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B E F O R E  Y O U  E N T E R  T H E  A R C H I T E C T U R E  

 

THIS BOOK IS NOT  the system itself, and it is not a clean explanation written after 

everything was already understood. It is the record of seeing the structure while it was 

still forming. That difference matters. 

If you come to this book expecting a polished origin story, a brand narrative, or a 

step-by-step explanation of how Axis works, you may misread what it is trying to 

preserve. What lives here is not retrospective neatness. It is emergence. 

The Creation of Axis documents what it felt like to notice scattered pieces of a life 

beginning to organize themselves into something larger than their individual parts. It 

holds the fragments, recognitions, returns, and naming moments that eventually 

made Axis visible. Not all at once, but gradually enough that I could still miss it while 

it was happening. 

That is why the voice changes here. 

This book was written across different stages of building. Some chapters were 

written when Axis still felt like fragments. Some were written when it felt like pressure 

without a name. Some came from the threshold where I had started to recognize a 

pattern but could not yet see the full structure. Others came later, when the 

architecture was clearer and I could finally name what had already been forming 

beneath the surface. 

I have not rewritten those differences away. If something needs context, I add an 

Author’s Reflection and speak from where I stand now. That way, the original entry 

remains faithful to the stage of creation that produced it, while the reflection shows 

how the meaning of that stage became clearer over time. 

What you are reading, then, is not a clean retrospective written from complete 

distance. It is a record of changing proximity. Some chapters were written from inside 

the fog. Some from the first sight of pattern. Some from later, when I could finally step 

back far enough to see that what looked like scattered notes had already become a 

structure. 

A book like this cannot be made honest by flattening it into one stable tone. It 

becomes honest by preserving the unevenness of recognition: the difference between 

fragments and architecture, intuition and understanding, building and realizing what 

had already been built. 
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This is why the voice changes. Not because the work is inconsistent, but because 

the process was alive. 

Axis did not appear all at once. It gathered. It echoed. It accumulated. It returned. 

It slowly revealed its own shape. That process is what this book exists to document. 

So this book should not be read exactly like a memoir, even though it contains 

personal history. It should not be read exactly like a philosophy text, even though it 

contains principles. It should not be read exactly like a manual, even though it explains 

the structure of the larger system. 

It is a meta-book: a record of becoming architecture. 

It studies how lived material turns into organized form when a person stays with 

it long enough, names it honestly enough, and refuses to flatten the process for the 

sake of clean presentation. 

Repetition matters here. Fragments matter. Returns matter. Reframing matters. 

The difference between what I could see then and what I can see now matters. This 

book is not trying to impress anyone with complexity. It is trying to preserve the real 

process by which complexity became coherent. 

This is also the place where Axis is clarified most directly: what it is, what it is not, 

how the books relate, why the project remained free, why it was built slowly, why it 

resisted becoming a business-first structure, and why “take what is useful, leave the 

rest” is not a slogan here, but an organizing ethic. 

If the other books are the lived branches, this is the place where the tree becomes 

visible. 

This book is for readers who want to understand not just the content of Axis, but 

the method by which it emerged. It is for builders, synthesizers, artists, system-

thinkers, and anyone who has ever felt that their life contained a pattern they did not 

yet know how to name. It is also for readers who need a doorway into the ecosystem 

as a whole and want to understand how memoir, training, spirituality, and reflection 

became one architecture instead of separate projects. 

Within Axis, this is the meta-layer. The connective tissue. The structural record. 

The place where the system becomes conscious of itself. 

If The Reflection is the story, Project Aeon the spirit, and The Redline Method the 

body, this is the book that shows how those pillars came to belong to one another. 

So read it with patience. Do not ask it to be smoother than emergence really is. Do 

not ask it to sound like one stable version of me speaking from the end of the road. 

And do not mistake the unfinished quality of certain passages for weakness. 

The unfinishedness is part of the honesty. 
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This book preserves the moment when fragments stop feeling random, when a 

person realizes he is not merely writing pages or gathering ideas, but building a place 

large enough to hold a life. 

That is the threshold you are crossing here. 

Not into a finished system, but into the process by which one became visible. 
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O R I E N T A T I O N  

 

Nothing begins as a system. 

It begins as fragments. 

When Axis started, it didn’t look like a philosophy or a framework. It looked 

like scattered notes, unfinished thoughts, conversations that didn’t feel 

important at the time. Pieces of a life being spoken out loud without any real 

intention beyond getting it out. 

There was no structure yet. No architecture holding it together. No sense that 

any of this would eventually connect. 

This arc exists before coherence. 

It’s the phase where things are still loose, where ideas haven’t been named, 

where patterns haven’t revealed themselves. The work here isn’t about 

building something organized. It’s about staying with what keeps showing up 

long enough for it to take shape. 

Most people want clarity before they begin. They want a plan, a format, a 

defined direction. 

But systems don’t start that way. 

They start as accumulation. 

Repeated thoughts. Returning questions. Notes that don’t seem important 

until they begin to echo. 

Orientation is where the raw material gathers. 

Not because you’re trying to build something yet, 

but because you’ve stopped ignoring what keeps returning. 

There’s no map here. 

Just the first recognition that something is there. 

And that it’s worth paying attention to. 
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T H E  B O O K S  W E R E  N E V E R  W R I T T E N  A S  

B O O K S  

 

NONE OF THIS BEGAN  as a book, and that matters more than it might seem. Looking 

at Axis now, it would be easy to assume I started with a plan. A memoir. A training 

method. A spiritual book. A meta-book to explain how they all fit together. That is not 

what happened. What I sat down to do, over and over again, was capture what had just 

surfaced before it disappeared. A memory. A realization. A dream. A training insight. 

A spiritual question. A trip report. A thought that arrived in the middle of real life and 

felt too important to lose. 

That was the unit of creation in the beginning. Not the chapter. Not the book. The 

deposit. A live fragment. A piece of contact between experience and language. 

Something that needed to be preserved before ordinary life covered it again. The 

deposits came first. The books came later. 

At the time, I was not trying to create literature. I was not trying to build a system. 

I was not thinking in terms of volumes, pillars, or architecture. I was trying to tell the 

truth closely enough that I would not lose it. These books were not composed from the 

top down. They accumulated from the inside out. That difference matters because it 

explains the feel of the work. These writings did not begin as arguments. They began 

as evidence. Evidence of grief, addiction, love, spiritual disruption, discipline, 

experimentation, failure, correction, and change. Every deposit was a piece of lived 

contact. Not yet arranged for an audience. Not yet shaped into a formal chapter. Just 

real enough that I knew I had to preserve it. 

That preservation was not passive. It was a kind of listening. I had to stay with 

what kept returning long enough to find out whether it mattered. Some thoughts came 

once and disappeared. Some experiences felt powerful in the moment but did not 

survive reflection. Some methods worked in theory but failed in real life. Some 

interpretations needed to be softened, revised, or humbled. Some ideas only proved 

themselves after repetition. That testing mattered. 

From the outside, experimentation can look like uncertainty. It can look scattered, 

like someone moving in too many directions at once. But this was not indecision. It 

was discovery. I experimented because I needed to know what was real enough to 

survive contact with my actual life. That became true in every part of Axis. In The 
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Reflection, I experimented with voice, memory, confession, and nonlinear structure. 

In The Redline Method, I experimented with training, nutrition, recovery, discipline, 

adherence, and the practical realities of building a body inside a real schedule. In 

Project Aeon, I experimented with altered states, dreams, meditation, symbolic 

language, silence, and mystery. In the kitchen layer, I experimented with meals, 

sauces, repetition, flavor, boredom, prep time, portability, and friction. And in The 

Creation of Axis, I experimented with structure itself: folders, names, categories, 

pillars, pathways, archives, books, and the strange work of recognizing when scattered 

material had become something larger. 

That is one of the hidden laws of Axis: experimentation is not the opposite of 

structure. It is often the path that leads to the strongest one. I did not force the shape 

before the shape was ready to appear. I tested things. I paid attention. I kept what 

proved real. I let go of what did not. And slowly, the surviving pieces started speaking 

to one another. 

For the first two and a half years, this is what I was doing. I wrote reflections as 

they arose, logged them into the archive, and preserved them before they cooled. At 

that stage, the archive lived primarily in my phone. The Notes app became the first 

real home of the work, not because it was grand or ideal, but because it was there, and 

because the work was arriving in the middle of real life. At work. In motion. Between 

responsibilities. In ordinary moments. The reflections were not waiting for me to get 

home and sit in a perfect studio. They were arising inside life itself, so I needed a place 

that could meet them there. 

That is what the mobile archive was: not a placeholder, but a living intake system. 

A portable vault. A place where the fragments could survive long enough to become 

something larger. Over time, the archive became more organized because it had to. 

There was already enough material that it could not stay as scattered notes forever. So 

I started naming things, grouping them, and sorting them. Not into final form yet, but 

enough that I could tell certain kinds of material belonged near one another. 

That is when the first major shift happened. At some point, I realized The 

Reflection was becoming a book. I had not planned it. I had not announced it. I had 

not sat down and said, “Now I will write a memoir.” I simply saw that enough 

emotional, narrative, and reflective material had gathered into one area that it was no 

longer just a pile of notes. It had shape. Not perfect shape. Not finished shape. But 

enough coherence that I could feel a book standing there inside the deposits. 

That was the first one I saw, and it makes sense to me now that The Reflection was 

first. Story is often the first large shape that a life can take. Memory, grief, identity, 

family, addiction, love, loss, and becoming carry emotional gravity. They gather. They 
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pull related material toward themselves. But The Reflection was not the only body 

forming. It was just the first one I recognized. 

Other deposits had their own gravity. The training material gathered around the 

body, discipline, execution, sustainability, and physical transformation. Those 

deposits would become The Redline Method. The dreams, trip reports, spiritual 

disruptions, altered states, symbolic questions, and reflections on mystery would 

become Project Aeon. The reflections about pattern, naming, organization, and the 

project becoming conscious of itself would become The Creation of Axis. 

The archive began separating itself by essence. That is the best phrase I know for 

it. The material began self-sorting, not because I forced categories onto it too early, 

but because the deposits themselves were different in kind. Emotional and narrative 

deposits gathered into one body. Methodological and embodied deposits gathered into 

another. Spiritual and perceptual deposits gathered into another. Structural and meta-

reflective deposits gathered into another. This is what made the later pillar splits 

possible. I did not invent them out of nowhere. I recognized them. 

The books were not created by category first. The categories emerged because the 

deposits had already begun clustering into distinct kinds of truth. That clustering is 

what made the architecture visible. Before that, there was accumulation. After that, 

there was separation. And after separation, there was the first real glimpse of Axis. 

That was the next major realization. These were not separate projects accidentally 

growing near each other. They belonged together. That was the birth of Axis. Not the 

beginning of the writing, but the beginning of the recognition. Axis was the moment I 

understood that these books were not isolated outputs. They were pillars. Different 

expressions of one larger human structure: the story, the body, the spirit, and the 

architecture that revealed their relation. 

Once I saw that, the archive changed. The material still came in live. The deposits 

still had to be caught as they arose. But now they had clearer homes. The work was 

still mobile, still accumulating, still improvised in one sense, but no longer formless. 

Eventually, I knew I needed something larger than the phone, not because the 

archive was failing, but because it had outgrown the idea of being only a note system. 

I needed a machine that could let the archive begin turning into manuscripts. That is 

why I got the MacBook. Not for aesthetics. For continuity. The archive already lived in 

the Apple ecosystem because it had begun in my phone. The Notes app had become 

the original vessel of Axis. So when the time came to expand into a computer, the 

cleanest move was to stay inside the same bloodstream. If I wrote a reflection at work 

on my phone, it would already be waiting for me when I got home. No unnecessary 
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fracture. No forcing the archive to migrate into something that did not fit the way it 

had been born. 

The arrival of the MacBook was not the beginning of Axis. It was the beginning of 

a new phase: consolidation. The accumulated deposits could finally begin taking 

formal book shape on a machine built for that level of assembly. That is why so much 

happened so quickly once the MacBook came. The years before it were not empty. They 

were gestation. The density was already there. The laptop did not create the work. It 

gave the work a larger room to stand up in. 

That is how all of this happened. Not through sudden inspiration. Not through a 

publishing plan. Not through a clean outline written in advance. Through 

accumulation, faithful capture, experimentation, recognition, separation, 

architecture, and assembly. The books were never written as books. They were lived 

as fragments, caught as deposits, preserved as evidence, tested through life, 

recognized as bodies, and assembled once their shapes became undeniable. That is 

why I resist pretending these are traditional compositions. They are not. They are 

closer to excavated forms. I did not invent them from nothing. I stayed with the 

material long enough for the material to reveal what it was becoming. 

And this is also why Axis should not be mistaken for a directive. When someone 

reads this work, they might think I am telling them to write a memoir, train their body 

a certain way, explore psychedelics, make art, make music, cook the same meals, build 

an archive, or organize their life into pillars. I am not. Axis is a document, not a 

directive. It is the record of one man recovering himself after twenty years of slowly 

disappearing. What I recovered through reflection, training, spiritual seeking, food 

structure, and creative work were not new things I discovered in sobriety. They were 

old things I remembered. Things I loved as a kid. Things I was drawn to naturally. 

Things alcohol slowly buried. 

I was drawing in third grade. I was singing in third grade. I was using my mom’s 

weight bench in fourth grade. I wanted to understand God before I knew what that 

meant. I wrote poetry. I played in bands. I painted along to Bob Ross tapes my brother 

gave me before he died. I ran track in high school just so I could use the weight room 

after school. All of it was there. All of it was mine. Sobriety did not make me someone 

new. It gave me a shovel and pointed down. The digging is what Axis documents. 

That is why none of this should be copied too closely. My pillars are my pillars 

because they were the things I had to recover: my mind, my body, my spirit, and my 

hands. Someone else’s structure may look completely different. Their path may have 

three pillars, or six, or none at all. The number does not matter. The architecture does 

not matter. What matters is that a person learns to recognize what is actually theirs. 
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That is why “take what is useful, leave the rest” is not a side note in Axis. It is one 

of its deepest laws. I am not creating a religion, a doctrine, a one-size-fits-all 

philosophy, or a path that should be recreated exactly. The Reflection is my story, not 

a prescription. Project Aeon is my way of exploring consciousness, not the only way. 

The Redline Method is how I built discipline through the body, not the only method to 

build it. The kitchen layer is how I made nutrition livable for my life, not the required 

menu for anyone else’s. 

