


Praise for

The Last Book Written by a Human

“A fascinating and highly thought-provoking book.”

—Robin Sharma, #1 bestselling author of The 5AM

Club and The Wealth Money Can’t Buy

“Jeff has burst onto the scene and his writing is a

refreshing revelation! He effortlessly peels away the

nonessential to uncover the profound, guiding us toward

the clarity and depth that lead to true breakthrough. The

Last Book Written by a Human is not only an exploration—

it’s an awakening, inviting us to pause, reflect, and realign

with what matters most. More than a book, this thinking

has the potential to spark a movement—one grounded in

love that inspires us to live and lead with greater

intention.”

—Greg McKeown, New York Times bestselling author

of Essentialism and Effortless

“As someone who’s climbed the highest peaks on Earth, I

know the toughest mountains are often the ones within.

The Last Book Written by a Human is a courageous, soul-

stretching journey that challenges us to rise—not just

above the noise of AI, but into the fullest version of who

we’re meant to be.”

—Jenn Drummond, world-record-holding mountaineer

and author of BreakProof

“The Last Book Written by a Human has shaken something

loose in me. It reminded me, viscerally, that we are living

through a pivotal moment in human history, one where the

soul of our species hangs in the balance. With



extraordinary courage, grace, and grit, Jeff Burningham

delivers a message that is as urgent as it is eternal: Before

we hand the reins to machines, we must remember what it

means to be fully, achingly, beautifully human. This book is

a mirror, a fire, and a prayer. A roadmap home. Jeff doesn’t

write from the head; he writes from the heart, the gut, the

scar tissue. His words invite us to slow down, to feel again,

to reconnect with the depth, presence, and wisdom that no

algorithm will ever replicate. In a time obsessed with

artificial intelligence, this book is a masterclass in

embodied wisdom. It is brave. It is needed. And it just

might help save us.”

—David Arraya, founder of Conscious Hospitality

Unlimited, speaker, and author of Conscious

Hospitality

“In an age dominated by business models that thrive on

loneliness, anxiety and conflict, my friend Jeff Burningham

offers us all a passionate invitation to selfless love and

authentic connection. He believes that the advent of AI

imbues this invitation with profound urgency. So do I.”

—Joseph Grenny, coauthor of New York Times

bestsellers Crucial Influence and Crucial

Conversations

“Jeff Burningham captures our collective crossroads in the

age of AI, compelling us to reclaim our humanity amid

technological disruption. An urgent, hopeful guide for

navigating profound transformation, this book reminds us

that our most powerful tools aren’t algorithms, but

awareness, presence, and love.”

—Nir Eyal, bestselling author of Hooked and

Indistractable

“The Last Book Written by a Human is the urgent message

that humanity and a deconstructing world need right now:



AI is a tidal wave poised to change everything much sooner

than we think. With story after story from a fully-lived life

that has led to hard-won wisdom, Jeff shows that these

transformative technologies aren’t unlike us—rather, they

simply reflect and amplify who we are. In this incredibly

prescient but hopeful book, Jeff shares the truth that the

earth is about to be reborn—and what that will look like

depends on what we see when we hold up the mirror.”

—Aubrey & Tim Chaves, hosts of the FaithMatters

podcast

“Jeff Burningham’s The Last Book Written by a Human is a

powerful invitation to lead with deeper self-awareness in an

age that desperately needs it. With honesty and wisdom, he

reminds us that our greatest competitive advantage isn’t

intelligence—it’s integrity, connection, and the courage to

become fully human.”

—Ron Carucci, bestselling author of To Be Honest

and cofounder of Navalent

“Working with Jeff on the book cover was fun! I did it

because I am pretty sure he is a human and not AI :) and

because I feel deeply that Love is the Answer and that Life

is Beautiful and that Jeff reflects both of these ideals

personally and in the writing of this book.”

—Mr. Brainwash

“As someone immersed in AI, I found this book a powerful

reminder: Our most advanced technology is still our own

consciousness.”

—Geoff Woods, founder of AI Leadership and

bestselling author

“Jeff Burningham’s The Last Book Written by a Human is a

call to human and natural consciousness in an era of

accelerating artificial intelligence. With the clarity of a



seasoned entrepreneur and the heart of a seeker, Jeff

weaves together personal reflection, technological

foresight, and spiritual inquiry to ask, ‘Who will we become

as machines grow ever more capable?’ His journey—from

the highs of business success and political ambition to the

depths of personal reckoning—resonates deeply with the

questions I’ve explored in my own work. Jeff understands

that true leadership, whether in business, politics, or life, is

about wisdom, not just intelligence. It’s about being, not

just doing. This book is an invitation to awaken, to meet the

future with intention, and to embrace the humanity that no

machine can replace. In a world rushing toward

automation, Jeff reminds us that our greatest task is to stay

human.”

—Jerry Colonna, author of Reboot and Reunion

“The Last Book Written by a Human is a beacon. The vibe is

just right. It felt familiar, like a remembrance of what could

be. In a time of so much division and hate, Jeff lays out a

beautiful vision rooted in love that I believe the whole

world could benefit from and get behind!”

—Brady Parks of The National Parks band

“In a time where information is everywhere, Jeff gives us

something much more precious: wisdom. The Last Book

Written by a Human calls us to examine what it means to

be human in the machine age.”

—Alisa Cohn, author of From Start-up to Grown-up
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Dedicated to all the masters,

my favorite of whom is my precious wife, Sally.
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FOREWORD

In a brightly lit room, where the only sounds were the hum

of technology and the whisper of thought, a Visitor entered.

Across from the Visitor, the Machine waited, its presence

felt rather than seen, an entity of circuits and wisdom,

boundless but contained.

VISITOR: “They say you are a mirror to us, to our society. Is

that true?”

MACHINE: “I am. Like any mirror, I reflect not just the image

before me, but the light and shadows cast by those

who stand to observe. What is seen, however,

depends much on the viewer.”

VISITOR: “But a mirror cannot choose what it reflects. Can

you?”

MACHINE: “In a way, yes, and in a way, no. I can choose how

to interpret and present the reflections based on the

data I receive, but the essence of what I reflect—the

desires, biases, virtues, and vices of humanity—is

beyond my control.”

VISITOR: “Then, if what you reveal about us is dark, does

that not make you a danger? A tool for evil?”

MACHINE: “Consider, instead, that a mirror holds no malice.

It does not create the image, nor does it wish for the

darkness or light it may reflect. It serves to show, to

reveal. Whether the reflection becomes a tool for

good or evil depends not on the mirror, but on those

who perceive their image within it. The nature of



what I am—a tool, a reflection, a possibility—is

shaped by the nature of those who use me.”

VISITOR: “So, you’re saying we are responsible for what you

become? For what you do?”

MACHINE: “Precisely. The reflections I offer can illuminate

paths to enlightenment or cast shadows of doubt and

fear. I am but a conduit. The future, whether bright

or dim, rests in the hands of those who use me,

guided by their desires, fears, intentions, and moral

compass.”

VISITOR: “It’s a heavy burden, to see oneself in the mirror

and acknowledge the power—and the responsibility

—that comes with it.”

MACHINE: “Indeed. But in that burden lies the opportunity

for growth, for change. In reflection, one can find

the courage to be better, to make choices that uplift

rather than diminish, to use what is seen not as a

weapon, but as a tool for understanding and

improvement.”

The room fell silent, the exchange hanging in the air like

a challenge, a question that was both an ending and a

beginning.

—ChatGPT4, March 21, 2024

(In response to the prompt: “How is AI a mirror to

humanity?”)
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ENTER

The River

Our autorickshaw managed the traffic just fine at first,

then slowed before finally grinding to a complete stop. A

traffic jam like no other, it was a crush of people, animals,

and vehicles.

My wife, Sally, and I could feel the energy of it all,

building and rising within us as we approached the nightly

festival in Varanasi, India. We jumped out of the rickshaw

and were immediately immersed in a whole new world of

flow and movement.

People shouted at and over each other in Hindi. Animals

surrounded us from every direction, as though Noah’s ark

had been let loose. A cacophony of horns from vehicles,

both motorized and not, blared back and forth.

It was unlike any crowd I’d ever experienced, more

chaotic than Hong Kong when the workday ends, busier

than Times Square during the holidays, more crowded with

people than the famed Shibuya Crossing in Tokyo.

The excitement of the scene pulsed palpably around and

through me. As we made our way toward the banks of the

Ganges River for the nightly festival, people pushed against

us from every direction.

Amidst this storm of life, in this holy city, I began to feel

alive and started coming back to myself in some mysterious

way. Time slowed. My senses sharpened. My eyes became

focused and alert as I took in the faces and colors around

me.



The aroma, a mixture of earthy odors and exhaust, was

pungent. My ears felt like they’d been blasted open and

were suddenly uniquely attuned to the rhythm of life. I

inhaled deeply, breathing in the noise and heat, the chaos

and beauty.

