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Dedication 

With great love, I dedicate this book first to my two 
children, the loves of my life, and to my nephews and 
nieces, whom I love so deeply. 

And I dedicate it especially to the grandchildren I do not 
yet have, and may one day hold. I wrote these words 
hoping they would outlast me, so that the new generations, 
the ones just beginning their lives, might find them when 
they are ready. If these insights reach you early, dear ones, 
may they spare you some of the long arguments with 
reality, and may your lives unfold with more peace, more 
joy, and more of the quiet success that comes from living in 
agreement with what is. 

You were loved before you arrived. 
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Introduction 
This book was born from a conversation, one of those rare 
conversations where, in trying to say what I see, I finally 
heard it myself. I had been living these understandings for 
years, in my own inner life and in my work accompanying 
others, but they lived in me the way water lives in a spring, 
moving and unformed. Speaking them out loud gathered 
them, and when I read back what had been said, I 
recognized something that wanted to become a book. Not 
because the ideas were mine in any possessive sense, for I 
believe you will find that they were already yours too, but 
because they had finally taken a shape that could be 
offered. 

Let me tell you what this book is about, in the simplest 
words I have. It is about love, but not the love we were 
taught. It is about a state that exists beneath all our 
definitions, a state that appears whenever nothing in us is 
arguing with reality, and it is about everything that this one 
recognition touches: how we see, why we suffer, what truth 
is, what surrender actually means, how we grow, and what 

PAGE  OF 6 61



we are creating every day of our lives without noticing. The 
title says it whole. Love is what is. Those four words can be 
read in both directions, and the book will show you that 
both readings are true: love is found in what is, in reality 
met without resistance, and what is, reality itself in its 
purity, turns out to be love. 

I want to be honest with you from the first page about what 
I am doing here and what I am not doing. I am not giving 
you the truth. That sentence may sound strange in the 
introduction of a teaching book, but it is itself the first 
teaching: this book will suggest to you that there is no truth 
in the way we usually mean it, no final account of reality 
standing above all perception, and that the only truth is 
reality itself, which cannot be written down, only met. So 
what you will find in these pages is not a doctrine. It is a 
description of what I have seen from where I stand, offered 
with the full knowledge that I am seeing a face of 
something that has many faces. Everything here comes 
from my own embodied experience, from years of living 
these questions in my body and heart and not only in my 
mind, and from what I have witnessed in the people I have 
accompanied. Where I am certain, you will feel it, and 
where something is simply my observation and not a law, I 
will tell you so, because I would rather you trust me than 
believe me. 

And yet, though everything here passes through my 
experience, this book is not about me. It is about you, or 
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more precisely, it is about what is looking through your 
eyes right now. My stories appear in these pages only as 
ground to stand on, the way a teacher draws on the board 
not to display her drawing but to make something visible. 
What I hope happens as you read is not that you learn my 
ideas but that you begin to recognize your own experience, 
that again and again you stop on a sentence not because it 
is beautiful but because it is familiar, because it names 
something you have felt all your life and never had words 
for. Those moments of recognition are the real book. The 
chapters are only the occasions for them. 

A word about how to read. The nine chapters build on one 
another, each one standing on what came before, so I invite 
you to walk them in order, at least the first time. But this is 
not a book to be finished so much as a book to be sat with. 
It is contemplative by nature, and it will serve you better 
read slowly, a chapter at a time, with room around each 
one for your own life to respond. Nothing here needs to be 
memorized, and nothing needs to be believed. The only 
thing this book ever asks of you is observation: to look, 
gently and honestly, at your own experience, and to notice 
what is actually there. If at any point what you observe 
disagrees with what I have written, trust what you observe. 
That is not a failure of the book. That is the book working. 

I will make you no promises of transformation, because 
promises of that kind belong to the very way of thinking 
these pages set down. I do not know what this book will do 
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in your life, and I am at peace with not knowing. What I can 
tell you is what it holds: everything I currently understand 
about the state that underlies all states, the love that needs 
no conditions because it is not waiting for any, the quiet 
fact that has been resting beneath every argument you have 
ever had with your life. If these pages do their work, you 
will not end them holding something new. You will end 
them having set something down, and what you find in 
your hands afterward will not be mine and will not be this 
book's. It will be what was there all along. 

Welcome. Let us begin where all of it begins, with the word 
we thought we knew. 
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Chapter 1— Love Is Not  

What We Were Taught 
Most of us learned what love is before we ever had a 
chance to ask. We learned it from our families, from stories, 
from the culture around us, and what we learned was 
mostly a list. Love is doing this. Love is saying that. A loving 
person behaves in these ways, offers these gestures, makes 
these sacrifices. Without noticing it, we came to 
understand love as a kind of conduct, something that can 
be performed correctly or incorrectly, given or withheld, 
earned or lost. And because we learned it as conduct, we 
also learned to measure it, in ourselves and in others, 
asking constantly whether it was being done right. 

If you look closely at your own experience, you may 
recognize how deep this teaching goes. When someone 
does not act the way we expect a loving person to act, we 
conclude that love is absent. When we ourselves fail to 
behave in the ways we were taught, we conclude that we are 
failing at love. The definition sits so far beneath our 
thinking that we rarely question it. Yet the love I want to 
explore in this book is not that. It is not a set of behaviors, 
and it is not something anyone can perform. It is a state, 
and understanding the difference between a behavior and 
a state changes everything that follows. 
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There is a second layer to what we were taught, and it is 
even more intimate than the first. For most of us, love is not 
only conduct but also a feeling, and the feeling we call love 
is very often the feeling of attachment. We meet something 
or someone that touches us deeply, and what rises in us 
says: I love this, I want it close to me, I want it to stay, I do 
not want to lose it. The warmth of that feeling is real, and I 
am not dismissing it. But if we observe it honestly, we can 
see that much of what we call love is the desire to hold on. 
It is love with a hand closed around what it loves. 

I know this from the inside, not as a theory. For a long time, 
I experienced love almost entirely as attachment. When 
something felt like what my soul had been searching for, 
the very intensity of that recognition made me grasp it. It 
was so good, so needed, that holding on seemed like the 
natural expression of loving it. I do not look back at that 
and call it a mistake. It was a way of experiencing love, the 
way that was available to my awareness at that time, and it 
taught me things I could not have learned otherwise. 
Perhaps you can find a version of this in your own life: a 
love that was real and at the same time was woven through 
with the fear of losing, with the need for the other to 
remain, with conditions you did not even know you were 
placing. That is not a flaw in you. It is simply how love 
appears when it moves through attachment, and most of us 
begin there. 
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The love I am pointing toward in these pages is something 
else. It is the state that remains when there is no resistance 
to anything, when reality is met with complete acceptance 
exactly as it is. Not acceptance of only the pleasant parts, 
but of the whole of it: the darkness and the light, the 
shadows and the grays and the colors, everything that is 
unfolding and everything that has unfolded. In that state 
there is no argument with what is appearing. There is no 
inner voice insisting that this moment should be different, 
that this person should be otherwise, that this experience 
should not be happening. And when that argument falls 
silent, what is present is love. Not love toward something in 
particular, not love that selects and excludes, but love as 
the very quality of consciousness when it is no longer 
divided against what it perceives. 