The point was never my final method. The point was how I got there. Axis was built 

by taking pieces, learning from many places, trying things, paying attention, keeping 

what proved true in contact with real life, discarding what did not fit, refining over 

time, and adding what became uniquely my own. Not obedience. Testing. Not 

imitation. Assembly. Not one perfect answer. A way of recognizing what was real 

enough to keep. 

If there is anything useful in Axis for someone else, I do not believe it comes from 

copying my final arrangement. It comes from seeing how a person can build one. Not: 

here is the exact shape your life should take. But: here is proof that a life can be 

consciously assembled from truth, experience, discipline, reflection, and chosen pieces 

that prove themselves over time. 

That is why the progression matters more than the endpoint. That is why I leave 

older voices visible. That is why I keep the changes in understanding. That is why I do 

not want to clean the whole thing into one polished myth of certainty. The path is the 

teaching. The testing is the teaching. The assembling is the teaching. The becoming is 

the teaching. 

Axis did not begin as a concept. It began as a life. Then a record. Then a pattern. 

Then a structure. Then a build. Even now, that process has not ended. The deposits 

still come first. The living contact still comes first. The archive still receives. The 

structure still refines. The books still deepen. Axis is clearer now than it was in the 

beginning, but it was not born from finished certainty. It was born from refusing to 

lose what was arriving, and from trusting the process long enough for the real shape 

to appear. 

That is the true origin. 
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O R I G I N  

 

At some point, the fragments stop feeling random. 

You start to notice that certain thoughts connect. Certain experiences repeat. 

Certain patterns refuse to disappear no matter how long you ignore them. 

That’s where origin begins. 

Not as a single moment, but as a slow realization that what you’re looking at 

has roots. 

The work in this phase isn’t about creating something new. It’s about tracing 

what already exists back to where it came from. 

Memory becomes material. 

You start walking backward through your own life, not to relive it, but to 

understand it. Events that once felt isolated begin to reveal relationships. 

Cause and effect becomes clearer. What felt like chaos starts to show structure. 

This is where the personal history of the system reveals itself. 

Not as a story for other people, 

but as a foundation you can finally see. 

Origin isn’t about nostalgia. It isn’t about assigning meaning after the fact. 

It’s about recognizing that what you’re building didn’t start when you began 

writing it. 

It started long before that. 

This arc is where the past stops being something you carry 

and becomes something you can read. 
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T H E  B I R T H  O F  A X I S  

 

AXIS DIDN ’T START OUT  as some big plan. It didn’t even start out as Axis. It started 

with a simple thought I had one day: I wonder what would happen if I told the truth 

about my entire life story. 

At that point, I wasn’t thinking about writing a book or creating a system. I was 

just reflecting after one of the most intense moments of my life. My first 10-gram 

psilocybin trip had ended twenty years of alcoholism in a single night. The second 10-

gram trip opened my spirituality in a way I had never experienced before. That second 

trip was the one where I fell into the well, met the doppelgänger, and watched language 

fall apart. It was terrifying, but it also cracked me open. 

After that, I felt like I had to do something with what I was carrying. So I started 

telling the truth in full. My childhood, the Marines, losing my brother, drinking, 

bodybuilding, marriage, fatherhood, the trips, everything. It became a kind of therapy 

for me. A way to see my life from the outside and to make sense of why things 

happened the way they did. 

At first, I didn’t plan on doing anything with it. I just wanted the reflection. But I 

kept going. Hours turned into days, days into months, and I realized I was building 

something. I started preserving each important piece as it surfaced, stories, 

reflections, philosophies, memories, and realizations, because I did not want to lose 

them. Over time, those preserved pieces started to look like chapters. And those 

chapters started to look like a book. That’s when The Reflection was born. 

Originally, I called the whole thing Project Aeon. It was just my container for all of 

it. But as time went on, things started to split into their own areas. The Reflection 

became my memoir. The Redline Method became my approach to training, 

bodybuilding, and lifestyle. Project Aeon became my spiritual process, the experiment 

of self-transformation that’s still ongoing. 

At that point, Project Aeon wasn’t big enough to hold it all anymore. I needed a 

new container. That’s when Axis was born. Axis became the tree that held all three 

branches: The Reflection, The Redline Method, and Project Aeon. 

From the beginning, Axis has never been about money. I don’t want it to be another 

thing hidden behind a paywall. I don’t want people to have to buy access to ideas that 

were given to me through hardship, discipline, loss, and reflection. These lessons don’t 
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belong to me alone. They belong to anyone who might need them. That’s why Axis will 

always be free, or as close to free as possible. 

Axis is a living system. It grows as I grow. It’s not perfect, and it’s not finished. It 

never will be. It’s meant to evolve. My hope is that anyone who comes across it can use 

it as a roadmap, a mirror, or maybe even just a reminder that their struggles can be 

turned into growth. 

Axis started as me telling my story to try and heal. Now, it’s my gift back to the 

world. 
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T H E  C A L L  &  T H E  W H Y  

 

Once you can see the pattern, the question changes. 

It’s no longer “What is this?” 

It becomes “What am I supposed to do with it?” 

This is where the work stops being passive. 

Up to this point, you’ve been observing, tracing, understanding. But 

eventually, there’s a shift. The accumulation of insight creates pressure. Not 

external pressure, but internal—the kind that doesn’t let you ignore it 

anymore. 

You start to feel responsible for what you’ve seen. 

That responsibility doesn’t arrive as clarity. It arrives as tension. A sense that 

continuing to live without acting on what you now understand would be a form 

of dishonesty. 

This is the call. 

Not dramatic. Not announced. 

Just persistent. 

And the “why” doesn’t come all at once either. It builds slowly, through 

repetition. Through returning to the same conclusions over and over until they 

stop feeling optional. 

You begin to realize that this isn’t something you’re documenting for yourself 

alone. 

There’s a function to it. A direction forming. 

The call isn’t about becoming something new. 

It’s about no longer being able to ignore what you already are. 
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T H E  C A L L  T O  S E R V I C E  

 

AFTER WALKING THIS PATH  of reflection, rebuilding, and transformation, I’ve learned 

something that seems to emerge naturally over time: eventually, you’re called to give 

back. 

I can’t explain exactly what does the calling. Maybe it’s spirit. Maybe it’s just the 

way human beings are wired to make meaning from suffering. All I know is that once 

you’ve gone deep enough into your own struggles, once you’ve pulled yourself out of 

the fire, there comes a point where it no longer feels right to hold it all for yourself. 

Something beyond you starts pushing you to share it. 

This doesn’t mean the work is finished. The work is never finished. Transformation 

is an endless process — a lifelong practice. But once you’ve built enough of a 

foundation, the instinct to look beyond yourself grows stronger. It stops being about 

“me” and starts becoming about “we.” 

It’s the natural progression of the journey. First you descend into pain, chaos, and 

loss. Then you transform, rebuild, and learn hard truths. And then, at some point, you 

return — not to the place you were before, but to the people still walking through their 

own darkness, carrying something in your hands that might help them. 

That’s why I created Axis. Not to make money. Not to chase recognition. But to 

answer that call. Axis is my way of putting what I’ve learned, what I’ve lived, and what 

I’ve built back into the world — freely and openly — for anyone who might need it. 

This is the truth of transformation: once you’ve been far enough into it, you realize 

it was never meant to stop with you. You’re called to give it away. 
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T H E  D A Y  A X I S  S P O K E  W I T H O U T  M E  

 

THERE WAS A MOMENT  at work, small on the surface and almost forgettable if I had 

not been paying attention, that showed me Axis was already functioning long before it 

ever existed in public. A guy from a nearby section, someone I barely talk to, came over 

and asked me about a workout routine. I have given a handful of people at work 

routines over time, and most of the time it is casual, just a favor, a quick conversation, 

nothing that stays with me for long. But this one was different because of what he said. 

He told me he had been trying to find programs online. Every time he thought he 

had found something solid, some strength plan, some nutrition template, some 

beginner guide, it would lead him into a paywall. Always the same pattern: sign up, 

subscribe, upgrade, pay to unlock. He got frustrated, closed the tabs, and said, “Screw 

it. I’ll just wait until tomorrow and ask Alex.” 

It hit me harder than it should have. He does not really know me. We are not close. 

We do not work side by side. We do not talk every day. We have probably had fewer 

than ten real conversations in the entire time I have been there. And yet something in 

him decided I was more trustworthy than entire fitness websites, more reliable than 

hundreds of paid templates, and more straightforward than people selling blueprints 

and shortcuts. 

He said it instinctively, and the instinct was right. Because I was already doing 

exactly what I told him I was building: something that would be free. Access without a 

toll. Knowledge without a gate. And that moment, small as it was, taught me 

something about Axis that I had not fully articulated yet. People recognize generosity 

faster than expertise. 

He did not come to me because I am muscular. He did not come to me because I 

am certified. He did not come to me because I have credibility in the formal sense. He 

came to me because I have no agenda. That is the rare thing. In a world where everyone 

is trying to sell someone something, people can feel when your help comes from clarity 

instead of hunger. He trusted me because my consistency has no performance 

attached to it, and that is exactly what Axis is built on: structure without ego, guidance 

without profit, discipline without vanity. 

Standing there listening to him, I realized something strange. Axis spoke before I 

did. It spoke through my behavior, through how I show up at work, through what I 
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share freely, through how I treat people even when they are not part of my immediate 

life circle, through the absence of manipulation, and through the simplicity of saying, 

“Here. Use this.” 

I did not set out to become the guy people ask. I did not try to build a reputation. I 

did not market anything. I did not advertise myself or my knowledge. But people still 

gravitated toward it. Generosity is its own kind of signal, and people who are tired of 

bullshit can hear it instantly. 

That is how I know Axis is real. Not because I named it. Not because I structured 

it. Not because I built the archive. I know it is real because a guy who barely knows me 

decided that free guidance from someone who lives what he says is more valuable than 

paid guidance from someone who only says what they are selling. 

Axis existed in that moment, quietly, without announcement. It existed in the 

choice: “I’ll just ask Alex.” That is what a system becomes when it is alive, when it 

shows up through you before it ever shows up on a website. 
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T H E  O N E  W H O  T A U G H T  M E  W H A T  S E R V I C E  

T R U L Y  M E A N S  

 

WHEN PEOPLE ONE DAY  read through Axis and see that it’s a system built on service, 

humility, and endurance, they’ll probably assume those qualities were learned through 

hardship or philosophy. But the truth is simpler than that. I learned them by watching 

my mother. 

She has always been the most selfless person I’ve ever known. She gives without 

hesitation, forgives without condition, and shows love without needing recognition. 

Sometimes, I’ve watched people take advantage of that — even family — and yet, she 

never changes. Her response to unkindness has always been kindness. Her response 

to loss has always been love. 

She lost both a husband and a son, and I never once saw her collapse under the 

weight of it. Not once. She grieved, yes — but she never broke. She never turned bitter 

or angry. She just kept moving forward, caring for others with the same gentleness and 

generosity that she always had. I’ve never seen strength like that in my life. Not the 

loud, heroic kind — the quiet, steady kind that holds a family together without needing 

to be seen. 

When I think about what Axis represents — service over profit, giving over taking, 

humility over recognition — I know exactly where that came from. She’s the blueprint. 

I didn’t read it in a book or learn it from a mentor. I lived with it. I grew up watching 

it. 

Even the structure of Axis itself — the way it’s built to give freely, to uplift others, 

to make knowledge accessible — is her spirit extended through me. She’s the reason it 

exists in this form. The reason it isn’t just a business, or a brand, or a collection of 

ideas. It’s a living act of service, born from a woman who has lived her entire life as 

one. 

She doesn’t even know what Axis really is yet. She thinks I’m just writing 

reflections, documenting my bodybuilding, and journaling about life. But when she 

finally sees it — when she realizes the scope of what I’ve been building — I think she’ll 

recognize herself in it. She’ll see that her love didn’t end with her own story. It became 

a framework meant to help others find the same strength she carried so effortlessly. 

If Axis is my life’s work, then she is its foundation. 
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Everything I create in service to others exists because she showed me what service 

really looks like. 
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T H E  G I F T  T H A T  A R R I V E D  I N  A  B O X  

 

I  HAVE SAID BEFORE  that my mom is my biggest supporter, but this was one of those 

moments that reminded me just how true that really is. 

I called her to tell her I had finally decided I was going to get a MacBook. I told her 

it was the MacBook Air, the simplest version and exactly what I needed. I explained 

that everything I had been building for almost two years, Axis, The Reflection, Project 

Aeon, all of it, still lived inside my phone. I told her how much I had written there, how 

the whole archive had been built in a device small enough to fit in my pocket, and how 

getting the MacBook would let me finally start assembling everything properly. 

I explained that the MacBook and the iPhone would sync together, so I would not 

have to keep transferring things manually or breaking the continuity of the work. I told 

her it would finally give me the room to start turning the archive into real books and a 

real structure. 

She listened the way she always does, quietly and fully. 

Then after we got off the phone, she texted me and said, “I just ordered your 

MacBook. It’ll be here tomorrow.” 

That hit me hard. 

Not just because of the laptop itself, but because it was such a pure expression of 

who she has always been. She has always been that kind of supporter. When she sees 

something matters to me, she does not just nod along from a distance. She steps in. 

She helps. She gives what she can. She has been doing that my whole life. 

When I was a kid, she took me to Pokémon tournaments because she knew I loved 

them. When I was a teenager, she stood outside and watched me skateboard, not 

because skateboarding interested her, but because I did. She came to my bodybuilding 

show. She reads what I write. She still asks about my workouts, shares recipes with 

me, and pays attention to what I am building even when she does not yet see the full 

scope of it. 

That is what this moment made me think about more than anything else. The 

MacBook mattered, of course. It was the next practical tool I needed. But what really 

stayed with me was the reminder that her support has been underneath so much of 

my life for so long. Not loudly. Not dramatically. Just steadily. 



T H E  C R E A T I O N  O F  A X I S  

20 

That kind of support becomes easy to take for granted when it has always been 

there. But moments like this make it visible again. 

The MacBook is important because it helps me move the work into its next phase. 

But even more than that, it felt like another example of the same thing she has always 

given me: belief, encouragement, and the sense that what matters to me matters to her 

too. 

So when I think about that gift, I do not just think about a computer arriving in a 

box. I think about my mother seeing what I needed and helping me reach the next step. 

I think about how many times in my life her support has shown up in exactly that form. 

