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"Time is the story we tell to make sense of change, but the story is not the truth."

Robert Ziehe



Introduction

I used to believe time was real, not because I examined it, but because it was everywhere. On the walls, on my wrist, in my phone, in my head. It ran my days, told me when to eat, when to work, when to rest, and eventually, when to stop dreaming. I thought that was normal.

Then life started showing me cracks. Those mornings when I woke and felt the weight of the clock before I even opened my eyes. The pressure to “start the day” when my soul wasn’t ready. But some part of you knows... that was the real thing.

And then there were the empty hours, full of traffic, invoices, small talk, and deadlines. I once found myself in the middle of something I had waited years to achieve and felt... nothing. Because the moment I got there, time had already moved on, and I was left chasing it again.

I started noticing the way people talk:

“I don’t have time.”

“Time flies.”

“Time’s running out.”

But nobody asks where it’s going, or who decided there’s a finish line. I’ve met old people who seem young, and young people who already look worn out. Children with ancient eyes, and adults who can’t remember joy. It’s not about age. It’s about something deeper.

Moments came where a year passed and I couldn’t recall what I’d done with it, and days that felt like lifetimes, not because of what happened, but because I was fully present. That’s when I began to suspect: time is not neutral. It’s not just ticking, it’s shaping us. And maybe it was designed to.

I’m not here to tell you what’s true. I’m here to give words to the quiet question you may have carried for years. At times in this book, I will circle back to the same truth from different directions. That is not repetition for its own sake, it is how we break through conditioning. A lie repeated becomes a truth. To undo it, the truth must also be repeated until it finally sinks in.

This isn’t just my story. It’s yours too, if you’ve ever paused in the middle of your life and whispered:

“Something’s not right.”

And maybe, just maybe, we’ll discover that time was never lost. It was taken.This book is not about abstract theory. It is about seeing time for what it really is: not a neutral truth, but a story we were trained to obey.

Because if time is a lie, then so is everything built on it.
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Chapter 1: The Illusion of Continuity
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1.1 The Lie We Never Question

I don’t remember the exact moment it started. It wasn’t some cinematic revelation. No lightning strike, no prophetic dream. Just a quiet, growing awareness that something in the background of my life didn’t add up. It was like walking into a familiar room and sensing something had shifted. The furniture looked the same, but the space felt wrong.

One ordinary day, I was looking at a calendar to plan my week, boxes, numbers, notes about deadlines. I stopped mid-thought, staring at the date. The 17th. The 17th of what? Why week 29? Why the year 2025? I knew the official answers, “we follow the Gregorian calendar”, but those weren’t answers, they were labels.

That was my first small crack in the wall. Because once you see that “the present” is not the same everywhere, you can’t unsee it.

We talk about time as if it’s an unbroken river, flowing from the past, through the present, into the future. But the more you look, the more you notice the river bends in impossible ways, sometimes dries up completely, sometimes loops back on itself. Psychology has studied this for decades: your brain doesn’t store life in one continuous line. It saves fragments. It stretches and compresses them depending on emotion, novelty, and attention. A boring hour in traffic can feel longer than an entire weekend away. One moment of beauty can feel like it lasts forever, while whole years can vanish into a fog of repetition. The way our minds distort memory is not so different from how history itself has been written: compressed, stretched, edited, and sometimes erased.

If time were truly continuous and objective, that wouldn’t happen. But it does, to everyone.

History is no different. We’re told it’s a straight line, events neatly following one another. But that line is drawn by people, not nature. And people in power have always been in the business of editing. The Egyptian civil calendar ignored leap years and drifted away from the actual seasons, yet priests controlled when “official” planting would begin. The Romans named months after emperors to immortalize themselves. In Japan, years are still counted by the reign of the current emperor, making “what year it is” a political decision. Even our seven-day week has no astronomical basis, it’s a Babylonian spiritual structure turned global habit.

