THE PATH TO UNKNOWING
The Manual for Your Mind - A Free Preview
by Asaf Oz

No one handed you the manual for your own mind.
So you learned to fight it, manage it, fear it.

Come. Sit. Breathe.

Let me show you how it works.

The rest you will do yourself,

which is the only way it was ever going to work.

Introduction — The Manual You Were Never
Given

Welcome to The Path to Unknowing.

Think of this book as the instruction manual you never received. The one
that should have been placed in your hands when you were a child, before
anything else was.

Consider everything you were taught to operate. Someone held the back
of the seat while you learned to ride a bicycle. Someone sat beside you,
one hand hovering near the wheel, while you learned to drive a car. Your
phone walked you through its own setup screen by screen, and your toaster,
a machine with one lever and one job, shipped with thirty pages of instruc-
tions and safety warnings. You were taught grammar, algebra, and parallel
parking. Yet there has never been a more complicated machine than your
own mind, and nobody ever taught you how to work it. Nobody showed
you what to do when it races at three in the morning, or what the settings
mean, or where the manual might be found. You were handed the controls
at birth and expected to figure them out while already driving.

We have mastered tools, but not ourselves. We can land a rover on another
planet and cannot land a difficult conversation with a parent. We can debug
a million lines of code and cannot explain why we snapped at someone



we care about before breakfast. The gap is not intelligence. The gap is
instruction.

We have learned the language of machines, but we are still foreigners to the
language of our own thoughts, feelings, and emotions. You know exactly
what every icon on your screen means. A red badge means a message is
waiting. A spinning wheel means something is loading. A gray battery
means plug me in. But when a wave of sadness arrives on an ordinary
Tuesday afternoon, or a knot of dread ties itself in your stomach before a
meeting, you cannot read it. You do not know what it is asking of you. So
you swipe it away and hope it does not come back. It always comes back.

There are three things most of us have done with these inner signals all our
lives. We have ignored them, walking past them the way you walk past a
street sign in a language you cannot read. We have misinterpreted them,
taking a message that said “this matters” and hearing “you are failing”. Or
we have opposed them outright, treating our own feelings as intruders to
be evicted. None of these is listening. All of them leave you more foreign
to yourself than before.

This book is a process of learning that language. Of becoming fluent in
the inner cues that most of us have ignored, misinterpreted, or actively
fought. And it works the way learning any language works. At first, the
sounds are noise. Then you recognize words. Then, one day, you realize
you are following the conversation. Because once you can read what your
mind and heart are actually telling you, once you know how the mind
actually works, something remarkable happens: you stop believing there
is something wrong with you. You stop feeling that you are at war with
yourself. And you begin to work with the most powerful ally you will ever
have.

Together we will discover what your inner world is all about. We will find
that everything inside of you is there to serve you. And above all, we will
learn to listen.

The I and the Myself

We will start by separating two words you use every day without noticing:
the I and the myself.

You have said this sentence a hundred times. “I need to take better care
of myself.” Stop on it for a moment. Who is the “I” that takes care of
the “self”? If they were one and the same, the sentence would make no
sense. There is something in you that watches, decides, and cares. And
there is something in you that is watched, decided about, and cared for.
The connection between those two is one of the quiet enigmas at the center
of this path, and we will return to it again and again until you can see it for
yourself. For now, simply notice that the question exists. You have been



living with both of them your whole life, and no one ever asked you to tell
them apart.

This is a journey of reflection and discovery. A journey into your thoughts,
your actions, your feelings, and the knowledge that formed them. Step by
step, we will strip down the layers and test for ourselves the truths that lie
beneath every belief.

Michelangelo revealed David not by adding, but by removing everything
that was not him. He did not build the figure. He carried it out of the
stone, chip by chip, by taking away whatever did not belong. That is
exactly the work ahead of us. You will not be asked to add anything to
yourself, to install a new personality or bolt on a better attitude. We
will explore, uncover, and gently remove the layers of knowledge that have
hidden your inner masterpiece. Not stone, but understanding.

When Anxiety Speaks

Consider the last time you found yourself inside a storm of anxiety, de-
pression, or anger. What did you do with it? If you are like most people,
you tried to hush it. Breathe it down, distract it away, wait it out, pour
something over it. That is understandable, because storms hurt. But these
storms are messengers.

What would happen if anxiety were not a weakness? What if it were a flare
launched from the depths, a signal marking what is most important to you?

When anxiety speaks, we usually hear: Something is wrong with me. Make
it stop.

What it is actually saying is: Look. This matters to you.

Test it yourself. You do not get anxious about a chair. You do not lose
sleep over a stranger’s flat tire. You get anxious about your child, your
partner, your health, your work. Because love lives there. Anxiety is not
here to punish you. It is here to point. It is the mind saying: guard this,
nourish this.