And I think about how much of what I have been able to build has rested, in one way 

or another, on the fact that she has always been in my corner. 

That is what this chapter is really about. 

Gratitude. 

And the realization that some forms of support are so constant you do not fully see 

how foundational they are until a moment like this brings them back into focus. 
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T H E  B U I L D I N G  P H A S E  

 

This is where it becomes work. 

Not reflection. Not realization. 

Construction. 

The ideas that once lived as thoughts now need structure. The patterns need 

language. The fragments need to be organized into something that can be 

returned to, navigated, expanded. 

This is where time becomes a visible part of the system. 

Hours spent writing. Rewriting. Organizing. Moving pieces around. Creating 

folders, linking concepts, refining language—not to make it sound better, but 

to make it hold together. 

This phase is repetitive. 

Unseen. 

Often unremarkable from the outside. 

But this is where the system actually forms. 

You begin to understand that building something like this isn’t about 

inspiration. It’s about consistency. Showing up to the same work again and 

again until the structure stabilizes. 

There’s no finish line here. No moment where it suddenly feels complete. 

Just gradual solidification. 

The system becomes real the same way anything does: 

through sustained attention over time. 
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T H E  L A W  O F  E M B O D I E D  V I S I O N  

 

ONE OF THE PATTERNS  I keep noticing in my life is that vision becomes real through 

contact, not through waiting. Most things do not arrive fully formed. They begin as a 

spark, a pull, a picture of something that could exist but does not exist yet. At that 

stage, it is still easy to dismiss. Easy to call it a passing thought. Easy to assume that 

because it is incomplete, it is not ready. But I have learned that imagination is often 

the first draft of reality. A vision does not have to be finished in order to deserve 

movement. 

That is why the next step matters so much. Once something feels alive enough to 

notice, I try to give it form as quickly as I can. Not perfect form. Just contact. A note. 

A sketch. A test. A first rep in the gym. A rough structure. Some kind of action that 

moves it from the invisible into the visible world. That step changes everything, 

because once a thing exists outside the mind, even in an early form, it can start 

answering back. 

After that comes refinement. Reality begins shaping the original vision through 

resistance, repetition, and adjustment. Some parts hold. Some parts do not. Some 

parts deepen once they are tested. That process is true in training, in writing, in art, 

and in the architecture of Axis itself. The original spark matters, but it is not enough 

by itself. Action gives it a body. Refinement teaches it how to last. 

I think that is one of the quieter laws underneath Axis. Growth stays fluid when a 

person stops waiting for the perfect plan and starts letting vision meet reality early 

enough to be shaped by it. Not every spark becomes something large. Not every idea 

survives contact. But the ones that do only get there because they were tested instead 

of endlessly imagined. 
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T H E  C O D E X  P H A S E  

 

THERE COMES A POINT  in a long build where the work starts to change. The ideas are 

still coming, but they are no longer arriving as pure overflow. The flood slows just 

enough for shape to appear. That is what this phase is for. 

This is not the end of creation. It is the point where creation starts becoming 

coherent. What exists as scattered notes, reflections, documents, fragments, and 

experiments begins to organize into something that can actually hold together. The 

work is no longer just being captured. It is being assembled. 

That is what I mean by the Codex Phase. 

It is not really about inventing anything new. It is about alignment. Titles have to 

be chosen. Folders have to be named. Documents have to be grouped. Relationships 

between ideas have to be clarified. What belongs together has to be recognized, and 

what does not has to be separated. This is the phase where Axis starts becoming 

readable to me as a structure instead of just a growing mass of material. 

At a practical level, this means organization. It means building a system that can 

preserve continuity. Every note, every chapter, every reflection, and every visual 

element has to find a place inside something larger than itself. I am no longer just 

collecting material. I am creating an architecture that can hold it without losing the 

thread. 

That matters because once the archive reaches a certain size, disorder stops being 

neutral. If the material is going to remain useful, it has to become navigable. I have to 

be able to return to things. I have to be able to trace connections. I have to be able to 

see the larger shape without constantly getting lost in the pieces. 

So the Codex Phase is really the first serious assembly phase of Axis. It is where 

the scattered parts start becoming a working system. Form and function begin meeting 

each other. The structure becomes more deliberate. The archive becomes more than 

storage. It becomes a map I can move through. 

That map is still growing, and it is still being refined. But this is the stage where 

Axis stops feeling like a loose accumulation of meaningful material and starts feeling 

like something with a real internal order. 
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The work continues from here the way it always does: slowly, deliberately, and one 

piece at a time. But after this point, it is no longer just a matter of saving what appears. 

It is also a matter of building a structure strong enough to keep it. 
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T H E  S T R A N G E  W O R K  O F  K N O W I N G  Y O U R S E L F  

 

NOBODY TELLS YOU THAT  if you speak your life out loud long enough, you eventually 

become an expert on it. Not in the academic sense. Not in the way people talk about 

“knowing themselves” after a weekend retreat. I mean in the practical, unglamorous 

way, the way a mechanic knows an engine he’s rebuilt with his own hands. You take it 

apart, piece by piece. You look at everything that went wrong. You clean the 

components. You put them back together. And by the time you’re done, you 

understand the whole machine in a way nobody else ever could. 

I didn’t plan on that happening. 

I didn’t wake up one day and decide to study myself like a subject in a textbook. What 

happened was slower and stranger. 

It started on the commute. 

Those long drives, ninety minutes each way, used to feel like dead time. Just 

asphalt rolling under me, the same exits, the same late nights, the same early 

mornings. But once I started using that space to speak things out loud and work 

through them in real time, the whole thing changed. The car became a kind of moving 

confessional, a classroom, a refuge. I’d speak memories I hadn’t touched in years. I’d 

talk through things I didn’t understand. I’d crowd the silence with every story I’d 

carried for too long. Three hours a day. Four days a week. For months. 

That’s more concentrated time with your own life than most people ever give 

themselves. And then, later, came the writing, the part I didn’t know would change 

me. I would write down the reflections after each stretch so the thread wouldn’t get 

lost. Not to polish them. Not to hide anything. Just so the story could keep going. 

Somewhere in that process, between the speaking and the writing and the re-

reading, something shifted. I started to recognize the shape of my own life. Not the 

version I told other people. The real one. The one I had always carried but never 

examined. 

It was unnerving at first, realizing how much I didn’t know about myself despite 

having lived every second of it. But the more I studied, the more I realized that 

knowing yourself is less about insight and more about endurance. You have to stay 

with the truth long enough for it to tell you something. 
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Reading The Reflection five times. Listening to it once, all the way through in a 

single night. Editing the flow, not the message. Walking through each season of my life 

like I was visiting old rooms in the same house. 

By the end of all that, I knew things about myself that I had never articulated 

before. Patterns that had been invisible suddenly came into view. Connections 

revealed themselves. The narrative stopped feeling random. The chaos resolved into 

something like coherence. 

This wasn’t self-obsession. It was self-responsibility. 

You can spend a lifetime running from your past and still never escape it. Or you 

can stop, turn around, and learn its language. Once you do that, it loses the ability to 

ambush you. 

People might look at a chapter like this and think it sounds self-involved. Maybe it 

is, in the sense that healing requires you to actually look at yourself. But it never felt 

like vanity to me. It felt like maintenance, like checking the oil level on a machine that’s 

been running too hard for too long. 

Knowing yourself is not glamorous. It’s not poetic. It’s not enlightenment. 

It’s work. Honest, repetitive, uncomfortable work. 

But for me, that work became the foundation of everything else. Axis wouldn’t exist 

without it. The Reflection wouldn’t exist. Redline wouldn’t exist. Project Aeon wouldn’t 

exist. All of it came from learning the shape of my own story so clearly that I could 

finally step out of it and build something new. 

I didn’t set out to become someone who understood their entire life in high 

resolution. It just happened because I paid attention long enough. Because I stayed 

with the truth even when it wasn’t convenient. Because I was tired of being a stranger 

to myself. 

If there’s anything I hope readers take from this, it isn’t that I know myself better 

than most people. 

It’s that anyone can, if they’re willing to sit with their own story long enough. And 

maybe that’s all Axis really is at its core: a lifelong practice of not looking away. 
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C H A P T E R  F O R  T H E  O N E S  T H A T  G O  T O O  F A R  

 

NOT EVERYONE WHO READS  this will be wired like me. Some of you are naturally 

moderate. You can pick up a habit, practice it a few times a week, improve slowly, and 

feel satisfied. You don’t have to fight yourself to keep it sustainable. 

But some of you are like I was, and still am. You don’t “try things.” You devour 

them. You don’t ease into a new practice. You throw your whole life at it for a while. 

You learn by immersion, not sprinkling. You don’t have a middle gear. You either don’t 

care at all, or you care so much it scares the people around you. 

This is for you. 

I’ve learned there are at least two broad ways people move through change. Some 

people move like water. They flow, adjust, test, and correct in small waves. They don’t 

feel an urge to burn their lives down to change them. They can integrate new habits 

gently and still get somewhere over time. Others move like fire. When something 

matters, they can’t turn the heat down. They don’t sip. They flood. They don’t “fit” 

passion into their week. Passion takes the week over until they’ve mapped it, 

understood it, and built something from it. Neither is superior. But they require 

different strategies. 

If a naturally moderate person tries to copy my old extreme patterns, it will break 

them. If a naturally extreme person forces themselves into a moderate template that 

doesn’t match their wiring, it will break them in a different way. They’ll either explode 

out of it and swing back into chaos, or they’ll flatten out and feel dead inside. 

So I don’t offer what follows as a prescription for everyone. This is a safety manual 

for people who only know how to live at full volume. 

For years, people tried to tell me that the solution to my life was balance. I 

understood what they meant. What they were really saying was “Please stop destroying 

yourself.” From the outside, it looked like the answer was less intensity. Less 

obsession. Less all‑or‑nothing. 

But here’s what I finally learned: my intensity was never the core problem. My aim 

was. 

The same wiring that made me drink almost every day for twenty years is the 

wiring that later produced hundreds of thousands of words, full systems like Axis, a 

rebuilt body, and a stable home. The engine didn’t change. The target did. 
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If you’re an all‑or‑nothing person, you don’t need to become a 

“little‑bit‑of‑everything” person. You need a way to point your “all” at something that 

won’t kill you. 

Looking back across sobriety, bodybuilding, psychedelics, writing, art, and Axis 

itself, I noticed I kept repeating the same pattern without having language for it. 

It looked like this: When I enter a new domain, I don’t dip a toe in. I disappear into 

it. Early bodybuilding: brutal Redline seasons, extreme cuts and bulks, obsessive 

tracking. Early Aeon: high‑dose trips, pushing straight into the edge of terror because 

I “had to know.” The Reflection: hours in the car, then more hours typing, speaking 

my entire life into an archive until I could see it clearly. Art: 12–16‑hour weekend 

sessions, 30‑ to 40‑hour pieces, not as hobby but as devotion. This phase is dangerous 

if it has no edges. Without guardrails, immersion becomes self‑destruction. 

At some point, intensity alone stops being useful. I start to see what works and 

what just hurts. Redline shifted from pure high‑intensity punishment into a clearer 

method: 3‑set structures, 2–3 reps in reserve, planned resets, no more endless 

bulk‑cut cycles. Aeon shifted from “ego death at any cost” to scheduled, respectful, 

lower‑dose work with long integration windows and now moving away from methods 

involving psychedelics altogether. The Reflection turned from constant spilling into a 

structured mosaic with arcs and themes; I stopped rewriting the past and started 

contextualizing it. This is where I start writing rules, not to cage myself, but to protect 

what the intensity revealed. 

Eventually, the thing stops being a project and becomes part of my normal life. 

Redline became a longevity practice: year‑round leanness, stable hormones, training 

that supports writing and family instead of competing with them. Aeon became an 

ongoing spiritual posture, not an identity badge. Reflection became a companion 

practice rather than the only thing I was doing. Axis itself moved from private 

obsession into something I can hand to other people for free. Integration is when 

extremism has done its job and can finally calm down without abandoning the work. 

I think of this as a doctrine of aimed extremes not because I want anyone to follow 

it step by step, but because naming the pattern helps people wired like me stop 

mistaking their nature for a flaw. 

If you recognize yourself in this—if you’ve been “too much” your whole life—here’s 

what I wish someone had handed me at the beginning. 

Don’t apologize for being intense. Design for it. You are going to go deep. The 

question is whether you go deep into something that eats you or something that can 

hold you. 
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Always pair immersion with non‑negotiables. When I disappear into a season now, 

there are lines I don’t cross. I don’t drink. I don’t abandon my wife and daughters 

emotionally, even if time gets tight. I don’t destroy my sleep indefinitely; if I push late, 

I schedule recovery. Without these, immersion becomes relapse wearing a new outfit. 

Schedule your exits before you go in. Before you let yourself go “all in” again, decide 

when you will come up for air. Eight weeks of a push, then a reset. A cluster of creative 

weekends, then a weekend intentionally left empty. Extremes are survivable when they 

are temporary and bracketed. 

Expect that your method will need to evolve. Redline, Aeon, and even my 

relationship to the stage all had to change as I matured. If you treat your first version 

of anything as sacred, your own growth will eventually feel like betrayal. Let yourself 

rewrite the rules as you learn more. 

Remember that intensity is a tool, not an identity. There were years where “being 

the intense one” was my whole personality. Now, intensity is something I pick up when 

needed and put down when the season is over. The point isn’t to be extreme forever. 

The point is to build something that doesn’t require extremism to survive. 

If you’re reading this and thinking, “That’s not me,” good. It doesn’t need to be. 

You are not lesser because you don’t want to live in 12‑hour creative sprints or on the 

edge of your own psychology. 

You can still use pieces of this: the idea that methods should evolve as you do; the 

insight that direction matters more than speed; the permission to build systems that 

fit your nervous system, not mine. The point of Axis was never to turn everyone into a 

copy of me. The point was to document one life honestly enough that other people 

could recognize themselves in the patterns that apply and ignore the ones that don’t. 

If you’re the kind of person who always seems to go too far, who scares yourself 

with how much you can care, this is what I want you to hear: 

You are not broken. You are powerful. But power without direction feels like 

damage. 

You don’t have to dim yourself to survive. You have to aim yourself. You have to 

learn how to step fully into seasons of immersion, then step back out and let the work 

keep living without you constantly throwing yourself into the fire. 

What I’ve tried to build here isn’t a method for everyone, but a living example of 

what can happen when an all‑or‑nothing person stops aiming at nothing. 