Once you realize that the framework around your life, the hours, the weeks, the years, is a human construction, the next question is unavoidable: who built it, and for whose benefit?

When I started watching people, I saw something telling. The stress when someone was “late.” The apologies for being “behind,” as if time were a boss waiting to punish them. I heard people say they “didn’t have time” for what they loved, then spend hours scrolling through noise. Most weren’t living their lives, they were living their schedules.

And schedules are inventions. Useful tools, but not truths. The disconnect between the measured time on a clock and the felt time in your body, is more than philosophical, it’s emotional. It’s in the birthday that arrives before you feel older, the job that ends “too soon,” the grief that lasts “too long.” None of it fits the tidy model we’re told to trust.

So I began to ask: what if time isn’t flowing at all? What if we are moving, skipping, shifting, sliding from one state of consciousness to another, and our memories are the thread we use to sew those moments together? The French philosopher Henri Bergson argued over a century ago that “clock time” is a tool for measurement, but “lived time,” what he called la durée, is a completely different phenomenon. Modern neuroscience backs this: your perception of time is a byproduct of brain processes, not an external ticking that your mind simply receives.

If that’s true, then time as we know it is less a river and more a story, and stories can be rewritten. Which raises the more dangerous question: if time can be written, who is holding the pen?

I’m not a physicist. I’m not claiming secret knowledge. I’m simply telling you what my body, my memories, and my observations keep insisting: the version of time we’ve been given doesn’t match lived reality. And when that gap becomes obvious, it changes how you see everything built on top of it.

Because if time is a lie, then so is everything built on it.

1.2 The Timeline Is a Story, Not a Fact

We are taught to think of history as a long, unbroken thread. A sequence of cause and effect, year after year, century after century, all carefully stitched together into one seamless fabric. Names, dates, events. Civilizations rise, empires fall, discoveries are made, wars are fought. All neat, all logical, all laid out as if there could be no other version.

But have you ever actually looked at it closely, not in the way a schoolbook tells you to, but with the suspicion of someone who knows stories can be edited?

Because when you stop reading history like a fixed script and start examining it like a detective, the inconsistencies become impossible to ignore. There are strange gaps. Whole centuries where the record thins out. Sudden leaps in technology without the expected buildup. Perfectly cut and aligned ruins whose builders we cannot identify. Repeated names and patterns, as if the same plotline has been recycled with new actors playing the old roles.

It does not feel like history. It feels like a story that has been rewritten.

Even the simple question of what year it is becomes slippery when you look beyond the Western calendar. Today is called 2025 here, but in the Islamic calendar it is 1446, in the Hebrew calendar it is 5785, in the Buddhist calendar it is 2568, and the Mayan long count has its own calculation entirely. The fact that these systems coexist proves that time as we know it is a cultural agreement, not a universal fact. So who has the authority to say which is “true”?

It matters, because the year you are told you live in shapes your sense of progress, your position in the story, your relationship to the past and to the future. If you think you are in a modern, enlightened age, you may believe you have moved far from barbarism. If the timeline tells you we are on an upward curve, you are more likely to trust the institutions that claim to guide this “progress.” But what if the curve is a fabrication?

One of the most radical challenges to the official timeline is known as the Phantom Time Hypothesis. First proposed by German historian Heribert Illig in the 1990s, it argues that nearly 300 years of early medieval history, roughly between 614 and 911 AD, were invented and inserted into our chronology. Illig suggested that this was done under the direction of Holy Roman Emperor Otto III, Pope Sylvester II, and possibly Byzantine Emperor Constantine VII. The goal, according to this theory, was to place their rule in the symbolic year 1000, a number loaded with religious prophecy and political power.

The mainstream academic world calls the theory absurd, but history is full of “absurd” ideas that were later proven true. It was once absurd to suggest the Earth orbited the sun (not really sure about that), that diseases could be caused by invisible microorganisms, or that continents drifted over geological time.

