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PART I – FOUNDATIONS






Currency Of The Soul



“Not all wealth is visible.

Not all value can be priced.

I live by a different currency,

memory, meaning, and moral clarity.

The world keeps offering its coins.

I keep offering my conscience.”

The world today feels increasingly like a marketplace. Not a metaphorical one, an actual one, where ideas, attention, even identities are traded, measured, and ranked. The language of value has narrowed. We no longer ask what is good, but what sells. What spreads. What yields. I watch as education bends toward profitability, empathy becomes a brand, and reputations don't rise based on character, they rise on capital. 

And in this clamor, I resist.

I do not resist by shouting. I resist by tending to my principles, my garden, my hand-painted spoons. Objects of no financial power, but immense symbolic worth. I resist by writing truths that may never trend. I resist by caring deeply and without strategy.

Money is not the enemy. But money untethered from meaning becomes corrosive. It begins to invade spaces where morals used to live. It replaces the question “Is this right?” with “Is this viable?” It erodes nuance, compassion, and reflection, all too slow for the pace of transactions.

I feel this erosion in headlines. In rushed decisions. In policies that favor profit over protection, especially of children. I feel it in conversations that bypass feeling for performance. And I feel it within myself, too, the temptation to package, to streamline, to optimize my own reflections for some imagined “market.”

But I decline.

I have chosen, quietly and firmly, to trade in a different currency. One that cannot be accumulated, only offered.

Empathy. Integrity. Slowness. Grace.

The memory of how jasmine bloomed last spring without asking for attention.

My garden teaches me this. It never rushes. It never compares. Basil and rosemary grow because I tend them, not because they are valuable in any measurable way. They are valuable because they nourish. And that is the kind of value I honor, the kind that gives, without counting.

There was a time when reputation was earned through deeds, not digits, when intelligence was marked by insight, not virality. When kindness was subtle, yet consequential. I write this chapter as a lament for that time, and as a vow not to forget it.

I know I am privileged. My private garden of creation, of painted utensils and blooming herbs, is not accessible to everyone. Some live in survival. Some are forced to optimize every moment. Some have never tasted leisure, let alone liberty. And so I write not only for myself, but in solidarity, to preserve a language of worth that has nothing to do with price.

I’ve seen too many moments where currency silenced conscience. Where money spoke louder than ethics. And I’ve wondered: what is the cost of living richly in soul, while the world measures value in profit?

It costs time. It costs ease. It costs misunderstanding, because this kind of strength is not showy. 

But it yields something priceless.

Clarity. Peace. A gaze that sees beneath the surface.

Sometimes I stand in my kitchen and look at the painted spoons hanging beside the window. Each one has a story, not a memory of wealth, a memory of wonder. Each one reminds me that value is a decision, not a number. I stir with them, and in doing so, I stir against the current. I cook meals with attention and care, and in each act I say: this is enough.

My reflections do not seek fame. They seek resonance. They are written slowly, edited with love, and published with dignity. They are pieces of myself, pieces of being human. I will not rush them to meet a deadline that demands saleability. They are not commodities. They are offerings.

There will be days when this choice feels lonely. When others surge ahead in the marketplace, I remain in the garden. But then I remember: the garden is where seeds grow. And growth, true growth, is never rushed.

I do not reject currency entirely. I simply choose mine consciously. Reputation, kindness, truth, these are the currencies I spend. And I guard them carefully, knowing how easily they are devalued in today’s climate.

This is what lives in my mind: that I will not trade conscience for visibility. That I will not let algorithms dictate my ethics. That I will not forget what truly matters.

Even if the world spins around profit, I choose to orbit beauty. Even if the headlines scream for performance, I choose a quiet witness.

Even if money is louder, I will speak the language of the soul.

“Let the world chase its gold. I will trade in tenderness and truth. And I will not be poor.”




The Unwritten Definition of Life



I am not a philosopher. At least, not in the formal sense. My hands have held paintbrushes more than they’ve held treatises, my thoughts drift toward blooms rather than proofs. Yet when I sit quietly before the garden I planted with hope and patience, I begin to wonder: does life ask to be defined, or simply lived?

Philosophers have tried. Scientists still try. Even artificial intelligence, a web of logic and pattern, searches for clarity. But what if the answer hides not in the data, but in the dance of leaves outside an open window?

Every morning begins with this gentle riddle: I see the movement of wind through branches I once cradled as saplings. I listen as birds return, drawn by instinct and trust, seeking shade, perhaps shelter. Their presence, fleeting and feathered, speaks of a truth that feels older than language.

This is life.

Life defies the confines of an equation or a sentence; it is a sequence of sacred observations: breath, movement, beauty. Life as sensation and response. When inspiration taps on my mind, asking to be written, when a phrase stirs and insists on form, I am living. I am thinking. I am creating. Whether it is embroidered on cloth, swirled into a painting, or simmered into a pot with a new recipe, my offerings are stitched from the thread of existence itself.

So I ask myself, as Aristotle once asked the world: what is life’s essence?

