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Of all the ideas that used to float around inside of my head—

and of all the things people around me did, said and suggested—

less than one percent was something that, when I thought 

things through, I actually felt sure that I believed in doing or 

pursuing.  

I used to think about what made up that fraction of a 

percent. What I’d come up with was always along the lines of: 

 ”Go for a walk”. ”Make a sandwich”. ”Visit the bathroom”. 

”Hug a girl”. And ”take a nap”. 

I knew they hardly counted. It wasn’t me, but my body, that 

”believed” in those things. And while I probably could’ve have 

named a few things more, it wouldn’t have made a difference to 

what I’m trying to say here, which is: 

I don’t believe in anything.  



The Silence of My Heart !  of !4 18

It was six or seven years back that I started thinking about 

what I, when I put my hand on my heart, could call my true 

personal belief. I was out of school and a few years into what 

was becoming a successful freelance career in the film and 

television business. I seemingly had ”it” going for me. Friends, 

family, hobbies, achievements, status, money, girl friend, 

career, future. The stuff that should supposedly make you feel 

complete and happy inside. 

But I didn’t. I didn’t feel sure about who I was and what I 

was doing at all. And I didn’t know why. I just intuitively knew 

that for some reason this wasn’t ”it”. 

”Seriously. What do I believe in?”, I remember asking 

myself. That question triggered something deep inside of me.  

Before long I’d begun thoroughly exploring the matter. At 

first just randomly trying my luck at finding something—

anything—online. But as things slowly progressed, my narrow 

world view started to widen, and my questions became deeper 

and more specific. 

All in all I came to spend thousands of hours reading texts, 

listening to audio recordings and watching videos of all kinds of 

”thinkers”, talking about life-stuff. I also spent countless hours 

alone, contemplating and writing about everything that I was 
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learning, to continuously clarify my widening and deepening 

perspective to myself.  

I tried on everything that caught my interest—all kinds of 

paths, perspectives, opinions, values, hobbies, relationships, 

ambitions and lifestyles. Because somewhere, I felt certain, I 

would find ”it”. 

But it wasn’t to be. What I slowly found was that nothing I 

turned to and invested my belief in—nothing—either in my 

mind or out in the world, felt like ”it”. 

It was mind-boggling. Believing in who I was and what I did 

had, without me really knowing it, always been my reason for 

living. The obvious ”why” behind it all. And this was when it 

started to dawn on me.  

Apparently I didn’t genuinely believe in anything at all. And 

the undeniable flip-side of that conclusion, I painfully came to 

see, was that I was necessarily faking who I was and what I was 

doing. 

I couldn’t deny it. The ultimate motivation and justification 

for my own self-image and forwards motion in life was my belief 

in it, and that was now unmistakably proving itself to be wholly 

artificial and inauthentic. 
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I’d put my whole life on the line to find something that 

would feel like ”it”, but the truth was that I couldn’t find it. And 

it was becoming increasingly clear to me that I never would. 

That it would only be by outright ignorance and denial that I’d 

be able to keep up this act of ”believing” in something, ever 

again.  

It’s an understatement to say that it was a rude awakening. 

My interest in the persona I’d grown up to be and all the things 

I’d become invested in, was just gone. 

I naturally resisted it and willed myself to go on like usual, 

but my eyes just continued to open wider and wider. And 

without really having my heart in anything anymore, it was 

nothing but a slow farewell to myself and life as I knew it. 

It was confusing and depressing, not to say scary. Not 

believing in doing anything or being anyone anymore, I had no 

reason to go on living—not figuratively, but literally. If I asked 

myself what I wanted to do with my life—why I should do or be 

anything at all—the answer was literally nothing but empty 

silence.  

But there came a point where I no longer cared. 

I was exhausted and I was angry. Angry with myself. And 

angry with everything and everyone that had ever made its way 
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into my mind and heart to turn it into something that wasn’t 

authentic.  

All these external authorities brainwashing me into trying to 

be someone I am not. Making me lead a life that wasn’t my own. 

Believing I cared about things that I did not genuinely care 

about.  

The only thing I wanted was to free myself from these 

oppressing forces and that painfully nagging sense of being a 

liar and a faker.  

To just be true to myself about how I really felt and what I 

really saw. And if that meant sitting silent and immovable on a 

chair for the rest of my life, so fucking be it.  

I just simply couldn’t stand watching myself put up a false 

act anymore. I just simply couldn’t not launch a life-or-death 

war against everything that was turning me and my life into a 

lie. 
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That was the point of no return. And now, a couple of years 

later, here I am. And what has happened? 