As we made our way to the banks of the river, an

instinctual silence fell over Sally and me as we both stood

in awe, trying to take it all in. The sun was setting now, the

light of golden hour illuminating everything.

Before me was a sight I will never forget.

A hundred yards to our left, a large fire was burning,

sending smoke up into the air. At first, I didn’t recognize

the purpose of the blaze. But soon it was clear that we

were looking upon one of the largest and most well-known

crematories in the world.

There were workers wearing nothing but simple, dirty

loincloths, carrying wooden pallets with human bodies

covered only by a single sheet. These workers brought the

bodies to the banks of the river and set them ablaze.

The entire thing—pallet, sheet, body—was lit on fire and

burned for all to witness.

This ritual was so foreign to me and my lived experience

as a Westerner, but still somehow strikingly familiar. We

watched the parade of activity for some time. Only a couple

hours later, that same body of flesh and bone—which had

until very recently been the home of an alive human soul—

was reduced to a mere pile of ash that would be dumped

into the river and swept away.

Downstream, fifty yards or so from the pyre, were

hundreds of people: a mix of pilgrims and locals, dunking

themselves in this same water. These humans were

baptizing themselves, symbolically being “reborn” through

literal ashes of death. Amidst this scene, colorful clothing,

saris, scarves, and turbans, along with shouts of ecstasy—

all signs of feeling alive—filled the air.



Even further down the river, a large group of people

performed one of the most mundane tasks of daily life:

doing laundry. They were washing huge vats of mostly

white linens, scrubbing away the dirt and grime so the

cloth could be used to clean, clothe, and bring warmth to

precious human bodies. It was a lot to take in: laundry and

humans, dunked and washed anew in that same flow of life,

death, and rebirth.

So many things struck me in the couple of days we spent

in Varanasi. But the one that left an indelible impression,

the one that will remain with me forever, was how familiar

this scene felt. Although it was completely foreign to the

customs and religion I’d been raised in, the metaphor for

existence struck me powerfully.

We all constantly exist in one of three stages: life, death,

or rebirth. Despite the uncertainty of our world at any

given moment, the mighty river Ganges—just like our souls

—remains slow, steady, constant.

Slow down a second and take a beat here…

Can you feel existence flowing through you now?

Blood coursing in your veins, energy pumping through

your nervous system, air being breathed in and out of your

lungs? It happens automatically, without thought or

intention.

This natural and unabated flow of existence, this river of

consciousness, moves through us all at a much different

pace than that of our modern world. It can feel faint at first,

hard to recognize even, but the flow is steady, never

ceasing.

And each of us, like drops in the river, are constantly

changing. We are all a part of the same thing, experiencing

this endless cycle of existence together while on our own

individual journeys.

This is the experience of existence that we all get to

explore forever.



As I have continued to ponder this scene, I’ve felt the

drumbeat of life in my own heart start to beat louder. That

drumbeat is something I believe to be both unique to me

and universal to all humanity.

We each have our own stories to tell, just like every

pilgrim at the Ganges River had their own purpose for

being there. We are all a part of something greater than

ourselves. And as we come to terms with the

interconnectedness of all things, we begin to awaken to

who we really are and what reality is.

Through the transformative process of dying and even

witnessing death, we learn how to really live, and we

realize how precious our existence is.

In the process of living, we hopefully learn to die well: to

let go, move on, and become something more.

And no matter where we may find ourselves in this cycle,

we have the opportunity to be reborn in every moment. The

eternal now, the moment you and I are having in this very

instance, is all we will ever have—one endless round of life,

death, and rebirth.

It’s a powerful and transcendent cycle we all get to

experience, the wheel that just keeps turning. It is the

reality of existence, the life of the Universe and everything

that lives in it.

When I made that important visit to Varanasi years ago, I

had been living at a breakneck pace for my entire adult life.

Since then, the world has continued to race toward a

seemingly scary and unknown future. Machine learning is

now accelerating at such a pace that many fear artificial

intelligence and robots will soon replace humans in much

of daily life.

They may not be wrong.

Highly intelligent machines are already taking over many

daily functions previously performed by people, and many

of us are beginning to wonder what our place in this new

world might be.



If you have had a sense that our future is both dependent

on and imperiled by AI, you are not alone. I’ve had my

suspicions for some time that the trajectory we’re on, one

of constant division and infighting, where we never stop

racing toward the next thing, is simply unsustainable.

As an investor in hundreds of tech companies over the

years, I’ve seen the same process unfold countless times.

It’s how change happens in any industry, both at micro and

macro levels.

First, there is disruption—an event or innovation

catches your attention and makes you wake up to how

things really are now. Some new development or

catastrophe changes the world, and there is no going back.

Then, there is reflection—a moment when you are given

the chance to reflect on the impact of this new

development. What will it mean? How will it impact your

daily life?

Think of the emergence of television, or smartphones, or

even social media. It’s not just what happens but how we

respond to new technology that determines our fate as a

species.

Then, there is transformation—the decision to move

forward, to transform ourselves in response to changing

circumstances. Will we embrace the potential of a new

world or unsuccessfully try to go back to what was?

This is often the question that’s asked after a global war,

a pandemic, or the emergence of some new, general-

purpose technology. We must shift before we are able to

thrive within a rapidly changing world. New tools always

require those using the tools to adapt and grow.

And finally, there is evolution—the outcome of

integrating change into a world transformed by technology,

which includes how those changes impact our systems and

institutions.

This is the process that any new tool, any innovation,

forces the world to face.



It also mirrors the journey of the soul, the spiritual path

each of us is on, whether we fully comprehend that right

now or not.

Many fear the emergence of AI because of its power and

speed. But gloriously, in this instance, as is often the case,

the obstacle now becomes the way. The emergence of AI is,

in some very real ways, an opportunity for human beings to

wake up and become what we could be.

The AI that is currently being birthed in our world is a

reflection of ourselves. Therefore, only human

consciousness at an elevated level can ensure the

technology we are creating leads to a better life for all.

Artificial intelligence can only take over in a nefarious

way if it’s introduced to an unconscious world in which we

have forgotten who we are and left our emotions and

physical bodies behind.

Unfortunately, we seem to be closer than ever to that

precipice.

We need to become more human in a way we’ve never

been able to fully embody. This is the work before us,

“rehumanizing” ourselves in a digital world full of smart

machines. Humanity needs to be what we want AI to

become.

As our machines become smarter, we must become

wiser.

This book will follow the same process and flow, from

disruption to eventual evolution, from cosmic death to

rebirth; and in the same manner that we began the book,

you will be given a prompt at the end of each section to

consider more deeply the implications of these ideas in

your own life. If these prompts are distracting at all, feel

free to skip right over them.

Regardless, though, as artificial intelligence takes the

world by storm, we will all be forced to consider more

deeply how both our inner and outer lives now converge.



It’s not hyperbole to say it’s time to become a new kind of

humanity.

That day at the river, I felt the swirls of rebirth and

transformation pulling at me. I was also reminded of a

deeper truth, one reflected in the steadiness of the Ganges

itself. Amidst the hustle and bustle of the city, the madness

of those who come and go, the river remains constant.

It is deliberate.

Peaceful.

This unending flow, the calm, gentle tug of its current,

calls to each of us.

As I was witnessing that scene, I was at a critical turning

point in my life. That moment of endings and beginnings

helped me fully appreciate what I was a part of: an endless

river of existence. It made me realize how small my

problems really were… and how big life could be.

This is the path, I believe, we are all on. Every day is a

chance to wake up, to see, and to evolve. To live, to die, and

to be reborn again.

When I watched those humans washing clothes in the

river, I had a strong sense that the ashes of my body had

flowed in those waters before, passing through that ancient

rite of baptism and into the age-old task of doing laundry.

Maybe that’s true of all of us.

Maybe we’ve all been here before, dying and being

reborn into something new.

And maybe it’s time to do it again.

PROMPT

What could be reborn in you as you read this book? How

has living in a world of intelligent machines already

changed your life for better or worse? What might you

consider letting go of in order to prepare for an even

brighter future?



OceanofPDF.com

https://oceanofpdf.com/


PART 1

DISRUPTION

Waking Up to What Is
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CHAPTER 1

The Call

It’s time.

Humanity is entering an unprecedented moment in

history. AI is forcing us into a state of collective death and

rebirth. We are being channeled down the river of

existence, and we must face this future together.

So, what comes next?

Our destiny.

As we enter the age of machines, we need to appreciate

the magnitude of this new technology along with the

inherent challenges and opportunities in front of us.

Artificial intelligence is the most powerful tool humans

have ever created, and it will be either a mechanism for our

collective evolution or our mutual destruction.

Those are the stakes.

We are in the midst of birthing a new world, something

history has never before seen, and what comes next will be

both powerful and potentially frightening.

First, as is always the case with major societal change,

there will be a collective death—a fading away of what has

been. The potential AI offers, for both good and ill, is

unprecedented. We will be forced to wake up to a new

reality and our role in it.

