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  Preface

  
  




This is not a manifesto. A manifesto implies a desire to change something—a desire for others to follow, for a movement to grow, for a crowd to gather. I have no such ambition. 




I spent twenty-three years accumulating the habits of a human being. I practiced being a student, a worker, and a member of the collective. I learned how to fill a resume, how to nod at the right times, and how to mistake the static of the “real world” for meaning. 




Then, at twenty-three, I looked at the machinery of my own life and realized the gears were turning for a machine that didn’t know I existed. I didn’t step out because I was unhappy. I stepped out because I was tired of being a lie.