In short:  

I did what I needed to do in order to become the single 

authority in my own life. Then, driven by the intense yearning 

for freedom from my inauthenticity, I surrendered to the silence 

of my heart and completely let go. 

But although it now feels like there is nothing left of that old 

persona and life anymore. There is still something here. 

On the inside something has happened. Something 

fundamental and important. Something has changed. Has come 

alive. And this is me trying my best to describe what that is. 
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It’s like a major chunk of my mental processes has ceased. 

My mind still thinks—still carries wounds of past traumas and a 

natural interest to figure life out. But it’s as if there is no ”active 

thinker” there anymore. Nothing in there that ”clings” to 

whatever is going on internally and externally. Nothing that 

needs to step in and maintain control. Nothing that wants or 

needs anything but the most basic of necessities. 

There’s just flow. 

Depending on where you’re coming from, I understand that 

may sound abstract, pretentious and/or a bit off-putting. Maybe 

a better word for it is ”unfold”. 

The word for it really isn’t significant. The reality that the 

word points to however, is. 

What I discovered as my reasons for living faded away and I 

stopped willing myself to be anyone or make anything happen at 

all, was that somehow movement still kept occurring. My body 

clearly had a natural ”voice” of its own, but it couldn’t be found 

as a thought-based ”personal agenda” my mind. Instead ”it” 

revealed itself as it manifested directly before my eyes as bodily 

energies and movement. 

Exactly by fully letting go of life, I started to notice 

something that had been there all along. Something that had 
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just not been recognized before, because of all that mental 

chatter and emotional disturbance. 

The authentic expression of my own being. 

Again, this wasn’t a single grand event of fireworks and 

hurrays, but a gradual transition into it. But the discovery and 

understanding of it, even though it has come in time and never 

seemed all that special during the actual process, is none the 

less epic and life-altering compared to how things used to be. 

But, hold on, how does all that work out practically in the 

long run, one might ask. The short answer to this is:  

We often equate ”intelligence” with thinking, but that is a 

mistake. Intelligence permeates all of existence down to the 

deepest level. And thus, having agendas and beliefs isn’t ”what” 

makes your life work out—it’s instead what disables you to 

clearly see what I see, which is this:  

The movement of yourself (and everything) is handled pre-

thought by an authentic life-force that naturally operates with a 

beautiful, intelligent, loving co-creativity within the totality of 

manifestation (the universe). 

This may sound like some new-age fantasy, but the reality of 

this functionality is irrefutably backed up by modern science 

and philosophy. The fact is that you simply don’t know what 
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your next thought, emotion, reaction, impulse and action is 

going to be. You don’t have access to the control room of either 

your body or your mind.  

As far as you’re concerned, you, me and everything just 

happens. Spontaneously. And once you fully grasp that there 

really is no one here ”choosing” all of this incredibly creative 

movement—you begin to see that it’s all permeated with 

inconceivably amazing intelligence. 

Life is so awesome and simple. If you let it be. 

Free yourself from your ego—from all your beliefs and 

agendas and fears—and life will automatically start to dictate its 

own terms. It will spontaneously and intelligently create/

remove everything it deems necessary to survive and be healthy 

and happy, with minimal effort and unimaginable creativity. 

If something needs to get taken care of, then it gets taken 

care of. And if a need doesn’t get taken care of—then the 

problem isn’t that it didn’t, but that whatever it was, was ever 

considered a ”need” in the first place. 

Think about that until you realize just how much sense that 

makes. This is how you begin to discern the difference between 

the authentic movement of your inherently intelligent being, 

and the movement of a fear-based, mentally erected ego. 
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Now, this egoless automaticity has been strange to get used 

to, to say the least. It has taken quite a while to really adapt to 

this new way of living and it is still an ongoing thing. To face 

and watch one’s fear and inauthenticity disappear out of one’s 

system, which leaves only silence in its wake. 

But it was as I slowly settled into this, that I started to see 

”it” directly for myself. 

There was this not-so-obvious byproduct of settling into my 

authentic movement that slowly became clear to me. A peculiar, 

pleasant aspect to the still emptiness that now permeated my 

everyday experience.  

What it was, I came to see, was nothing stranger than a 

simple absence of ”lack”. Which, as it stands, is basically just 

another way to say ”complete”. 

It seemed that a major effect of moving through life on a 

basis of egoic beliefs—besides giving rise to a artificial identity 

and sense of self—was that it made you feel incomplete.  

