to return to life is always, in the end, a choice made for love.

I am here. I am still choosing. And there is this work to complete.

* * *
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The pages that follow are not a conventional memoir. They do not move in a straight line from cradle to the present day, accumulating experience like a neat stack of receipts. A life does not work that way, and neither does healing. Both move in spirals — returning to the same wound from higher and higher vantage points, each time with more light, until eventually what you are looking at is no longer the wound but the wisdom that could only have come through it.

What I have tried to do here is trace the design. To show how the map that was drawn before my birth — the 33 path, the anaretic Cancer Sun, the Sagittarius archer, the Cardinal Cross — expressed itself through an actual human life, with all of its mess and love and grief and fury and grace. To show that the abandonment and the hunger and the purge and the bridge were not random catastrophes but load-bearing elements of a structure that was always, even in its darkest moments, building toward something.

I have been asked, more than once, whether I believe my life has mattered. Whether the years of walking in wind and hunger, the creative work produced in poverty, the teachings offered in borrowed spaces, the art made with borrowed time — whether any of it made a difference.

I no longer ask that question. The cedar tree answered it for me.

There I stood on the bridge, and the voice of Spirit was clear: Jump. Without hesitation I leaped. I fell. I died. I was given three messages, clear as a bell. And when I looked in my hand at the shredded note, and flung it from the bridge, every piece was caught by the branches of a great cedar that towered above the railing. Not a single scrap would reach the ravine floor. The sacred tree held them with such love and care.

The tree held everything. As it has always held. As nature always does, when we finally stop fighting it and let ourselves fall into its arms.

* * *
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This is not a book about suffering. That would be the wrong lesson, and I refuse to teach it.

This is a book about what suffering is for.

— Cedar Branches, 2026
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PART ONE

The Wound

What Was Done To Me
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Chapter One

Waupaca

Wisconsin
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Permanent Impermanence

from The After — Cedar Branches


The trouble is

You think you have time


(Conglomeration)

I am my father’s son


Like my father before me

And his before him

And his before him

Like his before him

And his before him

Just like his before him


Collective product


Genetic disposition

Conglomeration

Of memories

That shaped me

Into being who I am

A mere thought

In my own mind

I’ll make it big someday

I’ve got plans

I’m just running behind

Tomorrow I’ll begin an adventure

Romantic, exciting journey

Where my heart leads

Fall in love, soak up the sun

Breath the peace

Tomorrow

Some day

Some day

I’ll grow old and die

Go to heaven

And forget watching moments slip away

Slip away

Slip away

Someday

Some day

Slip away

Slip away

Slip away



This is not me, my memory
There is no future that I can see

Maybe it’s time to just be me

Stop and see

Live free

Now is me








The first wound is always the deepest

because it is the first time you believe it.

* * *
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There is a corner in my earliest memory. It is not a metaphor — it is a physical corner, the meeting of two walls in a house I no longer remember the rest of, and I am standing in it with my face turned toward the plaster and my arms at my sides because that is what my father has told me to do.

I was small enough that my eyes were level with the wall. I can still feel the texture of it — that slightly rough, slightly cool surface that smelled like nothing and everything at once, the way the inside of houses smell when you are very young and your nose has not yet learned to filter. I stood there long enough that my knees began to ache. Long enough that the plaster seemed, in that particular way that objects do when you stare at them too long, to begin subtly moving.

What I remember most clearly are the stains.

They were at my eye level. Dried. Left by tears that had run down the plaster and been absorbed into it — the record of a body's grief pressed permanently into the wall. Some of those stains I recognized. I had seen my sisters Cindy and Joanne standing in this same corner before, crying, their faces turned toward the same surface mine was turned toward now. The corner was a shared inheritance. It had held us all.

I understood, in the wordless way that small children understand things, that I was not the first. That this corner had been used before, and would be used again, and that the wall remembered everything it had been asked to absorb. I was not alone in it. I was in the company of every version of my family that had stood here before me, and in that company, something that might have been despair became, instead, something I can only call resolve.