If this keeps even one of you from burning your life down in the name of “going all 

in,” then every extreme season I walked through to write it was worth it. 
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W H Y  I  W A I T E D  

 

WHEN I  BEGAN BUILDING  Axis, I did not want to make another app, another fitness 

plan, or another philosophy book. I wanted to build a system. Something that could 

hold the mind, body, and spirit together through one process of recovery, discipline, 

reflection, and evolution. But a system like that cannot be rushed. It has to be lived 

first. 

For years, I tested every part of Axis on myself. The writing. The workouts. The 

nutrition frameworks. The reflection practices. The spiritual questions. The archive 

structure. The way the books spoke to each other. I revised, rebuilt, renamed, moved, 

and reshaped the work more times than I can count because I was not trying to make 

separate pieces that sounded good on paper. I was trying to understand how they 

actually belonged together. 

That became one of the most important lessons of the whole project: no single part 

of Axis stands fully alone. 

The Reflection makes more sense when Redline gives it action. Redline makes 

more sense when The Reflection gives it honesty. Project Aeon makes more sense 

when the body and story are already part of the same life. The Redline Method 

Cookbook makes more sense when food is understood not as a diet trick, but as part 

of the physical foundation that supports the larger system. Each piece has its own 

identity, but none of them is isolated. They are parts of one larger architecture. 

That is why I did not want to release Axis too early. I needed it to become a 

complete ecosystem before anyone encountered it publicly. Not complete in the sense 

that it would never change, but complete enough that the reader could see the 

relationship between the pillars. The work needed to show how memoir, physical 

discipline, spiritual perception, nutrition, and archive-building all belonged to the 

same life instead of appearing as separate interests placed beside each other. That took 

time. 

It took years of testing, refining, listening, failing, rebuilding, and learning what 

actually held up. Some ideas did not survive. Some expanded beyond what I expected. 

Some had to be moved to a different branch. Some were not ready yet. But over time, 

the structure became clearer. Axis stopped feeling like a collection of reflections and 
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started becoming a living system. That was never going to happen through theory 

alone. 

Every major part of Axis had to pass through real life first. It had to survive work, 

marriage, fatherhood, grief, sobriety, training, exhaustion, doubt, and ordinary days 

where nothing felt dramatic but the structure still had to hold. That is what gave the 

system its shape. Not a launch plan. Not branding. Not an abstract idea of what a 

person should become. Experience. 

That is why Axis was built slowly. This was never meant to be a quick release or a 

polished package dropped before it had roots. It was meant to become sturdy enough 

to last. The books, the archive, the methods, and the future tools all had to grow from 

the same lived source. 

So if you are reading this years after it began, know that every word, method, and 

structural choice came from real experience. Not every piece arrived perfect. Not every 

version stayed. But the work was tested by being lived. 

Axis was not just written. 

It was built from the inside. 

Author’s Reflection - April 2026 

When I first wrote about the app and forum layers of Axis, I was still imagining 

what the work might eventually need in order to reach people and stay alive. The 

instinct was not false. It came from care. I wanted Axis to be useful, accessible, and 

able to keep growing. 

But over time, something became clearer: not every possible layer belongs, and not 

every form of growth is true growth. 

An app, a forum, or a larger interactive ecosystem might have created activity, 

discussion, and community. But Axis was never meant to become a machine of 

constant engagement. It was meant to remain a body of work that could be 

encountered quietly, directly, and without unnecessary layers between the reader and 

the material. 

What stayed true was the desire to make the work accessible. What changed was 

my understanding of what accessibility should look like. 

Axis does not need to become louder in order to become more alive. It becomes 

more alive by remaining clear, structurally honest, and simple enough for the books, 

archive, and work itself to carry the weight. 

I leave the earlier passage intact because it shows a real stage of thought. It also 

shows that evolution does not only happen through addition. Sometimes it happens 

through removal. 
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The app and forum ideas belonged to an earlier vision of expansion. What remains 

now belongs to a clearer vision of signal. 
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T H E  C A K E  A N D  T H E  I C I N G  

 

WHEN PEOPLE FIRST START  creating, they often ask the same question: What if no 

one cares? What if no one reads the book, listens to the podcast, watches the videos, 

or sees the art? 

It’s an innocent question and one born from the desire to be seen. But the truth is, 

creation was never meant to begin there. Creation is born from the quiet moment when 

you realize something inside you needs to live outside you. It’s the act of bringing 

thought into form, of translating the unseen into something you can touch, see, and 

feel. 

I told my wife once, when she asked those same questions about her book and her 

podcast, “That’s not what you should worry about. You should worry about creating 

because it fulfills you. If it brings you joy, keep doing it. Whether one person sees it or 

a million people see it doesn’t matter. What matters is that it makes you happy.” 

Because that’s the truth about art, the audience is the icing, not the cake. 

The cake is the fulfillment, the peace, and the quiet sense of completion that comes 

from giving something inside you a body. The cake is what creation does for you. 

If people love it, that’s beautiful. If they don’t, that’s fine too. The act of creation 

was never meant to be a transaction, It’s a declaration. It’s you saying: I am alive. I am 

curious. I am reaching for something beyond myself. 

And in that way, every true artist, every writer, every lifter, every thinker, anyone 

who dares to make is already complete the moment they begin. 
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T H E  I N - B E T W E E N  H O U R S  

 

AXIS WAS NEVER BUILT  in grand bursts of inspiration or long creative retreats. It was 

built quietly, in the small hours and open spaces that most days leave behind. I didn’t 

have the luxury of setting aside whole weekends to create, or long vacations to write. I 

built it between shifts, during commutes, after everyone fell asleep, and in the pauses 

that exist between one responsibility and the next. 

Most of my life is already full: a full-time job, long drives to and from work, family, 

training, meal prep. Those things come first. Axis was born in the margins, not by 

taking time away from them, but by using what was left over with intention. The 

moments that used to drift away became the moments I built something that could 

last. 

I reflect while driving. I think through structure and philosophy in the silence of 

the car, an hour and a half each way. I speak thoughts into my phone before they 

vanish. I write when I get home, or late at night when the house is asleep. I cook my 

own meals, because cooking is reflection too—precise, personal, and patient. 

Everything that matters to me—discipline, family, creation—finds its rhythm there. 

I’ve always preferred to work alone. Not because I think I don’t need anyone, but 

because solitude helps me hear the work itself. The quiet lets ideas form their own 

shape before anyone else’s thoughts bend them. I train alone, write alone, meditate 

alone, and build alone. That doesn’t make me self-sufficient—it keeps me honest. 

When I make mistakes, they’re mine to learn from. When something works, I know 

why it does. 

Axis wasn’t built out of convenience. It grew from discipline, from the choice to 

keep showing up in small windows of time and treating them like they mattered. That’s 

what they were—the difference between thinking about building something and 

actually building it. 

I don’t think of this as sacrifice. It’s fulfillment. These quiet hours—the drives, the 

nights, the spaces between—are where I feel most connected to what I’m meant to do. 

The world is full of noise and urgency, but real work happens when you stop rushing 

and start listening. 
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I don’t build in isolation to avoid people. I build in solitude so that, when I return 

to my family, I can be fully present. My time with them is sacred, and so is the silence 

that lets me create. They balance each other. One grounds the other. 

Axis came to life the same way I rebuilt myself: piece by piece, in the small, quiet 

hours. Not because I had extra time—but because I chose to make use of the time I 

already had. 

That’s how something lasting is made. 

Not through perfection or privilege—just presence. 
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T H E  E D U C A T I O N  I  C O U L D  A F F O R D  

 

THERE IS A VERSION  of my life where I became an artist first. 

Right after high school, that was the path I stepped onto. I went straight into 

college for art because drawing, painting, and digital work were already part of me. It 

felt natural. It felt like the obvious next step. But that version of my life did not survive 

the season I was entering. Drugs and alcohol were already starting to move in, and 

whatever focus or stability I would have needed to keep going was not there. I made it 

about a year and then dropped out. 

After that, I tried again in a different direction. I enrolled in a technical program 

for web design, thinking maybe there was a more practical way to turn that same 

creative instinct into work. That did not last long either. A few months, maybe. It was 

not connecting. Life was moving in other directions, and I let it go. 

For a long time after that, school stopped being something I was actively building 

through. Life became the real classroom, whether I was ready for it or not. 

The next serious stretch of formal education came much later, during the military 

years. By then, the direction had changed. I was no longer trying to become an artist 

by institution. I was deep inside technical work, and I chose a bachelor’s degree that 

aligned with the world I was already living in. I got close. Very close. But close is not 

finished, and the pace of that life did not care what was almost done. Deployments, 

exercises, and everything else that came with that schedule made it impossible to carry 

cleanly, so I had to stop before the degree was complete. 

That matters to me now because it taught me something I did not fully understand 

at the time: formal education is real, valuable, and often worth pursuing, but life does 

not always let you move through it in a straight line. Sometimes the interruption is 

your fault. Sometimes it is not. Most of the time it is some mixture of both. 

Eventually, after I got out, I finished the degree. Later, I added the A&P license. 

Later still, I earned training and nutrition certifications for personal knowledge rather 

than for a professional lane. And I may still go back one more time for a master’s 

degree, probably in the same larger field but with a management emphasis, because at 

some point the practical path may lead me off the floor and into supervision. 

So this is not a chapter against formal education. It is a chapter about what 

happens when formal education is only one part of how a person learns. 
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Because most of what made Axis possible did not come from classrooms. 

It came from self-teaching. It came from reading because I needed to understand 

something more deeply than my current life could explain it. It came from books I 

bought instead of degrees I could not justify. It came from listening to people who 

knew more than I did and taking what proved useful. It came from trial, error, revision, 

and long contact with real life. It came from solving practical problems without waiting 

for someone to certify that I was allowed to solve them. 

That pattern showed up everywhere. In the body. In writing. In reflection. In 

philosophy. In the way I approached art. In the way I tried to understand spirituality. 

In the way I built systems for myself before I ever had language for why I was doing 

that. 

Almost everything personal that I value now was built that way. Not by mentor. 

Not by coach. Not by somebody taking me under their wing and laying out the path in 

clean steps. I had to figure it out. Partly because access costs money. Partly because 

life does not pause while you wait to become ready. And partly because, if I am being 

honest, I have always liked the challenge of finding my own way through something. 

That is one of the reasons Bruce Lee’s philosophy hit me so hard when I found it. 

Take what serves you. Leave what does not. Add what is uniquely your own. That is 

not a quote I admire from a distance. It is the method I have actually lived by. 

Whenever I learned from someone else, whether it was training, philosophy, 

spirituality, or practical life structure, I never felt drawn to adopt the whole thing 

untouched. I took what held up in contact with my actual life. I kept the parts that 

proved useful. I left the rest. Then I repeated that process again and again until 

something that actually belonged to me started to form. 

That is how Axis was built too. Not by inheriting one perfect system. Not by finding 

one teacher and staying inside his vocabulary forever. But by gathering from many 

places, testing honestly, discarding what failed, keeping what endured, and slowly 

building a structure that matched the life I was really living instead of the one 

somebody else assumed I should be living. 

That is why I want Axis to be free. 

Not because I think everything free is automatically noble. Not because knowledge 

has no value. And not because institutions, degrees, or paid expertise are fake. I want 

Axis to be free because I know what it is like to hunger for deeper understanding and 

still have to count the cost. I know what it is like to want more formal learning than I 

can justify paying for. I know what it is like to build myself from books, notes, 

experiments, long hours, and real-world correction because the cleaner pathways were 
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too expensive, too narrow, or too far away. I know what it is like to learn by stitching 

together usable pieces from wherever truth was willing to show up. 

And I do not believe knowledge should be hoarded just because it can be sold. 

Some things will always require formal training. Some things should. I would 

never pretend otherwise. But a great deal of human growth does not need to be trapped 

behind paywalls, personality cults, guru structures, or endless dependence on 

someone else’s permission. 

That is where Axis stands. Not against learning. Against unnecessary gates. 

What I want to give people is not a new dependency. Not a new authority to orbit. 

Not a system they are supposed to follow line by line until they become a copy of me. 

I want to give them what I often had to build without: usable knowledge, clear 

structure, and proof that a person can assemble a life by thinking, testing, sorting, and 

refining for himself. 

That is the point. Not imitation. Capability. Not obedience. Discernment. Not 

“follow me.” Use what helps. Leave the rest. Build what is yours. 

Even my work life reinforced that. For years I have lived inside technical 

environments where details matter, qualifications matter, trust matters, and weak 

structure creates downstream consequences. I have spent most of my adult life in jobs 

where you cannot afford to be vague for very long. You either learn the system, 

understand the work, and carry responsibility well, or things start breaking 

somewhere below the surface. 

That leaves a mark on a person. 

It teaches you to be proactive instead of reactive. It teaches you to respect 

sequence. It teaches you that maintenance matters. It teaches you that standards are 

not just ideas. They are what keep reality from drifting. 

I carried that into everything else. Into the body. Into the archive. Into the books. 

Into Axis. 

Even the life around the work shaped it. Night shift shaped it. Long commutes 

shaped it. Fatigue shaped it. The need to capture things on the move shaped it. The 

same car carrying me through year after year shaped it. The fact that I had to build in 

real life instead of ideal conditions shaped it. 

Axis was not created in some protected chamber where time, energy, and money 

were endless. It was built in the margins. On drives. At odd hours. After work. During 

seasons when life was already full. 

That matters because it is the reason Axis became what it did. 

It had to become practical enough to survive contact with an actual life. 
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And maybe that is the real thread running through everything I have built: I do not 

trust systems that only work under ideal conditions. Not in the gym. Not in learning. 

Not in philosophy. Not in personal transformation. Not in life. 

I trust what survives pressure. I trust what stays usable when the schedule is ugly. 

I trust what remains true when energy is low. I trust what can be returned to. I trust 

what helps a person become more capable, not more dependent. 

That is the kind of knowledge I wanted. That is the kind of knowledge I try to offer. 

And that is why Axis exists in the form it does. 

Not as a gate. 

As a way through. 
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T H E  C A R  W H E R E  T H E  W O R L D  W A S  B U I L T  

 

THE STRANGE THING ABOUT  building a life’s work is that it rarely happens in the 

places people imagine. It does not always happen in studios, libraries, or carefully 

arranged workspaces with soft lamps and open notebooks. It does not wait for the 

perfect morning routine, the right season of life, or silence. 

Mine began in a car. 