Why? Because a fundamental part of what turns a thought 

into a belief, is that it for some reason seems to be a ”more 

complete” version of reality than what you have right now. And 

so, as you start to believe, this right here naturally start to 

appear incomplete. 
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What this means is that what you experience when you 

fulfill a belief isn’t really ”more” completeness at all. No, the 

fulfilling just removes the sense of unfulfillment that you’ve 

created for yourself through the very act of believing in the first 

place. Embodying that vision of who you want to be, or reaching 

your egoic goals, just takes you back to square one. To the place 

you were at before you started believing. 

At best, the only thing one can ever hope to attain from 

fulfilling and embodying one’s beliefs, is the simple state of 

being free from dreaming of a place that is somehow ”more 

complete” than this present moment. 

This is the key that I’ve found: 

By acknowledging that I don’t genuinely believe in anything 

at all, I’ve enabled myself to let go of believing as a means of 

moving through life. And in doing so, I’ve discovered both my 

authentic expression and that I’ve always felt complete as I am. 

The positive thing about letting go of beliefs rather than 

fulfilling them is that while someone may experience this felt 

freedom and perfection by fulfilling their beliefs—they’ll likely 

soon fall victim to new, unfulfilled one’s, and in that start to feel 

incomplete again. Whereas when someone is permanently 

liberated from the business of believing altogether, it means 
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that they will now abide in a felt sense of completeness and 

perfection for the rest of their life. 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Reading what I’ve just written, it sounds a bit too good to be 

true. And it is. And it isn’t.  

Living authentically and feeling complete isn’t all that fancy. 

It just gradually becomes your new, ordinary ”normal”. You still 

have ups and downs, like before. The difference is that your 

normal state is one of natural peace and acceptance now. Which 

makes even the most turbulent moments pass by with a sense of 

natural flow to them.  

When the only thing that matters to you is the freedom and 

expression of your own being, life suddenly becomes free to take 

on virtually any shape it wants, without it bothering you. And if 

you sometimes need to deal with something, you do it in a stress 

free, effortless and constructive way. 
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What in some cases can be said to be a back-side to this 

kind of personal and spiritual growth, is one’s social life. Being 

where I am now, I can easily detect that sense of unsettlement 

people carry around. The mindless thinking and slavery to 

beliefs that give rise to it. Making them almost always feel 

incomplete and unhappy with something—entertaining toxic 

dramas—wherever they are.  

People are infected by a life’s worth of accumulated beliefs 

and it influences who they are and how they see and lead their 

lives in a big way. They might look happy on the surface, but 

remembering where I came from, I know that smile is very  

fragile and shallow. It’s seldom coming from the heart of their 

being. 

People believe and invest themselves in all kinds of things. 

And they’re ecstatic about it for a little while when they make it 

happen. 

They have no idea that the burst of happiness and relief  

they experienced didn’t come from whatever it was they made 

happen. That all that time and energy they put into it was 

basically just a push on the ”reset button” of their emotional 

state. 

They don’t understand that all the good stuff that they felt 

was mostly just a byproduct of the simple release from the 

limitation of their beliefs. 
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Until you’re ready to see through it all, you protect your 

beliefs and ego with fierce determination. And you’re never but 

a stone’s throw away from something ”going wrong” and 

everything turning into shit.  

It’s a dicey, unfulfilling hardship of a life, looking at it from 

the outside, to say the least. And that’s why it’s the sort of thing 

that I’ve ended up keeping more and more of distance to. 

It truly seems that feeling needless, carefree and completely 

alright is a primary and natural state of being. And while I can’t 

know for sure, I think anyone in the right frame of body and 

mind should be able to primarily reside in this state for 

themselves if they want to. 

It’s just a matter of really getting in touch with the silence of 

your heart and start bringing your ego and beliefs up close, to 

the surface. Where you can clearly see the inauthenticity in it all

—which is the key to really withdraw your investment from it. 

Then it’s just a matter of sitting back and watching your body 

move through life in peaceful, joyful silence, simply because it 

loves to do so. 

That’s my theory, anyway. I don’t think I’m a special case. I 

honestly don’t think anyone believes in any of the stuff they 
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think they believe in. Really—none of it at all—if you ask your 

heart about it. 

Simply in being alive—which is as effortless and natural as it 

gets—one’s truth automagically wants to be expressed. And 

living this way, practically every single step one takes will 

naturally end up feeling just… natural. 

That’s the reality of it, as I live and see it. There’s simply no 

doubt. No reason to question anything. What I do and what I 

experience life to be isn’t influenced by vane, ignorant ideas of 

what is ”best” or what ”should” be happening anymore. Instead 

life is colored by the prism of my authentic being, which is most 

often characterized by its loving acceptance and ease. 

I don’t have to think about who I am or what I should do 

anymore. I am who I am, and I genuinely feel that wherever I 

end up, being myself, is right where I should be.