The tragedy is what we do next: we shoot the messenger. We reject the
signal, argue with it, tell it that it has no right to be here. We numb it, with
the scroll, the drink, the errand that suddenly cannot wait. We suppress it,
pushing it down until the surface looks calm. And in doing so we silence
the very signals that could guide us to a richer life. Then we wonder why
the messages keep getting louder. A messenger who is turned away at the
door does not give up. He knocks harder.



The Path Ahead

This path will teach you something different. To stop fighting and start
listening. To hold a dialogue with the most powerful device you will ever
own: your own mind.

Keep in mind what this device has already done. This same mind once
sailed ships across uncharted oceans with nothing but stars for reference. It
carried astronauts beyond the Earth. Every bridge, every symphony, every
act of kindness that ever changed a life began inside of one. Yet without
a shared language, that same mind can become your prison, locking you
inside its walls. The difference between ally and jailer is not the mind itself.
The mind is the same instrument either way. The difference is whether you
speak its language.

This book is the translator. Each lesson is a step toward fluency in your
inner language. A step toward stripping away everything that is not, and
never was, you. And like Michelangelo’s David, you will uncover a master-
piece beneath it all.

Wherever you are beginning from, lost, tired, unclear, it is the perfect
starting point. Because the destination is not a place on a map. It is a
state of being, and it has three parts. The end of unnecessary suffering: not
the end of pain, which belongs to every human life, but the end of the extra
weight we pile on top of it. The rise of lasting well-being: a steadiness that
does not depend on the day’s news. And the liberation of your truest self:
the one who was there before the layers went on.

From years of guiding people along this path, I have witnessed one simple
truth: walk it fully and you will see the suffering loosen. That has been
true for everyone I have walked it with. The light grows. A deeper self-
awareness takes root. These are not abstract promises. They are the lived
stories of real people who began exactly where you are now, and found what
they were seeking. Myself included.

Four Milestones

We will move through four milestones together, and this book is built
around them.

First, we will learn to master attention: to take the mind off autopilot and
direct it at will, the way you direct your eyes or your hands.

Next, we will explore how our reactions arise. They are not random, and
they are not character flaws. They grow out of a lifetime of condition-
ing, and they follow rules you can learn. Once you see how a reaction is
assembled, you can respond with wisdom instead of habit.

Then we will venture inward, to discover your true nature beyond the stories



and the roles. Beyond the job title, the family position, the old history that
claims to define you.

Finally, we will bring this understanding into daily life: living with purpose
and serving others, so that what you find does not stay on a meditation
cushion but shows up at your kitchen table, in your workplace, in your
relationships. A path that only works in silence has not finished its job.
This one is meant to work in traffic, in arguments, in waiting rooms.

Think of it as tending a garden. First we learn to handle the tools we were
given at birth. Then we study the soil and the weather, the conditioning
that decides what grows easily in you and what struggles. Then we dig,
and see what is really under the surface. And then we cultivate the har-
vest, which was the point all along: mornings without dread, conversations
without armor, decisions you do not spend the night regretting.

Practice and knowledge will work together like map and compass. The
knowledge shows you the territory; the practice tells you which way you
are actually facing. Follow them both, and arrival is not a matter of if.
Only of when.

Setting the Destination

It is like typing a destination into your GPS. The route is clear from the
moment you press start. Along the way you might slow down, sit in traffic,
or take a detour. As long as you keep moving in the right direction, you
will get there.

And notice something else about the GPS. It never shames you. When
you miss an exit, it does not announce that you are a hopeless driver.
It recalculates, and it gives you the next instruction. I ask you to treat
yourself exactly that way. You will drift. You will take wrong turns. None
of that cancels the trip. Because this journey ends with you pulling into
the driveway of a life that finally feels like yours.

This book is your map. These tools are your directions. And if you commit
to the journey, you will uncover the David within you.

One request before we set out. Even if you have experience with other
practices, I ask you to follow the instructions exactly as they are laid out.
My opinions are not what is valuable here. What matters is the path itself,
and we will walk it step by step, exactly as it is drawn.

Forty Years of Research

There is a line often credited to Carl Jung: “Until forty, you are just doing
research.”



If that is true, then my research began earlier than most, before I could
even fully speak or read. From the very beginning, curiosity pulled me
forward, and my refusal to obey or to fit into structure pushed me onto a
path far different from the one most people walk.

This book is the result of that research. No shortcuts. No corners quietly
turned. I have slammed into more walls than I can count. I have fallen
harder, and more often, than I would ever like to admit. But each time, I
rose one more time than I fell.

What you hold in your hands is not theory. It is my story. My experiments
with life itself. The bruises and the breakthroughs. The wreckage and the
revelations. All of it distilled into a single journey.