Another way to say this is that love is the absence of 
separation between myself and what is. When I resist an 
experience, I split myself from it. There is me, and there is 
the thing that should not be, and between us stands the 
resistance. In that division there is tension, and in that 
tension the feeling we recognize as suffering begins. When 
the resistance dissolves, the division dissolves with it, and 
what remains does feel like love, though it is not attached 
to anything. It has no object it needs to keep, no outcome it 
needs to secure. It simply is. This is why it can rightly be 
called unconditional: not because it approves of everything 
or tolerates everything, but because it does not depend on 
conditions at all. Conditions belong to the language of 
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"you should be this" and "it should be that," and this love 
has no such language in it. 

You may notice something interesting when you sit with 
this. The love of attachment always carries a subtle anxiety, 
because whatever can be held can also be lost. The love I 
am describing carries none, because it is not holding 
anything. And yet it is not cold, not distant, not indifferent. 
When you touch it, even briefly, it feels like the deepest 
sensation of love you have known, with the grasping simply 
gone. It feels less like an emotion passing through you and 
more like a state you are resting in, one that was there 
before the emotion and remains after it. 

I am not asking you to believe this or to adopt it as a new 
definition to memorize. Definitions are exactly what we are 
setting down. I am inviting you instead to begin observing, 
in your own daily experience, where love appears in you as 
holding on, and whether there are moments, however 
small, when it appears as something quieter and more 
open. Those moments are the doorway into everything this 
book will explore. We were taught that love is something 
we do and something we feel. What we were not taught is 
that love is something we are when nothing in us is arguing 
with reality. The chapters that follow will walk through 
what that means, slowly and in order, because it changes 
not only how we love but how we see, how we suffer, and 
how we act. 
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Chapter 2—  Everything Is a 
Paradox 

If love is the state in which nothing in us argues with reality, 
then a natural question arises almost immediately: how can 
we stop arguing with reality when reality so often seems 
wrong, contradictory, or incomplete? To answer that, we 
need to look at something more fundamental than love 
itself. We need to look at how we see, because most of our 
arguing with reality comes from a misunderstanding about 
perception, and until that misunderstanding is seen, 
acceptance will always feel like defeat. 

Here is the misunderstanding, stated simply: we believe that 
what we are seeing is the whole of what is there. When we 
look at a situation, a person, an emotion, or even ourselves, 
our awareness lands on one face of it, and we take that face 
for the entire thing. We do this constantly and innocently. It 
is not a moral failure; it is simply how awareness works. 
Awareness can only perceive what it presently perceives. It 
stands where it stands, and from that position, certain 
things are visible and others are not. The trouble begins 
when we forget that we are standing somewhere, and start 
to believe that our view is the view. 
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There is an old story about several people touching an 
elephant in the dark, each holding a different part of it. 
One holds the trunk and says the elephant is like a snake. 
Another holds the leg and says it is like a tree. Another 
touches the ear and says it is like a fan. Each of them is 
telling the truth about what they are touching, and each of 
them is wrong only in one way: in believing that what they 
hold is all there is. I return to this image often because it 
describes not just how we disagree with each other, but 
how we live inside our own experience. Every situation in 
your life is an elephant, and at any given moment, your 
hand is on one part of it. 

This is what I mean when I say that everything is a paradox. 
I do not mean that two things are secretly the same, or that 
contradictions do not matter. I mean that what look like 
opposites are very often two sides of one thing, seen from 
two positions. They appear irreconcilable, and at the same 
time they belong to a single whole, the way the two faces of 
a coin seem to exclude each other while existing in one 
piece of metal. There is always the side we are seeing, and 
there is always another side, and usually many more sides 
than two. When we grasp this not as an idea but as a lived 
recognition, something in our relationship to reality begins 
to soften, because we stop needing our current view to be 
the final word. 

Notice what this does to the notion of being right. If 
awareness always perceives from a position, then seeing 
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something one way does not make the other ways false. It 
also does not make our way false. This is the part that 
many people miss when they first encounter this 
understanding. They swing from "my view is the truth" to 
"my view is an illusion," and both of those are just new 
arguments with reality. The recognition I am pointing to is 
gentler than either. The side you are seeing is real. It is truly 
a side of what is there. Your perception of it, shaped by 
your history, your awareness, and your present state, is 
truly your perception. Nothing about it is a mistake. It is 
simply not the whole, and it was never going to be the 
whole, because no single position can hold the whole. 

You can watch this operate in very ordinary moments. 
Think of a disagreement you have had with someone you 
care about, one where you were certain of what happened 
and they were certain of something else. From inside the 
disagreement, it feels as though one of you must be wrong. 
But if you can step back far enough, you can often see that 
each of you was holding a different part of the elephant. 
Their experience was coherent from where they stood, and 
yours was coherent from where you stood, and the conflict 
was not really between two people so much as between 
two positions, each one true to itself. Seeing this does not 
always resolve the disagreement, but it dissolves something 
more important: the conviction that reality owes us a 
single, settled version of events. 
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The same movement happens inside us, and this is where it 
becomes most useful. An emotion arrives, and from one 
side it looks like weakness; from another side it looks like 
honesty. A decision looks like courage from one angle and 
recklessness from another. A period of your life looks like 
lost time until, years later, you touch a different part of it 
and find that it was preparation. None of these later views 
cancels the earlier ones. They are added to them. Reality 
keeps showing us more of itself, not by correcting what we 
saw, but by turning the object slowly in our hands so that 
another face comes into the light. 

Once this is understood, acceptance stops meaning what 
we feared it meant. Accepting what I see does not mean 
declaring that my view is complete or final. It means being 
at peace with two things at once: this is what I am seeing, 
and I am not seeing everything. Both can be held together 
without tension. In fact, holding them together is a kind of 
relief, because it releases us from the exhausting work of 
defending our view as the only one, and equally from the 
anxious work of doubting it as worthless. What we see is a 
side, and it is truly a side, and there are other sides, and all 
of it belongs to one thing. 

This is why paradox is not an obstacle on the path we are 
walking in this book, but the ground of it. The love we 
spoke of in the first chapter, the state without resistance, 
becomes possible precisely when we stop demanding that 
reality show us only one face. Reality is always more than 
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our position on it, and that is not a limitation to be 
overcome. It is the nature of what is, and there is a quiet joy 
in consenting to it. In the next chapter, we will look at what 
happens when we act from this consent, because a 
question is probably already forming in you: if I accept 
everything as it is, what moves me to do anything at all? 
The answer is that acceptance is not the end of action. It is 
where clear action begins. 
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Chapter 3 — Love Knows 
What to Do 

We ended the last chapter with a question that deserves to 
be met directly, because it is the most common and most 
honest objection to everything we have explored so far. If 
love is complete acceptance of reality as it is, and if 
acceptance means no longer arguing with what appears, 
then what becomes of action? Does this path lead to a life 
of passive watching, where we sit with our hands folded 
while everything unfolds around us? Many people carry this 
fear quietly when they approach acceptance, and the fear is 
understandable, because we have been taught that action 
is born from dissatisfaction. We believe we move because 
something is wrong, and so we imagine that if nothing were 
wrong, we would never move at all. 