I did not have the word for it then. I was perhaps three years old. But the feeling was there — the early, unformed version of a quality I would spend the rest of my life developing. The refusal to be entirely broken by what intended to break me.

* * *
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There were two figures in the nightmare that came to me in those early years in Waupaca, and they came reliably, the way nightmares do when they have something important to tell you that the waking mind is not yet equipped to receive.

The first figure was a man — or the absence of a man, the suggestion of one. He was invisible except for the things he wore: a hat, ordinary and dark, and a pair of gloves. Nothing else. No face, no body, no substance. Only the hat hovering in the dream-dark and the gloves moving at their own level, separate from anything that should have been moving them. The wrongness of him was in precisely this: that he was dressed for presence and yet was not there. He was the shape of a man without the man inside it.

The second figure was different. He wore a cloak — long, dark, absolute. And what he did, in the dream, every time without variation, was open that cloak. He opened it and the darkness inside was not the darkness of the room or the night. It was a specific darkness, a dense and intentional one, and it came out to surround me completely. To consume me. To make me disappear inside it.

I woke from this dream many times. I never screamed — I understood, even at that age, that to scream would be to involve the adults, and involving the adults in the nightmares was not something I was drawn to do. I lay in the dark instead and waited for the feeling to pass, and eventually it always did.

It was only much later — decades later, after I had learned to read the symbolic language that runs beneath the surface of visible things — that I understood what the dream was showing me. The invisible man, present only in his accessories, dressed for a life he was not actually inhabiting. The cloaked figure who opens himself to reveal only darkness, who offers you his interior and his interior is nothing but the absence of light.

These were not monsters. They were portraits.

* * *
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I do not know exactly how old I was when my mother had the conversation with my father that changed everything. Young enough that the house in Waupaca was still the only house I had known. Young enough that I did not fully understand what divorce meant — only that the word had a sound to it like something breaking.

My mother was in the room where she rubber-banded newspapers. She was sitting there working, and I was in the room with her — not hidden, not absent, simply there, a small child in the presence of his mother, which is where small children are supposed to be. She knew I was there.

She picked up the phone and had the conversation anyway.

I do not know what she said or what was said to her. I know the quality of her voice — a register I had not heard from her before, something flattened and careful, the voice of a person managing a very difficult thing with great effort. I know that the word divorce was in it somewhere. And I know that she spoke that word, and everything around it, without apparent consideration for the fact that her child was sitting in the same room, receiving all of it.

This is the thing I want to be precise about: it was not a private conversation accidentally overheard. I was present. She knew I was present. The choice to have that conversation in front of me, without acknowledgment or explanation or even a glance in my direction, was its own kind of statement. It said: you are here, and I am going to act as though you are not, because what I am dealing with is too large for me to also hold you.

I do not blame her for this. I have spent enough of my life understanding the conditions she was under — the poverty, the illness, the collapse of a marriage, the weight of several children — to know that she was not being cruel. She was simply overwhelmed. But the child sitting in that room did not have access to that context. The child in that room only knew that he had been rendered invisible by the person whose visibility he needed most.

That was the first lesson in a long curriculum about invisibility. I became very good at it. Too good, for too long.

* * *
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There is another memory from this early period — a summer afternoon, a boat on a trailer in the driveway, my sisters Cindy and Joanne and me climbing on it the way children climb on anything large and stationary that presents itself as an opportunity.

One of them had removed the gas tank cap. They were passing it between them, inhaling the fumes, that sharp petroleum smell that does something immediate and specific to the back of the head. They encouraged me to try it. I was the youngest, the smallest, the one who was still learning what was permitted and what was not, and they were older and they were inviting me into something and I leaned down and inhaled.

The moment my head went down, Cindy hit me in the back of it.

The blood came immediately — from my nose, down over my mouth, the copper taste of it, the shock of it. I had not been prepared for the hit. I had been reaching toward them, toward inclusion, toward the small warmth of being invited to participate in something my sisters were doing, and what I received instead was a slap at the back of my skull.

I have carried this memory not because of the physical pain — that passed — but because of what it taught me about the particular cruelty of invitation. The offer of belonging that conceals, at its center, a trap. The reaching-toward that is met with the shutting-down. I would encounter this dynamic many more times across the years that followed, in many different forms. The first time is always the one that makes the template.