Illig and others have pointed to the lack of physical evidence from those missing centuries. Archaeology from that period is surprisingly thin for the scale of human activity the records suggest. Many buildings attributed to the time show architectural styles far ahead of their supposed date, or strangely similar to later constructions. Astronomical records from different cultures do not always align with the official European dating. When events in the Islamic world, the Byzantine Empire, and Western Europe are cross-referenced, the dates often require “adjustments” to match the accepted timeline.

Even if you do not accept the Phantom Time Hypothesis in full, it raises an unavoidable point: timelines can be edited, either by error or by design. And we know for a fact they have been.

Take the shift from the Julian to the Gregorian calendar in 1582. Pope Gregory XIII, with his team of Jesuit mathematicians, decided that the Julian system had drifted too far from the equinoxes, which affected the date of Easter. To correct it, they removed 10 days from the calendar. People went to sleep on October 4 and woke up on October 15. Entire lives, events, and experiences were erased from the record with a single decree. England resisted the change until 1752, by which time the difference had grown to 11 days, prompting riots under the cry of “Give us back our eleven days!”

This was presented as a purely technical adjustment, but it reveals something deeper. If time can be “corrected” by authority, then it is not an absolute reality, it is a managed system.

Other examples are equally telling. The French Revolution attempted to replace the Gregorian calendar with a new decimal-based system to symbolize the break from monarchy and the church. The Soviet Union briefly experimented with a five-day week to maximize factory output, eliminating traditional weekends. Both were ultimately abandoned, but they prove the calendar is a political tool, not a natural law.

Time zones are another layer of this artificiality. Before the late 19th century, most towns kept their own local solar time, based on the position of the sun. The introduction of railways and telegraphs demanded synchronization, so governments divided the world into 24 time zones. This was done not for human wellbeing, but for industrial and commercial efficiency. The Earth did not slice itself into these zones. We did, and we decided that “noon” could mean different things in different places, depending on economic needs.

Daylight saving time is perhaps the most absurd example. Twice a year, entire nations pretend that the hour has shifted, when nothing in nature has changed. The practice began in wartime as a way to conserve energy and increase productivity, and yet it continues in many places simply out of habit.

When you step back, a pattern emerges. Calendars, clocks, time zones, daylight saving, all require constant maintenance. Leap years are added, leap seconds inserted, new rules created to keep the system aligned. A true reflection of reality would not require this much patching.

The answer is clear: what we call time is not a mirror of nature. It is an administrative tool, one that organizes bodies and minds into predictable patterns for the benefit of economies, religions, and empires. It is not about keeping track of the sun. It is about keeping track of you.

Once you recognize this, something changes. You begin to see that when you feel “late” or “behind,” it is often because you are being measured against an artificial grid. You stop asking whether you are “on schedule” and start asking whose schedule it is. You stop thinking in terms of “progress” as they define it, and start realizing you might simply be off-script.

And maybe that is where the truth begins.

––––––––
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Because if time is a lie, then so is everything built on it.

––––––––
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1.3 The Machinery of Belief

I know, it might come over repetitive, but bare with me. We have all different ways to perceive things, I just want to make sure, that we all get it, no matter how we look at it. So, look at it this way: There is a machine running in the background of our minds. We do not see it. We rarely hear it. But it is always there, ticking, reminding, measuring. It tells us when to wake up, when to be productive, when to rest, when to panic because we are “behind.” We call it time, but it does not behave like a natural force. It behaves like a system.

I did not notice it at first. Like most people, I grew up inside it. From childhood, I was taught to be punctual, to think in five-day blocks called weeks, to divide my days into hours. I was told there was a right time to start school, a right age to get a job, a right schedule to follow if I wanted to be “successful.” Time was not a background element, it was the skeleton of my life.