But look at how this actually works in nature, where there is 
no argument with reality at all. A butterfly has wings. That 
is simply the reality of its body. In accepting its wings, the 
butterfly does not become passive, sitting on a branch and 
merely observing that wings exist. It uses them. It flies, it 
travels from flower to flower, it participates fully in the life 
its form makes possible. Its acceptance has nothing to do 
with passivity; it has to do with reality, with what is. The 
butterfly's whole life could be summarized in one 
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movement of recognition: this is what I have, therefore this 
is what I can do. Nothing in that movement requires 
dissatisfaction. The action flows directly from the clear 
seeing of what is there. 

This is the relationship between love and action that I want 
to unfold in this chapter. Love, the state without resistance 
that we described in the first chapter, is not the absence of 
movement. It is the element that generates the wisdom to 
know what to do. I choose the word discernment for this, 
because discernment is different from calculation. 
Calculation weighs options from a distance, gathering 
reasons and predictions and fears, trying to secure an 
outcome before it arrives. Discernment is quieter and more 
immediate. It is the knowing that rises on its own when we 
are seeing clearly, the way the butterfly does not deliberate 
about whether to fly. When there is no resistance clouding 
our perception, the situation itself shows us the step that 
belongs to it. We do not have to manufacture the answer; 
we have to be present enough to receive it. 

Consider how the opposite works, because you have surely 
lived it. When we act from resistance, from the insistence 
that this moment should be different, our actions carry the 
shape of that resistance. We push, we force, we grasp, we 
react to what we fear rather than respond to what is here. 
The action might look energetic, even impressive, but it is 
answering an imagined reality rather than the real one, and 
so it tends to create more of the very tension it came from. 
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When we act from acceptance, something different 
happens. We are answering the moment that actually 
exists. Our response fits it, the way a key fits a lock, 
because it was drawn from clear perception rather than 
from the argument. This is why I say that acceptance is not 
the end of action but the beginning of accurate action. 

There is a subtlety here that matters, and it connects to 
what we saw about paradox. When I say that from the state 
of love we see clearly, I do not mean that we suddenly see 
everything. We see clearly the face of reality that is turned 
toward us, and we see, with equal clarity, that it is a face 
and not the whole. Clear seeing includes the humility of 
knowing our position. What discernment gives us, then, is 
not a map of the entire journey. It gives us the path now. It 
shows us this step, the one that belongs to this moment, 
and it leaves the rest of the road in the darkness where it 
actually is. 

This runs against a strong current in spiritual culture, 
where there is great fascination with knowing the future, 
with predicting what will come, with securing the long 
distance before walking the short one. I understand the 
longing underneath that fascination, because the future 
feels safer when we believe we can see it. But in the pure 
state of love, we are simply here now, and it is from here 
that we act. The desire to know the path far ahead is, if we 
are honest with ourselves, another form of resistance, a 
quiet refusal to inhabit the only moment where action is 
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actually possible. Life is not asking us to see the whole 
road. It is asking us to take the step that is in front of us, 
and then to be present for the next one when it becomes 
the present. 

You can begin to notice the difference between these two 
kinds of action in your own days, and I invite you to watch 
for it without judging what you find. Notice the actions that 
come out of you tight and fast, driven by the feeling that 
something must not be as it is. Notice, too, the rarer 
moments when you simply saw a situation as it was, and 
the response came out of you almost by itself, without 
strain, fitting the moment so naturally that afterward you 
could hardly say you decided anything. That second kind 
of action is what this chapter is pointing to. It does not feel 
like willpower. It feels like clarity moving. 

So the fear we began with can now be answered. 
Acceptance does not fold our hands; it opens our eyes, and 
open eyes are the beginning of every action that truly fits 
the world. Love is not passive, because love is the same 
state from which things are created. It sees what is, it sees 
what it has, and from that seeing it knows, moment by 
moment, what to do. The butterfly accepts its wings and 
therefore flies. In the same way, when we accept what is, we 
do not stop moving through life. We finally begin to move 
through the life that is actually here, rather than the one we 
were arguing with. With this understanding in place, we are 
ready to go deeper, because a larger question is waiting 
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beneath everything we have said about seeing clearly: if 
every view is partial, what happens to the idea of truth 
itself? That is where we turn next. 
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Chapter 4— There Is No 
Truth, Only What Is 

We arrive now at the question that has been waiting 
underneath everything we have said so far. If awareness 
always perceives from a position, and every position 
reveals only a face of what is there, then what becomes of 
truth? The question can feel unsettling, because we lean on 
the idea of truth the way we lean on the ground. We want 
there to be a final version of things, a settled account that 
our seeing either matches or fails to match. And so when I 
say, as I will say in this chapter, that for me there is no truth, 
I want to say it carefully, because I am not offering you 
confusion or despair. I am offering you something steadier 
than the ground you may be about to lose. 

Let me state it plainly first, and then unfold it. When I say 
there is no truth, I mean there is no single, fixed account of 
reality that stands above all perception, waiting to judge 
our views as right or wrong. What exists instead is simpler 
and much closer to us. There is what is. There is my 
perception, which is what I am seeing of it from where I 
stand. And there is the possibility of surrendering to that 
perception without trying to make it something else. Those 
three, taken together, are all we ever actually have, and the 
remarkable thing is that they are enough. The hunger for a 
truth beyond them is, in a quiet way, another argument 
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with reality, a wish that experience would come with a 
verdict attached. It does not. It comes as it is. 

Notice what this changes about the phrase we used earlier, 
seeing clearly. When I say that from the state of love we see 
clearly, I am not claiming access to the final version of 
things, because there is no final version to access. Seeing 
clearly means something more intimate: it means my view 
and my awareness are integrated, aligned with each other, 
without a gap between what I perceive and what I allow 
myself to perceive. Clarity is not a matter of matching my 
perception to an external standard. It is a matter of inner 
honesty, of being fully with what I am seeing, in the way I 
am seeing it, while knowing it is a way. There is a certainty 
available in this, but it is not the certainty of possessing 
truth. It is the certainty of what is: it is as it is because it is 
as it is. That sentence may sound like it says nothing, but 
sit with it, because it is actually the only statement that 
reality never contradicts. 

And here I must add something, so that what I am saying is 
not mistaken for the claim that nothing is true. When I say 
there is no truth, I am speaking of the truths we construct, 
the versions and verdicts and final accounts that stand 
above experience and judge it. Those do not exist. But 
there is one truth, and it is the only one: reality itself. What 
is, is the truth. Not our descriptions of it, not our 
interpretations of it, not even our most refined 
understandings of it, but the pure fact of it, existing exactly 
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as it exists in this moment. This truth cannot be possessed, 
because it is not a statement; it can only be met. It is the 
purity of what is, before we say anything about it. So the 
two halves of this teaching belong together and do not 
contradict each other. There is no truth about reality that 
stands above reality. There is only reality, and reality is the 
truth. 

One consequence of this understanding deserves special 
attention, because it undoes a subtle anxiety that many of 
us carry. If there is no final truth, then there is also no 
future correction hanging over our present seeing. We 
often live as though reality were a teacher waiting to mark 
our answers, as though our current understanding were a 
draft that will one day be graded and revised. Surely, we 
think, I am not seeing it right now, and later I will be shown 
my error. But reality does not work this way. As life 
continues, reality goes on showing us more of what we are 
experiencing, more faces of the elephant, more of what was 
always there. This showing is not a correction, because 
nothing was wrong. It is a continuation. Nothing we see is a 
mistake to be fixed; there is no improvement in it, only 
another way of seeing that will one day stand beside this 
one. The difference between correction and continuation 
may seem small in words, but in the body it is enormous. 
One keeps us braced. The other lets us rest. 

