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Introduction

Before we dive into this pool, I want to reflect on the current distorted version of Stoicism you might've seen online.  The thing about the modern "Stoic" brand is that it's been co-opted by the "sigma male, grindset, and emotionless alpha" crowd, and it completely misses the entire point.




It's like we're seeing the same book, but they're reading a totally different story.




The "Sigma Male" interpretation is all about external images. It's about being unshakeable, so you can win. It's a performance. It's a suit of armor you put on to appear impenetrable to the world. It's fundamentally ego-driven. It turns Stoicism into a tool for manipulation and status-seeking, which is the exact opposite of what it's for.




But the real Stoicism? The one from the Porch? That's an internal operating system. It's not about suppressing emotion; it's about interrogating it. It's not about being a stone-cold statue; it's about not being a slave to every passing feeling that hijacks your brain.




The goal isn't to become emotionless. The goal is not to let a bad emotion lead you to act like a jerk. It's not to let a good emotion like pride make you arrogant. It's about creating the space between a trigger and your response so you can choose the virtuous action, not the reactive one.




 It's the key to living virtuously in our current chaotic and often overwhelming modern society. Because the world is designed to hijack our impulses. The news makes us outraged. Social media makes us envious. Advertising makes us dissatisfied with what we already have. The "sigma" response is to try to dominate that system. The Stoic response is to opt out of its control over your mind.




Stoicism isn't a cudgel to seem tough. It's a shield to protect your peace. It's not about being a cool, unfeeling guy. It's about being a good, resilient, and compassionate person in a world that often rewards the exact opposite.




It's the philosophy of the person who gets cut off in traffic and doesn't fly into a rage, not because they're "cool," but because they know that the other driver's actions are outside their control and that arriving safely with their character intact is more important than "winning" the road.




So yeah, this popular "edgy" interpretation is a complete misunderstanding. If that version of Stoicism is what you are familiar with, I hope my work can offer a more useful and authentic alternative. It's not about building a harder exterior. It's about cultivating a more resilient, virtuous, and actually powerful core. It's for anyone tired of being yanked around by every external event and wants to find a sense of purpose and calm that comes from within.




I wrote this book as a love letter to all the stoics who helped me during my hard times, and they are still helping me to this day. This is not some classic literature or heavy book to digest. I intend this book to be just as its name says, "A Talk About Stoicism". Think of it as the first little handbook to help you on your journey to becoming a better person.




It's up to you what you will do after you've finished this book. As Sam Harris said, " You are not controlling the storm, and you are not lost in it. You are the storm." 




Enjoy the read, buddy.




Derek Zwe





Chapter 1

The Stoic Porch

I sat on the bench and looked at my worn leather watch. It was already past noon, and yet David hadn't arrived.

"Wasn't he the one who called me first…?" I muttered to myself.

The park was relatively quiet, with not many people around, and the weather was good. Not so sunny; not so cloudy; just enough to get the peace of mind. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes…trying to get in touch with nature while the gentle breeze slowly tickled my face.

"What are you doing, Connor?" I heard a calm voice coming from in front of me. I didn't even need to open my eyes to see it was David.

"Just meditating…since someone left me stranded in the park for an hour," I talked back to him sarcastically.

"But I was getting you a coffee."

I opened one eye and saw David handing me a coffee cup with steam coming out of its cap. I looked at David; he was smiling as usual. A black bag was hanging over the right side of his shoulder. I suddenly remembered that I never saw him without smiling throughout college. I took my coffee from his hand.

"May I?" David gestured to the spot beside me. I raised an eyebrow and moved a little to the left to make him some space. He chuckled and sat.

"How long have we not seen each other?"

"Probably a couple of years," I sipped a coffee and answered him nonchalantly.

It was true that I hadn't seen him since we finished college and went our separate ways. David and I were roommates throughout our college life, but our friendship got cold soon after that. I was even about to forget his name up until that point.

"I'm moving to another state, Connor," David said calmly.

I glanced at him. He was just sitting casually, crossing one leg over another. Looking at people from afar as if he's looking at a painting.

"For what?" I asked.

