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“The craving for something more was the equivalent, on a low level, of the spiritual thirst  of our being for wholeness, expressed in medieval language: the union with God.” 

— C A R L J U N G , 1 9 6 1 

“Spiritum contra spiritum”—spirit against spirit. 
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__________ 






I did not choose to write this book. This book chose me. Ancient texts do not wait on shelves for discovery; they come to you when you are prepared to see them.  

It was born the way fire is born—because the conditions demanded it. I sat down because I could not stop thinking about an ancient text— older than the Bible and rooted in the Egyptian wisdom tradition that predates Moses—that described my life with more precision than any therapist, guide, or diagnostic manual ever had. The Corpus Hermeticum VII—a short, fierce, ancient sermon about waking up from the sleep of ignorance—read like it was written by someone who had been to the rooms. The words read as though they were written by someone who had personally experienced the illusion. Someone who had walked through the door.  

I penned this book for those who have overcome it yet remain unaware of what lies beyond it.  

I wrote it for the ones who woke up and then realized that recovery was only the beginning—that the real work, the real stripping, the real awakening was still ahead. I wrote it for the ones who sense that the ancient instructions— trust God, clean house, help others—
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are not just a program for managing symptoms. They are a program for waking up. This is a program that encourages individuals to shed their outer layers and embrace the light.  

I wrote it for those mystics who are unaware of their own mystical nature. I wrote it for the seekers who believe their suffering is exclusive to them. This book is intended for those who experience the depths of their suffering on a daily basis yet lacks a language to express their emotions.  This book is in that language.  

It is not a scholarly work. I am not a scholar. It is not a theological argument. I am not a theologian. It is the testimony of a man who drank himself to the edge of death, was pulled back by grace, and then spent years discovering that the ancient wisdom traditions had been describing the exact same journey all along—the same flood, the same guide, the same covering, the same door.  

You do not need to belong to any tradition or practice to read this book. You do not need to be in recovery or carry any diagnosis. You do not need to know the Corpus Hermeticum, Jungian psychology, or believe in God. You need only one thing: the willingness to consider that the life you have been living might be a set and that there might be a door hidden in the painted sky.  

This book is about the human condition. This book is not about addiction, even though addiction is one of its most prominent symptoms. The disease I describe in these pages is older than any substance and wider than any diagnosis. It is the disease of forgetting who you are. It afflicts executives in their corner offices, mothers 
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at their kitchen tables, and teenagers staring at screens at three in the morning. It afflicts the religious and the secular, the successful and the failing, the young and the old. The flood described by the ancient Hermetic text does not ask whether you drink from a bottle or from the world itself. It carries everyone. And the door out is available to everyone. My doorway happened to be addiction. Yours may be the spiritual emptiness of discovering that nothing on the outside can give you fulfillment or the quiet suffocation of a life that looks fine on the outside and is dying within. The door does not care how you arrive. It only asks that you walk through.  

If you have that willingness—even a sliver of it, even a whisper— then this book is for you.  

Read it slowly. Read it with your chest, not just with your eyes. Let it sit. Let it stir. And if something in these pages wants to remember rather than learning, pay attention to that. That is the signal. That is the Spirit recognizing itself.  

The door is open.  

What I ask of you is this: suspend your certainty. You do not need to believe what I believe. You can reject the Hermetic tradition, disagree with Jung, and decline any theology whatsoever. I ask that you read with your instinct before your mind can argue. The part that recognizes truth the way a compass recognizes north— not through analysis, but through alignment.  

If something on these pages feels true, let it be. Do not let the mind talk you out of what the heart has already recognized. The mind is 
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brilliant. The mind is powerful. The mind can construct arguments against any truth that threatens its sovereignty. But the heart knows what the mind cannot calculate. And the heart, in my experience, has never lied to me. It has confused me. It has frightened me. It has led me to places the mind said were dangerous. But it has never lied.  

It is wonderful to meet you at this juncture of your path. Now let us take a walk together.  

Garrett J Kellas 
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The Door in the Painted Sky 
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__________ 






There is a scene at the end of The Truman Show that never leaves you.  

