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This book is dedicated to anyone who is sick of the bullshit. The world’s, other people’s—­but most of all, their own.
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1

Welcome to the Parade





These are some weird fucking times.

On a global level, all the way down to what’s going on in your town, your neighborhood, and your street, even possibly in your own home or kitchen, it seems we can’t escape the grip of what’s happening around us.

We all get impacted by the bullshit—­sometimes in little ways, sometimes more.

Sometimes it feels like we’re swimming in it and can’t catch a breath. Or peace.

However, I’m sure you didn’t pick up this particular book to solve the world’s issues. You could be here out of simple curiosity or some kind of commitment to yourself and your life. But let’s make this as straightforward as possible.

You are here for you. And that’s the perfect spot to begin.



There may be a very specific reason for picking up this book, but in general terms, it’s fairly likely you are stuck in this life of yours.

I’ve been stuck too. I’ve also been stopped, derailed, lost, caught in a loop, spiraled out of control, helpless, hopeless, desperate, and completely out of juice. I know what “stuck” feels like. I can still taste that planted-­in-­the-­sludge feeling, swatting the black cloud of my barely managed panic while trying to grab whatever scraps of life I could between these clenched and aching fingers.

And no—­there wasn’t some kind and compassionate voice in my ear cheering me on. It was more like a soul-­sucking loop of elevator Muzak echoing through the halls of my mind, dulling any trace of clarity, vision, or hope.

I’ve been there, having to drag myself to the table of my life, day on top of day, while everyone else around me seemed to move light-­footed and untouched, as if the world is bent in their favor.

Like they’re playing a different game altogether—­one that seems easier, charmed, rigged with fortune and brilliance. The kind of game that never felt like it was meant for me.



You’ll have some version of this for yourself, but for all of us, it all comes down to the core feeling that life should somehow be different than the one we are in.

When I say “life,” I mean you too.

You’re supposed to be different, right? Better somehow.

A bit more of this, a lot less of that. Same old you, just minus the baggage you’ve been hauling round for years. Maybe spruced up with a few tweaks and touch-­ups to finally get you going in the right direction. Hell, you might even be thinking “TWEAKS?? No, I need a complete reinvention!”

I got you.

You see, there is a common ache to being human. A feeling that something is just . . . off.

Like there’s a piece of you that’s out of place and in need of a fix, touch-­up, or some kind of improvement. It’s a background hum in our lives, and at times that feeling drives us in search of answers even if nothing quite does the trick.

Sometimes it has us by the neck—­when we’re overwhelmed or stressed and life is having its way. It’s kinda like that face-­hugger from Alien, clamped to your skull, sucking the life from your lungs while smothering any voice of possibility.

Other times, it’s quiet and unassuming. Lurking in the white noise of your day.

But here’s the uncomfortable truth: we’re all coming from a place of “something’s wrong.” It’s an undercurrent of the human condition—­even for those polished, curated, Zen-­as-­fuck people you admire too.

The fortunate few? They’re not the ones without that noise; they’re the ones who know it’s just part of being human. So, no, it doesn’t mean you’re broken. It doesn’t even mean you need fixing. It just means you’re alive.

So much of what we think is “wrong” is actually pretty standard for most if not all of us.

A life you didn’t plan on

One of the other weird things that connects us is this rather hypnotic tendency to build lives we don’t really want. At some point we hit a wall of truth—­and no, it’s not just when we reach a midlife catastrophe. These roadblocks can appear at any stage of a life, and multiple times too. But either way, they compel us to look over our shoulder and, as the song goes, ask ourselves, “How did I get here?”

You might have hit that stop a number of times already, but you’re resourceful, right?

Sometimes, you claw your way past it. A rebellious spark of imagination, a defiant move against the odds, washed down with a hard swallow of sick-­of-­this-­shit bitterness—­and for a moment . . . you move.

You make some changes, fix some shit, and before you know it, you’re back online, life is moving again!

Yay!

Eh . . . not quite, my determined little squirrel. You see, your life has much less direction than you, or anyone else for that matter, would care to admit. I wouldn’t say you’re adrift, because on the surface, it certainly feels like you’re heading in at least some kind of direction, even temporarily. But there’s a reason for all of this.