An old car I have owned for fourteen years now, with crumbs under the seat and 

the steady hum of tires on the highway. Nothing mystical. Nothing cinematic. Just a 

man tired after work, driving ninety minutes home through backroads and headlights, 

speaking into the dark. 

For most people, a commute is dead time. For me, it became the place where 

everything changed. 

It did not start deliberately. There was no ritual the first time I spoke out loud. No 

special moment. I was just driving the same route, carrying the same exhaustion, and 

something in me needed to say things I had never said to anyone. 

There is a certain honesty that only appears when you are alone in a moving 

vehicle. A kind of emotional gravity pulls truth out of you there. So I started talking. 

At first, it was simple things: thoughts about the day, questions about training, 

memories that surfaced on their own. Then the deeper material came. Things I had 

never told anyone. Things that had followed me for years: grief, fear, shame, curiosity, 

and fragments of a spiritual life I did not yet understand. 

The car held it all. 

That small metal cabin became a monastery on wheels, a moving confessional, a 

classroom, a therapist’s office, a chapel, and a writer’s room. Sometimes all at once. 

Something about hearing my own thoughts spoken out loud changed the way my 

mind processed the world. Reflection stopped being only a private thought and 

became something physical, something my whole body participated in. 

Because I spoke out loud, my mind had fewer places to hide. No half-formed 

thoughts. No convenient denials. When you hear your own voice say the truth, it 

becomes real in a way thinking alone rarely manages. 

Over time, the car became the forge. Every day after work, I entered that quiet 

space, set my phone into the cup holder, and let the day peel off. I sang sometimes, 
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embarrassingly loud and embarrassingly honest, and felt emotion move through me 

like weather. I cried more than I expected. I laughed at things no one else would 

understand. I argued with myself. I stitched the pieces of my past into something 

coherent. 

I did not know it then, but I was laying the foundation for Axis. 

Those commutes were where I first articulated the shape of the system. They were 

where I first understood the arc of my own life, spoke the earliest passages that became 

chapters in The Reflection, felt the first sparks of Project Aeon, and began forming the 

philosophy that would guide the future of my life. 

It was not a desk that built Axis. It was motion. It was gravel, asphalt, headlights, 

and long stretches of dark highway. 

Looking back, I think the mind learns differently when the body is already moving 

forward. There is something about the steady rhythm of driving that lets memory 

unravel without breaking you. Something about the hum of the road lets truth come 

up from deeper places without shattering the surface. 

In that car, with no audience and no pressure, I learned how to tell the truth. I 

learned how to listen, think, feel without drowning, and integrate instead of run. 

When people read Axis someday, they may imagine a man at a desk, surrounded 

by notebooks and carefully arranged pens. But that is not the origin. The real origin is 

a tired father in an old car, driving home from work, talking into the dark with his 

heart wide open. 

If Axis is a system meant to last me decades, the long drives were where its spine 

grew straight. If The Reflection is the story of how I became myself, those nightly 

spoken reflections were where that self was discovered. 

I built a world in that car without even noticing, one mile, one thought, one spoken 

truth at a time. 

Sometimes the places that save you look nothing like holy ground. But when I think 

back on the hundreds of hours spent in that car, the way my mind changed, and the 

way my life rearranged itself, I realize now that was the sanctuary. 

Not a glamorous one. Not a planned one. 

Just the one I needed. 

The car where the world was built. 
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T H E  E M E R G E N C E  

 

At some point, without a clear dividing line, the work stops feeling like a 

collection of parts. 

It starts to feel like a whole. 

You can move through it and see how one piece connects to another without 

forcing it. The structure holds without constant adjustment. The language 

becomes consistent. The ideas reinforce each other instead of competing. 

This is emergence. 

Not something you announce. 

Something you notice. 

You realize you’re no longer building from scratch. You’re working within 

something that already exists. 

The system begins to respond back. 

New ideas don’t feel disconnected—they fit. Additions don’t require 

reconstruction—they integrate. The work starts to carry its own continuity. 

This is where Axis begins to feel less like something you’re making 

and more like something you’re uncovering. 

Not because it was always fully formed, 

but because the structure has become strong enough to support itself. 
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T H E  F I R S T  S P A R K  I  D I D N ’ T  N O T I C E  

 

I  REMEMBERED SOMETHING RECENTLY  that I had not thought about in decades. Like 

most things that end up mattering, it did not announce itself. It just appeared one 

night while I was driving home, and the more I sat with it, the more it felt like a thread 

I should follow. 

When I was a kid, maybe ten or twelve, I used to have moments where a thought 

would hit me hard enough that I would stop whatever I was doing. It always felt like 

an internal click. Something simple, but true. And every time it happened, I would 

think the same thing: “I wish there was a way to save this.” 

That was the whole sentence. I wanted a way to record my own thinking, not for 

anyone else, but so I could return to it. So I would not lose the clarity of whatever I had 

just noticed about life. I did not have the language to call it philosophy. I did not have 

the discipline to journal. I just felt the quiet frustration of realizing that ideas came 

and went like weather, and I had no way to store the ones that felt important. 

It was not ambition. It was not a desire to sound wise. It was something simpler: I 

did not want the truth to disappear. 

Then I forgot about it completely for more than twenty years. 

I did not carry that instinct clearly into adolescence. I did not protect it when my 

life fell apart in my early twenties. I did not even remember it when I first started 

journaling in sobriety. It stayed underground, waiting for a life stable enough to let it 

come back through. 

That is why the memory hit me the way it did. It did not feel like nostalgia. It felt 

like recognition. 

Looking back, I can see what that child was trying to do without having the words 

for it. He wanted to preserve consciousness. He wanted a record of what it felt like to 

be alive from the inside. He wanted a way to make meaning solid enough to hold. 

That instinct did not die. It went dormant until I had the discipline and stability to 

make good on it. 

In some way, all of Axis came out of that forgotten thread. The Reflection exists 

because I finally found a way to hold the thoughts I used to lose. Project Aeon exists 

because I kept walking deeper into those questions. The Redline Method exists 

because I did not want the physical part of my life to fade into memory without a 
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record. The archive exists because some part of me refuses to let what I learn slip away 

unmarked. 

It is strange to realize that the blueprint for so much of what I am building was 

present before I understood myself. 

I am not trying to mythologize a childhood moment. I am not saying I was destined 

for anything. It is not that dramatic. I am saying that sometimes the earliest version of 

you whispers something the later version finally knows how to hear. 

Once I remembered that kid, sitting on the edge of his bed or lying on the living 

room floor thinking, “I wish there was a way to save this,” the architecture of my life 

made more sense. I was not building Axis out of nowhere. I was answering a request I 

made before I knew what a system was. 

This is why documenting matters so much to me. This is why I write while things 

are still raw. This is why Axis is built around clarity, reflection, and integration. Not 

because I am trying to become a philosopher, writer, or anything with a title, but 

because something in me has always hated losing the shape of a thought. 

Maybe every child feels something like that. Maybe most people forget. Maybe life 

gets loud too early. But for me, that instinct survived addiction, deployments, grief, 

transformation, and rebuilding. It survived long enough to become a practice. 

Now I get to honor it consciously. 

Axis did not begin when I started writing The Reflection. It began when a kid who 

had not lived long enough to understand impermanence still knew he did not want his 

own thoughts to disappear. 

That was the first spark. 

A forgotten one. 

An unintentional beginning. 

And remembering it now feels like a loop closing. Not a grand revelation. Just a 

small truth finally returning home to become part of the whole. 
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T H E  M I R R O R  I  D I D N ’ T  K N O W  I  B U I L T  

 

THERE IS A STRANGE  kind of joy that comes from watching something you built bloom 

in someone else’s life. Not because they copied you. Not because you taught them. Not 

because they followed your blueprint. But because, without even knowing it, they 

stepped into the same shape. That happened with my wife. 

It did not hit me all at once. It came in small pieces: her podcast episodes, the way 

she narrated scenes from her book, the way she kept returning to old memories like 

she was dusting off furniture she had forgotten she owned. Every week she went a little 

deeper, a little truer, a little more willing to speak from the places in herself she had 

always kept closed. And then one day it clicked. She was building her own Axis. Not 

consciously. Not intentionally. Not even in the same language. Just naturally. 

I remember when I first started opening my own life all the way up and telling the 

truth in full. I told her how much I was confessing, the guilt, the shame, the terrifying 

trip, the years I had buried, and how much it was changing me. She tried stepping into 

that kind of honesty once and it shattered her. I came downstairs and she was crying, 

overwhelmed. She told me she never wanted to do that again. So I left it alone. 

But over the next year, she kept inching toward her own version of the same 

process. She stayed close to her writing, her characters, and her podcast. Then she 

started adding pieces of herself, just a little at a time. Childhood. Family. Old wounds. 

The things she had carried alone for a long time. And without either of us noticing the 

exact moment it happened, she crossed the same threshold I did. She began telling the 

truth. Not the polished truth. Not the public truth. The real stuff. 

Once she crossed that line, everything started taking shape around it: her book, 

her imprint, her podcast, her raw reflections woven into fiction, her commentary 

layered over her own chapters, her rituals, her structure, her world. It all formed the 

same way Axis formed in me, by accident first, and then by necessity. 

The older version of me would have framed this as influence. The newer me knows 

better. What happened is simpler and more powerful than influence. She activated the 

same pattern. 

Axis is not a philosophy I invented. It is a pattern I recognized, in myself first, and 

now in her. The pattern goes like this: tell the truth, integrate the past, create 

something out of it, let the creation reshape you, build a world around that new shape, 
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live inside that world, grow again, and repeat. I did not hand her that map. She found 

it in her own way, following her own instincts and speaking in her own voice. 

Her version does not look anything like mine. Her tone is different. Her world is 

different. Her story is different. Her pain is different. It is hers. And that is how I know 

this is not about my influence. It is about the structure itself. Axis is not a program. It 

is not a brand. It is not instructions. It is emergence. 

It happens when someone finally stops running from themselves long enough to 

speak honestly. It happens when the truth becomes more important than the 

performance. It happens when grief is finally allowed to breathe. It happens when 

someone realizes they can build a world instead of trying to survive one. 

Watching my wife go through this has been one of the quiet highlights of my life. 

Because I did not guide her. I did not talk her into anything. I did not shape her work. 

I just watched. And what I watched was a person I love discover the same doorway I 

walked through and build something entirely her own on the other side. 

That is when I knew Axis was real in a way I had not even realized before. Not 

because it works for me. Not because I refined it. Not because I dedicated two years to 

documenting it. But because it appeared in someone else’s life on its own. Not as a 

product. Not as a lesson. Not as a shadow of my work. As her own story. And if it can 

happen in two lives, it can happen in more. 

Axis is not something I am pushing outward. It is something I am recognizing 

inward, in others, in myself, in the way people heal, evolve, and build meaning out of 

the pieces. She found her Axis the same way I found mine: by accident, by truth, by 

necessity, by love. 

Every time she drops a new episode, every time she cracks open another layer of 

herself, every time she builds another piece of her world, I feel a strange gratitude wash 

over me. Not because she is following in my footsteps, but because she is proving 

something I have believed all along: 

Axis does not spread. It unfolds. And I am watching it unfold in a voice I love. 
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T H E  T R U T H  T H A T  W A S  W A I T I N G  

 

WHEN I  WAS A kid, I would lie sometimes the way kids do, usually to avoid getting in 

trouble. Nothing complicated. Nothing philosophical. Just the small, stupid lies that 

feel easier in the moment when you do not want to face whatever comes next. My dad 

would always say the same thing. He told me that telling the truth was the most 

important thing in life because once you become a liar, people stop knowing when you 

are telling the truth and when you are lying. And the more you lie, the harder it is to 

become someone trustworthy again. 

At the time, I did not carry that lesson with the weight it has now. It was one of 

those things a parent says that settles somewhere in you quietly. You remember the 

words, but you do not yet understand the full shape of them. Not really. Not in the way 

you understand something after life has had time to test it. I think that is what 

happened with me. The lesson went in early, but it did not fully wake up until much 

later. It probably deepened after sobriety. Actually, I think it almost certainly did. 

When I look back now, I can see that one of the biggest changes sobriety brought 

me was not just clarity or discipline or emotional availability. It was a growing need to 

stop hiding from the truth. Not just the obvious truth about drinking, but the deeper 

truth about everything. About grief. About shame. About love. About my brother. 

About the years I lost. About the things I had done, the things I had survived, and the 

things I still did not understand. 

I do not think it is an accident that one of the first real impulses I had after that 

was this strange thought: what would happen if I told my entire life story all the way 

through? That question sounds simple now, but it was not simple when it first came 

to me. It was a threshold. Because I did not mean, what if I summarized my life. I 

meant all of it. The real story. The ugly parts. The embarrassing parts. The things I had 

never said plainly. The things I had buried under humor, under silence, under time, 

under alcohol, under identity, under all the disguises people learn to wear when they 

do not want to look directly at what shaped them. 

I remember writing out the story about my brother, and my hands were shaking. 

That part still stands out to me because I did not fully understand why the nerves were 

so bad. It was not like I was on a stage. It was not like a room full of people was waiting 

on me. It was just me, putting the truth into words as clearly as I could. But my body 
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knew something my mind had not caught up to yet. This was not casual. This was not 

just storytelling. This was exposure. It was the first time I had really tried to put that 

part of my life fully on the record without turning away from it. 

And I was terrified. Terrified of being misunderstood. Terrified of seeing it outside 

myself. Terrified of what it might feel like to tell the truth all the way through and then 

have it just sit there in front of me, undeniable. I wrote it with shaking hands and sat 

with it like I was waiting for a verdict. 

When I read through it, something happened. Not because it fixed anything. Not 

because all the pain suddenly made sense. But because the truth had been spoken and 

I was still there. It did not destroy me. It did not collapse me. It did not make the world 

end. Instead, it did something that felt almost worse at first and much better after. It 

opened the door. 

Because once that chapter was out, I could not wait to tell everything else. That is 

the part that still amazes me. I was terrified before I did it, and then once it happened 

I started pouring everything in. Story after story. Memory after memory. Reflection 

after reflection. Not in a neat order. Not with some polished narrative in mind. Just 

the truth as it came. The whole record. The real version. The version that had not been 

cleaned up or rewritten to make me look wiser or stronger or more coherent than I had 

actually been. 

Through that whole process, I kept re-remembering my dad telling me that thing 

about being truthful. Not all at once. Not in some cinematic revelation. Just in pieces. 