For years, I obeyed it. I set alarms, marked calendars, made lists, and tied every goal to a deadline. Time became currency, a weapon, a pressure point. And it worked, until I noticed how mechanical I had become, how much energy I spent trying to meet expectations that had nothing to do with who I was or what I wanted.

The pressure revealed itself in quiet moments. Days when I woke without a plan and felt guilty, as if I had committed an invisible crime. Moments when I rested but could not enjoy it, because my mind whispered, You are wasting time. Even joy began to feel suspicious if it was not “productive.”

That is when I realized this was not only about clocks. This was about belief.

Somewhere along the line, I had accepted that time equals value. That time equals worth. That the more I did, the more I deserved to exist. That if I did not move forward fast enough, I was falling behind. But behind what? Ahead of who?

It hit me quietly but completely: time was never neutral. It was ideological.

Modern history supports this. The mechanical clock, which we take for granted today, did not emerge as a benign scientific tool. The first public clocks in medieval Europe were built for monasteries, to regulate prayer times, and for cities to coordinate commerce. By the 14th century, they were already instruments of social discipline, ringing bells to call workers to start and stop labor.

The Industrial Revolution accelerated this transformation. Factories needed standardized shifts, so the working day was divided into fixed blocks. Railway expansion required synchronized schedules, leading to the adoption of national time standards. By 1884, the International Meridian Conference in Washington, D.C. established Greenwich Mean Time as the prime global reference, effectively putting much of the planet’s rhythm under the shadow of the British Empire.

Time, as we live it, is a psychological structure designed to shape behavior. It does not simply tell you what hour it is, it tells you how to feel about that hour, whether you have earned it, whether you have wasted it, whether it is too late or too early according to rules you never wrote.

Once you accept those rules, the machinery takes over. You live on a schedule designed for industrial output, not human well-being. You start believing your worth is tied to productivity. You panic when things slow down. And eventually, you measure others the same way.

This conditioning is so deep that it rarely needs enforcement. The system no longer requires guards or chains. It runs on internalized discipline. The economist E.P. Thompson called it “time discipline,” a cultural shift in which people began to see time not as a passing condition but as a commodity, something to be spent, saved, and wasted.

We see it everywhere. In the way vacations are crammed so tightly that people return exhausted. In the way burnout is rewarded as ambition. In the way new mothers are expected to return to work before their bodies have fully healed. We even schedule intimacy, friendship, and self-care into “time slots,” as if life must fit into a spreadsheet.

This is the machinery of belief: Build a system.

Convince people it is natural. Let them enforce it on themselves.

The clock was first standardized for the military, then adopted by industry, and then exported to every corner of civilian life. Work became shifts, education became periods, and life became a race. At the core of it was the belief that time is scarce, and that you are never enough.

When I began stepping outside the system, even in small ways, I saw something unexpected. Time did not collapse. Life did not fall apart. What collapsed was the guilt. What fell apart was the illusion that my worth was something I had to earn every day.

In that space, something ancient returned. Presence. Not the marketed version of mindfulness that gets packaged for productivity apps, but a felt experience of being in my body without the constant pressure to be somewhere else. Time softened. It became fluid, responsive. Not something I had to chase, but something I could meet.

Anthropologists have found that in many Indigenous cultures, time is not seen as a linear commodity but as cyclical, relational, and situational. In these systems, an event begins when all the necessary people are present, and ends when its purpose is fulfilled, not when a clock says so. There is no concept of “late” in the same way we understand it, because the measure is meaning, not minutes.

The contrast makes it clear. Our system is not natural. It is an agreement. And like all agreements, it can be refused.

We were trained to believe in time as if it were money, nationality, or status. We were taught to see it as real because, once we believe it, we can be managed by it. We show up when told, meet deadlines, fear aging, regret the past, and worry about the future. And in that state, the system runs smoothly while our deeper freedom remains untouched, locked away.

Until we stop.

And when we truly stop, something more than presence returns. The knowing that you are not here to be a cog in a machine. That you are not here to run a race designed by someone else. That this moment, right now, is complete.