Ask anyone how they ended up here, to this point of their life, and they’ll give you the short story of recent times or the longer one stretching back into the wilderness of past glories and bullshit.



They, like you, have shared some of this with other people, but they have gone over it in their mind countless more times, a process which has only further refined the gory bits. That’s the funny thing about recalling the past, we just aren’t keyed into how much we’re doing it.

You’re not stuck in the past per se, you’re just living by the silent rules it left behind. Rules you made, I might add.

You explain what you do as instinct or habit, maybe even personality or choice, but it’s none of those things. You are shaped by a logic you unconsciously put together in the aftermath of life, and you’ve been following it without question ever since.

Mostly because you’ve never come close enough to see just how far it actually goes—­how deep, how invasive, and yet how smoothly the show runs. Even when it seems broken on the surface.

I mean, you’re just being you . . . right?

Sure, we all have a few bruised and busted memories. A couple of big hits. A villain or two. Maybe you’re the villain in your well-­worn tale of blame and guilt. Or maybe it’s all been skewed in another direction toward a parent, an ex, someone to hold it all.



We all have our go-­to explanations. The divorce. The rejection. The parent who didn’t show up. Or the one who did and shouldn’t have. The boss who fired you without listening. The betrayal. The injustice. The moment you gave up, or the moment someone else gave up on you.

You’ll have your story.

Maybe it was the bullying. The silence. The way you disappeared into the background because being invisible felt safer than being seen. Or maybe you went the other way and burst onto the stage of having to be liked, masked as self-­expression, constantly finding little cues of rejection and judgment everywhere you go.

Ugh. So fucking exhausting.

You carry the past around like evidence, pointing to it when you need to explain . . . well, everything. And while yeah, it does explain some things, it never solves the real dilemma of living a powerful life.

Because underneath all of it, there’s a deep undertow, a presence that’s been manipulating you ever since. You don’t see it, but you feel it—­a pull, a movement, a low frequency beneath your life choices.



That’s where the real trap lies: the instinctive reflex to fix and overcome not just those moments and issues from the past but every problematic moment and issue that has come into your life since.

Your entire life is about problems, the urge to claw your way to the light. And every fix, every breakthrough, every plan . . . is just another turn down a road you can’t see coming.

Another answer. Another strategy. Another way to strip your life of the latest problem.

That part of you—­the relentless part—­feels a need to fix, patch, solve, sort, unravel, get a grip on, and finally straighten out whatever it is you’ve now become fixated on.

Some of it you manage to crack open and move past.

Then there are the other things—­the “unfixables”—­that you seemingly can’t get over or get past, the things you stewed in, wrestled with, got angry or deflated about, maybe even crushed by. You know the ones I’m talking about.

They linger. They haunt.



And the harder they are to crack, the more all consuming they become.

You are where you are because of that burning drive to solve your life instead of live it.

Obsessed with fixing. Blind to creating. Blind to exploring.

Blind to the miraculous gift of simply being alive.

You think you’re in control, but you’re being yanked around—­a hamster in the wheel of fixing and fine-­tuning. There’s always something to sort, manage, decode. Like the next solution might finally buy you peace, success, or whatever version of “enough” you’re chasing.

When all of your problems are dealt with or maybe just this one, y’know, the big one . . . you’ll be golden and life will be great. Sound familiar?

But that part of you—­the fixer—­is also the con artist because the fixer needs their fix too.

Every fix just births the next problem. Every solution is tomorrow’s mess in disguise. You’re not creating a future. You’re plugging holes in a boat that’s already halfway to the next shitstorm.



This isn’t freedom. It’s survival with a Botox injection.

You are a problem addict, drawn to the cracks in things. Things that should have happened but didn’t. Other things that shouldn’t have happened but did. The past, the present, and the future weighing on you, and driving you to compulsively chase the fleeting relief of having fixed what’s broken—­or what might one day break.

It’s a burden and a fake purpose, shaping your life in both heavy and confusing ways.

Some of you are already trying to solve the apparent problem of what I’m saying right now!

What to do, what to do!