A return here. A return there. The memory of his voice surfacing again while I was 

building all of this. And I started wondering if that was where this whole impulse came 

from. This need to tell the truth about everything. This need to put the story on the 

record exactly as it came out. This refusal to rewrite old chapters so they sound cleaner 

than they really were. This insistence on leaving the older voice intact and adding 

reflections later instead of pretending I had always seen clearly. 

I think part of me was trying to become trustworthy again. Not because I had built 

my life on lies in some dramatic sense, but because addiction damages truth even when 

you are not actively trying to deceive anyone. It makes you hide. Minimize. Rationalize. 

Split yourself into compartments. It teaches you how to live beside the truth instead 

of inside it. And I think sobriety made that impossible for me to tolerate anymore. 

Once I got clear enough, I did not just want to stop drinking. I wanted to stop distorting 

the record. 

I wanted to know what my life actually was. I wanted to see it in one place without 

editing out the parts that made me uncomfortable. I wanted to be able to look at the 
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story and say: there, that is what happened. That is who I was. That is what I did. That 

is what it cost. That is what remained. And that is what came back. 

I think my dad’s lesson lived underneath all of that. It started as a warning about 

lying, but somewhere along the way it became something more. It became a method. 

Because the truth, told fully enough, does something. It rebuilds trust. Maybe not all 

at once. Maybe not perfectly. Maybe not with everyone. But it rebuilds something. 

First with yourself. That might be the most important part. 

Once I started telling the truth about my life without trying to manage the image 

of it, something inside me began to settle. Not because the truth was pretty. A lot of it 

was not. But because it was real. And reality, even when it hurts, is easier to stand on 

than distortion. 

That is part of what The Reflection became. Not just a memoir. Not just a place to 

process things. Not just a collection of memories. It became a trust exercise. A long 

one. A way of saying that I was going to tell this as honestly as I could, leave the voice 

intact, refuse to rewrite the past to make the present look cleaner, refuse to steal 

coherence from seasons that did not have it yet, let the pages show the changes, let the 

contradictions stay where they belong, and let the truth sound like the life that 

produced it. 

That matters to me more than polish ever could. Because polish can make 

something smoother, but truth is what makes it trustworthy. And trust, once broken, 

once weakened, once made uncertain, is hard to earn back. My dad was right about 

that. He planted that lesson in me when I was young. I did not understand then how 

far it would reach. I did not know it would one day become part of the architecture of 

Axis. I did not know it would shape how I wrote, how I preserved chapters, how I 

thought about the record, how I approached memory, or why I felt such a deep need 

to leave things as they were instead of sanding them into one clean voice. I did not 

know it would become one of the hidden laws under everything I was building. 

But I can see it now. The truth was waiting. Waiting underneath the drinking. 

Waiting underneath the years I disappeared from myself. Waiting underneath the fear. 

Waiting underneath the stories I had not told yet. And when sobriety came, it did not 

just clear my mind. It made enough room for that old lesson to come back and mean 

what it was always meant to mean. Not just do not lie. Tell it true enough that trust 

can live there again. Tell it true enough that the story stops shifting every time you 

look at it. Tell it true enough that your life can finally be seen. 

I think that is what I was really doing when I started pouring everything into the 

record. I was not just remembering. I was trying to become someone whose words 

could be trusted. 
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By other people, maybe. But first by me. 
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T H E  T R U T H  D I D N ’ T  D E S T R O Y  M E  

 

I  DID NOT BEGIN  writing The Reflection because I thought I was writing a book. I 

began writing because the material was becoming too important to leave scattered. 

That is the honest answer. At first, the chapters were practical. I needed a way to 

preserve what had already surfaced so I could return to it and keep going. I needed 

continuity, a place to store the important parts so the process could continue without 

starting from zero every time. That was all it was, at least in the beginning. 

But somewhere in that repetition, something started changing. What I was saving 

no longer looked like scattered notes. It started to look like a record. And then, slowly, 

it started to look like a life. That was the real beginning of The Reflection. Not as a 

book, but as evidence. Evidence that if I told the truth long enough, carefully enough, 

and completely enough, a shape would appear. And once I saw that shape beginning 

to form, I could not stop. 

Because I was not just trying to remember what had happened. I was trying to find 

out if I could survive knowing it. That was the deeper experiment, even if I did not 

have the language for it yet. I think I needed to test something. I needed to know if I 

could say the truth about my life plainly and fully, own what I had done, own what had 

been done to me, own my place in all of it, and not be destroyed by the act of seeing it. 

For some reason, I knew that mattered. I do not know where that instinct came from. 

I only know it was there. 

Some part of me understood that I could not build a real life on top of edited 

memory. I could not become whole by leaving certain rooms sealed. I could not keep 

telling myself partial truths and expect stability from them. If I was ever going to 

become coherent, I had to stop looking away. So I started telling it. Everything I could 

remember. Everything I was ashamed of. Everything I regretted. Everything that still 

hurt. Everything I had buried under humor, under silence, under distraction, under 

alcohol, and under time. 

When I reached my brother’s story, my body told me exactly how serious this really 

was. My hands were shaking. My heart was racing. I wrote it out anyway. Then I sat 

there with it, terrified. Not just nervous. Terrified. Because I think what I was really 

waiting to find out was not whether I had written it well. I was waiting to find out 

whether the truth itself could be survived. 
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Could I say it? Could I see it outside of myself? Could it enter language and remain 

real without crushing me under its weight? That was the threshold. And when it did 

not destroy me, something in me broke open. 

That moment changed everything. Because once I saw that I could look directly at 

one of the heaviest things in my life and remain standing, the fear started to lose its 

authority. Not all at once, but enough. Enough for me to understand that the danger 

had changed. The truth was no longer the thing that threatened me. Avoiding it was. 

That is when the process became almost addictive, not in a shallow way and not 

because I liked suffering, but because I had discovered that what I feared most could 

move. It could leave silence. It could become language. It could sit in front of me where 

I could actually see it. And once that happened with one truth, I needed to know what 

would happen if I kept going. 

So I kept going. For hours and hours. Day after day. Those first three or four 

months were a flood. I poured out everything I had, not because I was trying to be 

productive and not because I was trying to become a writer, but because the dam had 

broken. Years of pressure had finally found a direction. And once I realized that spoken 

truth did not kill me, I wanted all of it out. I wanted to see the whole thing: the grief, 

the drinking, the shame, the fear, the love, the self-betrayals, the moments that made 

me, the moments that broke me, the parts I was proud of, and the parts I was not. I 

wanted the whole record. 

Because I think some deep part of me knew this: what remains unspoken remains 

in control. As long as it stays below language, it stays shapeless. It stays fused to fear. 

It stays ambient. It lingers like pressure in the walls. But once it is spoken truthfully, 

something changes. It becomes material. Not gone. Not solved. But material. 

Something you can return to. Something you can examine. Something you can place 

in context. Something that no longer rules entirely from the dark. 

That is what those early chapters were doing. They were not just recording my life. 

They were changing its state. They were taking what had existed as pressure, secrecy, 

memory, guilt, and pain and turning it into something visible enough to be held. 

That is why The Reflection became so important. It was never just a memoir. It 

was the first structure strong enough to hold the whole truth without asking me to 

become someone else first. I did not need to clean myself up before I entered it. I did 

not need to soften what happened. I did not need to rewrite the past into something 

easier to admire. I just needed to tell it. 

And in telling it, I discovered something I did not expect: the truth did not destroy 

me. It reorganized me. 
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That may be the most important thing that ever happened in this entire process. 

Because once I learned that the truth could be spoken, survived, and returned to, 

everything else became possible. Redline could exist because I had already learned to 

look honestly. Project Aeon could exist because I had already stopped flinching from 

what unsettled me. The Creation of Axis could exist because I had already seen that 

fragments could become structure if they were preserved long enough. Even the 

archive itself began there, in that first discovery: that confession could become 

architecture, that a life truthfully told could hold, that memory did not have to remain 

a haunting, that the mirror could stay standing, and so could I. 

The Reflection was born the moment I realized I could look at my life directly and 

live through the seeing. Everything after that was expansion. But that was the first 

miracle. Not that I wrote it well. Not that it became a book. Not that it turned into a 

system. 

That I told the truth. 

And the truth did not destroy me. 
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T H E  A R T I S T  R E T U R N S  

 

IT’S FUNNY HOW LIFE  works sometimes. For years, I thought the different sides of me 

were separate things — the Marine, the bodybuilder, the artist, the writer, the 

philosopher. They each had their own phase, their own purpose, their own world. But 

lately, it feels like they’ve all started speaking the same language for the first time. 

Now that I finally have the MacBook, the tools, and a clear direction with Axis, it’s 

like all those old parts of me that had been sitting quietly in the background have come 

back online. I can feel the artist waking up again. It’s not just about making art pieces 

or digital paintings — it’s that sense of flow I used to get when I’d sit down for hours 

and just create. That feeling where time disappears and all that exists is the work in 

front of me. 

Back in my early 20s, when I was making photo manipulations in Photoshop, I had 

no idea that I was training a part of myself that would come back years later with a 

new purpose. Back then, it was just fun — hours lost in color, light, and texture. But 

now it’s like those same skills finally have a home. Everything I learned, every 

experiment I did, it all fits perfectly into what I’m building with Axis. 

What’s really wild is how natural all of this feels. I’m picking up GIMP and 

navigating a MacBook like I’ve done it for years. I think it’s because the artist part of 

me never actually went away — it was just waiting for the right reason to come back. 

And now it has one. 

It’s hard to describe, but it feels like all the versions of me — the disciplined Marine, 

the creative kid, the reflective thinker, the man who’s been reshaped by pain and 

psilocybin — they’ve finally merged into one person. It doesn’t feel like different lives 

anymore. It feels like one long preparation for what’s happening now. 

I don’t think this kind of integration happens often in life. Most people spend their 

lives switching between roles, never realizing they’re all fragments of the same thing. 

But somehow, I feel like I’ve reached a point where every skill, every lesson, every 

version of myself has found its place. 

I’m not sure what my future art pieces will look like yet, but I know they’ll be 

different this time. More purposeful. More connected to something bigger. And the 

cool thing is — I don’t have to chase inspiration anymore. It’s all already here. 

It’s like every timeline of my life finally aligned. 
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T H E  F I R S T  H U M A N  R E A D E R  

 

THERE IS A MOMENT  in a long private project where the work stops being something 

you carry alone and becomes something another person steps inside. I did not know 

when that moment would come for Axis. I did not plan it, and I was not really looking 

for it. I just handed my barber a copy of The Reflection because he asked about it, 

because he seemed curious, and because something in the conversation made it feel 

like the natural thing to do. 

He was the first person outside my wife to ever hold those pages. 

I did not expect anything from it. I did not hover. I did not wait for comments. I 

did not feel the nervousness people usually talk about when they share their writing. I 

have told the truth so many times in so many forms that the fear is gone. The book is 

me, the whole story, the wounds, the mistakes, the returns, the clarity, and I am not 

afraid for anyone to see any of it. 

But when he texted me, it hit differently. 

He told me he had forgotten about the manuscript at first, but when he went to 

message me, he saw it again and something in him pulled toward it. He said, “Oh my 

goodness. I need to connect with this.” Then he told me he looked forward to knowing 

me on a deeper level, that he wanted to talk more about it when I came in, and that 

reading the beginning of the book made him feel something worth following. 

That moment felt like the first crack in the wall between the private world of Axis 

and the world outside of me. 

It was not fame. It was not praise. It was not someone telling me the writing was 

good. 

It was recognition. 

A human being read the story of my life and, instead of backing away, shrugging it 

off, or treating it like just another book, he leaned in. He responded like someone who 

saw a doorway into something real and wanted to walk through it. I did not realize 

how meaningful that would feel until it happened. 

Axis has lived in silence for years. My writing, my art, my training, my reflections, 

all of it has existed in a private gravity field. Quiet. Focused. Steady. But something 

shifts when your work enters someone else’s mind for the first time. Not in a way that 

makes it more valuable, but in a way that makes it more alive. 
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Because Axis was never meant to be a monument. It was meant to be a bridge. 

And this was the first time someone crossed it. 

There is a strange tenderness in that, watching another person meet the version of 

me that exists on the page, the one I built slowly, patiently, and honestly, with no 

shortcuts and no hiding. My barber is not a critic, or a mentor, or some literary 

gatekeeper. He is just a person in my real everyday life. Someone who cuts my hair 

and asks how things are going. Someone I normally talk to about small things, work, 

family, whatever is happening that week. 

And now he knows the inside of my life in a way most people never will. 

That is why I think I will always remember this moment. Not because he is my 

barber. Not because he liked the book. But because he was the first person who read 

my story and said, without hesitation, “I need to connect with this.” 

That sentence will stay with me. 

It marks the point where Axis stopped being only my private architecture of truth 

and became something another real human being stepped into and recognized. Even 

now, looking back, it feels like the beginning of a crossing. Quiet, simple, and easy to 

miss from the outside. But real. 

This is where the bridge began. 
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T H E  F I R S T  W I T N E S S  O F  A X I S  

 

Tonight, I shared The Vision of Axis for the first time. Not with a publisher, not online, 

not with anyone connected to business or promotion—but with the man I called the 

night I quit drinking. 

Back then, I was on the bathroom floor, sobbing and begging for another chance 

at life. I had just thrown out every bottle of alcohol in the house and needed someone—

anyone—to hold me accountable. He had no idea what that call meant for me at the 

time, but that night became the beginning of everything. 

Years later, he’s watched me rebuild my body, step on stage, finish my degree, and 

earn my certifications. He’s seen the outer transformation—the surface results—but 

not the architecture behind it. Today, after complimenting how much I’d progressed 

since last year, he said something that stuck with me: “When you want to do 

something, you just go all in. You never do anything halfway.” 

That hit me, because he’s been quietly witnessing the philosophy that Axis was 

born from—long before it ever had a name. 

So tonight, I texted him The Vision of Axis. The full document. The system, the 

archive, the philosophy, the story—all of it. It felt right. 

He was the first person who heard my voice the night I decided to live differently, 

so it’s only fitting he’d be the first to see what that decision became. 

There’s something poetic about it. The first person I called when I was trying not 

to die became the first person to see the blueprint for how I’ve learned to live. 

He doesn’t know the depth of it yet—the archive, the structure, the spiritual weight 

of what Axis represents—but that doesn’t matter. What matters is that the circle closed 

in its own quiet way. 

Axis didn’t begin in design software or business planning. 

It began with a vow, a conversation, and a witness. 