"I don't know…I'm still figuring out, but I think I want to start over."

"Is that why you called me? To say goodbye?"

"No, I called you because I heard you're having a hard time."

I sighed and looked away. I didn't want anyone to know my struggle. Maybe I was too scared to get my pride hurt.

"Yeah…I lost my job and can't find another one yet. I'm barely living on my savings…and I'm not even sure how I'm gonna do next month."

My voice was a little loud because of my pent-up frustration. But David listened carefully without judging, without saying a single word. After looking at me for a while, he started speaking gently.

"That's why I want to give you some advice…before I move out."

"Buddy, I think I need more cash than advice," I said jokingly.

"True…but I still think it's worth more than money"

"What is it?"

"Have you ever heard about Stoicism?"

David smiled again. I didn't know what to answer at first because it seemed so out of the blue.

"It's a philosophy thing…I guess?"

"It's more than that…if you have time for me, I want to explain it to you first. So…?"

I looked over my watch. Actually, nothing was waiting for me ahead; instead of job hunting, I was rather exhausted, so I thought talking with him might've been relaxing. It was one of the best decisions I'd made. Like I said, it was a good day…

"Yeah, why not?"

David's eyes got sparkled for a moment. He seemed excited for a little while. He fixed his posture and turned to me. I looked at him and saw that his face was determined. There, I realized, he didn't call me just to have a light talk. David started speaking enthusiastically.

"Alright, so picture this: Athens, around 300 BC. It's a hub of ideas, right? Philosophers are everywhere, debating the meaning of life in the agora. You've got Plato's Academy and Aristotle's Lyceum; these are the big, fancy, prestigious schools. It's like the Ivy League of ancient philosophy. Now, there's a guy named Zeno of Citium."

"What's his deal?" I asked while sipping my coffee.

"Well…his story is pretty wild. He wasn't even from Athens; he was a merchant from Cyprus. Legend has it he was shipwrecked on a voyage, lost almost everything, and washed up in Athens…So there he was, probably feeling pretty defeated. And one day, he wandered into a bookshop.

He started reading about Socrates, and he was hooked right away. He turned to the bookseller and asked, basically, "Where can I find a guy like that?" And as luck would have it, the famous philosopher Crates was walking by at that exact moment. The bookseller just pointed and said to follow that man.

And Zeno did! He became Crates' student like that. But here's the important part: Crates was a Cynic. Now, the Cynics were...kinda intense. They believed in rejecting all societal conventions. Living like a stray dog, begging for food, and shamelessly living in accordance with nature. It was a pretty hardcore "minimalist" lifestyle.  I think I should tell you a little bit about Cynicism before we continue." David coughed a little.

"I know what Cynicism is. It's like a hater thing, right?" I snapped my finger.

David shrugged at my answer.

"…Not quite right…Okay, so just imagine you've seen it all. Every promise, every ad, every politician's speech... You just automatically think, "Yeah, right. What's the real reason? That's cynicism in a nutshell."

"Oh…" I decided to just listen quietly to what he said before I started to look like an idiot. David continued…

"It's basically a giant, permanent eye-roll at... everything. A cynic looks at someone doing a nice thing and assumes they just want something. They hear a big, idealistic plan and immediately point out how it'll probably fail or be corrupt.

It's not just being in a bad mood; it's a whole mindset of expecting the worst from people and situations. They think self-interest is the only thing that ever really motivates anyone.

So yeah, it's like wearing armor made of skepticism and disappointment. It protects you from being naive, but it can also make you a bummer to be around if you never take it off.

" You can see those kinds of people nowadays everywhere," I sighed. David nodded, agreeing with my statement. I raised my eyebrows and signaled him to go on. Then, he cleared his throat and started to get back on track.

"So, there's Diogenes, the poster child for the first cynics. He didn't just talk about rejecting society's rules; he literally lived in a giant clay jar, owned nothing, and begged for food.

The story goes that the famous conqueror Alexander the Great came to see this legendary weirdo. Alexander, the most powerful man in the world, stood over Diogenes and said, 'Ask me for anything you want.'