Everything else is just noise.

Because if time is a lie, ... do you see it?

––––––––
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1.4 Memory Is Not Linear, and Neither Are You

We like to think of memory as a timeline. One event after another, lined up neatly like scenes in a film. Childhood leads to youth, youth leads to adulthood, each moment stacking on top of the last to build the story of who we are.

But if you have lived long enough, and paid real attention, you know that is not how memory works.

There are things I cannot recall from last week, and moments from thirty years ago that are as vivid as if they happened this morning. There are faces I remember without names, fragments of conversations with no clear setting, flashes of light or sound or taste that carry emotion but no context. And there are things I wish I could forget, but they refuse to fade, showing up uninvited years later, as sharp as the day they happened.

Science now confirms what many of us have felt intuitively. Memory is not an archive, it is a reconstruction. Each time you recall an event, your brain actively rebuilds it from fragments stored in different regions, sensory impressions, emotional associations, contextual details. This reconstruction is influenced by your current state of mind, your beliefs, and even your mood at the moment of remembering. Over time, the memory can shift so much that it may no longer match the original experience.

In other words, your past is not fixed. It is fluid.

Neuroscientists like Elizabeth Loftus have demonstrated how unreliable memory can be. People can be led to “remember” events that never happened, or to change key details of real events when fed false information. The act of remembering does not preserve a moment; it alters it. Every recollection is a new version, shaped by the person you have become since it first occurred.

This alone challenges the idea of continuity. If the past can change in your mind, what does “I’ve always been like this” even mean?

And then there are the feelings that have no clear source. A sadness without a story. A longing for something you cannot name. Are these fragments from your own life, or echoes from something else, a different version of you, a different path not taken, or even memories carried in the body from generations before?

Modern research into epigenetics suggests that trauma and emotional imprints can be passed down through DNA. The grandchildren of Holocaust survivors, for example, have been shown to carry altered stress responses, even without direct exposure to the original trauma. Indigenous communities speak of ancestral memory not as metaphor, but as lived reality, where the experiences of those who came before continue to influence the living.

This means that when you feel something deeply, it might not belong entirely to “your” lifetime. It might be a layer of something older, something your body remembers even when your mind does not.

In many cultures, memory is not linear at all. The Hopi language, for example, does not frame time in a straight line from past to future. Events are described by whether they are manifest (experienced) or unmanifest (yet to be experienced), and memories are woven into the present as living truths, not frozen in a separate past.

When you stop forcing life to make chronological sense, you begin to see that your story has never been a straight line. It is a web. Some threads are close and bright, others are faint and far-reaching, yet they all connect in ways that defy the calendar.

This is why healing does not follow a clock. One wound can close in weeks, while another reopens after decades. It is why a scent can transport you instantly to a forgotten moment, collapsing years into a heartbeat. It is why dreams can bring you face to face with someone you have not thought about in decades, and you wake feeling as if no time has passed at all.

When you pay attention, you realize your most important experiences are not stored on a line, they are stored in your body, your reactions, your instincts. They are felt, not filed.

In this way, time is not something you move through. Time moves through you. Sometimes it folds and overlaps, bringing the past into the present and giving you glimpses of the future before it arrives. You may sense an event before it happens, or feel as though you have already lived a moment you are stepping into for the first time.

The more awake you become, the less sense linear time makes. You start to live in what could be called “real time”, not scheduled time, not measured time, but felt time. You listen for the internal signal rather than the external schedule. You act when it feels right, and rest when your body calls for it, regardless of what the clock says.

And in that shift, you begin to realize something profound:

You are not linear. You never were.

––––––––
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Because if ... ...

––––––––
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1.5 Bashar and the Eternal Now

There is a concept I came across years ago that did not make sense to me at first. Not logically, not in the way I could easily explain to someone else. But it landed somewhere deeper, beneath thought, behind language. It did not demand belief. It simply stayed with me.