Aristotle believed that everything has a telos, a purpose or final cause. He argued that life is defined by its activity, and for humans, that activity is reason. To live well is to reason well. He imagined life as potential moving toward actuality: the acorn striving to be the oak, the child unfolding into virtue.

And yet, in the garden, I find Aristotle’s vision not in words, but in process. The jasmine unfurls not from logic, but from longing. The bloom opens not to explain, but to exist. And isn’t that what Aristotle meant? That the soul lives through motion, through the doing of things that fulfill its nature?

Instead of treating the mystery as a problem to solve, I embrace it as a symphony to attend. The wind plays through my garden like an invisible musician. The sun brushes its light across petals with a painter’s patience. I observe. I receive. I act in response, with creativity, with gratitude, and with presence.

Life is not what I define. It is what I witness. It is the miracle I participate in.

In Aristotle’s De Anima, he explores the soul not as a supernatural entity, but as the form of a living body, the animating principle. The soul is what makes something alive, capable of nourishment, growth, sensation, and thought. When I feel something stirring in me, an idea, a gesture of care, a sense of connection, I am touching this animating principle. I am not solving the riddle of life, but inhabiting it.

And this habit of inhabiting, I believe, is the closest thing to a definition I can offer.

Life is a verb. It is the way a hand moves across cloth, the way a mind organizes memory into language, the way gratitude softens a hard morning. I choose to live by engaging with beauty. With utility. With meaning. Even if I am ordinary, especially because I am ordinary, I craft my days into small acts of reverence.

Perhaps my creativity is not to prove, it is to praise. It’s not to define life, it is to honor it.

So, no: I do not claim a philosopher’s title, nor a scientist’s precision. I am a gardener of thought, a quiet celebrant of daily miracles. When I cook with care, when I embroider with intention, when I write with love, I become part of the unfolding story of life. I don’t think that I am an observer alone, I am just a contributor.

The question remains: what is life?

And the answer, like the jasmine, may never speak. It may only bloom.




Essentia



The essence of a person goes beyond the physical. It is not found in the symmetry of features or the elegance of posture, though these may reflect it. Essence, essentia, as the Latins named it, is something deeply invisible, yet unmistakably present. Essence is the inner core of consciousness that learns from existence. It is the enduring capacity to reason, reflect, and grow in understanding.

Essence is the content of a person, the fragrance of their soul. A person with essence is like a perfumed rose, a sprig of lavender, or a blooming jasmine: not only beautiful to behold, but quietly compelling for what emanates from within. Their presence lingers, like scent in the air, subtle, unforgettable. A person without essence is like an empty perfume bottle: the packaging may dazzle, but the soul is absent. Like a plastic flower, bright from afar, but up close, it’s hollow, gaudy, without scent or life.

It is not a trait, not a talent, not even a temperament. It is the quiet force that shapes how someone moves through the world. A mix of behavior, reaction, education, kindness, intelligence, strength, and something else, something unnameable. It is what transpires from words and attitudes, what lingers in the air after someone has left the room.

Some people carry their essence like a fragrance, soft, persistent, unmistakable. Others guard it, revealing it only in moments of vulnerability or courage. But once seen, it cannot be unseen. It is what makes someone different from others. Not better, not louder, just singular. And it is this singularity that attracts me most.

Essence is the capacity to respond, to listen, to reflect and not only to be the one who makes noisespeak, to act.. It is when someone meets a challenge with grace and not with bravado. It is the way they enter a conversation, not to dominate, but to understand. It is the way they attract others, not through spectacle, but through sincerity.

I have met people whose essence was strength wrapped in gentleness. Others whose brilliance was tempered by humility. I have seen essence in the way someone pauses before responding, in the way they hold space for others without needing to fill it. I have felt it in silence, in kindness, in the quiet courage of someone who chooses empathy over ease.

Essence is not static. It deepens with time, with experience, with the moral architecture of one’s inner life. It is shaped by what we learn, what we suffer, and what we choose to love. But it is not reducible to any of these. It is the soul’s signature, written not in ink but in presence.

In a world obsessed with surfaces, essence is a silent and rare quality. It asks us to look deeper, to listen longer, to feel more. It reminds us that what matters is not how someone appears, but how they are. How they make others feel. How they carry their truth. This inner substance makes their perspective, decisions, and presence distinct and impactful.

There is a kind of beauty that cannot be photographed. A kind of intelligence that cannot be measured. A kind of strength that does not need to be proven. These live in essence. I don’t seek perfection or performance, I seek presence and authenticity.

To know someone’s essence is to know their rhythm. The way they respond, when, how, to whom, and in what way. It is to know what moves them, what quiets them, what calls them to act. It is to see the garden inside them, even if they have not yet named the flowers.

And so I return, again and again, to this question: What cannot be seen, but is always felt? What makes someone unforgettable, even in silence? What is it that we recognize in a stranger’s eyes, or in the way a friend says our name?

It is essentia. And it is everything.
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