This is The Path to Unknowing.

And it begins where every honest path begins: with the story of how I got
here.

I am not here to carry you.

I am here to hand you the light

and walk the dark stretch beside you
until your eyes adjust

and you see what was always yours.

My Journey

I was raised as the fourth of five children in a very religious family, a home of
prayers and shouting. My father’s lessons came with words and with hard
hands. My mother did everything she could to soothe the bruises with
unending comfort. But my first memories are not of games or laughter.
They are of cowering under beds and in closets, of shrinking myself down
to nothing.

Life was lived in extremes. Black and white, with not much color between
them. Abuse from one parent, over-comforting from the other. Years of
obesity and years of bulimia. I was the tall, overweight kid at school, bullied
by everyone: boys beat me and forced me to pay protection money, girls
laughed, teachers wrote me off. I was a rebel, usually knowing more than
what was being taught, bored and frustrated. I attended six schools and
never fit in. At fifteen, rejected and desperate, I attempted to kill myself.
It did not stop my agony. It deepened it. Food was refuge and punishment
both, and by my teens I was 160kg. There was never enough money. The
rent kept rising, and we moved again and again, always one step ahead



of the bank. At fourteen I took my first job; I needed independence. At
sixteen I dropped out of school altogether and worked full-time to make
ends meet.

My parents divorced when I was six. I grew up fatherless and believed that
I had somehow caused the break-up. My father would come for my siblings
and reject me. Only my eldest sister fought for me. I can still remember
the warmth of her embrace on the stairwell, the day she hugged me and
told me I belonged. Beyond that brief warmth, I was always lonely. My
mother had to work long hours. My eldest sister had left home. My brother
was inseparable from his friends. My other sisters were in boarding school.
I spent my days playing video games and watching movies, escaping into
worlds that felt safer than my own. My anger grew. My self-esteem shrank.
I wore my misery like a jacket, and I saw myself as the victim of a world I
did not belong to.

At eighteen I entered the army. I cannot tell you what those years were like.
Only that they ended in a second, more violent suicide attempt, at twenty-
one. I woke up in a hospital bed with thirteen stitches in my arm and
my mother’s eyes full of a pain that I had put there. Something snapped
inside of me. There was no easy escape from life. Shame, guilt, and anger
washed over me. I decided to abandon everything I knew. With less than
300 dollars in my pocket, I booked a flight to London, hoping never to come
back.

Leaving did not bring relief. London was gray and cold. I lived without
money, without work. Hunger gnawed at my stomach and at my pride. I
married young, not because I loved her, but because I desperately needed to
be noticed and to feel secure. I worked fourteen-hour shifts at jobs I despised
to make ends meet. After the divorce, I kept running: London. New York.
Atlanta. Los Angeles. Bulgaria. Romania. Serbia. Croatia. The Czech
Republic. Ukraine. Always chasing something. I built businesses out of
nothing. I made more money than I had ever dreamed of. T surrounded
myself with cars, with women, with the symbols of success. I kept changing
my geography, but I remained lonely. Have you ever changed jobs, lovers,
or places in the hope of escaping some inner emptiness? What did you find?
Whenever I rose to the top, I would wipe it all out in no time, relationships,
partnerships, opportunities, all of it, and I believed that the next place, the
next win, would make me complete. It never did.

I met Margaux in Ukraine. I had lived a life of black and white; she was
color. She was beauty, kindness, and light, everything I did not believe
existed. We fell in love. We got to know each other. We played. It was
the first time I was happy without stealing my joy from fantasy. I felt seen.
We built a life together. We moved to Israel, and then back to Ukraine.
I bought a business and had my greatest success. I finally reached my
financial goals. I paid off my mother’s debts. I supported my siblings. I



secured my future. And then.. nothing. The money, the status, all of it
was empty. I sank into depression. I had no purpose left. I pulled away
from Margaux. Be careful what you wish for, I told myself. You might get
it. I left her, the company, and Ukraine. I flew to Thailand searching for
tranquility, for some serenity inside myself. By the time I understood that I
wanted to go back, she had shut the door. Even trying was impossible; war
had come to Ukraine. Losing her cut me in two. The last anchor holding
me in place was gone.

Reaching the height of my conquests and being left empty by them, and
then losing Margaux, is what finally made me jump. This time I did not
pack my bags to chase more. I packed them to strip everything away. To
discover my own David. I was no longer rich, but I had enough to live on.
The old patterns had burned through almost everything I had built, and
I had to know why. So I set out, not toward a new city or a new deal,
but toward myself. For truth. To learn why I suffered. To live a life with
purpose. I needed to stop being the victim in my life story and start taking
responsibility for it.