Truman has spent his entire life inside a fiction. The sky is a ceiling. The people around him are actors. Every sunrise, every relationship, every moment of his existence has been scripted, produced, and broadcast for an audience he does not know is watching. He eats breakfast in a kitchen designed by strangers. He drives to work on roads that lead nowhere beyond the edges of the set. He kisses his wife goodnight without knowing she was hired for the role. Every aspect of his life—his experiences, the weather, the obstacles, and the triumphs—has been manufactured for entertainment.  

But something in him always sensed the edges. The cracks. The way the light fell wrong sometimes. The way people repeated themselves. A stage light falling from the sky and being explained away as airplane debris. His father appearing on the street after being declared dead. There was a persistent, nameless feeling that there was more, something beyond what he could see, and something just outside the frame.  




And then one day, his boat hits the wall.  

The horizon he had been sailing toward— the endless possibility he believed in—turns out to be paint on plaster. The sky is a ceiling. The world has a boundary. Everything he thought was real was a set. 

The ocean he was sailing across was a shallow tank on a soundstage.  

He finds the stairs. He climbs. And at the top, there is a door.  

Just a simple door, hidden in the painted sky.  

The creator of the show—Christof— speaks to him from above. A voice from the heavens, but not God. A false god. The architect of his prison. Christof tells Truman there is no more truth out there than in the world he created for him. Same lies. Same deceit. But in his world, Truman has nothing to fear.  

Stay inside. Stay comfortable. Stay asleep. The final argument.  

I have heard that voice. I have heard it in my own head a thousand times. The voice that says the unknown is worse than the known. The voice that says the prison you can predict is safer than the freedom you cannot. The voice that says stay—stay numb, stay small, stay asleep, stay where I can control you.  

Truman listens. Pauses. He looks up at the voice that has controlled his entire life. And you can see the moment it happens— the moment the spell breaks. He does not argue with Christof. He does not debate. He simply recognizes that the voice, however powerful, however persuasive, however godlike in its authority, is not God. It is the creator of a prison, not the creator of a world.  

Then he turns to the door. He bows—not in defeat, but in farewell. He honors the place he is leaving. He acknowledges the world that raised him, the set that shaped him, and the life that brought him to this threshold.  

And he walks through.  

He does not know what is on the other side. He does not ask for proof. He does not wait for a sign. He does not demand to see the net before he jumps. He does not consult a committee or read a book about walking through doors or attend an online seminar on the theological implications of thresholds.  He just opens the door and steps into the unknown.  

I want to pause on the word "unknown," because it is the word that separates the awake from the asleep. The asleep require knowledge. They require certainty. They require the guarantee that what lies ahead is better than what lies behind before they will take a single step. And because no such guarantee exists—because the nature of the door is that you cannot see through it until you have walked through it—the asleep stay where they are. They stay inside. They stay in the scripts. They stay in the beautiful, comfortable, suffocating certainty of a life they can predict.  

The awake walk into the unknown. Not because they are fearless—they are terrified. Not because they know what awaits them—they  know nothing. But because they know, with a knowledge that does not come from the mind, that the known has failed them. It has failed them. The scripts have failed them. The certainty has failed them. And the only thing left—the only thing the false self has not ruined, has not coopted, has not swallowed undiluted and vomited back up—is the unknown.  

The unknown is where God lives. Not in the certainty. Not in the doctrine. Not in the theology or the philosophy or the perfectly articulated program. God lives in the space between the door and whatever is on the other side of it. God lives in the gap. God lives in the leap. God lives in the moment when you stop demanding to know and start being willing not to know.  

That is faith. Not the belief in propositions. Not the subscription to a creed. Faith is the willingness to walk into the unknown because the known has failed you. Faith is the step through the door. Faith is Truman's bow and farewell and the soft click of a door opening and the first breath of air from the other side.  

That moment is the axis on which this entire book turns. Not the suffering that came before. Not the light that comes after. The moment of stepping through. The moment of choosing the unknown over the known. The moment of trusting the door more than the familiar one.  

I replay this scene in my mind often because it mirrors the central act of recovery with an accuracy that borders on prophecy. Every person who wakes up makes Truman's choice. Every soul who walks toward the door for the first time is standing at the top of those stairs, looking at a door they cannot see through, hearing a voice from above that tells them to stay where it is safe. Every single one of them must make the same decision Truman made: Do I stay in the world I know, or do I walk into the one I do not?  