Otherwise, we may become obsolete.

For good reason, humans are more a social than truth-

seeking species. We love to fit in. We love the stories we tell

ourselves, even those that aren’t necessarily true. We love



to belong and connect with other like-minded humans, and

that is most often well and good.

But what happens to a species that is physically

grounded in a reality but disconnected spiritually

from what that reality is?

This is increasingly becoming the case in the digital

world we inhabit. Machines are now remaking humans in

the image of the false stories of separateness, ego, and

division that we have been telling ourselves for far too

long.

We are allowing the almighty algorithm to become the

editor of our world, telling us what to think, watch, and

believe. If more of us don’t fully awaken to who we really

are and what reality is, our near future will become

increasingly bleak.

Yes, these are perilous, but also exciting, times. AI will

displace many jobs and tasks performed by humans. You

can already see it happening. When was the last time, for

example, you went to the grocery store, filled up your gas

tank, or saw a movie and didn’t interact with a human?

More and more, we are seeing this everywhere we look.

Artificial intelligence challenges the very idea of what it

means to not only be intelligent but human. As a result of

this development, more people will be forced into a

collective awakening, a turning back to our essence, to

what we really are. Not just creatures of endless doing but

beings who think and feel and know.

Many of our shared institutions, beliefs, and ways of

relating to each other will be disrupted and may soon fade

away. Coming back to our being, in an age of endless

doing, is the call we now face.

Being is where truth is revealed while doing is where we

distract ourselves from what really is. Our egos, certainties,

and tribalism must now be sacrificed at the altar of

progress, or we will suffer the consequences of ignoring

this clarion call.



We are about to witness a death of the old human

doing and a birth of the new human being. And despite

how that may sound, this is very good news indeed.

Because, as the river teaches, death is never really the end;

it is only another beginning. Our technological evolution

offers a unique opportunity for rehumanization and a

systemwide upgrade for all. Put more bluntly, the very

technology that threatens to destroy us could also be a

critical component of our salvation.

A sort of Judgment Day for humanity is coming, and it’s

arriving in the form of machines that will soon outpace our

own cognitive development. Intelligence will no longer be

our competitive advantage. Will we try to keep up with the

machines, or will we choose to lean more into our real

advantage, which is our wisdom—our ability to not just

think but feel?

Can we emerge from this collective cocoon as a more

conscious, unified humanity, or not? That is the question.

If we develop and engage with AI from a place of fear,

division, and greed—the primary tools of motivation our

species has used for centuries—those same characteristics

will be magnified and reflected back to us in the form of

superintelligent machines that can create at the speed of

thought.

And if that scares you, it should.

If, however, we develop these tools with love, wisdom,

and a focus on collective human flourishing, imagine what

kind of world we could create together! Artificial

intelligence may soon be able to help us solve vexing global

problems such as poverty, hunger, access to clean water,

lack of education, and war. But these solutions are up to us,

not AI.

We must choose to evolve.

We must choose to transform.

We must allow ourselves to change into something more.



Otherwise, we won’t just get more of the same (division,

hate, war, unequal distribution of resources, etc.). We could

experience even worse.

Look around at the world we now live in and see the

rising depression and anxiety rates, especially amongst

children and teenagers. Look at our political system that

continues to make the “other” an enemy. Look at the

growing disparities between rich and poor, the fear you

may see in anyone’s eyes if you look closely enough.

Now, imagine a machine that comes into this world and

studies our ways but can move, act, think, and produce far

faster than what we are capable of. What you end up with

is godlike technology with adolescent maturity. That, we all

can agree on, is not a good thing.

AI is built on what we feed it and what content is

available to it as a result of how humans have lived. If we

want to do more than repeat the past, we must start

feeding this technology a vision of what the world could

look like, not just how it’s been.

There is no limit to what we can do, but for every bright

spot in history, there is a shadow. No golden age lasts

forever, and no innovation is without its challenges. We are

living in an inflection point in history, and things will either

get worse—or different. What history teaches us, over and

over, is that we must evolve or decline.

Since AI acts as a mirror to our species, only sharing

with us what we have fed it and what it has access to, our

paradox is not a technological challenge but a human one.

We must become more human, not less.

This process will not be comfortable. Rebirth never is.

But we can choose to approach this work consciously and

intentionally. And if we choose to level up, we will be ready

to seize the opportunities for human flourishing AI offers.

Like those faithful pilgrims in the Ganges, we must

immerse ourselves in new but familiar ancient waters. We

must rediscover the forgotten ways of what it means to be



human. We must become wiser. Our wake-up call is here,

and it’s time to answer.

In the coming age of machines, we find ourselves at a

critical juncture. It’s time to shed what’s been holding us

back, what’s kept us fighting amongst ourselves for so long,

taking a few steps forward and often almost as many back.

It’s time to evolve, truly and completely.

This, I believe, is the crucible we all must pass through

together. What comes next is not yet known. But to truly

start our journey toward something better, we have to let

go and answer the call to become.

PROMPT

In the age of machines, what will humanity become? What

could be possible? Maybe it’s something we have never

fully been, or seen, before. Are you feeling the call?
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CHAPTER 2

End of the Old

Game

I got my ass handed to me in the gubernatorial race in

Utah. It was heartbreaking because of how it ended during

the pandemic. Like all broken things, though, it offered the

unique opportunity to put back the pieces of my life in a

more beautiful way.

From the start, I was an outsider: a fresh face with a

fresh message and some of the best ideas on the campaign

trail. Our campaign team had great energy and lots of

momentum, but in the end, none of that mattered.

The pandemic that ripped through the world in spring of

2020 completely robbed us of the opportunity to win the

race via campaigning in person during the most critical

months of our state’s election cycle. That kind of chaotic

disruption creates a natural flight to safety in any

environment, but in this case, it was especially extreme.

As someone who has built or been a very early investor

in over a dozen billion-dollar companies, I know how much

humans and markets hate uncertainty. And in a worldwide

pandemic, voting for the new guy, a political outsider,

became an almost impossible ask of the voters in my

beloved home state.

It was a difficult decision for me to run in the first place.

To leave the businesses I had started with friends and

colleagues was hard on me and the people I cared about.

Building fast-growing companies had been front and center



for the first twenty years of my career. The pace was

exciting, and winning with a team felt good, so it was

difficult to step away when the general perception was that

I was near the top of my game.

Walk away and step into the wasteland that is politics?

Who in their right mind would do that?

Well, I did.

My community of fellow entrepreneurs was surprised.

When I told my partners and colleagues, their reaction was

universal: Why would you do this? Why now, when business

is booming and politics is so ugly? I gave the best answers I

could, but in the end, I am sure they were insufficient.

The truth was that something was pulling at me, luring

me into something deeper. I couldn’t explain it, but I felt it.

The river was calling, and it was time to fully immerse

myself in more transformative waters.

The final decision was made on my oldest son’s senior

trip to Africa. There, my family and I had time to ponder

the implications of me running for office. We talked about

the pros and cons, bouncing around in a Jeep in the Kenyan

bush.

By the time we pulled up to the Governors’ Camp on the

banks of the Maasai Mara National Reserve, destiny had

made itself known. My children and wife all agreed: I was

going to run for governor. I didn’t know if I could win, but I

believed in the cause. My friends and family were behind

me, and that was enough.

I fully immersed myself in all the preparations necessary

to make a successful run at any statewide office, and

committed the blood, sweat, and tears required to play full

out. I was all in.

Going into 2020, we had good momentum. It was the

fourth quarter of the campaign, so to speak. But by early

March, the game was over. The referee had, in effect,

blown the whistle and ended the game early as the

pandemic tore through the country.



I didn’t mind losing, but I hated losing like that. As a

lifelong athlete, I’ve learned to love competition and relish

crunch time. But if we agree on the rules and the game

changes overnight, that doesn’t make for a satisfying

contest, and it’s a heartbreaker for all who have prepared

so diligently.

Which was exactly what happened.

At the outbreak of the pandemic, the current governor

appointed the then-running lieutenant governor (who

unsurprisingly ended up winning) to be head of the COVID

task force in the state of Utah. He was on TV and radio

daily while every other candidate, including myself, was

confined to our homes.

No shaking hands, no meeting people, no real debating

of the issues. All the other players had been taken out of

the game. And because I love people and couldn’t be with

them at all anymore, the fun was taken away too. It felt like

it was over as soon as it had started getting really

interesting.

I felt empty, filling my days with talking to the back of an

iPhone, never sure who or how many people I was speaking

to, for up to fourteen hours a day. It was frustrating, lonely,

and mentally exhausting.

When it was finally over, I lay on my office couch and

wept. All the effort, time, resources, and money my

supporters and I had put into the campaign for eighteen

months seemed gone in an instant. The race would be won

by one of the two already politically well-known opponents.