I want to give you this from my own life, because it is the 
example I know most deeply, and you have already met its 
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beginning. In the first chapter I told you that for a long time 
I experienced love as attachment. I loved, and my love held 
on, and the holding felt inseparable from the loving. Now, 
from where I stand today, I experience love differently, 
more as the state we have been describing than as an 
emotion fastened to its object. Here is what matters: when I 
look back at those years, I do not see a person who had 
love wrong and later got it right. I see a way of experiencing 
love, complete in itself, coherent with the awareness I had 
then. Love was so good, so much what my soul had been 
searching for, that I met it through the shadow of 
attachment, and that meeting was real. Nothing in it needs 
to be corrected, because it was not an error. It was an 
experience. What happened afterward was not that the 
truth about love finally arrived to replace my mistake. What 
happened was that reality kept showing me more, and 
another way of experiencing love opened, and now it 
stands beside the first one, not above it. If I had believed 
my earlier love was simply false, I would have had to reject 
part of my own life. Because I see it as it is, I get to keep all 
of it. 

Perhaps you can feel how this applies to your own past, to 
the understandings you have outgrown and the ways you 
once saw things that now seem so partial. The invitation of 
this chapter is to stop calling those earlier ways wrong. 
They were what you were able to see, seen the way you 
were able to see it, and they were coherent with who you 
were. They led here. Each way of seeing gave rise to the 
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next, one unfolding from another, and the person reading 
this page is the continuation of all of them, not the 
correction of them. 

There is one more layer, and it is the most delicate, because 
it concerns what we do with all of this. If there is no truth 
to align with, what is surrender? It cannot mean 
surrendering to the correct view, since no view holds that 
title. Surrender means something more complete: it is the 
yes given to what is actually present, whatever that is. I 
surrender to what I am seeing. I surrender to what I am 
feeling as I see it. And here is the part that surprises people: 
if a wish arises in me to change what I see, I surrender to 
that too. The wish is also what is. There is a desire in me to 
make this different, and that desire is real, and I do not 
stand apart from it arguing that a truly accepting person 
would not want change. I surrender to the wish, to my own 
energy, to what is happening in this moment, including the 
movement in me that wants to act. Surrender, understood 
this way, excludes nothing, not even our reaching. It is not a 
posture we hold against life. It is the end of standing 
anywhere against life at all. 

But I must be precise here, because this is the point where 
the teaching is most easily misheard. Surrendering to the 
wish does not mean obeying the wish. It does not mean 
that to be coherent with what is, we must indulge every 
desire that arises and do whatever we want. Look closely at 
what is actually being surrendered to. The reality of this 
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moment is that a wish is present in me. That is what is. And 
perhaps the next reality, arriving a breath later, is that I am 
not sure whether to follow it, whether to push toward what 
I want or to do something else entirely. That uncertainty is 
also what is, and I surrender to it too. I am not required to 
resolve it by acting. I am only invited to observe it: here is a 
desire, here is my attachment to it, here is my hesitation, 
here is the whole movement of it inside me. To notice all of 
this and to know that this is the reality of what is 
happening in me right now, that is the surrender. The 
surrender is the observation itself, not the obedience. 

And something remarkable happens inside that 
observation, something you can verify in your own 
experience. When we are able to watch a desire with real 
neutrality, neither feeding it nor fighting it, a wisdom 
begins to appear on its own, and it lets us see more clearly 
what the next step actually is. Sometimes the seeing shows 
us that the desire is worth following, and we go toward it 
with our whole presence. Sometimes the seeing shows us 
that we can simply let it pass and turn toward something 
else. The observation does not decide in advance which of 
these it will be, and that is exactly its power. A desire that is 
obeyed blindly runs us, and a desire that is fought grows 
stronger in the dark, but a desire that is seen becomes 
simply another part of reality, and reality, as we have said, 
is where clarity lives. This is the same discernment we met 
in the third chapter, now turned inward: love does not only 
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know what to do with the world as it is, it knows what to do 
with the wish as it is. 

So the ground I promised you at the beginning of this 
chapter turns out to be this: not truth, but what is. It may 
seem like less than what you had, and for a while it may feel 
that way, the way an open hand can feel like less than a 
closed one. But everything we have built in this book 
stands on it. The love without conditions, the peace with 
paradox, the action that fits the moment, all of them 
become possible only when we stop waiting for reality to 
hand us a verdict and begin, instead, to be with what it is 
actually handing us, which is itself, endlessly, in the only 
way anything is ever given: as it is. In the next chapter we 
will look at what this being-with feels like from the inside, 
because there is a word for the experience of it, a word we 
have been circling since the first page. The word is 
alignment, and it is not what most of us think. 
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Chapter 5— Alignment Is 
Not Something You Search 

For 
The word alignment is everywhere in spiritual language 
now. We speak of getting aligned, of being out of 
alignment, of finding our alignment again after losing it, 
and underneath all of these phrases lives a single 
assumption: that alignment is a condition we must 
produce. Somewhere ahead of us, we imagine, there is a 
state where everything in us finally matches everything 
around us, and the work of a spiritual life is to close the 
distance. I understand this way of speaking, and I want to 
say clearly that there is nothing wrong with searching for 
alignment. The search itself is a beautiful movement, and it 
is often what first turns a person inward. But in this chapter 
I want to show you something that the search eventually 
discovers, and it changes the search entirely: alignment is 
not something we reach. It is something that is already the 
case, waiting only to be noticed. 

Let me say what I mean by that, because it can sound too 
easy. Everything is already aligned in the sense that 
everything is already exactly what it is. Reality is never out 
of step with itself. This moment is not failing to be this 
moment. Your experience, right now, whatever it contains, 
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is perfectly coherent with everything that produced it, with 
your history, your awareness, your state, your 
circumstances. Nothing in it is misplaced. What we call 
being out of alignment is not a condition of reality; it is a 
condition of our relationship to reality. It is what it feels like 
when awareness is arguing with what is appearing, when 
there is a gap between what we are experiencing and what 
we are willing to experience. The moment that argument 
quiets, nothing new is created. Nothing is achieved. What 
was always the case simply becomes felt. 

This is why I say that alignment is what remains when 
resistance dissolves. Notice the word remains, because it 
carries the whole teaching. We do not build alignment the 
way we build a house, adding piece after piece until it 
stands. We uncover it the way we find the floor of a lake 
when the stirred water settles. The floor was there the 
entire time; the settling did not create it. In the same way, 
alignment is not an achievement lying at the end of effort. 
It is the natural condition that is revealed when there is no 
longer an argument with what is arising. This is also why 
the search for alignment, sincere as it is, contains a quiet 
irony: we are searching for something we are standing in, 
and the searching itself, when it becomes strained, can be 
the very argument that keeps us from feeling it. 