The remarkable thing is how many people choose the door. Broken, desperate, shaking, and out of options—they choose the unknown. They choose it not because they are brave but because they have exhausted every alternative. It has all failed them. The scripts have failed them. The painted sky has cracked, and through the cracks, they can feel something that feels more real than anything ever offered.  

That feeling is what I call the breeze through the door. You cannot see what is on the other side, but you can feel the air. And the air from the other side is clean. It carries a scent you have never smelled but somehow recognize. It whispers of a world you have never visited but somehow remember. And that feeling—that faint, unmistakable sensation of home—is enough to make you step through.  

The audience watching the show—people in bars, in living rooms, on couches—erupts in cheering. For a moment, they are moved. They saw something real. A man chose freedom over comfort. A man walked into the unknown rather than remain in a beautiful lie.  

Then someone asks what else is on.  

They change the channel.  

I think about this all the time. The audience does not walk through the door. They watch someone else walk through it, they are briefly moved, and then they return to the program. They consume the awakening as entertainment and learn nothing from it. The liberation is content. The transformation is a show. They applaud the freedom and remain in their chairs.  

This is the condition of the spiritual consumer. The person who reads about enlightenment but does not practice it. The person who attends retreats, workshops, and seminars and collects certificates of awareness without ever being aware. The person who knows all the right words—surrender, presence, dissolution of self, non-attachment—and cannot sit in silence for five minutes without reaching for their phone.  

I was this person. For a while, I was this person even in recovery. I attended meetings like I attended movies—absorbing the content, appreciating the performances, and leaving unchanged. It was not until someone grabbed me by the collar—metaphorically, but with the force of someone who meant it—and said, "This is not entertainment; this is your life," that I understood the difference between watching the door and walking through it.  

The door is not a show. The door is a threshold. And thresholds are not for watching. They are for crossing.  

That is humanity. Entertained by awakening, then moving on. Consuming liberation as content. Watching someone else walk through the door and feeling, briefly, the pull—then settling back into the couch. The false reality is comfortable. The scripts are familiar. The channel can always be changed.  

But there is another audience. One the movie does not show.  “There is rejoicing in the presence of the angels of God over one sinner who repents.” — (Luke 15:10)  

Behind the painted sky, beyond the illusion, the real witnesses are not fickle. They have been watching the whole time. Through every stumble, every forgetting, every near miss.  Patient. Hoping. And when the door finally opens—  Rejoicing.  

Not because Truman performed well. Not because he earned it. Not because he passed a test. Because he came home. Because the thing that was lost was found. Because the prodigal, after wandering through every country of the inner deceiver, finally turned his face toward the father's house.  

This book is about the door.  

It is about the world I lived in—the invisible one—the one I could sense but could not name. The reality that everyone around me accepted without question. The people followed the scripts without knowing they were scripts. The painted sky I thought was real because I had never sailed far enough to touch it.  

It is about the cracks. I noticed. The moments when something felt wrong. When the light fell differently. When someone said something that did not match the script. When I caught, out of the corner of my eye, the edge of the set—the place where the floor met the wall and the dream frayed.  

It is about the voice that told me to stay inside. The false comfort of the familiar prison. The voice, dressed as God, speaking from above, promised safety in exchange for my surrender to sleep. The voice that said, "You cannot survive out there." The voice that said, "This is all there is." The voice that said, sit down, shut up, and accept the painted sky.  

And it is about the door hidden in the sky. The one I could only find when I stopped believing the horizon was real. The one that leads somewhere I could not see until I stepped through.  

I did not find this door through wisdom. I found it through destruction.  

Collapse. Rock bottom. The complete annihilation of everything I thought I was. I sailed my boat into the wall because I had no choice—I had run out of sea. Every escape route was closed. Every detour led back to the same dead end. The substances stopped working. The distractions stopped numbing. The lie I had been living could no longer sustain its own weight, and the whole structure came down.  

And when I hit the painted sky, when the world I had constructed finally cracked open, I found the stairs. Not because I was special. Not because I was chosen by some cosmic hand. Because I was desperate. Because the only thing more terrifying than the unknown was one more day inside the walls.  