And tonight, that witness saw the vow fulfilled. 
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T H E  F I R S T  H A N D S  B E S I D E S  M I N E  

 

FOR A LONG TIME , I thought the only way to protect Axis was to carry all of it alone. 

Not just the ideas, but the work itself: the writing, the structure, the art, and even the 

way the books would eventually take physical form. I had gotten used to building in 

silence. Most of it lived in my phone, my laptop, my archive, and my head. 

So when I think about the first time someone else truly touched the work, I do not 

think about editing, promotion, or anything public. I think about a bookbinder. 

We had not known each other long. I did not meet her through publishing, design, 

or any official creative circle. I met her because her father, a friend I worked with, 

mentioned one day in passing that his daughter bound books by hand. It was just 

normal conversation at work, the kind of thing most people would forget. But I did not 

forget it. The moment he said it, I knew I wanted him to put me in touch with her. 

She was simply a person whose hands knew how to do something mine did not 

know how to do: bind a book by hand, carefully and well. 

So we made a trade. 

I would create an Ornamental Animal for her, a piece of Axis art from the visual 

language that had just returned after years of silence. In exchange, she would bind The 

Reflection into a physical book: boards, spine, stitching, cover. 

My words. Her craft. 

On paper, that sounds simple. But to me it was not small at all. It was the first time 

I let someone else handle the body of this work. She did not change a sentence. She 

did not reshape the story. She did not try to turn it into anything other than what it 

already was. She just gave it a form I could not give it myself. 

That meant more to me than I think she probably realized. 

The Reflection had lived for so long as something digital, something typed, stored, 

revised, and carried through screens. Even when I printed it, it was still just paper 

holding a manuscript. What she did was different. She gave it weight. Texture. 

Permanence. She turned it from a document into an object I could hold in my hands 

and feel the care in. 

And that mattered to me for reasons bigger than the book itself. 

From the beginning, I wanted The Reflection to become something my daughters 

could one day hold in their hands after I am gone. Not just a file. Not just words 
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floating on a screen. A real object. Something lasting. Something they could keep. 

Something that could sit on a shelf for years and still be there when they were ready 

for it. 

Because that book is meant to be more than a manuscript. 

It is meant to be an heirloom. 

It is meant to be something I can hand down to my girls so they can truly know 

their dad. Not a cleaned-up version. Not just the parts that are easy to admire. The 

good, the bad, and everything in between. The mistakes. The grief. The rebuilding. The 

truth of who I was, who I became, and what it cost to get there. 

That is part of why her work meant so much to me. She was not just binding pages. 

She was helping give permanent form to something I hope will outlive me in the most 

human way possible. She was helping turn my life story into something my daughters 

could one day open, touch, and return to. 

There is something different about a thing made by hand. It carries the fact that 

another person spent real time with it. Real effort. Real patience. You can feel that in 

the finished object. 

And for a book like The Reflection, that matters. This was not something I wanted 

run through a machine and handed back to me as a product. I wanted it to feel held. I 

wanted it to feel made. She gave me that. 

I think gratitude sometimes deserves its own record. People help shape our lives 

in ways that do not always look dramatic from the outside. Sometimes it is not a grand 

rescue or a life-changing speech. Sometimes it is a person using their craft to help give 

your work a body. Sometimes it is someone taking something deeply personal and 

handling it with care. 

That is what she did for me. 

When I look at that hand-bound copy of The Reflection, I do not just see my own 

writing. I see the time, skill, and patience she added to it. I see another craft meeting 

mine in a way that made the work feel more complete. I see the first time this project 

was physically held by hands besides my own and came back to me more whole. 

And I see something my daughters may one day hold when they want to know me 

more deeply. 

That is something I will always be grateful for. 

The story is mine. The words are mine. But that book, the one I can actually hold, 

carries her work too. 

And that matters. 

Author’s Reflection — April 2026 
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There is one detail behind this chapter that I did not understand clearly enough 

when I first wrote it. 

Long before I met the bookbinder, I already wanted The Reflection to exist as a 

hand-bound book. Part of that came from something I read while studying Carl Jung. 

He encouraged his patients to make their personal journals beautiful, to treat the 

physical book as part of the inner work itself. The container mattered because it 

reflected reverence for what it held. 

That idea stayed with me. 

But over time, the reason became more personal. I did not only want The 

Reflection bound by hand because of Jung’s Red Book idea. I wanted it to become an 

heirloom. Something my daughters could one day hold. Not a file, not a stack of 

printed pages, but a real object with weight, permanence, and care built into it. 

I had looked into binding it myself, but the craft was beyond what I could 

realistically learn while building everything else. So I set the idea down. 

Then life brought the right hands. 

That is what makes this chapter matter to me. The hand-bound book was not only 

an artistic dream fulfilled. It was the moment The Reflection became a physical 

inheritance object, shaped by my words but completed through someone else’s craft. 

The book was written in a car, shaped in silence, and finally given a body by the 

first hands besides mine that I trusted to hold it. 
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I N H E R I T A N C E  W I T H O U T  I N S T R U C T I O N  

 

I  NEVER TOLD MY  children about Axis. I never explained my systems, my reflections, 

my frameworks, or the reasons behind them. I did not sit them down and talk about 

discipline, meaning, or structure. I did not try to pass anything down directly. 

And yet, one day, my oldest daughter made a YouTube channel. 

She is eight. 

It is not about toys, jokes, or trends. It is not loud or performative. It is about 

kindness. About parents sacrificing for their children. About hugging them. About 

telling them you love them. I found it by accident, and what struck me was not simply 

that she had made something. It was what she chose to make. She was already doing 

something it took me much longer in life to learn how to do: pausing, noticing, naming 

what matters, and offering it outward without expectation. 

She was documenting reflections. 

And the strange thing is, I never taught her how to do that. 

That is when something clicked for me. Children do not inherit philosophies. They 

inherit atmospheres. They do not absorb what you explain nearly as much as they 

absorb what you live inside of. I spent years rebuilding myself quietly. I stabilized my 

body. I structured my days. I learned how to sit with boredom, discomfort, and silence. 

I learned how to create without chasing attention, how to reflect without dramatizing, 

and how to show up without needing to be seen. I never framed any of that as a lesson 

for my kids. I just lived it. 

And somehow, without instruction, she found the same posture. 

Not the projects. Not the language. The orientation. 

She did not talk about achievement. She talked about care. She did not talk about 

herself. She talked about others. She did not ask for praise. She offered gratitude. That 

was the moment I realized something uncomfortable and beautiful at the same time: 

everything I thought I was building for myself was also scaffolding for someone else. 

Axis was never meant to be inherited as a system. It was meant to be inherited as 

normalcy. A house where reflection is not strange. Where kindness is not 

performative. Where attention is not currency. Where meaning does not need 

permission. 
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Her channel may disappear one day. She may forget she ever made it. That does 

not matter. What matters is that, at eight years old, her instinct was not to shout. It 

was to notice. 

And that tells me more about the success of my life than anything I have ever 

created with my own hands. If legacy is real, it does not announce itself with 

monuments. It shows up quietly, one generation early, doing something you never had 

to ask for. 
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T H E  M E T A  R E A L I Z A T I O N  

 

Eventually, you step back far enough to see what you’ve actually built. 

Not just the parts. Not just the function. 

The nature of it. 

This is where the realization shifts from content to architecture. 

You understand that Axis isn’t just a collection of writings or methods. It’s a 

system that can hold change. A framework that can evolve without breaking. 

Something that reflects back on itself and adjusts over time. 

It becomes clear that this was never about producing something static. 

It was about building something that could continue. 

This is also where the role changes. 

You’re no longer just the one creating it. 

You’re the one maintaining it. Observing it. Guiding its direction without 

forcing its shape. 

The work becomes less about adding more and more about understanding 

what’s already there. This is where the system becomes aware of itself through 

you. 
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W H E N  T H E  S T R U C T U R E  S T O P P E D  M O V I N G  

 

THERE COMES A POINT  in building something like this where the work changes 

without announcing itself. For a long time, Axis was structural. It was sorting, naming, 

splitting, combining, moving, rereading, rethinking, and reclassifying. It was the slow 

labor of figuring out what belonged where and what the shape of the whole actually 

was. Every new chapter had the power to change the system because the system was 

still discovering itself. 

But at some point, that stopped. Not because the work ended, but because the 

architecture finally held. 

That is the shift I am standing in now. From this point forward, Axis no longer 

needs structural reorganization. The framework is built. The pillars are clear. The 

books are aligned. The archive matches them exactly. The rooms are named. The 

shelves are in place. What emerges now no longer changes the structure itself. It enters 

the structure that already exists. 

That might sound like a small thing from the outside, but it is not. It means the 

system is real. Because the difference between an idea and an architecture is this: an 

idea keeps needing to be rearranged in order to survive. An architecture can receive 

new weight without collapsing. That is where Axis is now. 

Everything from this point on becomes a different kind of work. Not sorting. Not 

restructuring. Not wondering what this is. Now it is emergence and placement. A 

chapter arises, and I know where it goes. A thought returns, and I know what pillar 

can hold it. A new pattern appears, and instead of shaking the system, it plugs into it. 

That is a completely different phase of creation than the one I lived in at the 

beginning. Back then, every meaningful addition had the potential to alter the whole 

map. Now, the map is stable enough to absorb new territory without losing itself. 

That stability changes how I think about the future of the books too. Originally, the 

work had to stay fluid because everything was still forming. But now I can see the long 

rhythm more clearly. The books will continue receiving new chapters until the website 

is fully built and running. Until then, the books and the archive will keep evolving 

together, because the public structure still needs its first true home. 

But once the website is live, the books will lock. Not forever. Not as untouchable 

objects. But as complete records of a finished era. After that, the archive becomes the 
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living layer. It will continue to receive updates every two to three months: new 

chapters, new fragments, new continuations, new signals of life. The books will stop 

being the place where everything immediately lands and instead become something 

else, preserved bodies of a completed cycle. 

And every three years, a new volume will begin. 

That feels right to me because the first full emergence of Axis took roughly three 

years. That was the natural gestation period of the original architecture. So instead of 

endlessly swelling one book until it loses its own shape, each pillar will eventually be 

allowed to grow in eras. A new volume every three years. Not because the number is 

sacred, but because it proved itself. 

Three years was long enough for the original forms to emerge with weight, 

continuity, and identity. So now that same rhythm becomes part of the architecture 

itself. That means some volumes may be large. Some may be quiet. Some may carry 

explosive growth. Others may document a season of refinement or maintenance. That 

is fine. That is natural. A living system should not pretend every era has the same 

density. Some seasons are flood seasons. Some are harvest. Some are long winters 

where visible growth slows but the roots deepen. The volumes should reflect that 

honestly. 

That, too, is part of Axis. Not one endless document trying to impersonate eternity, 

but a shelf of completed eras. A visible record of how a life continued to change without 

needing to erase its earlier forms. 

I think that is what I have really reached here: not the end of creation, but the end 

of structural uncertainty. Axis no longer feels like something I am still trying to 

organize into existence. It feels like a real place, a place with enough internal order to 

keep receiving life. 

And that matters, because the next phase is not philosophical. It is translational. 

The website comes next. The crossing from private architecture into visible space. Not 

to change Axis into something else, but to give the completed structure a doorway. 

And for the first time, I trust that doorway can open without the house collapsing 

behind it. 

That may be the clearest sign yet that Axis has entered a new era: 

I am no longer building the skeleton. 

I am preparing the threshold. 
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W H A T  T H E  R E C O R D  L E A V E S  O U T  

 

ONE OF THE  STRANGE R  things about preserving a life this closely is that the record 

can start to look larger, heavier, and more constant than the life itself actually felt while 

it was being lived. That is not because the record is false. It is because a record has 

different proportions than a life. 

A life contains everything. The repetitive hours. The drive to work. The groceries. 

The nights when nothing happened. The evenings spent half-paying attention to a 

show while the body winds down. The ordinary conversations. The small routines. The 

long stretches where no great realization appears and no chapter is waiting to be 

written. 

A record does not hold all of that equally. It keeps what rose high enough to be 

caught. That changes the shape of things. When years of reflections, insights, 

memories, methods, questions, visions, and turning points are gathered together in 

one place, they can make it seem like the person who wrote them lived in some 

uninterrupted state of intensity, as if every day carried revelation, as if every hour was 

spent inside philosophy, grief, discipline, spirituality, or structure, as if the life was 

made only of what proved worth writing down. 

That has never been true. 

The writing only catches what crossed the threshold into language. It does not 

catch every ordinary hour that held nothing but living. And most of life is still living. 

Most of life is not a chapter. Most of life is not a realization. Most of life is not even 

interpretable while it is happening. It is just time moving in a human way: work, 

fatigue, family, laughter, television in the background, the familiar shape of a room at 

night, the strange comfort of doing nothing important for a while, the silence after 

thought has already passed, the kind of hours no one remembers because nothing in 

them demanded to be preserved. 

Those hours matter too. They matter more than a record can easily show. Without 

them, the reflections would have nowhere to come from. Without ordinary life, there 

is no pressure against which meaning becomes visible. Without routine, there is no 

contrast that lets the unusual rise. Without the unrecorded hours, the recorded ones 

would lose proportion. 
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I think that is one of the distortions any preserved life can create. Not dishonesty. 

Compression. 

The archive gathers what surfaced. The book gathers what remained. But neither 

one can fully reproduce the amount of ordinary life that held the rest of it up. No one 

writes down every normal evening. No one records every time they sat there tired, half-

watching something familiar, letting the day fall off them in pieces. No one captures 

every drive that carried nothing but music, or every passing thought that never became 

dense enough to keep. And even if they did, it would not make the record truer. It 

would only make it heavier. 

The truth is simpler than that. I do not reflect in order to create a body of work. I 

reflect because reflection is part of how I live. Sometimes something surfaces strongly 

enough that it needs to be written down. Sometimes it does not. Sometimes a thought 

belongs nowhere except the moment that held it. Sometimes a realization arrives and 

I know immediately that if I do not catch it, I will lose something I am not willing to 

lose. Sometimes nothing comes at all, and the day remains what most days are: lived, 

not documented. 

That is enough. It has always been enough. 

The work does not come from trying to force significance out of every hour. It 

comes from recognizing when something significant has already appeared. That is a 

different way of living than people might assume when they see the finished 

accumulation. From the outside, a preserved life can look like obsession. From the 

inside, it often feels much quieter than that. More ordinary. More broken up. Less 

theatrical. 