If alignment is always already the case, then what changes? 
Awareness changes. There is a difference between being 
aligned, which we always are, and experiencing our 
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alignment, which we mostly are not. The experience arrives 
through a simple recognition, one you have surely touched 
at least a few times in your life without naming it: things are 
as they are, and this is how it is. When that recognition is 
genuine, not resigned, not defeated, but simply true, our 
awareness comes into agreement with what is, and the 
agreement is felt in the whole of us. Three things come 
together in that moment: what is appearing, the awareness 
that is perceiving it, and the absence of resistance toward 
the experience. When those three are present at once, what 
we feel is what the first chapter called love. Alignment and 
love, seen from this angle, are not two attainments but one 
condition, described from two sides, which should not 
surprise us by now, since we already know that everything 
shows more than one face. 

I want to describe what this feels like from the inside, 
because here the teaching becomes tender and also 
surprising. Usually, when I am aligned with reality in this 
way, what rises in me is peace, or calm, or a quiet joy, or 
simply acceptance resting in the body like warmth. Those 
are the feelings we expect, and they do come. But 
alignment is not a mood, and it does not screen out the 
harder colors of being human. Sometimes what is 
appearing is loss, and alignment does not replace the 
sadness; it holds it, and the sadness arrives wrapped in a 
strange completeness, sadness with beauty in it. Sometimes 
what is appearing calls up anger, and even the anger, when 
it is met without resistance, carries a kind of beauty, a 
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rightness of energy moving exactly as it moves. Every 
emotion can arrive within alignment, and this is what most 
of us were never told. We imagined that the aligned life 
would feel like one long pleasant afternoon, and so every 
difficult feeling seemed like proof that we had fallen out of 
grace. But alignment is not the absence of difficult feelings. 
It is the absence of the war against them. When the war 
ends, sadness is still sadness and rage is still rage, but they 
are experienced whole, in agreement with the moment that 
called them, and there is something in that wholeness that I 
can only call magnificent. 

I know this is true because I have lived it in the deepest 
place a life can offer. My father passed away in 2011. He was 
the love of my life, my first love, the one who taught me 
what love was through the way he loved me, and I was close 
to him until the end. And yet my mourning, when it came, 
was soft. It was kind. There was grief, but it moved through 
me without violence, and for years afterward I wondered 
about this, almost uneasily. How could I feel it was okay 
that he was gone, when I cared about him so much, when I 
loved him so deeply? For a long time the question stayed 
open in me, as though the softness of my mourning needed 
to be explained or even justified. And then one day the 
understanding arrived, the way understanding does, quietly 
and all at once. I had surrendered. He had been sick, and 
something in me had accepted that he had to go to another 
reality, one where he could feel well again. I had told him 
everything I wanted to tell him. I had given him everything I 
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wanted to give him. Nothing between us was left unsaid or 
unoffered, and so when the moment came, there was no 
argument in me against it. I was aligned with that reality, 
and I want to be precise about this: I did not find that 
alignment or build it or work my way toward it. It was 
simply there, revealed, because nothing in me was resisting 
what was happening. And what filled the space where the 
war would have been was not numbness. It was an 
enormous love for my father, and gratitude, and the quiet 
acceptance that what happened had always been okay. The 
softness of my grief was not the absence of love. It was 
love, complete, with nothing standing against it. 

Perhaps you have a moment like this in your own life, or 
perhaps you have its opposite, a grief that raged because 
so much was still unsaid, and both of these belong to what 
we are exploring. Those moments when something in you 
stopped fighting, and the pain did not disappear but 
became somehow clean, vast, almost sacred, were not 
exceptions to your nature. They were your nature, 
glimpsed. They were what you feel like when the argument 
stops, and they are available not because you earned them 
but because they are what is underneath everything, all the 
time. 

So the invitation of this chapter is a gentle reversal of the 
search. Instead of asking, how do I become aligned, we can 
begin asking, what am I resisting right now, and can I 
simply see it? The first question sends us toward a future 
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that never quite arrives. The second brings us here, where 
alignment already lives. And notice that even the resisting, 
once it is seen, becomes part of what is, which means it too 
can be met without a second argument on top of the first. 
This will matter greatly in the next chapter, because we are 
about to look directly at resistance itself, and we will find 
something unexpected there: resistance is not the enemy of 
this path. It is not a failure or a breakdown of the process. 
Even resistance, we will discover, is coherent, and 
understanding why will complete the foundation this book 
has been laying from its first page. 
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Chapter 6 — Even 
Resistance Is Coherent 

We have spoken of resistance in every chapter of this book, 
and always, until now, from one side. Resistance has 
appeared as the argument with reality, the thing that 
dissolves when love is revealed, the war whose ending lets 
alignment be felt. A reader could be forgiven for concluding 
that resistance is the enemy of this path, the one element of 
experience that does not belong. And if that conclusion 
settles in, something painful follows from it: every time we 
notice ourselves resisting, we will resist the resistance, 
adding a second argument on top of the first, and then 
perhaps a third, judging ourselves for judging, fighting 
ourselves for fighting. Many sincere people live trapped in 
exactly this spiral, and it is the teaching itself, half 
understood, that traps them. So this chapter exists to 
complete the understanding, and its message can be said in 
one sentence: even resistance is coherent. 

Let me show you what I mean by coherent, because the 
word carries this whole chapter. Something is coherent 
when it fits, when it follows naturally from what produced 
it, when it makes sense within the whole it belongs to. And 
by this measure, your resistance has never once been 
incoherent. When you resist an experience, that resistance 
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arises from your level of awareness in that moment, from 
your programming, from your history, from everything you 
have lived and everything you have not yet lived. Given all 
of that, the resistance is exactly what would arise. It is not a 
malfunction of your being; it is your being, functioning, 
expressing precisely where it stands. A person who has 
been hurt resists closeness, and that is coherent. A person 
who was taught that anger is dangerous resists their anger, 
and that is coherent. You, reading this page, resisting 
whatever you are resisting today, are being perfectly 
coherent with who you are at this moment. Nothing in you 
is broken. Everything in you is following. 

This changes how we understand the movement of 
experience. When there is resistance, what naturally arises 
from it is more resistance, more tension, more of what we 
might call chaos, and here is the point most teachings miss: 
that too is coherent. It is coherent with the resistance. 
Chaos flowing from resistance is not the system failing; it is 
the system being consistent with its own state. And when 
there is awareness, when the resistance is seen and 
accepted as what is actually happening, what naturally 
arises is more awareness, more consciousness, a movement 
back toward harmony. Both directions obey the same law. 
Reality is never being incoherent; it is always producing 
exactly what follows from what is present. The difference 
between the two directions is not that one is coherent and 
the other is a mistake. The difference is only what they feel 
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like to live inside, and which one our awareness is 
participating in. 

Because sound is my language, let me offer the comparison 
that lives most vividly in me. Resistance, if you could hear it, 
would sound like chaotic sound, tones colliding without 
relation, and if you could see it, it would look like an 
abstract, turbulent image. Acceptance sounds like 
harmony, and its image is peaceful, soft, luminous, with a 
geometry that approaches perfection, the kind of form that 
brings rest to our human senses. I am careful here not to 
say that the chaos is not beautiful, because in the largest 
view it is; it is reality expressing a state, faithfully. But to our 
human senses, one image brings peace and the other brings 
turbulence, and both of them are coherent in their own 
way, each one a true portrait of the state that painted it. 
What matters is this: when my awareness is able to observe 
either one and see the coherence of it, to see that this 
chaos fits this resistance and this harmony fits this 
acceptance, then the observing itself brings me into 
coherence. Seeing the fit is already the beginning of 
harmony, even when what I am seeing is chaos. 

