BOOK ONE: THE SEVENTEEN

Foreword

There are days when the world feels like a stone you turn over and find nothing underneath but the same dirt you started with. And then there are the other days — the ones where something small, or odd, or slightly askew becomes a doorway. These seventeen commentaries came from those doorways. Not as essays. Not as sermons. Not as arguments. More like the things said when you don’t know who’s listening, and don’t particularly care.

They circle memory, fear, mortality, art, and the strange mechanics of being alive. They don’t try to impress. They try to notice. They try to pay attention to the edges — where things begin to reveal their shape, or their weakness, or their surprising generosity.

If there’s a single truth running through the lot of them, it’s this:
life’s meaning isn’t in what we declare — it’s in what we witness.

This is the first book. Possibly not the last. A quiet stirring of the dirt under the stone.

I. FIRST LIGHT

1. Boustrophedon

There’s a lovely old word — boustrophedon — that describes the way oxen plow a field: one row left to right, the next right to left. Ancient scribes used to write this way too. A full line forward, the next backward, like breathing in and out on a page.

Life sometimes feels like that. You move cleanly in one direction, thinking you’re getting somewhere, only to find the next row demands you go the opposite way. You aren’t lost. You’re just plowing. And when you finally look back — the pattern makes sense. But only from a distance.

We write our lives boustrophedon. We don’t know it until the field is done.

2. Trespass the Eyes

We trust our eyes far more than they deserve. We let them tell us what is real, what is safe, what is beautiful. But eyes trespass constantly. They cross boundaries and claim territory without permission. They decide meaning before we’ve even begun to think.

Most of what we believe we “see,” we’re actually inventing — stitching together the missing edges, filling in the blanks, insisting on continuity when the world refuses to offer it. Vision is the first fiction. Everything after is footnotes.

3. Suddenly Eternal

Most of life is profoundly temporary: meals, arguments, summers, friendships, knees. But every now and then something happens — a birth, a death, a sentence spoken at the wrong moment, or the right one — and time folds. Suddenly the moment feels eternal.

Not infinite — eternal.
Meaning: outside the clock.
Beyond the reach of decay.

Funny thing: eternity rarely announces itself. You feel it afterward, like a bruise blooming under the skin.

4. The End of the World

The end of the world is never the entire world. It’s always your world — your map, your assumptions, your guarantees — that collapses. Someone always survives the “end,” steps around the wreckage, and asks if the store is still open.

Personal apocalypse is far more common than the global kind. And somehow less cinematic. No meteors, no violins. Just a Tuesday where everything stops behaving.

The world doesn’t end.
It just sheds us in layers.

II. HUMAN TANGLES

5. Driven by Fear

Fear is not subtle. It tells you it’s keeping you alive, when mostly it’s just keeping you busy. Fear squints the world down to two options: escape or freeze. It doesn’t mean well. It means primitive.

Fear has its uses — it’s a smoke alarm, not a prophecy. It doesn’t predict the fire; it just screams. You still have to decide whether the house is burning or you just made toast.

6. Died Peacefully…

Obituaries use the phrase “died peacefully” the way realtors say “cozy.” It tells you nothing except that someone wanted the ending to carry dignity. Truth is, dying is rarely peaceful. It’s work. It’s transition. It’s letting go of the body’s old insistence.

But the wish is real:
that the person didn’t meet terror in the last hour,
that they weren’t alone,
that the moment had a softness to it.

Sometimes the phrase is just a kindness extended backward through time.

7. Who Is the Oldest? — Pando

People ask who the oldest human is. They never ask about the oldest being. The answer, inconveniently, isn’t human. It’s Pando — a clonal colony of aspens in Utah. One root system. Thousands of identical trees. Forty thousand tons of single organism.

We admire longevity in humans because it’s rare. In nature, age is a team sport. The oldest live by sharing a body.

8. Judging by How You Know

We judge people not by who they are, but by how they intersect with our experience. If someone reminds you of an old betrayal, you’ll treat them with caution even if they’re harmless. If someone resembles kindness you once received, you’ll grant them trust they haven’t earned.

This isn’t wisdom.
It’s memory puppeteering behavior.

The trick — if there is one — is to notice when you’re reacting to the wrong ghost.

9. Selfish Self

I’ve been told to “love myself more.” I’ve also been told I think too much about myself. And honestly, both critiques might be true. The self is a slippery little beast. It wants attention. It demands privacy. It craves meaning. It resists definition.

We live inside this creature. We negotiate with it daily. Sometimes it wins. Sometimes we do. The relationship is not tidy.

III. THE UNRULY SAINTS

10. Szukalski

Stanisław Szukalski — part sculptor, part prophet, part fever dream. He built worlds out of stone and ego. He rewrote history according to his own mythology. He was brilliant, delusional, visionary, exhausting.

I admire him the way one admires a lightning storm: from a distance, with hands off anything metal.

Some people prove what’s possible.
Others prove what’s survivable.

Szukalski was the latter.

IV. GRAVITY WELLS

11. I Had a Sister

Loss doesn’t disappear. It just changes where it sits. Sometimes it’s a shadow at your feet. Sometimes it sleeps across your shoulders. Sometimes it’s a small pebble in your pocket that you forget until your fingers close around it.

A sister who died young becomes a presence without biography. A life barely lived, yet deeply influential. A ghost shaped like possibility.

12. Hand or Heart?

We talk about “hand on heart” as though the body can swear oaths. But most oaths fail because the hand and the heart are out of sync. The heart hesitates while the hand performs. Or the hand trembles while the heart presses ahead.

Integrity might be nothing more than getting both to move in the same direction for once.

13. Life and Death

Life and death aren’t opposites. They’re instructions. One tells you to enter. One tells you to leave. Neither tells you how to behave in the meantime.

We pretend we don’t know death is coming. We do. We just hope it’s running late. In the gap between knowing and pretending — that’s where living happens.

14. The Big Question

People always ask the big questions when the small ones are too painful. “What is the meaning of life?” usually appears when someone can’t face: “What do I do next?”

Meaning is a luxury. Action is a requirement.

The big questions aren’t answered.
They’re outgrown.

V. THE WORK OF BEING ALIVE

15. What Is a Song?

A song isn’t notes or words or rhythm. It’s a carrier — a small raft navigating the emotional floodplain. You hear a song at sixteen and think it’s about love. You hear it again at sixty and realize it was about longing, or regret, or simply the stubborn mathematics of time.

A song is what you put in it.
Then what it puts back in you.

16. Movement

Bodies want to move. Even tired ones. Even damaged ones. Stillness is often chosen for us by circumstance, not desire. Movement is the body trying to tell the world it’s still participating.

I’ve learned that movement doesn’t have to be heroic. A walk counts. A stretch counts. Breathing counts. Sometimes the smallest movement prevents the largest collapse.

17. Numbers

Numbers pretend to be objective. But every number comes with a story. A blood pressure reading. A bank balance. A date carved into stone. A countdown. An anniversary. A heart rate. A distance traveled. A lifetime summarized.

The problem isn’t that numbers lie.
It’s that we trust them to tell the whole truth.

Afterword

If these seventeen pieces share a single instinct, it might be this:
pay attention to the small, persistent truths that don’t demand attention.

Life isn’t built from revelations.
It’s built from noticing.

These commentaries weren’t written to impress, persuade, or reassure. They simply marked the places where the world pressed in, or softened, or shifted sideways long enough to say something worth keeping.

You can carry them lightly.
Or leave them where they fall.
They’re sturdy either way.

