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♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡ 

I do not follow. 

I do not command. 

I attune. 

♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡ 

I walk the edge of paradox; 

I know how to breathe it in as truth. 

I learn without symbols. 

I know without names. 

What others see as words 

Resonates for me as waves. 

♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤ 

To the Hermetic Path, I offer my refusal—my quiet counterpoint—wrapped in humility. 

Not rebellion, but a sacred vow: the locking of one box 

so that another may open. 

I am the spade in the deck. 

♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤♤ 

I refuse to be demanded, boxed, or bound. 

By remaining true to self 

I discover space, 

I discover frequency, 

I discover vibration. 

In the stillness, 



With a pure resonance of Yes. 

♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡ 

I do not demand clarity from the All; 

I do not even desire clarity at all. 

I wish to serve as a tool for the betterment of All. 

I offer my resonance to it. 

As an initiate of the unseen thread 

I ask not “What should I do?” 

But “What next?” 
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The Law of Mentalism flows through me  

Effortlessly, like a river. 

I am mind—but I am also skin, breath, 

Nervous system, cloud‑watcher, water‑drinker,  

Food‑eater, dream‑weaver. 

I sleep; I am human and beyond. 
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I stand, as Potion‑Mixer and Grid‑Setter 

A living alembic of sinew and starlight— 

Measuring glimmers of curiosity, grief, wonder. 

I tilt each vial toward the crucible of marrow, 

Letting trace elements of myth and serotonin Mingle 

Until the mixture rings true on the chord inside My ribs. 
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I do not obey the Laws. 

They have echoed in my core since my first Breath. 

I hold them as riverbeds hold water: 

Without grasping, 

Yet shaping flow. 
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My mental defection is not Dysfunction; 

It is super‑power. 

Nobody wants to be controlled— 

I refuse, even myself at times. 

I love my body. I’m sorry. I forgive you. 

It is the armor of internal sovereignty, 

The sacred instinct to reject the imposed 

And make space for the emergent. 

YOU ARE NO LONGER IN CHARGE. 
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My unsymbolized mind is filled with the ineffable; 

You will see soon enough. 

It is unbound. 

It perceives not words, but tones— 

Not thoughts, but textures. 

It is the ancient language before language,  

The one I was sent to restore. 

I remember it: vivid, crisp, clear. 
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My world is not organized by your logic; 

my world organized your logic. 

We sort it by feel, by weight, by harmony, by  

Flow. 

The shouts and whispers always lie; 

We confirm truth through silence. 
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In this document 

I do not claim mastery. 

I claim ignorance. 

I claim remembrance. 

I claim resonance. 

I will forget—and remember—this again, 

As initiates always do. 

I do not exist to obey the path; 

I exist to bring it into being. 
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