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The Unindexed Mind

Footnotes from the Storm

____________

Introduction: Read This Last (But First If You’re Boring)

There’s a joke my grandfather told once—maybe only once, but it branded itself into the attic of my brain like a half-burnt neon sign flickering somewhere between wisdom and sarcasm. After building something, he stood back, wiped his hands, and said:

“All right—now we pull out the directions to make sure they wrote ’em right.”

That’s either comedy or philosophy, depending on how hard your life’s been.

And for me, it became the blueprint for everything.

Reverse engineering the world—not because I want to fix it, but because I’m still not sure it was ever assembled properly in the first place.

So consider this book the directions. Or at least, the check on the directions. Written after the thing was already built, broken, lived in, burned down, pissed on, rebuilt, and ignored again.

This isn’t a manifesto. It’s not a memoir either. It’s more like—

“Lieutenant Dan screaming into the storm.”

A voice standing on top of the mast, daring the chaos to do its worst, because at least that gives the night purpose.

See, I’ve been cursed (or blessed, depending on your therapist) with self-reflection at an industrial scale.

The kind of introspection that could collapse a chip aisle or explode a relationship with nothing but silence and a raised eyebrow.

It’s like God accidentally gave me philosopher-grade introspection, then shoved me into retail with a box cutter and a half-charged walkie-talkie.

And so I sit there—most nights—doing the same thing, expecting a different outcome. Organizing chip pallets that have been pulled and pushed and prayed over for three months straight. Watching patterns repeat like a glitch in the matrix, except the matrix is made of shelf tags and broken endcap dreams.

And somewhere in my head, a voice whispers:

“Perhaps putting them on an endcap somewhere would be more efficient with my time and end the reoccurring patterns of insanity I exhibit on a daily basis every time we pull these pallets out.”

But I don’t say that out loud.

Not anymore.

Last time I challenged the system, I bruised someone’s ego so badly they tried to exile me to the kingdom of toe lint. So now I just say:

“Yes, my Lord.”

Because sarcasm, when delivered with the right amount of obedience, is nearly indistinguishable from respect.

(That’s in the appendix.)

But don’t get me wrong—this book isn’t just about the workplace, or love, or ego wars fought with door handles and one-sentence ultimatums. It’s about everything.

And also, nothing.

Which is to say—it’s about you.

Because if I have to carry this weight of relentless self-examination, I’m taking you down with me.

You’ll see love get dissected on the table like a postmortem—

You’ll watch a man lose a war of pride to a car door—

You’ll meet the ghost of meaning hiding in discount chip displays—

And you’ll watch as I argue with myself over the significance of pebbles, bloodstreams, and book symmetry like a conspiracy theorist trapped in an IKEA showroom.

And yet—somewhere in here, maybe between the jokes and the rage, the rants and the metaphors—there’s something real.

Maybe not answers.

Maybe not clarity.

But recognition.

The kind that says, “I thought I was the only one who noticed that.”

So if you're here for structure—there is none.

If you're here for purpose—flip a coin.

If you're here for logic—good luck, I lost it somewhere between aisle seven and the mechanics of ego.

But if you're here to stare into the storm and scream back with me,

If you’ve ever tried to fix a relationship with silence,

If you’ve ever wanted to set fire to a social hierarchy just to watch it smolder in the rain,

If you’ve ever laughed at something deep because it hurt too much to cry—

Then welcome.

These are the directions.

Or maybe just a mirror held up to the mess.

Let’s flip through them—

Not to learn how to build it,

But just to see if they got it wrong,

And decide if we care enough to rebuild it anyway.

_________

The Fire You Knew Was Coming

There was this one time when I was really young—maybe too young to be thinking like this—but I remember it clear as day. My mom let me visit my dad, which wasn’t all that common. He wasn’t really in the picture, but whatever, that’s not the point. They had this plot of land way out in the desert, I think it was Yarnell Hill or somewhere nearby. Total middle-of-nowhere vibes.

He had this little quad I used to ride, and I’d just loop the same trail I’d made over and over like it was my own personal raceway. Nothing special. But then—this moment happened. I stumbled across this weird little area... not a house, not a shack, more like a dead corner of the land. But there were these old newspapers—a ton of them. Tattered, sun-bleached, just sitting there like they’d been waiting for someone to notice.

And I remember thinking, crystal clear:

“That’s a fire hazard.”

Which is weird, right? I was a kid. Most kids think “cool, paper!” or “can I set it on fire?” But not me. That thought just hit me like a pop-up from the future.

I shook it off and kept riding. Loops and loops, same trail. Just zoning out like always.

Then later that day—we’re inside the house, and we hear sirens. Fire trucks. Alarms. Chaos.

And guess what?

Those newspapers caught fire.

Some guy down the road—far, far away—was burning weeds using cardboard and a rake or some homemade redneck flamethrower. One gust of wind and boom—an ember flew across the entire damn acre like it had a personal vendetta and landed right in the pile I had already mentally flagged hours before.

That was the first time I ever had that “am I psychic?” moment.

You know—the one where you do the Spider-Man wrist thing to check for web shooters, just in case.

I don’t think I can see the future or anything.

But it was one of those moments that sticks.

Maybe it’s just pattern recognition.

Maybe intuition’s just the result of years of silent math we didn’t know we were doing.

Or maybe I manifested it just by thinking too hard.

Who knows?

But that wasn’t the last time it happened.

Fast forward to now—different fire, different warning signs.

Same gut feeling.

The other night, they told me to reorganize the chip pallets.

Again.

Same ones we’ve been cycling through like we’re stuck in some divine punishment loop written by a bored Greek god.
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