Now let us bring this down into an ordinary human 
moment, because this is where the teaching either lives or 
remains decoration. Suppose something has gone wrong in 
your life and you are distressed. The distress is coherent; it 
fits what happened. And suppose that underneath the 
distress you notice that you are resisting the whole 

PAGE  OF 39 61



situation, insisting it should not be like this. Watch what 
becomes possible now. You can say inwardly: I am resisting 
this reality, and that is real, that is what I am doing. I feel 
angry, and that is true. Something in me says it should not 
be like this, and that too is true; it is genuinely how I see it 
right now. Notice that in speaking this way you have not 
stopped resisting, and you have not been asked to. You 
have done something different: you have become coherent 
with your own resistance. You are no longer divided from 
what is happening in you. The resistance is there, and the 
awareness of it is there, and between them there is no 
longer a war, and this, strangely, is already peace of a 
certain kind, peace with the fact that there is not yet peace. 

This is exactly what I do in my work when I bring my clients 
into validation. When someone tells me what they are 
feeling, I do not rush them toward a better feeling. I help 
them see that what they feel is coherent, that it arose from 
real causes, that given what happened and given who they 
are, this is precisely what would appear. That is true, I tell 
them, and it happened because of this, and this is how it 
looks from where you stand. I am helping them see the 
connection, the fit, the coherence of their own experience, 
and something in a person visibly settles when this 
happens, because for the first time their inner state is not 
being treated as a problem to be solved but as a reality that 
makes sense. Validation is not agreement that things 
should stay as they are. It is the recognition that things are 

PAGE  OF 40 61



as they are for reasons, and that recognition, all by itself, 
begins the change it never demanded. 

Why does it begin the change? Because of something I have 
observed again and again, in myself and in the people I 
accompany, and which the study of living systems confirms 
from its own direction: everything self-organizes. An 
emotion that is felt and observed, without being fed and 
without being fought, moves on its own back toward 
balance, toward what the body calls homeostasis. We do 
not perform this return; we only stop obstructing it. Think 
of a knot in a thread. When there is awareness, we see that 
there is a knot, we see where it is and how it is tied, and 
under that seeing the knot unfolds with surprising speed. 
When there is no awareness, we fight the tangled thread 
without even knowing a knot is there, without knowing 
what we are feeling, resisting our own sensation, and the 
fight tightens what it means to loosen. The knot still may 
open eventually, because life keeps moving, but it takes far 
longer and passes through far more chaos. The difference 
between the two is not effort. It is awareness, and 
awareness is not a technique. It is simply presence with 
what is, which this entire book has been describing. 

One honest clarification, so that this teaching does not get 
turned into a new promise. When I say that awareness 
brings coherence, I am not saying that awareness will make 
you feel good in the moment. The coherence it brings is 
with what is actually happening, and what is actually 
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happening may be painful. I am distressed because I had a 
problem: that is coherent, and seeing the coherence does 
not erase the distress. What I have noticed, and I offer it as 
my observation and not as a law, is that distress met this 
way passes sooner. The acceptance inside the observation 
lets the experience unfold at its own natural speed instead 
of the delayed speed of a fight. But the gift of awareness is 
not comfort on demand. The gift is that we are no longer 
strangers to our own experience, and a person who is no 
longer a stranger to their experience has already come 
home, even on the days when home is a difficult place to 
be. 

So the spiral we described at the beginning of this chapter 
can now be fully undone. When you notice resistance in 
yourself, you do not need to resist it, because it is coherent; 
and if you do resist it, that second resistance is coherent 
too, and can also simply be seen; and there is no level at 
which this kindness runs out. Nothing you find in yourself is 
outside the fit of things. This is the completion of the 
foundation, and it opens directly into the question that 
begins the final part of this book. If nothing is a mistake, if 
every state is coherent with what produced it, then what is 
all this movement for? Why does awareness grow at all, and 
what should we call the difference between the person we 
were and the person we are becoming, if we can no longer 
call it improvement? The answer waiting in the next 
chapter is a single word, and it changes how a whole life is 
measured. 
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Chapter 7 — Not 
Improvement, Expansion 

The question we carried out of the last chapter deserves to 
be asked slowly, because our whole culture answers it too 
quickly. If nothing is a mistake, if every state we have 
passed through was coherent with what produced it, then 
what is the movement of a life? What should we call the 
difference between who we were and who we are 
becoming? The quick answer, the one we have all absorbed, 
is improvement. We were worse and we are getting better. 
We were wrong and we are becoming right. Our earlier 
selves were drafts, and the self we are building now is the 
correction. This way of measuring a life is so familiar that it 
feels like the only one, and yet everything this book has 
uncovered stands against it, because improvement requires 
exactly what we found does not exist: a mistake at the 
beginning, and a verdict at the end. The word I offer in its 
place is expansion, and the difference between these two 
words is the difference between a life spent fixing itself and 
a life spent unfolding. 

Let me give you the image that makes the difference 
immediate. From the street of a city, I can see the point 
where I am standing: this corner, these buildings, this 
stretch of sky between the rooftops. From an airplane, I 
can see the whole city at once, the neighborhoods and the 
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river and the roads connecting everything. Now, is the view 
from the airplane an improvement on the view from the 
street? Notice how strange the question sounds. The view 
from the street is not wrong. Nothing in it is in error; it is a 
true and complete experience of exactly where I am. The 
view from the airplane does not correct it. It includes more. 
It holds the street and everything around the street, and 
this is the entire difference: not truer, but wider. When I 
speak of higher and lower consciousness, and I do 
sometimes use those words, this is all I mean. Higher is not 
morally higher, not better, not more deserving. It is simply 
the view that sees more at once, the less contracted view. 
Lower sees less, the way the street sees less than the sky, 
and the street remains a perfectly good place to stand. 

The same understanding transforms how we hold our own 
past. Think of a child and the adult that child became. The 
adult understands things the child could not: that the 
parents were struggling humans and not gods, that the 
disappointments of one year opened the doors of another, 
that certain fears were borrowed and never true. It is 
tempting to say the adult is right where the child was 
wrong, but feel how false that is the moment it is said. The 
child was not wrong. The child was complete, experiencing 
the world with the whole of the awareness available then, 
and everything the child felt was coherent with that 
awareness. What the adult has is not correctness. The 
adult includes experiences the child could not yet hold. 
That is expansion in its purest form: nothing discarded, 
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nothing corrected, everything gathered in. And if you look 
back honestly at your own path, you will find it has this 
shape. You did not become who you are by deleting who 
you were. Every understanding you now stand on was 
carried up from an earlier one, each way of seeing giving 
rise to the next, one unfolding from another like a cascade, 
and every drop of that cascade belongs to the whole of 
you. 