Diogenes, who was sunbathing, just replied, 'Yeah, could you step aside? You're blocking my sun.'

That was how the vibe of that philosophy is. The name "Cynic" might even come from the Greek word kynikos, which means 'dog-like' because they lived so simply and shamelessly that people called them dogs.

But the whole point wasn't just to be a grumpy pessimist. It was a radical philosophy:

1. Society's values (money, fame, power) are fake and make us miserable.

2. True happiness comes from being self-sufficient and living in virtue, according to nature.

3. The best way to show this is to shamelessly reject all the BS.

Over time, the 'living virtuously' part got lost, and all that was left was the 'rejecting everything' attitude. So the modern meaning of cynicism, the constant suspicion and mocking, is like the grumpy, simplified ghost of what Diogenes was originally about!"

David raised his hands and acted like he had found the cure for cancer. I was indeed impressed with his knowledge at that time. I didn't know he was that deep into history and stuff.

"So…can I continue about Stoicism?"

"...O-oh yeah, please do," I stuttered a bit.

"So, Crates and Zeno. Even though Crates was a cynic, he was more like the 'Nice Guy' of Cynicism.

He was Diogenes' student, but his demeanor was totally different. Where Diogenes was the ultimate confrontational troll, Crates was more like a cheerful, wandering hippie. He was famous for being universally well-liked and was even called 'the door-opener' because he'd just walk into people's houses uninvited to give them advice or cheer them up, and nobody minded!

His big claim to fame was that he was born super-rich, inherited a fortune, and gave it all away to live a life of simple poverty. The story goes he told the bankers to give his money to his countrymen, saying something like, 'Unless, of course, you're all a bunch of idiots, then maybe keep it.' He literally traded his wealth for a life of freedom and philosophy.

Zeno appreciated the focus on virtue and living in line with nature like his mentor, but the whole 'public indecency' thing might have been a bit much for him. He wanted something a bit more... practical for the everyday person.

So, he started teaching his own philosophy. And where did he teach? Not in some fancy, endowed building. He taught out in the public, under the colonnades on the north side of the Athenian agora. This colonnade was called the Stoa Poikilē, which means the "Painted Porch" because it was decorated with these famous murals of Greek battles and myths.

And guess what, his students literally just became known as "the men who gather at the Porch." In Greek, that's hoi stōikoi. And that, my friend, is how "Stoicism" got its name. It’s not some lofty term; it’s literally named after a porch. I love that. It’s so down-to-earth from the very beginning."

David finished his speech and finally started drinking his coffee. And I looked at him in awe.

"Did you do homework or something?" 

David smiled at my statement. He then chuckled a bit and ruffled his hair.

"More or less," He then took some kind of journal out of his bag. At that point, I was interested in what he was going to say next, and I couldn't wait for it.

"So what was that Zeno guy selling on that porch?" I asked.


" Well…the core idea was actually brilliant and simple: The goal of life is to live in accordance with nature, and by doing that, we'll achieve Eudaimonia."



"The heck is Eudaimonia!?" I was really fumbling when I heard that word. David waved his hand as if it wasn't worth the reaction I was giving. Maybe he was right.


"Now, don't let that word scare you. Eudaimonia is often translated as 'happiness,' but it's so much more than a fleeting feeling. It's better thought of as flourishing, fulfillment, or a life well-lived. It's about being the best version of a human being you can be.

And if you ask how you do that, it's through virtue. For the Stoics, virtue, being wise, courageous, just, and disciplined, is the only true good. It's the one thing that can't be taken from you and the only thing you truly need for eudaimonia.


Zeno built this thing from the ground up. By the end of his life, he was a hugely respected figure in Athens. The story goes that the Athenians were so impressed with his character that they awarded him a golden crown and built a tomb for him at public expense, a massive honor.



But here's the best part, the part that really cements his legacy: his death." David finished his coffee and licked his lips like he was savoring this moment. 



"How so?" I also sipped mine and realized that it had gone cold already. David continued speaking. 



"The story goes that when Zeno was very old, he was leaving the Stoa one day and tripped and fell. Then, he broke his toe. 
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