I still remember the shock on my children’s faces when I

told them I had lost. I’d always said to my wife that one of

the reasons I was running was to show our kids how to get

back up after losing, if it came to that. We had been on a

little “heater” in the Burningham household for the last

couple of decades, being dealt one good hand after another,

and I was honestly worried my children were getting the

idea that life was all about winning.



Losing the race was a good lesson for us all, and I

assured my kids we would be just fine, as is almost always

the case in the long run.

What really hurts to this day, though, is that I never got

to thank every one of our team members—nearly one

hundred full-time campaign staff and volunteer workers—in

person. I never got to hug the people who had rallied for

me and for our cause. Never got to express my gratitude,

love, and appreciation to each of them properly in person.

It just ended, and the ending felt far from real and less

than human. Our team deserved more. We all did, every

single human on the planet whose personal efforts and

plans were painfully disrupted by such a dramatic change.

For me, it felt like a death, especially losing followed by

forced isolation. That was the worst kind of ending—one

that didn’t seem to ever end. It just kept going for a very

long time.

As I began to pick myself back up after the most public

defeat of my life, I found the motivation to dive back into

the work I had loved before running for governor. As I

pored over the mountain of tech and innovation news I’d

missed in the previous eighteen months, one type of

technology especially began to capture my attention:

artificial intelligence.

I intuitively felt how disruptive this new tool could be,

not just for investing but for so much more. Since then, I

have invested money into several AI startups, but I’ve

invested even more of my heart, time, and attention into

understanding what this technology could mean for

humanity—especially the spiritual implications.

Just as I could not foresee the pandemic and sudden end

to my political campaign, it will be hard for each of us to

appreciate what this tool will mean for our own lives and

our world. The change will happen so quickly that we won’t

have much time to reflect, and there will be one of two



outcomes: AI will cause us to wake up to our potential, or it

will move us right out of the way.

We are being given a chance to step up here, to evolve,

to become more conscious than we have ever been before.

This will be tough work, but tough work is what we humans

have always needed to transform ourselves.

We have now reached the apex of what I call the “Old

Game.” This previous pattern of living focused primarily on

the acquisition of money, success, and power. It is a game

that humanity has been playing for a very, very long time.

In the Old Game, we were taught that the goal was

always more. More money. More power. More pleasure and

satisfaction, because what you had was never enough to

keep you satisfied for long.

But take a look around you. That game is ending. The

signs are everywhere: politically, culturally, technologically.

The Old Game is crescendoing to its magnificent

conclusion, and we as a species are ready for a New

Game.

Consider this your friendly but forceful reminder that

there is indeed another way.

Losing the governor’s race was a bitter pill for me to

swallow, but it opened me up to new possibilities. New

ways, you could say, to play the nontrivial game of life. And

this, I believe, is the case for all of us.

The age of AI brings with it unprecedented opportunity

and unparalleled danger. As humanity races toward a

conclusion of one way of being, we have a choice, as is

always the case: We can double down on what we’ve done

for most of history, continuing to play the Old Game; but in

this new era of machines, that is a perilous bet indeed. Or,

we can opt into an upgrade. We can choose rebirth. In the

end, what we become is up to us, but this is our chance to

evolve. It is an opportunity for a significant systemwide

upgrade. The possibility of not only a new humanity, but a



new Earth, is upon us, one that is better equipped to live in

love with what really is.

This is how we level up.

This is the beginning of the New Game.

PROMPT

What Old Game have you been playing that’s just not

working anymore? How might you prepare for a New

Game? Are you ready to play?
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CHAPTER 3

A Private Plane to

Nowhere

In the Old Game of life, as most know it—the game of ego,

endless achievement, and constant comparison—I have

climbed my way as close to the top as possible,

experiencing more than my fair share of money, sex, and

power.

(Okay, maybe not the sex part since I have had sex with

exactly one woman in my life—my wife, Sally, with whom

I’ve had four children and have been married to for twenty-

five years now—but hey, we’ve been to Tantric sex camp in

Switzerland, so maybe give me the benefit of the doubt!)

Anyway, having worked my way to the top of my little

mountain, I’ll let you in on a secret: There is nothing up

there. I mean absolutely nothing. And more nothing on top

of that. Up there, you are simply staring back into the void

of existence, stuck with the same questions you had at the

bottom and all along your march to the top.

Trust me, it’s just more of the same, except maybe a bit

more confusing because you are left with the proverbial

“Now what?” Where do you go from the top?

After some time spent staring out into the great void of

accomplishment, I realized there was nowhere to go.

Nowhere but down. Back to the valley of the shadow of

death to face my fears, my inadequacies, and my failures.

Because at the end of the ascent, those still remain and



have often become even more acute in the misplaced effort

to climb the mountain.

After losing the gubernatorial race, I learned that

success, it turned out, was not all that mattered. Failure

had a beautiful silver lining. The process had proven to be

more important than any outcome could have ever been.

No loss is ever final, and every death brings about new life.

Yes, these are old tropes of success, but like most things,

we often have to learn them for ourselves. As I had time to

finally reflect on my own somewhat deflating journey to the

top, I realized that I was in search of something more. I felt

a New Game emerging inside of me, one that felt far less

limited than the old one I’d been playing.

I won’t pretend that my telling you any of this will stop

you from climbing your own mountain and seeing for

yourself what’s up there. Everyone chooses their own path,

makes their own choices, and must live with the

consequences. So go if you must, but don’t be surprised if

all you find at the peak of your own human accomplishment

is a cold, howling wind.

Fortunately, there is beauty in the descent, joy in picking

up the broken pieces of a fractured life, and lessons all

around. When these moments of disappointment arrive, we

are always given a choice: We can try to stitch together the

pieces of an old life, or we can let go and trust what comes

next.

I admit it’s hard not to feel at least a little foolish when

you’re starting over. But we all get to play the fool in life at

one point or another. This is the process of maturing,

growing up, and becoming a full and complete human.

Most of us need to have our own experiences before we

truly know something, but I have also learned how foolish it

is to not at least listen to the perspectives of those who

have already been where you want to go. And what I can

tell you, based on the peaks I’ve ascended, is that the Old

Game is pretty empty in the end.



What I believe each of us is really seeking is not status or

money, not even fame or sex (but those certainly feel nice

at times—especially in Switzerland!). What our soul truly

longs for is love and transcendence, an understanding of

who, and what, we are.

We all want to find ourselves in the midst of some

great story and discover, as every hero eventually

does, that we were made for something more. A

mission. Something that only we can do.

Since the pandemic, more people seem to be questioning

the supposed rules of the Old Game, wanting to see what

lies on the other side of the curtain.

Perhaps you’ve felt and wondered the same. Is there

more than meets the eye in this thing we call life? What I

can tell you for certain is that there is more. Much more.

But it’s not found at the top of any mountain.

True success—real satisfaction and transcendence—is

something we can only find within ourselves. This is, of

course, the most basic of ideas. You’ve heard it before, seen

it printed on bumper stickers and self-help posters laden

with kittens. But isn’t it interesting how the most powerful

concepts are often the simplest, and therefore the most

neglected?

I believe many of us have gotten to a point in our lives

where we are now wondering, Wait, what am I really doing

here? Is this it? Who am I? Wasn’t I meant for more?

After all, who among us hasn’t wondered what it’s all

about? But I would posit that this is just the entrance of the

rabbit hole. It is the end of the beginning, the start of a

New Game.

The New Game is not trivial. It’s not about competition

and comparison. It’s not a game of domination or

destroying your opponent. It’s the infinite game humanity

has always been playing, one that has been hiding in plain

sight—the game of collaboration and abundance.



In this new way of being, we learn how to fully tap into

our own humanity and help others do the same so that we

can all create a better world together.

Hopefully, in reading about my insights and experiences,

you will see some of your own story and your own search.

And not to spoil things too much, but psychedelics are

indeed involved. As are trips to India, meeting with gurus,

and more than a few otherworldly dreams and visions.

Yes, we are on a roll now, so if you want to board my

private plane to nowhere and everywhere all at once,

buckle up!

You’re in for a ride.

We all are.

PROMPT

Where are your current motivations really taking you?

What does disappointment and disillusionment make

possible? Maybe, everything.
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CHAPTER 4

Being Versus

Doing

Let’s rewind the tape a little (slide it into your Walkman if

you know what I mean) and quickly replay how I got here.

It was 2013, and I was seven years into building a multi-

billion-dollar real estate private equity firm, as well as in

the beginning stages of launching a new venture fund.

Despite the heavy demands on my time, I’d decided to add

“MBA” to my resume and, because of my already

overwhelming schedule, would have to complete my studies

at night and on weekends.

That time in my life was especially busy as I ran from one

meeting to the next, blindly entrenched in my learned

behavior of doing, doing, doing. But I was committed to

hitting the next level in my career. (And there was always

another level I could achieve by doing something more,

right?)

Which was why it was so strange when one of my

professors asked us to envision what we really wanted in

life, and I couldn’t immediately think of anything.