It came from a source many would consider unconventional.

A man named Darryl Anka claims to channel a non-physical being known as Bashar. Whether you accept the idea of channeling or not is irrelevant here. What matters is not the messenger, but the message. And the message was this:

Time does not exist. Everything is happening now.

Not metaphorically. Not spiritually. Literally.

When I first heard it, I dismissed it as poetic language, another mystical way of saying “be present.” But the more I sat with it, the more it began to explain things I could not otherwise explain.

Why déjà vu can feel like a glitch in reality. Why you can feel nostalgia for a future you have not yet lived. Why some moments arrive already carrying the weight of memory, even though they are happening for the first time.

The deeper I thought about it, the more I saw that this perspective was not just spiritual speculation. It lined up with the most advanced understandings of physics.

Quantum theory, not fringe, but mainstream, peer-reviewed, Nobel Prize-winning science, has shown that particles do not exist in a fixed state until they are observed. Before measurement, they exist in a field of probabilities, in a state called a “superposition,” where all possible outcomes are present at once. The act of observation collapses this field into one reality.

This is not abstract theory. The double-slit experiment, first performed over a century ago and repeated countless times since, proves it. When particles such as electrons or photons are not being observed, they behave as if they exist in multiple states at once, forming an interference pattern. When they are observed, they behave as particles in a single, definite path. The presence of the observer changes the outcome.

Physicist John Wheeler expanded on this with his “participatory universe” concept, suggesting that the act of measurement is not passive, but actively shapes reality. Our observation is not a mere recording of events, it is a selection of them.

If that is true, then time is not the steady river we imagine. It is more like a landscape, where all possible moments exist simultaneously, and our consciousness moves through them, not by physical motion through time, but by shifting our focus from one potential frame to another.

Even Albert Einstein hinted at this when he wrote to the family of his friend Michele Besso in 1955: “For us believing physicists, the distinction between past, present, and future is only a stubbornly persistent illusion.”

Bashar’s description aligns with this view. According to him, we are not moving through time at all. Instead, we are shifting between countless parallel versions of reality. Each “moment” is a discrete frame, and our perception stitches them together into what feels like a continuous movie.

It is no coincidence that this resembles how film works. A reel of film contains individual still images. When played at the right speed, our eyes and brain interpret them as continuous motion. Life could be operating in exactly the same way, except the “frames” are entire realities, each complete in itself.

This model can explain phenomena that the standard linear model of time struggles with. Premonitions may be glimpses into frames you are about to choose. Déjà vu may be the recognition of a frame you have visited before in another sequence. Sudden changes in your external reality after a deep internal shift may be the result of stepping into a version of reality that matches the new you.

From this perspective, the “future” is not something we wait for. It already exists as one of many possibilities. We align with it by becoming the version of ourselves who is living it. Likewise, the “past” is not fixed. Each time we remember it, we reframe it through who we are now, and in doing so, we subtly shift the reality we are living in.

For you to really understand what that means, you have to step outside the idea of time as a straight line. The future is not some distant place you eventually arrive at, it is already here, alive as one of countless possibilities.

Each version of you already exists, living out a different strand of reality, and the path you walk is chosen the moment you decide who you are now. The same is true for the past. What you think of as memory is not a fixed recording but a story rewritten every time you call it back. You filter it through who you are in this moment, and by doing so, you change its meaning, its weight, even its outcome in your present life. If you were abused, you can reinterpret the memory as survival. If you lost, you can reinterpret it as training.

Each reframing shifts not only how you see yourself but also the reality that unfolds around you. In this sense, time is not something that drags you forward or holds you back, it is pliable, reshaped with every breath you take. You are not the prisoner of yesterday or the beggar of tomorrow. You are the author, rewriting the past and aligning with the future in every choice of being, here and now.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TIME IS A
B

RESETTING REALITY

ROBERT ZIEHE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