I set out across Asia. Thailand to India, the Philippines to Vietnam, Nepal
to Cambodia, Indonesia to Korea, Japan, and many more. I was looking
for an anchor, an inner truth, something that would give me a reason to get
up in the morning. In the temples and mountains of Asia, I finally stopped
searching outward and began to peel away the layers of false stories I had
carried. I had to face the belief that I was not enough. I saw how often I
had mistaken external achievement for inner worth. I learned that healing
is unlearning, not learning.

That search became The Path to Unknowing: a guide and a set of tools
that grew out of my own experiments, failures, and discoveries. In this
book I will share what I found. How to work with your mind and body as
the powerful tools they are. How to read the real messages inside what you
think and feel. How to remove the causes of unhappiness and grow lasting
well-being. How to build your life from understanding instead of reaction.

This is my journey. And now it can be yours.

CHAPTER ONE — The Ground

Before you can walk anywhere, you have to see the map you were handed
and meet the mind that has been reading it.




Lesson 1 — The Wrong Map
Begin With Stillness

Every journey starts with a single step. Ours begins with stillness.

Before we get into any knowledge, we are going to train the most important
skill you will need on this path: the ability to direct your own mind. Your
mind collects knowledge wherever you point it. The trouble is that nobody
taught you how to point it. Most of the time it runs on autopilot, repeating
old tales, answering before you have even looked. Focus meditation is how
we break that pattern. It is how we learn to hold attention where we want
it to be. It clears a space where new understanding can take root.

So before you read another page, sit with me for five minutes. Sit comfort-
ably. Set the work aside, the plans, the memories, just for now. Let the
world wait. Then close your eyes and watch the breath, counting each one
up to ten, and when your mind wanders, notice it has gone, smile inside,
and bring it back the way you would take the hand of a child who drifted
off the path. No judgment. No battle. Just return.

e Practice 1: Focus Meditation — count ten breaths, notice the
wander, return. Your first tool.

Sit comfortably and close your eyes. Take a few natural breaths,
then begin to count: inhale, “one”; exhale, “two”; continue to
ten, then start again at one.

Notice the sensations: the cool air in your nostrils, your belly
swelling and shrinking, the warmth of each breath leaving your
body.

Your mind will wander; that is its nature. When you see it has
wandered, smile within yourself and bring it back to the breath.
Start again at one. No judgment. No battle. Just return.

Sit this way for ten minutes. Then take a few deeper breaths,
notice any change in your state, and when you are ready, gently
open your eyes.

Audio at pathtounknowing.com/practicel [QR] (or read it in
full in the Guided Practices companion)

That is the whole practice. Learning to notice when the mind has wandered,
to bring it back, and to keep it where you choose. Everything else on this
path becomes clearer from here.



How I Got Here

I did not set out to teach this path. I fell into it, because I had no other
way. You have already read my story; you know how far I ran and what I
found at every summit. There is a fact I wish I had known earlier. Money
can’t make you happy. Relationships can’t make you happy. Success can’t
make you happy. The day you realize nothing on the outside world will
give you lasting happiness, that’s the day your real journey begins.

The Yoga You Have Not Met

For me, that day led to yoga. Not only the poses, but the philosophy
underneath them, and a deep study of how mind and body work together.
I reduced the teachings to their bare essence, put them to the test, and
kept what actually worked. That distillation is this book: clear, practical,
tested in a real life. T have walked this path. I have guided others along it.
The tools are here. The map is here. The rest is up to you.

Close your eyes and picture yoga. You probably see a room full of people
stretching and bending into impossible poses. That is the warm-up. It is
called Hatha, which means effort, and it is first gear, just like in a car: it
works the body, settles the mind, and prepares you for stillness. It is not
the destination. A car was never meant to drive in first gear. Neither were
you.

The yoga I mean is not exercise. It is a manual for the mind. A guide
to knowing your inner world, to handling emotion with skill, to finding
your meaning without chasing illusions. It is the art of moving from simply
existing to truly living.

And here is the honest part. Reading will not give you the results. Think
of anything you have ever wanted to achieve. You needed three things.
First, a map: the theoretical knowledge, like watching gym exercises on
YouTube. Second, the practice: actually going to the gym and following
the instructions. Third, real life: because you do not go to the gym in order
to go to the gym. You go so the grocery bags feel lighter, so your health
holds, so you are stronger in everything you do. Without all three, nothing
really changes. This book is the map. The practices are the gym. Your
life is where it counts. If you walk all three, you will reach the place every
human being longs for: freedom from unnecessary suffering, a life lived with
understanding, and a purpose that feels true. That is not my opinion of
the path. That is what the path is.