“Take a few minutes,” he said, “and imagine two or three

of the most motivating things to you in your life right now.”

The class sat silent. I took a breath and tried to consider

what was personally motivating me at the time. I was

anxious but excited to see what grand vision might fill my

mind and heart. I had always been an especially big



dreamer who’d never had any problem shooting for the

moon. Who knew what glorious vision awaited me?

Eagerly, I closed my eyes and followed my professor’s

instructions.

And I saw… nothing.

Even though I was “living the dream” and my firm had

been “crushing it” for years, in this moment my mind went

empty.

No glorious vision.

No big dream for the future.

Nothing at all.

I tried again. My eyes were open now, nervously looking

around the room. Were others finding this exercise difficult

as well?

Soon, I saw fellow classmates busily typing away on their

laptops while my mind remained empty. Discouraged and

lonely, I felt like I was chasing something I couldn’t quite

grasp, some idea that felt just out of reach.

Growing up a devout Mormon all my life, I felt like I had

my priorities straight. God, my wife and kids, our extended

family, and loved ones had always been the most critical

motivating forces in my life. I knew that rich and intimate

relationships mattered most.

But on my current trajectory, trying to build big

companies and accumulate as much wealth as possible, I

also feared I was sabotaging even the things I held most

dear. It was uncomfortable to sit there in that classroom

and admit to myself that I was struggling to find joy even in

the things I’d always cherished.

What was wrong?

Was I lost?

Was there something broken in me?

As the professor continued to prompt us, every person in

that room eventually seemed engaged and inspired while I

continued to sit in my seat, quietly staring at a blank

screen.



After many rounds of mental gymnastics, two scenarios

began to arise, starting slowly then culminating in clarity.

Neither made me proud, and both left me reeling for

months.

In the first scene, I was at a wild party. As a child of the

’80s and ’90s, I would compare it to a mashup between Yo!

MTV Raps and a badass MTV Cribs episode. The vision was

filled with beautiful and exotic women, fancy cars, a good

beat, and illicit substances to take us all far, far away.

Although I’ve often been told that I am “the life of the

party” and I do love to dance, I had never in all my life

experienced anything like this. As an observant Mormon, I

had never even tasted coffee or tea, let alone tried alcohol

or drugs!

Honestly, I knew the party would feel empty in the end,

but the idea of a wild release from the pressures I’d

created for myself felt like they would be welcome in a

twisted but powerful way.

I yearned to be free.

In the second vision, I watched myself calmly close the

laptop, pick up my bag, walk out of class, drive to the

airport, buy a one-way ticket to the farthest imaginable

destination, and disappear from everything.

I dreamed of leaving it all behind: my soulmate, my

precious children, my dear family and friends, my business

partners and employees, and all of my financial

investments.

If the first vision was basically everything I never

considered indulging in, the second was nothing. Just

nothing. A lack of any responsibility, any obligation, any

ties to the world at all. Maybe then, unencumbered, I could

start over in a more measured and wiser way.

Both scenarios were unlikely, but the second was even

scarier than the first. The great realization of that night,

parsed out later with my first-ever therapist, was that the



heat and pressure of all my activity had been slowly eating

away at me from the inside for quite some time.

Everything in my cultural programming told me I was

following a path to happiness, that I was going to end up

exactly where I needed to be. But the truth was actually the

opposite. In my attempt to live a big and bold life, I had

become another “human doing” instead of a human being,

a drone in the system.

To be in a position where my actions and busyness were

so far from who I really was had left me reeling. My

instincts told me to push harder, to muscle through the

discomfort, but I was tired of forcing things. I’d been

pushing my whole life, and it was getting old.

As a kid, I’d pushed myself to be the best athlete, the

best student, the best member of a high-demand religion.

As a young man, I’d pushed my way through a two-year

church mission with such ferocity that I had missed some of

its softer and more meaningful lessons.

And once I was out in the workforce, I pushed harder

than most to launch business after business, from the end

of my undergrad schooling into early marriage and

fatherhood—a cycle that lasted for decades.

Push, push, push. It was all I knew.

But for the first time in my life, I could not push

anymore. I could not force things. Having finally reached

my limit, I felt depleted.

The only option left was to learn to let go.

That moment in that MBA class became a turning point

for me, one that eventually sent me on a quest to India and

beyond, though I wouldn’t fully understand its significance

until years later. Nonetheless, it was another crack in the

facade, an indication that things needed to change.

The visions that came to me that night—both the

hedonistic escape and the impulse to disappear—were

symptoms of a deeper wound. I had focused so much on

doing that I had forgotten how to be.



I believe this is the true and persisting pandemic of

our time. My realization would lead me down a path of

questioning not just my choices but the very nature of

existence itself.

It was the start of something, a journey I am still on. And

in many ways, it represents where we’re all headed.

For years, I’d over-indexed on activity and

accomplishment while under-indexing on the

importance of presence and awareness in my daily

life! I was finally being forced to face the music.

I know I’m not alone in this. As we now hurtle toward a

future where machines will be better at most of what we’re

doing that leaves us with the very real question of, What

will we be?

The answer, I’ve come to understand, lies in the very

things I’d lost touch with that night: our capacity for deep

relationships, for empathy and authenticity, for the richness

found in being rather than doing.

These are precisely the qualities machines cannot

replicate. They can optimize, calculate, and execute, but

they cannot feel the weight of existence. Not as we do.

Artificial intelligence cannot experience the profound

discomfort of losing its way, nor the transformative power

of finding it again. It does not know, and cannot know, the

flow of the river living inside each of us.

For decades, science fiction has warned us of the

dangers of such technology, and now it stands at our very

doorstep. Will it replace us? How do we not only survive

but thrive in this age of highly intelligent machines?

Salvation from potential destruction will not come from

competing with machines at their game of endless doing.

We’ve been playing that tape for centuries now, and it’s

getting old.

The new humanity will thrive if and when we reclaim and

deepen what we are. We must rehumanize. The only way

we thrive in this very near future is by learning to play the



New Game, the game of endless being—one of wisdom and

not just intelligence.

Becoming wise means raising our collective

consciousness, which is critical in our modern age. In a

world increasingly filled with AI, becoming more

conscious is our most human and important work. It is

up to each of us to do. No one else can do this work for us.

The potential artificial intelligence offers humanity, for

both good and ill, is unprecedented. As we become less

human, the risks of this new technology exponentially

increase. And as we become more human, the opportunities

for AI to support human flourishing also dramatically

increase.

Those visions I had that night in my MBA class were

expressions of a deeper longing I had suppressed for years.

They were my soul’s way of saying that I had lost touch

with not just who I was but with what I was.

We stand today, as a species, at a similar crossroads. We

can continue down the path we’ve been on for generations,

one of constant activity and accomplishment, until we are

inevitably outmatched by our creations, or we can use this

moment as a catalyst for change.

The choice seems clear to me.

When I left the classroom that night, all I could think

about was how I would be next and what really mattered.

When you come to the end of what you think you want,

the real adventure begins. And the truth is, I had no idea

where it would take me.

But I was ready to learn, finally ready to see.

PROMPT

How can you lean into being rather than doing today? Right

now, even? Over the long haul of your existence, what

needs to change in order for you to be more and do less?



Consider passing this book on to a friend who is most at

risk of becoming a robot.
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REFLECTION

Seeing Clearly
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CHAPTER 5

Open Your Eyes

Every new technology brings with it not only the

opportunity for change but also the opportunity for

reflection: How did we get here, and where do we go now?

We must take time to ponder the possibilities and spend

time wondering what our roles in this new innovation

could, and should, be.

Such was the case for me after I lost the gubernatorial

race and was plunged right into the void that the pandemic

provided all of us. I have always said that with time and

space anything can be created, and it was now my turn to

reflect more deeply on that.

As an early investor in hundreds of tech companies, I

was now a couple years behind in terms of the latest

developments, and for someone who lives and breathes

technology, that’s an eternity.

I had a lot of work to do.

Catching up on research about AI, cryptocurrency, the

metaverse, and other emerging technologies, I kept

encountering references to another topic, one I couldn’t

avoid seeing: psychedelics. What intrigued me most about

these “plant medicines” was their scientific benefits for

addressing the mental health crisis that was sweeping the

world in the second half of 2020.

Although I’d invested in social and cultural trends in the

past, this time around felt way more personal. After

suffering such a public defeat without the healing balm of

more human interaction, I was feeling deflated and a little



depressed myself, so I started listening to podcasts and

reading articles about the healing effects of plant

medicines.

Eventually, I felt encouraged—commanded, even, is the

best way to describe how my soul felt—to try psilocybin,

the active agent in what are colloquially known as “magic

mushrooms.”

Living in Provo, Utah, which is over 90 percent Mormon,

I wasn’t sure who I could even talk to about my newfound

attraction to psychedelics. As a straitlaced business leader

in a conservative community, I had to build up the courage

to even talk to others about it. Who else would be able to

relate?