The rooms of recovery were my first glimpse that it was not all there was. People who had walked through before me. Guides who took my hand. A program that pointed toward a door I could not yet see. In those rooms—in church basements and community centers and hospital conference rooms—I heard my own story reflected to me in a hundred different voices. And each voice confirmed what I had begun to suspect: it was all real, and there was something beyond it.  

But the rooms were the beginning, not the end. And that is the sentence that separates this book from most recovery literature.  

I am deeply grateful for the rooms. They saved my life. They gave me recovery, community, a framework for understanding what had happened to me, and a set of practices that keep me grounded to this day. I do not write this book as a departure from the rooms. I write it  with dirt under my fingernails and gratitude in my chest and the absolute conviction that the ancient texts knew what they were talking about. Not as a metaphor. Not as poetry. As described. An exact, precise, experiential description of a territory that is as real as the chair you are sitting in, as tangible as the breath you are drawing, and as undeniable as the ache in your chest that brought you to this book.  

There is a difference between not dying and being alive. Recovery taught me not to die. What followed taught me how to live. And the how of living—the actual, daily, embodied practice of being fully present in a world that is both broken and beautiful—is what this book is about. It is about the morning practice and the evening inventory and the moment in the middle of the afternoon when the old pattern tightens and you must choose, again, whether to let it strangle you or to rip it away. It is about the silence and what speaks in it. It is about the door and what waits behind it. It is about the long, slow, spiraling journey from the fiction to the open sky.  

But somewhere around my third year of recovery, I began to sense that there was more. Not more in the sense of better—the rooms do not need improving. More in the sense of deeper. The program had cracked the illusion. It had shown me the stairs. It had placed my hand on the doorknob. But the door led somewhere that the rooms themselves did not fully describe. And I needed to go there.  

This is not a criticism of recovery. This is the natural arc of the soul. Recovery is the first gate. The first gate leads to honesty, to the demolition of it. But beyond the first gate, there are more gates. More doors. More layers to remove. More levels of the flood to swim against. More rooms in the house to explore—rooms the thief never showed you, rooms filled with light you did not know existed.  

The Chosen Anonymous is the name I have given to the journey beyond the first gate. The journey that begins where recovery achieves its primary purpose—keeping you alive—and continues into the territory of actually living. Not just surviving. Not just coping. Not just managing. Living. In the full, vibrant, terrifying, beautiful sense of the word.  

The Hermetic text describes this territory. Jung mapped its contours. The mystics of every tradition have walked its paths. And the one cracked open by suffering and rebuilt by grace is uniquely positioned to enter it. Because they have already died once. They have already lost everything. They have already walked through the fire and come out the other side with nothing but the clothes on their back—clothes which, as it turns out, are the veil that must now be ripped away.  

The rooms got me to the door. This book is about what is on the other side.  

The Hermetic tradition, rooted in the ancient Egyptian wisdom that predates the biblical texts, describes the same journey. It speaks of seeking a guide to take you by the hand and lead you to the portals of knowledge. There, it says, shines the light cleansed of darkness. There is no one drunk. All are sober and gaze with the heart toward one who wishes to be seen.  

I did not discover these texts until years into my recovery. And when I read them, I wept. Not because they told me something new. Because they confirmed something I had already experienced. The language was ancient, the concepts universal, and the map they drew matched the territory I had been walking through. The flood. The guide. It. The door. It was all there, written millennia ago by someone who had walked the same path.  

The recovery tradition calls the moment of surrender the keystone— the central stone in the arch that holds everything else together. Without it, the structure collapses. With it, you walk through to freedom.  

An arch. A gate. A door in the painted sky.  

The same teaching appears across centuries, traditions, and every conceivable cultural barrier, pointing at the same threshold.  

I did not seek this convergence. I stumbled into it. I was driving my truck through the Arizona desert in the middle of the night, listening to the Hermetic teaching for the first time. But I was not listening with my ears. I was hearing with the organs of sense—the deeper faculty that the text itself describes. If I had been listening with my ears, I would have missed the message entirely. Instead, I was meditating on the words, and the words were clear. Unmistakably clear. They described my life with a precision that no modern book, no counselor, and no diagnosis ever had. The same flood. The same drowning. The same desperate search for a guide. The same moment of tearing off what covered me and standing, terrified and exhilarated, in the clean light of something I could not name but recognized instantly.  
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