We build lives we think we want. Lives that solve these problems. Mostly the immediate ones but also the lingering ones lurking back there, deep into your past. The problem of loneliness and failure and rejection and unhappiness and . . . need I go on? I appreciate we’re only a few pages into this book but in the spirit of no-­time-­like-­the-­present, here’s your first take-­it-­to-­the-­bank truth.

A life of being consumed by fixing and changing your problems is an approach that will have you reading self-­help books forever, and trust me, no one wants that fucking life!

A problem-­first strategy automatically breeds a life of being consumed by problems until you take your last breath.

Let me explain.

If you stop and look around, you’ll find a trail of weary, threadbare solutions to yesterday’s problems. Fixes, that over time, have become twisted into the very crises you’re now scrambling to contain. The things you once patched together have come undone, and in their unraveling, they’ve become the newest fires you’re forced to fight.

That’s right, your old solutions are your current problems. Your future problems are the things you currently think will fix your life. And the whole thing is a mind-­bending trap of self-­delusion.

It doesn’t matter how perfect those solutions appear now, how impenetrable or flawless they seem in the moment—­eventually, you’ll find yourself caught in their mess, trying to undo them or fix them, to free yourself from their grasp.



It’s the way of things in the tangled web of human affairs.

Your relationship, your job, the escape you feel when chest deep into your unhealthy habits—­all solutions to old problems, attempts to fill a void or fix a wound. That college degree, meant to give you purpose and direction, now sits hollow, its promise long since faded and dragging you in a career direction you hadn’t fully planned for—­and yet, here you are.

Who knows? Maybe you’re still in the springtime of that particular decision. Ticktock.

How did you get here? C’mon now.

It’s not complicated, really. You are both the creator and the prisoner of your own problems, and they feed off one another to survive and then perpetuate.

The reason you can’t see this truth in your life is simple: like all of us, you’re living on autopilot, barely conscious of any hope of creativity or true purpose, lost in the scramble of each passing day.

Too harsh? Ah well, it’s not like you came here for the donuts, is it?



You’re not totally checked out. You’re just fixated on all the wrong things.

And it’s your job to pull yourself out of it. When you think about it, that kind of reckoning has to be yours and yours alone—­a harsh and unforgiving clarity that you’ll either face or ignore. There’s no middle ground.

The part you’re missing in all of this is the heavy cost of living your life wandering this hypnotic trail of problems and fixes you’ve had since you were a kid.

Let your curiosity explore for a moment here. Start to see the magnitude and implications of what I’m saying.

Look to the back alleyways of your mind, where the logic hides, compelling you to pursue problem after problem, following through the hills and valleys and deserts of a life meandering in search of one solution after the other. Sure, you may hit the odd nugget of satisfying gold, but you never get the whole deal. You never get to live a created life, and so things like peace of mind and fulfillment and purpose and passion are tantalizingly out of reach, and you’re never quite . . . settled.

And that’s a problem . . . and off we go again.



We live problem-­first lives. All of it lived in order of most urgent. Always chasing the next fix. The next answer. We don’t mean to, it’s just how we’ve been built. Solve the problem, then maybe, maybe, you can breathe. Only that life-­clearing breath never comes, does it? Just the next issue. The next fire.

Sure, there’s some creativity in that life. Moments of brilliance, times of inspiration and fulfillment—­but that’s all they ever are. Like white flashes of hope in a dark tunnel we didn’t even know we were crawling through.

Now contrast that with a created life. That life doesn’t orbit around its problems—­it follows what’s been created.

It starts with possibility, and possibility gives direction. Not escape. Not fixing. Creating. A life worthy of being built. One that both fires you up and yet anchors you to something real. And yes, problems still show up—­but they hit different. They demand more, not less. They raise you. Sometimes they even inspire you. Why? Because they’re yours.

Born of what you’ve chosen to build, not what you’ve spent your life trying to avoid and fix.



You won’t see the full picture of a created life yet—­but it’s coming.

A created life moves differently. There’s steadiness. A strange kind of joy. Not all the time, but more than you’d expect. And eventually, something else arrives—­not drama, not urgency—­but fire. A clean and focused breath of possibility both honest and bold.

You’ll feel
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