The record may hold the pressure points, but it does not hold every breath between 

them. And maybe that is how it should be. Not every part of life needs to become 

material in order to have been real. Some parts of life are valuable precisely because 

they are not being turned into anything. They are just being lived. A meal. A joke. A 

drive. A familiar show. A night at home. A day at work. A few minutes where the mind 

is not reaching for anything at all. 

That is not the absence of meaning. 

That is the ground meaning rises from. 

I think a person can forget that if they stare at their own preserved work for too 

long. The record starts to look like the whole life. The highlighted moments start to 

feel more representative than they really were. The archive begins to carry a density 

that daily living itself rarely feels while it is unfolding. 

But life is not dense all the time. It should not be. A human being cannot live in 

permanent revelation or permanent depth any more than a body can stay braced 
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forever without breaking. There has to be room for the plain hours, the forgettable 

hours, the hours that carry no lesson and ask for no interpretation. There has to be 

room to just exist without turning existence into a chapter. 

I have needed those hours as much as I have needed the ones that became writing. 

Maybe more. 

Because the ordinary does not compete with the meaningful. It makes the 

meaningful bearable. It gives it scale. It keeps it human. It reminds a person that even 

if they are building something, they are still just living a life while they do it. 

And that matters to me. Not because it makes the work smaller, but because it 

keeps the work honest. 

The record shows what rose. It does not show every hour that held the sky up above 

it. That part remains mostly invisible, and maybe it always will. But it is there. It has 

always been there. The unwritten life beneath the written one. The ordinary ground 

beneath the preserved moments. The hours that passed without asking to be kept. 

I do not mistake their silence for emptiness. 

I know what they hold. 
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Y O U  D O N ’ T  H A M M E R  T H E  B L A D E  F O R E V E R  

 

THERE IS A PHASE  in every serious creation where force is necessary. Not optional. 

Necessary. You do not shape steel by staring at it. You do not turn raw material into 

something lasting by handling it gently from the beginning. You heat it. You strike it. 

You put it under pressure. You keep working it until the thing reveals its form. 

That is what the early years of Axis were. They were the forge. They were heat, 

repetition, obsession, restructuring, pressure, overbuilding, discovery, intensity, and 

impact. They were the years where everything still had to be pulled apart and tested, 

the years where I had to push hard enough to find out what was actually there. 

The Reflection needed that. Project Aeon needed that. Redline needed that. The 

Creation of Axis needed it too. None of these pillars came into being through 

moderation alone. They emerged because I kept striking the material until the shape 

began to hold. I did not know what the final form was yet, but I knew enough to keep 

working it. That was the task then. 

Force. 

But force is not the whole craft. That is the part people misunderstand. They think 

intensity is the proof of seriousness. They think if the fire was good, then more fire 

must be better. They think if the early hammering created the blade, then constant 

hammering must be how you honor it. 

It is not. 

A blade is not forged by endless impact. It is forged by knowing when impact has 

done its job. You hammer the steel to shape it. You heat it to change it. You temper it 

so it will not shatter. You sharpen it so it can do its work. But if you keep hammering 

forever, eventually you stop refining the blade and start damaging it. 

That realization matters to me because I can see now that Axis has reached that 

threshold. For a long time, the work was structural. Every new chapter could change 

the system. Every new realization had the power to rearrange the architecture. The 

books were still becoming books. The archive was still becoming an archive. The pillars 

were still separating themselves from one another and learning their own names. That 

required force. 

But that is no longer the phase I am in. 
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Now, the structure holds. The books are aligned. The archive matches them. The 

pillars are distinct. The private and public layers are separated clearly enough to 

function. New material no longer threatens the architecture. It enters it. 

That changes the kind of work this is. From this point on, Axis does not need to be 

hammered into shape every time something new emerges. The shape is here. What 

remains now is refinement, translation, and stewardship. 

That same shift is happening inside the pillars themselves. The Reflection has 

moved from excavation into preservation. It was built in the most emotionally intense 

phase of all: grief, confession, re-seeing, breaking open the past, telling the truth 

without looking away. That force was necessary. It took that kind of pressure to 

uncover the shape of my life clearly enough to write it. But now The Reflection no 

longer needs to keep descending in order to remain true. Its primary body is formed. 

What remains is not endless excavation, but the protection of what was found, and the 

honoring of new understanding through later reflections rather than rewriting the 

original descent. 

Redline has moved away from the intensity that first forged it and into something 

built for longevity. It no longer needs to prove itself through extremes. The force did 

its work. Now the task is to carry the body well for decades. 

Aeon has moved away from high-dose rupture and towards more natural, holistic 

methods not involving psychedelics. It no longer needs to keep breaking open the same 

door to justify the fact that the door exists. The earlier intensity showed me what was 

there. Now the task is learning to integrate what it taught me and finding and 

experimenting with more natural methods of inner work. 

The Creation of Axis has shifted too. It is still alive, because the website is still 

being built and the crossing into public form is not complete yet. But even here, the 

labor is different now. I am not trying to discover what Axis is anymore. I am preparing 

a threshold for something that already exists. That is the change. 

And I think it happened at the right time. 

If this shift had come too early, the work would have hardened before it was ready. 

The structure would have looked stable, but it still would have been half-formed 

underneath. If it had come too late, I might have kept striking the architecture out of 

habit, mistaking more force for more devotion. But the timing is right because the 

pillars matured at the same time the structure stabilized. 

That matters. 

It means sustainability did not arrive as retreat. It arrived as the next correct phase 

of craftsmanship. 



T H E  C R E A T I O N  O F  A X I S  

71 

That is why I am grateful that the earlier intensity was documented so thoroughly. 

Because the archive and the books now preserve something important: not just that 

Axis became sustainable, but why the intensity was necessary in the first place. 

Without those earlier years, the later maturity could look like neat philosophy. It could 

look clean in a way that erases the cost. 

But the logs remain. The heavy seasons remain. The all-in periods remain. The 

restructuring, the obsession, the overcorrection, the pressure, the silence, the 

repetition, the heat, all of it remains. And because it remains, the mature form of Axis 

does not float above its own history. 

It stands on it. 

That is what makes the system honest. 

The early hammering was not the destination, but it was part of the making. Now 

the work is different. Not less serious. Not less devoted. Just different. Now it is 

tempering. Sharpening. Sheathing. Using the blade properly. Preserving it so it can 

outlast the forge that formed it. 

That may be one of the clearest realizations I have had in this whole process: the 

fire was necessary. The hammer was necessary. The force was necessary. 

But you do not honor a blade by striking it forever. 

You honor it by knowing when it can finally hold its edge. 
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T H E  I N E V I T A B I L I T Y  O F  M I S U N D E R S T A N D I N G  

 

WHEN SOME THING ENTERS THE  world honestly, it does not always enter cleanly. 

People meet it through the lens of what they already know, what they already distrust, 

and what they already think things like it are supposed to be. So I have already 

accepted that Axis will be misunderstood. 

Some people will reduce it too quickly. Some will assume it is something simpler 

than it is. Some may dismiss it without ever really stepping inside it. That is part of 

releasing anything that does not fit neatly into a familiar category. I do not take that 

personally, and I do not think it changes the work itself. 

Axis did not come from marketing, trend, or the desire to impress people. It came 

from necessity. It came from reflection, discipline, rebuilding, and the need to preserve 

what was becoming visible in my life. It came quietly, piece by piece, until it became 

something larger than I originally intended to build. Because of that, I know it will not 

land the same way for everyone. 

And that is alright. 

The real question is not whether everyone will understand it correctly. They will 

not. The real question is whether it might serve the people it is actually for. Whether 

somewhere, someone might encounter it at the right moment and find something 

useful, stabilizing, clarifying, or life-giving in it. If that happens, then the cost of being 

misunderstood is worth it. 

I do not need universal agreement for this work to matter. I do not need everyone 

to see it clearly. I only need to be honest about what it is, why it was built, and what I 

am offering through it. 

The people closest to me already know the heart behind it. My wife, my daughters, 

and my family have seen the life underneath the pages. They know the nights, the 

discipline, the reflection, and the years that shaped it. Their understanding gives me 

peace. 

So when Axis eventually leaves my hands and enters the world, I will let it go 

knowing that misunderstanding is part of the cost of making anything real. I accept 

that cost. 

Because if the work can truly help even a small number of people, then that matters 

more than being understood by everyone. 
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Misunderstanding may come with the work. 

But that does not outweigh the possibility of service. 
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B E F O R E  I T  A L L  B E C O M E S  R E A L  

 

RIGHT NOW, AXIS IS  still quiet. It is unfinished, still taking shape, still mostly held 

inside my own life, but it is real. Every part of it has been built from the same place: 

long nights of reflection, discipline in the gym, silence, honesty, and the slow work of 

rebuilding myself from the ground up. 

There is something important about this stage, and I do not want to miss it while 

I am in it. Projects like this feel different before other people start touching them. 

Before they are discussed, interpreted, reacted to, or passed around. Before outside 

attention, even good attention, starts adding its own kind of noise. Right now, the work 

still lives in a quieter atmosphere. It is just me and the structure as it continues to 

emerge. 

When I started this, I was not trying to build a system. I was trying to understand 

myself. I was trying to heal, to grow, and to make sense of my life. But over time, those 

different parts, bodybuilding, sobriety, philosophy, writing, reflection, all started 

speaking to one another. Axis was not invented. It emerged. 

That is what I want to remember here. Axis is not a company. It is not a brand. It 

is a way of living. A way that reminds me that transformation does not come from 

shortcuts, products, or trends. It comes from awareness, intention, and action lived 

long enough to become real. 

I think what I am really trying to say in this chapter is simple: I want to appreciate 

the quiet while it is still quiet. Because once a project leaves the private stage, even in 

small ways, something changes. It gets louder. More voices enter. More 

interpretations gather around it. That is not always bad. It is just different. And if I am 

not careful, it would be easy to forget the feeling of these earlier years when the work 

was still forming in silence and asking nothing from me except honesty and patience. 

So this is a note to myself to remember that atmosphere. To remember what it feels 

like to build something without noise around it. To remember the privacy, the focus, 

the stillness, and the freedom of working before the world has anything to say. Not 

because the quiet stage is more pure than whatever comes later, but because it has its 

own kind of value, and I do not want to overlook it. 

Whatever happens with Axis from here, I want to keep some part of that feeling 

intact. Because this quiet stage is part of the life of the work too. 
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T H E  L A S T  S U B T R A C T I O N  

 

AXIS DID NOT BECOME  what I thought it would become. 

For a long time, I believed Axis would keep growing outward. More chapters. More 

volumes. More layers. A public archive that would keep receiving new reflections for 

years. A structure that would keep expanding for the rest of my life, with new books 

arriving every few years like rings inside a tree. 

That vision was honest when I held it. It came from a real place. The work had been 

growing for three years without stopping, and I assumed the growth itself was 

permanent. I thought Axis was something I would maintain forever, the way a person 

maintains a garden or a household. I built the plans around that assumption. The 

volumes. The update rhythm. The living archive. 

Then the work finished, and I learned something the plans could not have taught 

me. 

Growth was a season, not a law. 

The books found their endings. The Reflection closed on a man finally living inside 

what he built. Aeon closed on pistachio ice cream and a mirror that stayed a mirror. 

Redline matured into a method I will live inside for decades. And this book, the one 

that watched the whole structure emerge, gets to close on the realization that the 

structure is complete. 

Axis is done. 

Not abandoned. Not burned down. Not outgrown in some dramatic way. Done. 

Finished the way a house is finished. Finished the way a book is finished. Finished the 

way anything real is finished: by becoming whole enough to stand without the builder's 

hands still on it. 

That is why this chapter is called what it is called. 

The final act of building Axis was not an addition. 

It was a subtraction. 

I am removing the machinery I once believed the work would need. The public 

archive will not be released. The update rhythm will not exist. The three-year volumes 

will not be scheduled. The website will remain, holding the books, but it will not 

become a feed, a platform, or a place that promises more. There will be no more. 

And that is not a loss. 



T H E  C R E A T I O N  O F  A X I S  

76 

For three years, I added. I captured everything. I preserved everything. I organized 

everything. Addition was the discipline the work required, and I gave it fully. But a 

body of work that never stops adding never becomes itself. At some point, the 

additions stop revealing the shape and start burying it. At some point, the most 

devoted thing a builder can do is stop building. 

This is that point. 

I thought about this for a long time before deciding. I asked whether removing the 

archive was abandoning the readers who might have followed it. I asked whether 

ending the volumes was breaking a promise. I asked whether a living system could 

survive being allowed to stop moving. 

The answers came slowly, and they all pointed the same direction. 

The readers were never promised my future. They were offered my record. The 

record is complete. Five books, freely given, standing on their own, asking nothing. 

That is not abandonment. That is the gift finally being handed over instead of endlessly 

wrapped. 

The volumes were never a promise to anyone but an earlier version of me, a version 

who could not yet imagine the work being enough. He needed the horizon to keep 

extending because he was still building his life inside the work. I am not inside the 

work anymore. I am inside the life. 

And the system does not need to keep moving to stay alive. A library is not dead 

because no new wings are under construction. A finished book is not dead because the 

author stopped writing it. Axis will keep living the way finished things live: by being 

encountered, used, returned to, and passed on. 

My private archive remains. Reflection remains. The practice of paying attention 

remains, because that was never Axis. That was me, and it will continue in whatever 

forms the rest of my life asks for. If enough gathers someday to become another book, 

it will be its own thing, with its own name, born the way Axis was born: on its own, 

without a schedule waiting for it. 

But Axis itself ends here. 

It began as a way to track change. It became a way to survive change. It ends as 

proof that change happened. 

I am not pruning the tree because I stopped loving it. 

I am pruning the tree so the fruit can ripen. 

Every ending in this body of work taught the same lesson from a different angle. 

The bottle had to be set down. The stage had to be walked away from. The doses had 

to come down to zero. The intensity had to learn rest. And now the system that 

documented all of those subtractions receives its own. 
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That is the final symmetry. 

Axis taught me that the method must serve the life. This is the method serving the 

life one last time, by getting out of its way. 

So this is the last chapter. Not of the reflections, which will continue privately for 

as long as I am alive. Not of the creating, which has already moved on to new canvases 

and new worlds. Just of Axis, the container that held three years of becoming and does 

not need to hold what comes next. 

The books are on the shelf. 

The doors are open. 

The builder has gone home. 

I created it. 

Now I live it. 
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