* * *
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My father was a tall man — tall in the way that is meant to be impressive and that achieves, instead, a kind of ambient menace. He believed in order. He believed in compliance. He believed that the role of a child was to be quiet, to be obedient, and to reflect well upon the adults responsible for it. He had very little interest in who I actually was, as distinguished from who he required me to be.

The belt was a fact of my early life the way cold was a fact of Wisconsin winters — not occasional, not dramatic, just a condition of the environment that you learned to navigate. He used it when the rules were broken, and there were a great many rules, some of them posted and some of them invisible until you violated them, at which point they became visible through their consequence. I learned early to read the atmosphere of a room before entering it, to gauge the weather of his mood, to make myself smaller and quieter and more careful in the ways I moved through his space.

This is not, I have come to understand, an unusual education. A great many children learn these skills. They become, in adulthood, highly attuned readers of other people — alert to every microshift in expression, every subtle change in tone, the way a room feels before someone in it becomes dangerous. This alertness is called many things by the people who study it. I call it survival intelligence, and I have used it every day of my life since.

What I remember most vividly is not the belt itself but a morning in deep winter when I followed my father outside into the snow. He was going somewhere — I do not remember where, only that he was dressed for it and moving with the purposeful stride of a man who has places to be and small children are not among them. I followed him because I wanted to be near him. Because I was young and he was my father and the desire to be near your father is so fundamental it does not require justification even when the father has given you very little reason to feel it.

He walked ahead of me and I tried to step directly into his footprints. This seemed, in the logic of a small child, like the correct approach — if I could place my feet exactly where his had been, I would be following him truly, I would be in his path, I would be, in some sense, connected to him even across the distance his stride kept opening between us.

The snow was deep. His prints were far apart and sunk down to a depth that, when I stepped into them, came up to my crotch. I remember the cold of it. I remember the effort of lifting each leg high enough to make the next step. I remember looking up from this effort at the back of my father's coat, already far ahead, already not looking back.

I kept going for a while. I always kept going for a while. Eventually the distance became too great and I stopped, standing in one of his footprints with the snow pressing in around me on all sides, and watched him walk away.

* * *
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There is a memory — I believe from sometime around the Reno period, though memory at this age is not always precise about geography — of night and kitchen and the particular quality of silence a house has when the adults are asleep.

I came downstairs. I was hungry, or something in me was hungry, though I am not sure it was only for food. I went to the kitchen and I gathered things — I do not remember what, exactly, only that it was a quantity far beyond what any one child could eat, an armload of provisions gathered with the urgency of someone who is not sure when the next opportunity will come. I brought them upstairs. I laid them out on the floor of my room.

I want to be precise about this image because I have spent a long time with it: the small boy in the dark room, the food arranged on the floor around him, not eating it — just having it. Just knowing it was there. The stockpile was not about hunger, or not only about hunger. It was about something else: the need to possess, to create a small perimeter of enough against the larger territory of not-enough that surrounded everything.

My father found the evidence and the response was what it always was: swift, physical, the belt, and a return to the corner. The lesson I was supposed to learn was that taking food from the kitchen without permission was not permitted.

The lesson I actually learned was that abundance was dangerous. That having things — wanting things, reaching for things, arranging them on the floor of your own room just to feel the solidity of their presence — was punishable. That the correct posture was one of smallness, of need quietly managed and never expressed.

I would spend the next four decades unlearning this.

* * *
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There is a story I have carried for a very long time that I am going to tell here, not because it is dramatic but because it is the kind of story that tells the truth about shame in a way that dramatic stories often cannot. It is small. It is humiliating in the way that only private, physical things are humiliating. It is the kind of thing a person does not tell.

I was coming home from a friend's house, and I had felt the need to go to the bathroom before I left, and I had not quite made it. I got as far as a tree on the way home, leaning against it, and my body made its own decision. I was young enough that this was still possible, old enough that it was deeply mortifying.