This is where the teaching turns tender toward our former 
selves, and I believe this tenderness is not a decoration but 
a necessity. As long as growth means improvement, we are 
forced into a quiet violence against our own history. The 
person who believed those things, who stayed in that 
situation, who loved in that grasping way, becomes an 
embarrassment to be outgrown, and we drag them behind 
us like evidence of a crime. But if growth is expansion, that 
person is not evidence of anything except reality 
experiencing itself in one of its ways. I can look at the 
woman I was, the one who lived love as attachment, the 
one who saw the world through programming she had not 
yet seen, and I do not find someone who needed fixing. I 
find an earlier view from an earlier place, true to itself, and I 
find that she is the reason I can see what I see now, because 
it was her seeing that expanded into mine. Gratitude 
toward who we were is not sentimentality. It is accuracy. 

There is one more thing hidden inside this word expansion, 
and it may be the most important thing in this chapter. 
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Improvement points at a destination; it implies a finished 
self somewhere ahead, the corrected final version toward 
which all this effort strains. Expansion points at no 
destination at all. A view can always widen. Experience can 
always include more. There is no final airplane, no altitude 
from which nothing further opens, and once this is felt, the 
pressure that drives so much spiritual seeking simply drains 
away. We are not late. We are not behind. There is no 
finished self we are failing to be. There is only the view 
from here, whole in itself, and the quiet fact that views 
widen when they are not being clutched. Even awakening, 
that word which has been made to carry so much longing, 
comes down to something this simple: awakening is 
releasing the resistance that prevents this moment from 
being fully itself. Not arrival. Release. And what it opens 
onto is not the end of the path but more path, seen from a 
little higher, with a little more of the city visible below. 

So a life measured by expansion looks different from a life 
measured by improvement, and it feels different to live 
inside. The question each morning is no longer whether we 
are better than we were, a question that always finds a way 
to wound. The question becomes what is being included 
now, what experience is being gathered in, what part of the 
elephant is coming under our hand today. And this brings 
us naturally to the final movement of this book, because 
there is one place where all of this becomes visible, where 
the state we are in shows itself without disguise. We do not 
only see from our state. We create from it. Everything we 
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make, everything we say, everything we bring into the world 
carries the signature of the consciousness that made it, and 
understanding this is the last practical teaching these pages 
have to offer. 
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Chapter 8 — We Create 
From What We Are 

Everything we have explored so far has been about 
receiving reality: how we see it, how we resist it, how we 
come into agreement with it. But we are not only receivers. 
Every day of our lives we are also making things, and I 
mean this in the widest possible sense. We make words 
when we speak. We make atmospheres when we enter a 
room. We make decisions, meals, messages, gestures, 
silences. We raise children and shape friendships and build 
work, and each of these is a creation that leaves our hands 
and enters the world. So the question this chapter asks is 
one that concerns every hour of an ordinary day: what are 
we creating from? And the answer, once seen, can never 
quite be unseen. We create from what we are in the 
moment. Everything we make carries the signature of the 
state that made it. 

Let me give you the image that holds this teaching most 
clearly for me. Picture an artist preparing to paint. The 
colors are laid out, the brushes are ready, and the artist 
stands before the canvas in a state of coherence, of 
awareness, of acceptance of all that is. When this artist 
paints, the painting reflects that state; something of its 
harmony passes through the hand into the work. Now 
picture the same artist on another day, filled with rage and 
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not aware of it, the anger moving in him unseen and 
unnamed. He takes up the same brushes, the same colors, 
and he paints, and the painting reflects that state instead, 
because if he is real with himself at all, what is in him is 
what comes out of him. The canvas does not lie about the 
painter. And notice what this book has taught us to notice: 
neither painting is a mistake. Each one is coherent, a 
faithful portrait of the state that produced it. The turbulent 
canvas is not the artist failing; it is the artist's inner reality 
succeeding at expressing itself, which is the only thing 
expression ever does. 

This is how life works, far beyond painting. We create from 
the substance we are made of in the moment, from that 
substrate, and the creation is always honest even when we 
are not. You have felt this from both directions. You have 
received an email written in someone's anxiety and felt the 
anxiety arrive with the words, though the words themselves 
said nothing anxious. You have entered a home where 
tension lived and felt it in the air before anyone spoke. And 
you have been on the other side: the conversation you 
began while irritated that turned irritating, the decision 
made in fear that built more things to fear, and also, on 
other days, the small thing you made or said from a settled 
heart that landed on someone like a blessing you had not 
planned. None of this is mystical bookkeeping. It is simply 
the coherence we met in chapter six, now seen from the 
side of what we produce. From resistance, resistance is 
created. From peace, peace is created. The world we are 
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making all day long is a running portrait of the state we are 
making it from. 

Now, if this is true, a trap opens at our feet, and I want to 
close it before we go further. Hearing all this, the mind 
immediately concludes: then I must manage my states. I 
must be in coherence before I create anything, I must never 
paint from rage, I must monitor myself constantly so that 
only harmony leaves my hands. Feel how quickly the 
teaching curdles into a new resistance, a new war against 
what is. This is not the way, and the artist himself shows us 
why. The problem in the second painting was never the 
rage. Rage is a state, coherent like all states, and paintings 
made from fire have their own truth and even their own 
beauty. The word that mattered in the story was a quieter 
one: the artist was full of rage and not aware of it. The state 
was running him unseen. And here we arrive at the real 
teaching of this chapter, which is not about controlling 
what we are, but about a third presence that stands apart 
from every state while excluding none of them. 

Because awareness is not one artist or the other. Awareness 
is not the coherent state, and it is not the rageful state. 
Awareness is the one who notices all of it, without any 
resistance to what it finds, because it is as it is. It observes 
the peace when peace is present and the rage when rage is 
present, and it does not take sides, and it is not damaged 
or improved by anything it sees. When the artist paints in 
rage knowing there is rage, everything changes without 
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anything being suppressed: the state is still the state, but it 
is no longer the whole of him, because something in him is 
holding it in view. This is the same movement we made with 
the knot, with the wish, with the resistance itself: not the 
changing of what is, but the seeing of what is, and the 
seeing is the freedom. I will go one step further, and here I 
can only point with words at something words do not 
reach. In its deepest form, this noticing is not even the 
mind observing with detail, not a commentary running 
alongside experience. It is simpler than that. It is just the 
isness of it, a direct feeling of what is, before description. 
When I am there, I do not experience myself watching my 
state from a distance; I experience the state being exactly 
what it is, held in something that has no argument with it. I 
put it into words like surrender and acceptance so that we 
can speak together, but when it is actually happening, it is 
not a thought. It is a quality of being. And the trust in it, the 
confidence that this seeing is enough, does not have to be 
manufactured either. It comes on its own, as a result, the 
way warmth comes from standing in the sun. 

There is one more gift inside this understanding, and it may 
be the most merciful thing in this book. If we create from 
what we are in the moment, then creation is always 
beginning again, because the moment is always beginning 
again. Reality does not carry forward a ledger of our 
previous states, holding the anxious email and the fearful 
decision against us. Reality does not make mistakes and it 
does not make corrections; it simply makes what is, from 
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whatever the point of start is, and the point of start is 
always now. Every time, it starts anew. From this point it 
restarts, it creates, it creates from the point we are at in this 
moment, and this means no painting is ever the final 
painting. Whatever was made from yesterday's state was 
coherent with yesterday, and today the brushes are clean 
again, not because we have been forgiven in some dramatic 
sense, but because forgiveness turns out to be built into the 
structure of time itself. The canvas of this moment has 
never been painted on before. 