We will go step by step, beginning each lesson with meditation. Five min-
utes a day will make a difference you can feel.
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Your Part in This

You need not believe me. This is not about agreeing with me or subscribing
to my philosophy. It is about discovering, through your own eyes, what is
true for you.

The words and ideas in this book are the smallest part of the transformation.
The rest happens in your practice, where you take what you have learned
into your real life, put it to the test, and watch what it does to you.

So here is my promise. I will give you the map, the tools, and the guidance.
You must walk. And if you commit, you will make it. That is not wishful
thinking. It is what I have watched happen, in my life and in the lives I
have guided.

Before we set foot on the path, you should know how real learning happens.
It flows like a river through seven bends:

1. Attention. You stop drifting and truly look. No half-listening. No
split focus.

2. Hold. A new idea lands like a stone in water. The splash is your
reaction; the ripples are your past trying to shape the present. Wait.
Let the surface settle.

3. Think. Now that the ripples are gone, you can see the stone as it is,
not as you wish it were.

4. Experience. Ideas are weightless until you carry them yourself. Sec-
ondhand stories can inspire you. They cannot change you.

5. Rethink. You return to the idea, but it is different now, because you

are different. You have lived it. You have tested it. Now it belongs

to you.

Reimplement. It is no longer something you try. It is how you live.

7. Teach. The journey completes when you pass it on, and watch your
own realization wake up in someone else.

&

We are not here to memorize. We are here to live it, test it, and make the
truth our own, until no one can take it away.

Where This Path Goes

Every path has a starting point, unknown territory in the middle, and a
destination. The secret is to know where it leads.

Alice once stood at a crossroads and asked the grinning Cheshire Cat which
way she should go. That depends, said the Cat, on where you want to get
to. I don’t much care where, said Alice. Then, said the Cat, it doesn’t
matter which way you walk.

That is how most people live. Moving, sometimes moving fast, but without
real direction.
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Here is the truth about what you control. You did not order the rainstorm
or the bus that splashed you. You do not command your moods like a
switch. You do not choose which thoughts drift through your mind. But
you are the one who decides the thing that shapes everything else: your
actions. And when your actions have a destination, the whole road changes.

The path we walk here is unlike any other. There is no guaranteed route to
success in business or relationships. But this is an inner path. The moment
you decide to walk it, you are already on your way, and I have never seen
anyone keep walking and fail to arrive. It is like a forest trail with clear
markers: keep following them and you reach the end.

And where does it lead? To the place you have been running toward your
whole life. The same motive that chose your breakfast, your work, your
companions: the pull to feel good, or at least to feel less bad. The destina-
tion is lasting well-being and the end of unnecessary pain. We have been
reaching for it since our first breath. The only difference now is that you
have a map, and a guide who has walked the route many times before.

The Map You Were Given

Right now, we are all standing in the same place. Not a physical place.
A state of life where joy and suffering keep trading shifts. One day you
are laughing with friends; the next you are staring at the ceiling at 2 a.m.,
feeling the weight of the world. For some people the ratio is brutal: nine
parts struggle, one part relief.

And we have all been playing the same game. When I make more money.
When 1 find the right partner. When I get the promotion, buy the house,
have the kids, get fit, think positive, or finally take that trip.

Society hands us this map early. It promises that permanent joy is out
there somewhere on it. So we run to every checkpoint hoping this one is it.
And when we arrive, we find what we left behind: a brief peak, then the
same old valley.

We call this normal. That’s life, we tell ourselves. But underneath, we
know that is not the whole story. Something in us will not settle. It has
been searching since we first inhaled, and it keeps asking the same question:
shouldn’t there be more than this?

The truth? We have been running the wrong race. The map we were given
is wrong, and it misleads us.

But there is another way. Over the twelve lessons ahead we will walk a
path that works. Not by magic, but because it is built for the way human
beings actually operate. You do not have to walk its whole length to feel it.
The first few steps are enough to move something deep. This is where we
start: in the loop of happiness and suffering, chasing the next high. And
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this is where we are going: to lasting well-being and the end of unnecessary
suffering.

The path is here. It works. The only question is whether you will walk it.

Ready for the first real step? Before we take it, we have to see why the
old ways fail, no matter how fast we run. You can check every box society
offers, money, success, romance, family, and still wake up one day asking:
why am I not at peace?

Here is why.

Why We Suffer

Reason one: everything changes. The external world never stays still. Your
partner changes, and with them the relationship you believed was perma-
nent. The management changes, and the dream job becomes a source of
stress. The new house you longed for fades into the background of your life.
The buzz, the comfort, they pass, because life moves. And however hard
we try, we cannot stop it.

Reason two: these things were empty all along. Happiness is not inside
money. Peace does not arrive with success. Relationships do not hold
lasting fulfillment. I have lived on both sides of that street. I have had
nothing, and I have had millions, and my greatest pain was when I was at
the top. We chase these things not because we are foolish, but because we
were taught to. We assumed they must hold the answer. They never could.