I arrived at the house. My father was in the bathroom — standing at the sink shaving, the door open, unhurried, occupying the only available space with the particular ease of a man who has not just experienced what I had just experienced. I needed the toilet. I could not ask for it. To ask for it would be to explain why I needed it, which would require me to confess what had happened, which would result in consequences I did not want to face.

So instead I sat down on the toilet in the only way available to me — carefully, deliberately, at an angle designed to allow the contents of my pants to fall into the bowl without my father noticing. I sat there and executed this operation with as much precision and silence as a small child can manage, inches from a man with a razor, praying to be invisible.

I do not know if I succeeded. I remember the trying — the concentration of it, the breath held, the absolute stillness required. The specific quality of that shame: physical, private, the body refusing to cooperate with the performance of competence I was already, at that age, attempting to maintain. The sense that to require something — to need the bathroom, to need help, to need anything at all — was to be found out, to be inadequate, to be punishable.

It is a very small story. But small stories are where the largest patterns begin.

* * *
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I want to say something about my father's love, because this story is, at its root, a story about love — about the ways it was withheld and the ways that withholding shaped me, and about the long, difficult, necessary work of learning to give it to myself.

My father was not a monster. I need to say that clearly, because the easy reading of what I have described is that he was, and the easy reading would miss the point. He was a man of his time and his conditioning and his own unexamined wounds, a man who had been taught that love expressed itself through provision and discipline rather than through warmth or presence or the willingness to kneel down to a child's eye level and say: I see you. I am here. You are enough.

He never said those things. What he gave instead were the rules and their enforcement. And, sometimes — not every year, but sometimes — a birthday card in the mail.

Inside the card would be a two-dollar bill. Crisp and flat, the kind that comes from a bank teller rather than a wallet, the kind that has never been folded or handled or carried close to a body. It came in an envelope with my name on it, from a father who was not present, who had not called, who would not visit. The two-dollar bill was his entire statement for the year.

I never kept those bills. I don't remember what I did with them — spent them, probably, on something immediate and forgotten. What I could not spend, and could not forget, was what they meant. As I grew older, I came to understand them with a clarity that had no comfort in it: they were not love. They were a substitute for love. They were what a man sends when he knows he owes a presence he cannot bring himself to provide, and he needs to believe that the envelope discharges the debt.

The bills said: I know you exist. They did not say: I wish I were there. They did not say: I am sorry. They did not say anything that required him to show up, to be inconvenienced, to bend himself toward another person's need. They said: here is two dollars, and now we are even.

We were never even. But I forgave him for it eventually. That is a longer story, and it comes later.

* * *
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I was a small child, standing in my father's footprints in the deep Wisconsin snow, watching his coat recede into the winter white ahead of me. The cold pressed in on all sides. My legs ached from the effort of each impossible step. The distance between us kept growing no matter how hard I pushed.

I had not yet been to the foster homes. I had not yet been abandoned in Bakersfield or in Santa Cruz or in all the other places the abandonment would take me before it was done. I had not yet picked up the Key of Solomon or stood on a bridge in Seattle or watched the cedar tree catch everything. None of that had happened yet.

What had happened was this: I had followed my father into the snow because I wanted to be near him, and the snow was too deep for me, and he was already too far ahead, and I was standing there alone in the cold with my small legs buried up to the hip in the white vastness of a winter that did not care about me either way.

I think about that child sometimes. I think about what he knew and what he didn't know and what was already being written into him — the watchfulness, the hunger, the capacity for endurance, the refusal to be entirely broken by what intended to break him.

He did not know yet that all of it was the blueprint. He did not know that the cold had a purpose, that the corner had a purpose, that the distance between himself and his father had a purpose — that every impossible step in snow too deep for him was the 33 path doing exactly what it was designed to do, which was to make him strong enough for what was coming.

He only knew the cold. He only knew his father's retreating back. He only knew that he had tried to follow and the distance had won.

He turned around and went inside.

He always turned around and went inside.

That was the first lesson, and it would not be the last: that the body knows when to stop, even when everything else is still reaching. That survival is not defeat. That the child who turns around and goes inside is not giving up — he is choosing to be alive for whatever comes next.
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