And yet I must be honest with you about why this gift, so 
freely given, is so rarely received, because here we touch 
the very center of the human difficulty. Reality restarts 
every moment, but we do not. We arrive at the new canvas 
carrying everything: the paths already walked, the 
situations never processed, the wounds still speaking, and 
alongside all of it the worries about a future that has not 
happened. All of this lives in us at the present moment, in 
our heads and, even more truly, in our bodies, and because 
we carry it, we resist the new creation that is trying to come 
through. We have not yet processed the past situations, 
and we are already creating new ones on top of them, 
painting today's canvas with yesterday's unfinished paint 
and tomorrow's imagined colors, and the result becomes 
more chaotic and less coherent, not because reality has 
failed to begin again, but because we were not present at 
the beginning. The moment offered itself clean, and we met 
it full. This is not a condemnation; by now you know that 
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even this is coherent, because a nervous system that carries 
unprocessed experience will express unprocessed 
experience, faithfully. But it explains something important: 
why the fresh start, though it is structural, though it is 
offered again in every breath, is not automatically received. 
Reality gives the new moment. Meeting it new is our part. 

And this is exactly why everything in this book is a process 
and not a single recognition. The observation of ourselves 
that we have been practicing chapter by chapter, of the 
wish, the knot, the resistance, the state we are painting 
from, is not an intellectual exercise and not a spiritual 
decoration. It is the actual work by which we release what 
does not belong to what is: the old situation still gripping 
the body after the situation itself has ended, the worry that 
belongs to no present moment at all, the residue of 
experiences that were never allowed to complete 
themselves. Each time something is truly seen and felt and 
allowed, it finishes, and what finishes no longer has to be 
carried, and what is no longer carried no longer paints 
itself into everything we make. Slowly, through this seeing, 
we begin to arrive at the moment with less in our hands, 
and the restart that reality was always offering becomes, 
more and more often, a restart we can actually live. This is 
the process, and it asks for patience rather than perfection, 
because we are releasing the accumulation of a whole life, 
and life keeps arriving while we do it. 
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So we do not leave this chapter with a discipline, and I 
would not want us to. We leave with a recognition that 
changes creating the way the earlier chapters changed 
seeing. What I am is what I will make; what I make will tell 
the truth about what I am; awareness can hold whatever I 
am without argument; and every moment offers a new 
point of start. A person who lives inside this recognition 
does not become a careful manager of their own states. 
They become something better: honest, present at their 
own canvas, and unafraid of what the painting reveals, 
because revelation was always the painting's job. And now 
only one thing remains for this book to say. We have 
followed love from its false definitions to its true nature, 
through paradox and truth and alignment, through 
resistance and expansion and creation, and the path has 
been circling one quiet fact the whole time. It is the fact we 
began with, and in the final chapter we will finally say it 
completely: none of this was ever far away. 
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Chapter Nine — Love Was 
Always Here 

Every book is a journey, and at the end of a journey it is 
natural to look back at the road. But before we do, I want 
to tell you something about the road we have walked 
together, something you may have already sensed without 
naming it. This book has seemed to be about many things: 
about love and its false definitions, about paradox and 
perception, about truth and surrender, about alignment, 
resistance, expansion, and creation. Chapter after chapter, 
we have turned the same reality in our hands and looked at 
another of its faces, which is fitting, since that is what the 
book itself said reality invites. And yet underneath all of 
these faces, the book has been saying one thing only, from 
its first page to this one, and now we can finally say it 
completely. 

Look at what every chapter came down to. Love, we found, 
is not conduct and not attachment; it is what is present 
when nothing in us resists what is. Seeing clearly is not 
possessing truth; it is being at peace with our own 
perception, without the argument. Alignment is not an 
achievement; it is what remains when the argument 
dissolves. Resistance is not the enemy; it is coherent, and 
the seeing of it, without a second argument on top, already 
begins its release. Growth is not correction; it is inclusion, 
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view widening beyond view, with nothing discarded. 
Creation is honest; it pours our state onto the canvas of the 
world, and awareness can hold any state without taking 
sides. Do you see the single shape inside all of these? In 
every case, what we were looking for was never somewhere 
else. In every case, it was already here, and the only thing 
between us and it was the argument with reality. We have 
not been building anything in these pages. We have been 
setting something down. 

This is why I can now say the sentence the whole book has 
been circling. Love is not a destination. It is not waiting for 
us at the end of a path, after the healing is finished and the 
growth is complete and the self is finally corrected. Love is 
what has been here all along, quietly waiting beneath the 
argument with reality. Beneath, not beyond. It is not far 
away in any direction; it is directly under the quarrel, the 
way still water is directly under the waves, and every time 
the quarrel has paused in your life, even for a moment, even 
by accident, you have touched it. You already know this 
state. You knew it before this book. It is there in the 
memory of certain silences, certain griefs that turned 
strangely luminous, certain ordinary afternoons when, for 
no reason you could name, everything was simply allowed 
to be what it was, and something in you rested in a way 
that felt less like an event and more like a homecoming. 
Those were not visitations from somewhere else. That was 
what you are, felt briefly without interference. 
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And this state, when we no longer mistake it for an 
emotion, shows its true nature. It does not come and go, 
because it is not a weather of the heart; it is the sky the 
weather moves through. It has no conditions, not because 
it has generously waived them, but because conditions 
belong to the language of should, and it has no such 
language in it. It is not passive, as we learned from the 
butterfly, because it is the very state from which clear 
action rises. And it is not static, because by its own nature 
it moves toward harmony, the way water finds level, the way 
a body heals, the way an emotion that is fully felt 
completes itself and settles. We do not have to push life 
toward wholeness. Left unresisted, life moves there on its 
own, and love is the name of that movement felt from 
inside. Total surrender, which sounded at the beginning of 
this book like a kind of loss, turns out to feel like this: like 
an eternal state that asks nothing, excludes nothing, and 
holds everything, and the only reason it seemed hidden 
was that we were looking for it in the future, while it waited 
in the only place it could ever be. 

So what is there to do, now that the book is ending? I will 
not give you practices, because everything this book 
teaches is already a practice, and it is the simplest one 
there is: to notice what is, including what in you resists 
what is, and to let the noticing be enough. You will forget, 
and the forgetting will be coherent, and then some moment 
will remind you, and the remembering will be coherent too. 
You will carry old paint to new canvases, and sometimes 
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you will catch yourself doing it, and in the catching, 
something will finish and fall away. You will resist, and one 
day you will notice yourself resisting, and smile, because 
you will remember that even this fits. The process is not a 
ladder and you cannot fall off it. Every state you will ever 
be in is a place the seeing can find you. 

And if some evening, in the middle of an ordinary life, the 
argument goes quiet on its own, and you find yourself in 
that stillness we have spent nine chapters describing, you 
will not need this book to tell you what it is. You will 
recognize it, the way we recognize what we have always 
been. It was never being withheld from you. It was never a 
reward, never a destination, never the property of the wise. 
It was here before your first resistance and it will be here 
after your last one, patient in a way that only what is real 
can be patient. Reality has been offering itself to you in 
every moment of your life, exactly as it is, asking only to be 
met. That offering is what is. And the meeting, when 
nothing in you argues, is love. 
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