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    For anyone who has ever felt divided between who they are and who they want to be.For those quietly creating, patiently aligning, and courageously choosing themselves, even when the world waits for proof.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "You do not need to chase manifestation. You need to become the one who is already aligned."
— Inspired by the quiet rhythm of presence 
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Prologue
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I did not quit corporate because I was brave.

I quit because something in me was slowly dimming.

At the time, I called it courage. I told people I was choosing passion over predictability. I said it with a steady voice, like I had already calculated the risk and made peace with it.

What I didn’t tell them was that I was afraid of staying more than I was afraid of leaving.

The office had fluorescent lights that never changed. Mondays felt identical to Thursdays. My performance reviews were good. My salary was stable. My future was mapped out in increments of promotion and appraisal.

I should have been grateful.

Instead, I felt replaceable.

Music had always felt different. Writing felt different. When I worked on a track at midnight, time dissolved. When I finished a short novel and uploaded it myself, imperfect and independent, I felt something rare—ownership.

I mistook that feeling for alignment.

So I left.

I believed in manifestation then. Not blindly, but sincerely. I believed that if I committed fully—if I thought clearly, visualized consistently, stayed positive, acted with faith—something would respond. Not magically. But eventually.

I built vision boards.
I wrote affirmations.
I imagined interviews where someone asked me how I knew this would work.
“I just believed,” I would say in my mind.

Belief felt powerful when it was theoretical.

It feels different when the rent is due.

The first few months after leaving were electric. I woke up without an alarm. I created without permission. I told myself that uncertainty was a small price for freedom.

Then the numbers began to matter.

Streams.
Sales.
Subscribers.
Reviews.
They weren’t terrible.

They just weren’t transformative.

There’s a specific kind of disappointment that isn’t loud enough to justify panic but persistent enough to disturb your sleep. That’s where I’ve been living.

Some nights, I open my laptop and stare at the analytics like they might rearrange themselves out of pity. Other nights, I open a different tab.

A job listing.

It has been open for weeks now.

I haven’t submitted an application.
I haven’t closed it either.
It sits there quietly, like an alternate version of my life waiting for me to choose it.

I tell myself I’m just being practical. That keeping options open is mature. That alignment doesn’t mean recklessness.

But if I’m honest, the tab isn’t about practicality.

It’s about doubt.

I used to think manifestation was about convincing the universe.

Now I’m beginning to suspect it has more to do with convincing yourself.

And I’m not sure I ever fully did.

This is not a story about chasing miracles.

It’s about the space between who I say I am and who I actually believe myself to be.

Somewhere in that space, things either grow—

or they don’t.

This is where I began to notice the difference.
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Chapter 1

The Tab I Never Closed
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The tab has been open for twenty-seven days.

I know because I counted.

It sits between my music distribution dashboard and a half-finished blog draft titled On Creative Persistence. The irony isn’t lost on me.

“Digital Marketing Specialist — Competitive Salary. Hybrid Setup.”

I’ve read the description so many times I could probably recite it. Strategic planning. Cross-functional collaboration. Performance tracking. KPIs.

I used to speak that language fluently.

Some nights, when the house is quiet and the glow of my laptop feels harsher than usual, I click on the tab and scroll slowly. Not because I’m ready to apply. Just to feel the weight of the alternative.

There’s a strange comfort in corporate language. It promises structure. Clarity. Predictability. You do this, you get that. You perform, you’re evaluated. You improve, you move up.

Music doesn’t work that way.

Writing doesn’t work that way.

Art rarely sends confirmation emails.

I hover over the “Apply Now” button.

My resume is already updated. That part was easy. My previous accomplishments line up neatly in bullet points—campaign growth percentages, engagement metrics, quarterly targets exceeded. It reads like a version of me that made sense.

Competent. Measurable. Safe.

I minimize the tab and switch back to my streaming analytics.

The numbers aren’t catastrophic. They’re just... quiet. A few new listeners this week. A handful of saves. One thoughtful comment from someone who said my track helped them sleep through a difficult night.

That message should feel bigger than it does.

Instead, I find myself comparing it to a salary I no longer receive.

I refresh the page.

Nothing changes.

I tell myself I’m being patient. That building something meaningful takes time. That growth isn’t linear. I’ve read enough books to know the right language.

But patience feels different from paralysis.

Patience feels steady.

This feels like waiting for permission.

Earlier today, my mother asked how the music was going.

“It’s growing,” I said.

She nodded. She didn’t press further. Her concern is quiet, almost polite. That somehow makes it heavier. If she were disappointed, I could defend myself. But concern leaves no target.

Later, a former coworker messaged me.

“We’re expanding the team again. Thought of you.”

I stared at the notification longer than I should have.

Thought of you.

There was a time when being thought of in that way felt validating. Reliable. Professional.

Now it feels like an echo from a life I supposedly left.

I tell myself I don’t want to go back.

And that’s true.

But there’s a part of me that misses the relief of certainty. The predictability of payday. The quiet dignity of not having to explain what I do.

When I talk about my music or my books, I notice something in my tone. A subtle defensiveness. As if I’m preparing to justify their existence.

That realization unsettles me more than the numbers.

If I fully believed in what I was building, would I still keep this tab open?

I return to the job listing.

The cursor blinks in the “Cover Letter” field. Empty.

I imagine writing it.

“I am excited to re-enter the corporate space...”

The sentence feels like betrayal.

But of what?

My dream?

Or the version of myself I announced to the world when I resigned?

I thought leaving meant I was aligned.

I thought action proved conviction.

But alignment isn’t about dramatic exits. It’s about internal agreement.

And if I’m honest, I’m not sure all parts of me agreed.

Part of me wants freedom.

Part of me wants stability.

Part of me believes art can sustain me.

Part of me still believes artists struggle.

The tab stays open because I am still divided.

It is not a backup plan.

It is a mirror.

Every time I see it, I’m reminded that I haven’t fully chosen.

Not corporate.

Not creativity.

Just this suspended state in between.

I close my laptop without making a decision.

The job listing remains open.

So does the question I’ve been avoiding:

Am I misaligned with the world—

or with myself?
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