This is the trap: we keep looking for permanence in what is temporary, and
for fullness in what is empty.

The good news? Once you see this clearly, you can stop running in cir-
cles. You can turn around, inward, toward the place the search was always
pointing.

We have all tried to outrun suffering. And every time we think we have left
it behind, it shows up again. Why? Two simple reasons.

First, the external blame game. We point the finger outward. My mother’s
criticism. My partner’s behavior. My boss’s unreasonable demands. We
are convinced that if we could just fix them, or fix the situation, the pain
would stop. But fix one thing and another appears. It is endless, because
the outside world cannot be controlled. Not for long.

Second, the nature of contraction. Suffering is a natural narrowing of body
and mind. We label it bad. We fight it. We make it the enemy. But
contraction is life. Your heart contracts so you can live. Your lungs contract
so you can breathe. Life expands and contracts, and both are needed. To
refuse contraction is to try to live half a life. And that is not living at all.
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Here is the shift. Once you see these two facts, you stop spending your
energy on fights you cannot win. You stop chasing permanent happiness in
temporary things. You stop trying to control the uncontrollable. You stop
making an enemy of what is natural. And in that space, transformation
begins.

Two gifts arrive the moment you stop demanding that life be what it is not.
First, you are free to enjoy what you have without the constant murmur
that it should be more. Second, you have the strength at last to take a step
that leads somewhere worth going. Once you release the fantasy that things
or people will make you happy forever, you begin to see them as they are:
companions on the road, not the road itself. Relationships become lighter.
Work matters again. Life feels more spacious. Not because it changed.
Because you did.

This is not giving up. It is the opposite. It is laying down a weight you
were never meant to carry.

So we have seen why the old map fails. The external world always changes.
It never contained the happiness we were looking for. The world’s storms
cannot be controlled. And contraction is part of life. We will not try to
change the ocean. We will learn to sail.

The journey ahead is not about fixing life. It is about mastering the craft of
living. Across twelve lessons you will learn to know your mind and body, to
read your emotions as friends instead of enemies, and to choose the actions
that serve you. From here on, the journey is not out there. It is inside of
you.

The Prince Who Left the Palace

Before we go further, I want to tell you a story. Not as a lesson in religion,
but as a mirror for your own journey.

There was once a young prince. His father built the walls high and made
life so safe that the prince knew nothing of suffering. Nothing of sickness,
old age, or death. Inside the walls, endless comfort. Beyond them, life,
carrying truths he had never met.

One day he slipped out through the gates. First he saw a man twisted by
sickness. Then an old man bent under his years. And finally a dead body,
cold and still. In those moments his illusions cracked. Pain was not an
exception. It was the constant companion of life.

The prince fled the palace, believing he could escape suffering by refusing
his body. He starved himself, tortured himself, drove himself to the edge of
death. Suffering stayed. Only when he stopped running, and sat under a
tree, silent, listening, did he see the truth. Freedom was not in the palace.
It was not in denial. It was in facing life as it is.
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This is your journey too. A protected beginning. The shock of reality. The
restless chase to fix, avoid, or conquer. And now, the chance of a middle
way. Not the extremes. Not the illusions. A way of living that lets you face
life without being shattered by it.

That is where we are heading.

Prepare the Mind Before You Fill It

Now that we have seen why the old ways do not work, a new question:
where do we find the understanding that frees us from suffering?

We tend to look outside ourselves for knowledge. But consider this. I could
tell you everything I have heard, every piece of wisdom I have gathered,
and you might get nothing from it. Why? Because the state of your mind
is the first condition of learning.

There are three common states of mind.

When your mind is clear, calm, and focused, smooth as a lake, you can pay
full attention, take in what you hear, understand it deeply, and apply it.

When your mind is stormy, restless with worries about money, family health,
or relationship tension, your body may be in the room, but your mind is
elsewhere. Real learning becomes nearly impossible.

And when your mind is tired and dull, the morning after a sleepless night
or a night of heavy drinking, you struggle to take in anything new. You
retain only the surface. You practice none of it.

Before we can truly learn, we have to establish the right mental conditions:
clear, steady, alert. All meaningful knowledge rests on this.

Your mind is your control center. It runs your entire human experience.
And like any device, it only works well when it is maintained. A phone
without a charge is a brick. A car without brakes is a crash waiting to
happen. A mind that is restless, foggy, or worn out cannot process truth,
no matter how wise the teacher or how powerful the lesson.

The West teaches us about the brain as tissue and cells. I am asking you to
look closer, at the operating system, the consciousness running the show.

