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	To every awakened fuck-up who glimpsed the light and then promptly tripped over their own ego.

	 

	This one’s for us
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	Introduction

	The Morning After the End of the World

	 

	 

	 

	You woke up. Congratulations. The search is over, the seeker is dead, and absolutely nothing happened.

	Except now it’s 7:14 a.m. on a Tuesday, your kid is screaming because the seam in their left sock feels like barbed fucking wire, your boss just scheduled a 9 a.m. stand-up about “synergy alignment”, and the person you love most in the world is standing at the kitchen counter asking – for the third time this month – why you’ve been so goddamn distant lately.

	Welcome to the rest of your life.

	Everyone told you awakening would feel like permanent bliss, freedom, or at least a floaty glow you could Instagram. Nobody told you about the part where you still have to buy milk, file taxes in the name of a self that no longer exists, and apologize for snapping at your mother like there’s still someone there to be sorry.

	This book is the owner’s manual nobody handed you the moment the lights came on and the furniture was still there, covered in cat hair and unpaid bills. I’m one of you. I’m not a guru on a cushion. I’m the idiot who woke up and still burns toast, still gets horny, still cries at airport reunions, still doom-scrolls at 2 a.m. when insomnia wins. The only difference is I stopped waiting for the ordinary to fuck off and disappear.

	These pages are for the awakened cashier, the enlightened accountant, the non-dual single mom, the realized fuck-up who still hasn’t figured out dating, the sage who lies awake worrying about their goddamn retirement account. If you’re waiting for the day you’ll finally “feel awakened” 24/7, stop. That day isn’t coming. This is it. The laundry. The traffic. The orgasm. The cancer scare. The grocery line. The first kiss after you realized there’s nobody there to kiss.

	This is the miracle, hiding in plain sight, wearing yesterday’s sweatpants and yesterday’s underwear. You’re already awake. Now come be gloriously, messily, stupidly human inside that recognition.

	I’ll meet you in the kitchen. 

	The kettle’s on.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	The Day the Music Stopped

	(What “Done” Actually Feels Like)

	 

	 

	 

	I remember the exact second the whole circus collapsed.

	I was driving down some forgotten stretch of national road, arguing with a friend on speakerphone about whether my new meditation teacher was full of shit or not. Mid-sentence – mid-fucking-breath – the argument, the teacher, the friend, the car, the entire idea of “me” trying to get somewhere just vanished. There was only the hum of tyres on tar, the smell of a stale garage pie wrapper in the passenger seat, and a silence so complete it swallowed the universe. I almost drove off the road laughing.

	For the next four days I floated. Colours were obscene. I cried at robots because the sky was so fucking beautiful. I wanted to hug the lady scanning my groceries like the whole world had turned into love. Every breath felt like the first one ever taken. I was walking around with my chest cracked wide open and love pouring out like someone had kicked over a fire hydrant.

	 

	Then day five happened.

	I was sitting in the garage forecourt, eating a cold pie that tasted like wet cardboard. The silence was still there, but the fireworks were gone. The sandwich was just a sandwich. The sky was just a sky. And I was still here, chewing.

	Had I imagined it? Was the self already rebuilding itself while I wasn’t looking?

	I drove home crying, convinced I’d just had the spiritual equivalent of a psychotic breakdown.

	That crash is universal. The high wears off. The neurochemical love-drug party ends, and you’re left holding a floppy balloon, wondering if you hallucinated the whole goddamn thing.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	The Six Hangovers of Post-Awakening Life 

	 (And How to Survive Them)

	 

	 

	 

	You thought the hard part was seeing through the illusion.

	Wrong.

	The hard part is Thursday.

	Here are the six flavors of “what the actual fuck is happening to me” that hit almost everyone after the honeymoon glow fades.

	If you’re currently experiencing four or more, congratulations – you’re right on fucking schedule.

	1. The Bliss Crash

	One day the background music of universal love is blasting so fucking loud you want to hug ‘strangers’ at the shopping mall. At this point, you have unfathomable understanding of the interconnectedness of all things and everyone is your reflection in a different avatar. All is one!

	The next day it’s gone.

	Silence. Flatness. Grey.

	You poke around inside yourself like a tongue worrying about a missing tooth: Where the fuck did it go?

	Spoiler: It didn’t go anywhere.

	It was a neurochemical bonus track. Your brain gave you the spiritual equivalent of a love-drug for 72 to 96 hours so you wouldn’t freak out and rebuild the ego the second everything collapsed.

	Now the training wheels are off. This is the real deal: peace that doesn’t feel like anything in particular.

	Get used to it. It’s quieter, but it doesn’t leave when the Wi-Fi does.

	My personal low point: week three after the shift. I went to a store to pick up few things, and whilst in the cereal aisle, I realized I felt exactly the same as I did before the whole thing happened – except now I knew it was all empty and that made it worse. 

	I stood there holding a box of Coco Pops and started crying because the monkey on the box looked so fucking meaningless.

	A mom with a toddler walked by and gave me the “is this guy a danger to my child” side-eye.

	That was the day I understood the crash is real.

	 

	 

	2. Existential Boredom (a.k.a. “Is This It?” Syndrome)

	Life loses its movie-trailer soundtrack. No swelling strings, no dramatic arc, no Oscar-worthy redemption scene waiting in the wings.

	You wake up, brush teeth, answer emails, eat leftovers, sleep. Repeat.

	The mind screams: “There has to be more than this!” Well, There isn’t. And there is. Simultaneously.

	Boredom is the new bliss. When you stop trying to escape it, it turns into the most spacious thing you’ve ever felt. Until then, it feels like death by beige.

	I spent four straight months in this one. I would sit on the couch staring at the wall for hours, waiting for something – anything – to feel significant again. Nothing did.

	One afternoon I actually said out loud, “If this is enlightenment, you can fucken keep it”. The wall didn’t answer, but the boredom sure did: it opened up like a giant empty cathedral and swallowed me whole. That was the first time I tasted real freedom. It felt like nothing, but it was everything – all at once!

	 

	3. Free-Fall Anxiety

	With no self left to defend, the mind has no job. So it makes busywork:

	“Wait, if there’s no me, who’s going to make sure I’m safe/loved/successful/rich/alive?!”

	Cue random panic attacks at 3 p.m. over literally nothing.

	Your nervous system is detoxing from a lifetime of imaginary threats.

	My body thought it was dying for about six weeks. Heart racing while folding laundry. Sudden vertigo in the middle of brushing my teeth. One night I woke up convinced I was having a heart attack because there was no “me” to guarantee tomorrow.

	Turns out the body doesn’t give a fuck about your realization when it’s been running on cortisol for 33 years.

	Pro tip: 

	Don’t try to meditate it away. Go for a walk, do push-ups, scream into a pillow, fuck your partner senseless – give the animal something physical to do until it remembers it’s home.

	 

	4. Rage at the Dream

	You see the trance everyone’s in (chasing money, status, validation, enlightenment) and suddenly you want to flip tables like Jesus in the temple. You judge asleep people. You judge yourself for judging. You judge yourself for judging yourself judging.

	This is spiritual anger: the ego’s last stand dressed in non-dual clothing.
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