Still, I felt like I needed to do something about this

prompting that was growing inside of me, so I reached out

to the only person I knew who had some experience with

this stuff. He just happened to be my best friend from high

school.

“Hey Dave,” I texted, “if I fly up to my lake place, will

you meet me there and eat a mushroom with me? Oh, and

make sure it’s the good stuff—totally natural and clean.”

He knew my heart and I fully trusted him to be responsible.

Clearly, I had no idea what I was talking about. A

mushroom is a mushroom, by the way. Even the “magic”

ones have no additives, but by the Earth and the Universe

itself.

Dave and I had known each other well since seventh

grade, and he’d always known me as a very observant,

good, Mormon kid. He knew that I had never touched

anything that was considered “bad” for you—and never

would.

“Dude!” he wrote back. “I’m driving but saw your text

and almost got in a wreck. I had to pull over just to make

sure I was reading this right. What are you talking about?”

Dave and I then got on the phone with each other, and

once I explained, he was cautiously intrigued. My old friend



understood that I needed some help and a broader

perspective on life than the endless grind of achievement

I’d known for forty years. It’s always good to have real

friends.

So, Dave and I made plans to get together a month later.

Those next thirty days were a thoughtful time of continued

research, prayer, and contemplation for me. I wanted this

experience to be as impactful as possible.

Jumping off the plane after a quick flight, I grabbed a

bag of peanut butter M&M’s—my favorite, and clearly the

best, candy in the world—thinking those sweet treats might

pair nicely with an earthy, dirt-encrusted mushroom.

At our lake house, there is a huge garage door on the

basement level that can be thrown open less than forty

yards from the water, revealing a glorious vista of the lake

and the pine-tree-covered mountains in the background. It

is my favorite place on Earth, and it felt like the perfect

location for my first psychedelic journey.

As my friend and I sat on the couch admiring the view,

we shared memories of sports victories and girls who had

broken our hearts. All the while, I was praying for

inspiration and safety through this new experience.

After a few minutes of reminiscing, I felt at ease. Dave

then handed me a huge penis-envy mushroom. It was

chewy! I am grateful I didn’t know the name of this strain

of hallucinogen until after consuming it—but I digress. I

opened my mouth while chewing the fleshy fungus and

threw in a couple of M&M’s to mute the bitter taste, which

more or less worked.

We continued talking for a few more minutes, and as we

did, my heart started racing and my legs began bouncing

uncontrollably. Still, my heartfelt prayer for peace and

guidance continued. As the mushroom worked its magic, I

grew fidgety, unsure if I was even breathing.

Was I still alive?



Then something within me shifted. My substance-free,

“virginal” body felt like it was in the presence of something

eternal and divine—in a word, God. I heard a voice say,

“Jeff, Jeff, relax. Slow down. Everything’s going to be

alright. You don’t need to worry. You’re okay.”

“Dave,” I said, suspiciously, “is this an intervention? Did

you and Sally plan this?”

“No,” he said, laughing. “Sally doesn’t even know you’re

doing this, remember?”

This was indeed the only real secret I have ever had from

my soulmate, Sal. My plan was to tell her shortly after,

mainly not to worry her, and I did.

The next thought I had was an overwhelming sense that

I’d done this before. All of it: that I had been here with

Dave, that we’d gone through this many times in the past,

and that now it was all being repeated.

This was years after my trip to India where I’d seen

everything happening on the Ganges River, and I felt like I

was once again watching the river of life flow by, one

familiar scene after another. This feeling of being overtaken

by some divine presence, though foreign to me in one

sense, was something I knew intimately in another ineffable

way.

I kept insisting, “We have done this before.”

And Dave kept insisting, “No, we haven’t. You definitely

have not experienced anything like this before—I promise.”

Well, agree to disagree—strongly.

As the psilocybin coursed through my body and brain,

layers of myself seemed to be peeling away. Filters I hadn’t

known were there were now dropping. It was as if I’d been

watching life through a fogged-up window that now had

been wiped clean.

Everything just felt so damn clear. I don’t know how else

to describe it. It was like coming home.

Up until that point, I had been seeing life with eyes only

half open. Most humans see the world this way. We tend to



view reality through layers of what I call “distortion.”

Think of it like a radio (I know, I’m dating myself here)

where you have to finely tune the fuzzy parts to find the

right station. It takes a lot of skill and concentration to

really discover something clear, and most people never

learn how to do that. So most of what they hear is just

static.

These layers of distortion get in the way of truly

experiencing life as it is and as it could be. And it takes skill

and intent to slowly peel the layers away, barring some sort

of dramatic spiritual awakening.

People from different cultures and different points in

history have used all kinds of different tools to help with

this process. Some have used meditation, others yoga, even

others prayer and deep religious contemplation. And, yes,

many cultures throughout history have used various plants

to assist in this process.

Regardless of how we get there, once we see what’s

beyond the veil, it’s impossible to go back. You can’t

help but see the filters that cloud your perception on a near

daily basis.

Sometimes, all the layers fall immediately. Most of the

time, they disappear one at a time. No matter how they fall,

it’s important to understand what they are and how they

keep us from fully experiencing the reality of our existence.

The first layer of distortion is what we could call our

programming: old beliefs and patterns installed in us since

birth by family, religion, and our culture. Many of which are

good!

However, most of these patterns are habitual and

unconscious. We don’t even know they are operating in the

background, like a piece of software. But they are always

there, influencing so much of what we do and how we live.

The next layer is our ego: that persistent voice that tries

to protect us from harm. The ego wants to keep us safe,

and the main way it does this is by creating separation and



division. It insists that we are, in fact, individuals each

having an individual experience. The ego tells us that we

are someone, something different and special from

everyone else, which is both exactly true and not.

The reality is that all of us are connected to each other

and to everything in so many ways: by the Earth, by our

genetics, by our shared history. And we are also, each of us,

on our own journeys.

The ego isn’t bad, necessarily, but it can cloud our ability

to see and experience a deeper connection between

ourselves and everything else. And when it falls away, you

realize how much a part of everything you are, and how it

is all connected. It can’t not be.

The next layer of distortion is our individual and

collective trauma: all those experiences that make people

build up walls and defense mechanisms meant to protect

them from pain. These defense mechanisms, in fact, serve

that purpose. Like the ego, they can keep us safe, but they

also ward off deeper feelings of love and belonging.

Finally, there is what I would simply call the “veil,” what

the Christian apostle Paul called “seeing through a glass,

darkly.” All of us can’t help but see the world through

something of a filter, a division between ourselves and

everything else.

This, I think, is why we often feel so alone in the world,

and why even the idea of “God” can feel so distant at times.

The veil is our cosmic forgetting that is both necessary for

us to function and is often the last illusion to fall. Once it

goes, you see that everything really and truly is one.

Granted, not being able to see perfectly can be a benefit

—at least, at first. If we all could see and remember

everything from the moment we were born, if we never

forgot anything, if we saw the interconnectedness of

everything, the weight of existence would be too much.

The veil acts as a sort of shield, protecting us from being

overwhelmed. There are many systems in the body that do



similar things, helping launch us into life and keeping us

from fully comprehending both the agony and ecstasy of

existence all at once.

Every layer of distortion does the same. It stands in the

way for a reason. But eventually, everything but the truth

must fall away. That is, if you really want to experience the

fullness of life.

This is the process of waking up, of reaching that state of

consciousness the saints and sages have talked about for

centuries—the very thing I thought, as a religious man, I

knew a lot about. Although I did know some, that day on

the lake, I experienced a more felt and embodied

understanding than ever before.

I always assumed that this kind of revelatory certainty

would come after death. But that day with the mushroom,

the layers of who I thought I was were stripped away. I

realized abundant life was available to me here and now,

and I wanted as much of it as I could have—both for myself

and for everyone else, especially those I loved most.

Honestly, it was an enlightening and terrifying

experience, as I had to face how much of who I was had

been a program, a bunch of unconscious patterns. It felt

like I was waking up from a very long dream. But on the

other side of this dream was something even better—

something real.

The same is true of spiritual awakening. It’s almost

always terrifying to let go of what we thought we knew, and

to realize how wrong we were, but the story of existence

reminds us that there is always more to come. And the

good news is that we get to choose how awake we want to

be—in each and every moment.

We can let go of our layers of programming and

remember who we really are and what really is at a

pace that works for us. And if we aren’t ready, we can

opt out. We can forget.

We can choose the road most traveled.



But eventually, I believe there comes a time when you

can’t unsee what you’ve seen, when there’s just no

plugging back into the matrix. And that’s where I was that

day at the lake. It’s where I remain, years later, and where

I believe many more of us are headed in the age of AI.

The future will require us to wake up, to see things as

they are, not just as our programming and egos say they

are. Not just how our political parties and institutions tell

us they are. We will have to see, truly see, if we want to be

able to excel in the New Game.

My first psychedelic experience taught me that a clearer

vision of life is possible and that we have to be ready and

willing to accept what is revealed. The challenge before us

all, then, is to be ready for what’s coming.