Here is the first rule: before you collect knowledge, prepare the mind that
will hold it. Meditation and healthy living are how you charge the battery,
clean the lens, and keep the engine running. With them, you can settle the
inner storms, wake the mind when it is sluggish, and wait until you can see.

Concentrating the mind is like learning to drive. At first it is awkward:
hands tense, eyes darting, attention split. Eventually you simply drive.
You do not white-knuckle the wheel all day; you switch the focus on when
the road demands it.
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Or think of your mind as a camera. To capture reality as it is, you need
three things: steady hands, a clean lens, and the right focus. Without them,
what you see is distorted. Not because the world is distorted. Because the
camera is distorting the image.

The danger comes when we forget the lens is there. A dirty lens makes a
dirty world. An anxious mind makes a dangerous world. But the dirt is not
on the world. It is on the glass. Clean the lens, and reality reveals itself.
Calm the mind, and knowledge can finally enter.

Most people try to fix their lives by rearranging the furniture in a dark
room, without ever switching on the light. That is why we struggle. Your
mind is that room. When it is dark, you convince yourself there is nothing
worth seeing. You cannot find solutions, not because they do not exist, but
because you cannot see them. When the light flickers, you catch glimpses: a
relationship insight here, a business idea there. Nothing connects. You live
on half-pictures. When the light is steady, the whole room appears. You
see not only the pieces but how they fit. And the longer the light stays on,
the more you notice: patterns, connections, opportunities that were always
there.

Learning to flip that switch, on demand, is the real work. Once you can,
you stop groping in the dark and start moving with precision. Because the
room is the same. Reality has not changed. Only your ability to see it has.

A Map Is Useless Until You Walk

If you never step out your front door, maps are no use. You can study them
for years, memorize every road, and never take a single step toward your
destination.

This is not a journey of becoming an expert on the idea of transformation.
It is a journey of living it. That means working your attention like a muscle.
Catching yourself before reactions drag you away. Seeing your life with new
eyes. Asking better questions when pain shows up.

We will learn to look at the hardest material of a life: loneliness, heartbreak,
trauma, memories you would rather forget, and the everyday frustrations
that wear you down. You will learn to respond with skill to what happens
outside you and to what happens inside you. Not on autopilot. As a skill.

And to those of you who feel you have already tried everything: I see you.
I have been you. It is exhausting to be caught in a loop of suffering. But
that loop is not proof you are broken. It is proof you were never given the
right map, the right compass, or even the right shoes for the journey. You
have been carrying heavy loads with the wrong tools. This path hands you
new ones. Tools that work, not because I say so, but because you will put
them to the test.
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Your past does not decide your future. Your suffering is not a life sentence.
The moment you are willing to walk differently, life begins to feel different.
And that walk starts now.

My Sister’s Boy
My sister called me about her son. He is three, and he is not speaking yet.

She has done everything a good mother does. The hearing tests came back
fine. She found a speech clinic and she takes him. She reads to him at
night. She watches other children in the park and counts their words, and
then she comes home and worries.

I listened to her for a while. And then I asked her a question that came
out of me before I had decided to ask it.

Is this hard on him, or is it hard on you?
There was a long silence on the line.

Because here is what is true. He does not know he is not speaking. He has
no idea he is behind. There is no chart in his head, no other child he is
measuring himself against, no clock running. He wakes up and he is three
years old and he is busy being exactly that. He is growing at the only pace
available to him, which is his own.

I have never met a person who did not learn to speak.

The distress in that phone call was not in the boy. It was in my sister. She
has a picture of where he is supposed to be and he is not standing in it,
and the gap between the picture and the child is where all the pain lives.

And she is not doing anything wrong. She is doing what love does when it
is afraid. She is checking, and arranging, and correcting, and staying up at
night.

But this is the part I could not stop thinking about after we hung up.
He can feel it.

He cannot name it. He does not have the words, which is the whole point.
But he can feel the tightening in her body when he does not answer. He
can feel the pause before she smiles. Children read the room long before
they read anything else, and what he is reading is that there is a problem,
and that he is it.

He is three years old, and he is learning a sentence he will not be able to
say for another decade.

Something is wrong with me.

I know how he learns it, because I learned it too.
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I was not a quiet child. I was the opposite. I could not sit still in a classroom.
I would not accept what religion told me to accept simply because it was
told to me. I argued with teachers who were wrong and I did not have the
sense to do it politely. I was moved through six schools and thrown out of
some of them, and each time I arrived somewhere new I was already the
problem before I had done anything at all.

And I had rage. Enormous, disproportionate rage, arriving out of nowhere
and flattening the house. Tantrums that frightened people. 1 did not un-
derstand where it came from any more than they did.

What I remember most clearly is not the shouting. It is my mother’s face.