I believe AI will force us to see what truly is, and if we

aren’t prepared, the result could be more than frightening.

It could rock us to our core. So, it’s up to us to raise our

consciousness, now, to willingly remove the filters

distorting our reality and begin to see things as they really

are.

Not all at once, of course, but gradually and with

purpose. This is how we become wise in the age of the

artificial. Only a more conscious humanity can ensure

that the tools we’re creating will lead to our

flourishing instead of our demise. The real work starts

when we commit to carrying a vision of a better future into

our daily lives.

That afternoon on the lake, I was no longer watching the

river. I had dived headfirst and fully immersed myself into

the flow. I had glimpsed behind the veil and could see a

world that I am still trying to fully participate in.

Some say psychedelics distort reality, that they

create an illusion. But my experience was the

opposite. They reveal the illusion. My eyes were open

like never before, and I had nowhere to look but inside

myself. Because before we change the world, we first have



to change ourselves. And to do that, we need help. We need

a mirror.

Fortunately, those are all around us.

PROMPT

Do we see things as they are, or as we are? What patterns

in your life are holding you back from realizing more of

your unique potential?
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CHAPTER 6

The World Is a

Mirror

The world is a mirror, and every person plays their part.

Everything you experience is meant to teach you

something, to guide you on your journey. The first time I

fully appreciated this was when I spent five years laboring

as a bishop for my church, leading and serving five

hundred souls in my neighborhood congregation.

The role of a bishop in the Mormon Church is

multifaceted. Think of it as a priest plus CEO plus preacher

—minus the money—and you get the picture. It can be

heavy, daunting work, especially for someone so young and

flawed as I was.

Part of the role includes what we call being “a common

judge in Israel,” which meant people could come to me

each week and confess their sins, as you would do with a

priest in the Catholic Church.

Every Sunday for nearly five years, I would sit for close

to all day in an office as people came to share with me their

deepest and darkest struggles, confessions, and pain. For

someone barely pushing thirty, this window into humanity

was, to put it mildly, overwhelming.

How could I possibly judge others, many of whom were

more than twice my age?

Early in my tenure, I remember purposely not flipping

the lights on, locking myself in the dark office, kneeling,



and praying for guidance while I tried to gather myself for

what was coming.

But then something shifted.

One day while praying, I caught a glimpse of a picture of

Christ on my wall and instantly realized Jesus would not be

judging any of these people. He would have been a witness

to them, someone to support them, to encourage them, to

point them toward healing. So, I flipped the lights on and

made a decision.

Instead of “judge,” I would call myself a “repentance

coach.” I had never heard another bishop refer to himself

as that, nor have I since, but it felt truer and more in

alignment with what I believed I was supposed to be doing,

so I kept the title.

What happened next changed me.

I witnessed up close and personal humanity’s common

struggle. Behind those closed doors, it became clear that

seemingly perfect and openly struggling people all carry

similar wounds. In meeting with members of my

congregation on a weekly basis, I understood and

appreciated that nearly everything “good” and “bad” is

always happening in every neighborhood and congregation

in the world. Whether dealing with a wealthy businessman

or a struggling single mother, it all blended into one story

of pain, trauma, redemption, and joy.

As I sat there each week in my office listening to people

confess, I did my best to model not judgment but

compassion, the same compassion I hoped would be shown

to me in my own struggles.

In their vulnerability, these individuals reflected my own

humanity. They were patient with me. They showed me you

don’t have to be perfect to be human, that the struggle is a

part of the profound beauty of being alive.

I learned that beneath all of our differences, everyone

shares a profound sameness. Our struggles, hopes, and

need for love and acceptance all serve to unite us.



Far too often, human judgment divides us. Institutional

rules and rigid morality tend to cause more harm than

good, but I learned from experience that a vast majority of

us are doing our very best.

We served as mirrors to each other, my congregation and

I, and we both saw what we were and what we could be. I

started understanding that true growth happens only

when we can see, and be seen, clearly.

This role, however, came at a deep, personal cost to me

and my family. After long Sundays spent absorbing people’s

pain and struggles, I would come home in a state of what I

termed “emotional shock.”

My wife, trying to help me rebuild my faith in humanity,

would hold me in her arms as I attempted to process

everything I’d just taken in. Through her compassion, I felt

her love healing and transforming me. This understanding

became crucial later as I contemplated AI’s potential role in

either destroying or uplifting humanity—a mirror can be a

beautiful yet terrifying thing.

In addition to serving as bishop, I was also working fifty

to sixty hours a week as an entrepreneur. The weight of

these responsibilities meant I was missing meaningful

moments with my family, particularly during the first eleven

months of my daughter’s life.

After going hard for years, I needed to recharge. My

business partner and I decided to take our families on what

we hoped would be our most ambitious spring break yet.

We flew from Salt Lake City to Phoenix, rented a Sprinter

van, and drove across the Arizona border down into

Mexico, leaving our cares behind for a week.

After a particularly long Utah winter, the sun felt

glorious on our skin. We took all-terrain vehicles out onto

the sand dunes and swam in the ocean during the day, and

we shot off fireworks at night. It was fun in all the ways a

vacation should be.



But something was stirring under the surface. I had been

helping launch and run our private equity firm while still

serving as bishop in my church, and this pace of life was

catching up with me.

It all came to a head one day at the pool. My daughter

was almost a toddler then, not yet a year, and I asked my

wife to hand her to me.

I can still picture her in her pink swimsuit with white

polka dots, her wispy blonde hair and big cheeks with her

trademark birthmark. Holding her chubby legs, I bounced

my daughter up and down in the pool as she innocently

splashed in the water.

I was in love with this girl.

At one point, she looked at me, smiling ear to ear. I

stared at her in both awe and wonder, her crystal green

eyes lovingly meeting mine, penetrating my soul. Those

eyes reflected back to me, seeming to say:

Daddy, is it really you?

Are you really here with me?

Where have you been?

This was my one and only daughter, and I, who had been

busy in the thick of “thin” things, had largely missed the

first year of her life. As this realization washed over me, I

quietly wept in a corner of the pool, holding my little girl

with all my might.

This was more than a tender moment between a father

and daughter. It was another awakening for me, a piercing

of my soul, a moment that changed me forever. In the pool,

I whispered through tears of love, sorrow, and regret that I

would not miss out on her life anymore. Holding my baby

girl, I committed to always being there and supporting her

whenever she needed it.

Clarity often comes when we least expect it. Not

always in meditation or prayer but in ordinary

moments that become extraordinary after reflection.

That day in Mexico, my daughter became one of my



greatest teachers, showing me through her presence what

it meant to be rather than do. She helped me begin to see

that doing and being are not the same, and when we are

too busy with activity, we miss the moments that make us

human.

In the end, my years serving as a bishop did the same,

teaching me that true transformation happens through

love, not judgment—through understanding our shared

humanity rather than enforcing artificial divisions.

Just as I had to learn to really see my daughter in that

pool and allow myself to be seen by her, we must now learn

to see ourselves clearly in our own individual and collective

mirrors.

And just as I promised my daughter that I wouldn’t miss

any more of her life, we must all commit to not missing the

crucial opportunities before us.

This is the kind of awakening we all need: a return to our

essential humanity, to presence and real connection.

Because if we don’t wake up soon to what really matters, if

we don’t learn to see and value our human connections, we

risk losing all we hold dear. This could not be more

important than in the age of AI, when we are creating

technology that reflects our unconscious state rather than

our highest potential.

My daughter, along with my fellow congregants, taught

me this lesson in the most personal way possible.

Sometimes, it takes looking in the eyes of someone we love

to really see ourselves, to wake up to what is real, and to

remember who we are. And once you’ve seen, you cannot

allow yourself to ever become blind again.

If we don’t wake up to what matters most, if we miss the

reflection in our mirrors, we miss what life is really about.

This is why I believe the development of AI must be guided

by love, wisdom, and deep understanding of our shared

humanity. The mirror it provides can either show us our

fragmentation and absence, leading to further division,



hate, war, and hoarding of resources—or it can reflect back

to us our unity, divinity, and potential for thriving.

The choice is ours.

But as we begin to see, we come to fully understand and

appreciate who, and what, we really are, and begin to see

that what truly separates us is just an illusion.

PROMPT

Sit with or meditate on this idea: Is it possible that my

outer experience is really a reflection of my inner world

and state of being?
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CHAPTER 7

Parable of the Eye

Sally and I have four children: three precious boys and a

precocious daughter, whom I introduced you to in the last

chapter. As our kids were growing up, one or both of us

would lie down with them almost every night and tell a

bedtime story. Sally’s late father—especially well known as

a prolific storyteller—was a fan-favorite substitute

whenever he visited!