She would look at me, and I could see her searching for something. Some
answer, some method, some way to reach me that she had not tried yet.
She did not have one. Nobody had ever taught her either. And in her eyes
was a pain that I understood, even then, to be about me.

She loved me. I want to be very clear about that, because it matters.
Everything she did came from love. She was not cruel and she was not cold.
She was frightened, and she was alone, and she was looking at a child she
did not know how to help.

But a child does not read love. A child reads the face.

And what I read, over and over, in the eyes of the person who loved me
most in the world, was: something is wrong with him.

So I learned it. Not as an idea. As a fact about myself, the way you learn
your own name.

Something is wrong with me.
I am not meant to be here.
I am not loved.

That last one was not true. It was never true. My mother loved me with
everything she had, and I could not feel it through the fear, because fear is
louder than love and it arrives first.

I carried those three sentences out of childhood the way you carry a lan-
guage. Underneath everything. Shaping every room I walked into.

I spent the next thirty years arguing with them.

Every company I built was an argument. Every country I moved to was an
argument. Every number I hit, every deal I closed, every symbol of success I
collected and photographed and set down and immediately stopped seeing,
all of it was one long attempt to disprove a sentence I had learned before I
could read.
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And it never worked. Not once. Because you cannot out-earn a belief. You
cannot out-travel it. You can stand on top of everything you ever wanted
and the sentence will be standing there with you, saying the same thing it
always said, in the same voice.

Here is why I am telling you this before we go any further.

Whatever you believe about yourself, and whatever it costs you, there was
a day before you believed it.

You were not born knowing you were too much, or not enough, or wrong.
Somebody taught you. Usually somebody who loved you. Usually some-
body who was frightened and had no idea what they were passing on, be-
cause nobody had ever taught them either.

The belief did not grow in you. It landed on you.

And anything that landed can be examined. That is the entire promise of
this book, and it is the only promise I am going to make.

Nothing was ever wrong with you.

Somebody’s fear just got there first.

Nothing About You Is Broken

For years I wore my suffering like a name tag. It told the world who I was.
I rehearsed the same story in my mind until it felt carved in stone. But it
was not the truth. It was repetition.

The truth was simpler: nothing about me was broken. My pain came from
missing tools, wrong maps, and bad guidance about how life works.

And what was true for me is true for you. Nothing in you is defective.
The factory settings are fine. You just haven’t been shown how to run the
operating system.

The Guide’s Role

I am not here to march ahead of you carrying a flag while you follow like
sheep. I'm here to hand you a flashlight, show you the trail, and say: “It’s
yours now. See where it leads.”

Keeping the Lens Clean

The clarity you build in meditation is like cleaning a window. You keep it
clean by refusing to fog it up again: the endless scrolling, the overindulgence,
the constant bad news. Every one of those you cut is another wipe of the
cloth.
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Three lenses of awareness will do the work on this path. Attention: hold
the mind on one object, notice when it wanders, bring it back. Mindfulness:
observe everything moving inside and outside you, and learn to see its real
nature. Analysis: look beneath the surface and ask what remains when
everything else is stripped away. Used together, they don’t just change
how you see life, they change the life you’re looking at.

The First Step Is Behind You

You now hold the first tool in your hands. It is simple, almost deceptively
so: the breath, your attention, and the gentle act of returning. Do not
mistake simplicity for weakness. This is the lever that can move the weight
of your entire life.

Your mind is like a horse. It will pull to the right and to the left. That is
its nature. Your job as the rider is not to stop it from straying. Your job is
to notice when it strays and bring it back to the road you chose. You did
exactly that today, breath by breath, in Practice 1. You will do it again
tomorrow. Five minutes. That is the whole ask.

Now imagine yourself at the head of a long path. Behind you, the tangled
forest of old patterns and false promises. Ahead, a road that is clear, quiet,
and sure, marked only by the steady rhythm of your own breathing. With
every inhale, you take a step forward. With every exhale, you set down a
little of the noise, a little of the clutter, a little of the dirt on the lens.

This is where the real work begins: in presence rather than theory, in
learning to see the world clearly rather than rushing to fix it.

In Lesson 2, You Are Not Your Mind, we turn to the ground this whole
path is built on: your attention itself. We will learn to prepare the soil of
your mind so that every insight you plant has a real chance to grow, and
we will meet the single most freeing discovery on this path: the mind you
have been fighting is not who you are.

For now, take one deep breath. That was the first step. And the path, your
path, has just begun.

This was the beginning.

The complete path, all twelve lessons and seventeen practices, is waiting for
you at pathtounknowing.com

You have taken the first breath, and the first step.
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When you are ready for the next one, the road is marked and I will be
walking it beside you.

Asaf Oz

pathtounknowing.com
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