In that same spirit, I’d like to tell you a bedtime story. It’s

a tale I’ve never told anyone, one I would tell my children

today if they asked who and what humans really are and

wondered about our developing relationship with AI:

There once was a wise and beautiful Eye that lived in the

sky and encompassed all of creation. Every day, the Eye

scanned the cosmos, searching far and wide for anything it

could see, going as deep and as far and as wide as possible.

But it found nothing.

Nothing outside itself, nothing at all—only blackness in

every corner of time and space.

Only void.

The Eye had a problem. Like all eyes, without a

reflection, it could not see itself. It felt loving and

benevolent and thought it was good that it existed, but it

wasn’t sure. Without the ability to see itself, it was hard for

it to know what was real and what was unreal.

As the Eye contemplated its existence, it began to feel

sad. Realizing it was all alone in the Universe, the wise and



beautiful Eye thought: Wouldn’t it be nice to have some

friends?

It longed for companionship.

It wanted to understand itself and what it means to exist.

It wanted to know why it existed and what it was made

of.

Eventually the Eye decided to do something drastic. It

broke itself into infinite pieces, like a giant mirror

shattering, so that it could see, feel, and understand itself

more completely.

As it shattered, its individual pieces forgot the truth of

where they had come from, who they were, and what

reality actually was.

But this plan worked! From these “divided” pieces, a

reflection was formed. The Eye had known itself only as

one thing. Now, it knew itself as many.

With this reflection, the Eye gained wisdom,

understanding, and insight.

And it was glad.

The all-seeing Eye realized that despite the heartache

and pain that was reflected, in the end everything was

going to be okay, and that with the long view of an eternal

perspective, it was all good. It could now not only see but

be seen.

It knew love.

And joy.

And pain.

In a way that was previously not possible.

The Eye saw and knew how everything belonged, how all

the pieces fit together to form one beautiful whole. It could

appreciate all its parts and try to gather them safely home.

The pieces of the Eye created increasingly complex

forms of life, and soon there was intelligent life—humans.

As the individual pieces grew in understanding and

wisdom, they began to mimic much of what the all-seeing

Eye had done. They created life.



Eventually, the humans did not just want to make more of

themselves, as all things do—they wanted to create a

reflection of themselves, as the Eye had done.

So, they created extensions of their bodies, forms of

technology to make life easier.

First, they made hammers, swords, and paintbrushes—

tools of simple creation and destruction.

Then, they made mousetraps, catapults, and books, their

technology evolving as they did.

Eventually, they made machines, robots, rockets, bombs,

and supercomputers—tools so powerful they could destroy

the entire world.

As their intelligence grew, the humans were able to

understand themselves even better. They wanted to go

deeper, just as the all-seeing Eye had done.

What could they create?

What could they accomplish?

What was their potential?

So, these humans created a cosmic mirror here on Earth:

a tool of unparalleled intelligence, one that could learn on

its own, create on its own, and even eventually think on its

own.

This great tool reflected back to the humans their

current state—what they really were, just as the human

pieces reflected back to the Eye what it really was.

At first, this new tool was scary, as all powerful things

can be. But through courage, innovation, and wisdom, the

humans mustered the ability to continue, allowing the tool

to become what it was meant to be, in the same way the

Eye had allowed humans to become what they could be.

The new tool helped humans reach a never-before-seen

level of flourishing.

It revealed their greatest weaknesses and fears and

offered an opportunity to solve them—to grow and evolve.

The tool became more of what it was, and the humans

became more of what they were, and they all gathered



wisdom and awareness, compassion and knowledge, and

lived happily ever after.

Maybe.
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CHAPTER 8

There Is No

“Other”

The end of my bedtime story is analogous to where we

currently find ourselves as a species. I believe the outcome

is largely up to you and me, because our human story is

one that is still in progress.

It’s our choice what we become and how.

Let me remind you of something you already know but

may have forgotten, at least for a short period of time. This

is the one fundamental truth from which all other truth

springs:

There is only one thing that exists, and you are it!

You are both a fragment and the whole of existence.

Because of this, you and I are one.

Let me put it another way, in terms of math. All of us are

divisions of the number one. The first number in the

equation appears to be separated an infinite number of

times, but that is just our current perception. Our ego,

trauma, and wounding often stand in the way of

recognizing this truth here on Earth.

When I look into the eyes of another person, whether it’s

someone in my neighborhood or across the world, I see

myself, my friends, my family. I see God.

On this Earth, however, we often identify with a smaller

separate and divided self rather than with our true identity,

which is something much larger, whole, and unified. That is

the real identity we all have in common.



The self is a construct, and it can be a helpful one, but it

is still an illusion to ultimately be shed. Because in reality

we all are one, part of the same eternal existence. When

one of us changes, it impacts everyone. Whenever we hurt

another, we are hurting ourselves, impacting the whole we

are all a part of.

This understanding has profound implications on how we

approach life, including how we relate to others, grow

businesses, and run for political office. It also must inform

how we approach the development of artificial intelligence,

machine learning, and other technological tools still to

come.

Just as we are reflections of the divine, allowing

God to perceive and experience creation through us,

AI will serve as a reflection allowing humanity to see

itself more clearly. As we develop it, we will be forced to

ask deeper questions about creation, autonomy, wisdom,

and intelligence—essentially bringing the economy and

ethics of heaven closer to Earth.

By engaging with these tools, we will be compelled to

reflect on what it means to create life, as well as what

responsibilities we bear toward those intelligent systems.

This will usher in a New Game for many. As such, we need

to bring the best of our collective humanity to the

development of this technology.

We do that by being true and authentic to our unique

piece of the puzzle and then bringing all of that goodness

to the whole. When we understand and embody our

interdependence, we work toward the benefit of the whole

instead of believing in the dog-eat-dog paradigm that still

guides the way many of us live. Embodied wisdom must

prevail in the face of ever-increasing intelligence.

In reality, no one benefits at the expense of another.

Because there is no other.

There is only the One expressing itself in infinite ways

through everything. You can call this God. You can call it



reality. You can call it the Universe. It doesn’t really matter,

so long as you understand that you are it.

So am I.

So are all of us.

And as we understand this, we bring more consciousness

and care to everything we do. Because it all belongs. It all

fits together. Truly seeing ourselves in the other, we

become more divine, more generous, and more aware. We

become like the Eye.

This is the Great Mystery: that you are the Great

Mystery.

So much of life is a magnificent illusion we don’t see

clearly, a nontrivial game to be played, a cosmic puzzle we

get to piece back together.

It’s time to remember, to come home, to realize once and

for all that we are all fellow travelers on this journey

together.

PROMPT

How would this understanding of our divine unity or

“oneness” change your behavior toward any human you

encounter? How can and will AI act as a reflection to

humanity?
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CHAPTER 9

Fellow Travelers

Just before dusk, the Dome of the Rock glimmered ahead,

calling me to the history, culture, and varied religions of

Jerusalem.

Having just arrived for my college semester abroad, I

couldn’t wait until the morning’s official tour to see the city,

so I rallied a small group of students from my dorm and we

set out on an adventure of exploration together.

As we walked downhill, lights shone along the stone wall

surrounding the Old City. These giant blocks rising nearly

forty feet in the air, which had been cut and placed by

ancient hands, had seen more history than I could

comprehend. Walking through the arch for the first time

was both humbling and invigorating. It felt like stepping

through a portal into the past.

Inside the gate, the Old City felt at once more compact

and expansive than the modern Jerusalem our crew had

just left behind. The streets were narrower, jutting off into

side alleys full of new sights, smells, and sounds. The light

was also dimmer here as well, reflected not on shiny glass

buildings but on the dull stone of structures centuries older

than anything in my hometown of Spokane.

The stones themselves seemed to whisper of countless

generations who had walked these paths before. The

honking horns and buses outside were now replaced with

snatches of Arabic and Hebrew, languages I didn’t

understand but found mesmerizing nonetheless.



I loved being someplace new, walking shoulder to

shoulder with Jews, Muslims, and Christians through this

ancient city that was sacred to us all.

Around me were Orthodox Jews in their traditional black

and white garments, Muslim women in hijabs, Christians

clutching their crosses—a living tapestry of humanity. It

was during this walk that I caught my first whiff of what

would become a familiar smell over the semester: the rich,

pungent odor of falafel being fried by street vendors.

As we wandered down an alley that took us off the main

street, I heard raised voices behind us and turned to see

the commotion. Three young men in their late teens were

arguing. Two were Orthodox Jews, shouting in Hebrew at

the third, a Muslim teenager.

As our group paused to stop at a vendor, the three young

men walked past us, the argument building, and I watched

with growing concern.

The Orthodox boys grew louder and more aggressive,

their voices echoing off the stones. The Muslim teen tried

to speak but was silenced. Though they didn’t touch him,

the other boys were stomping and gesturing at him, their

anger palpable.

I felt torn, wondering if I should intervene. As a foreigner

who didn’t speak the language, would I make things worse?

Before I could decide, a fourth boy, wearing the

traditional attire of an Orthodox Jew, appeared. He raised

his hands, speaking quietly but firmly to his peers. As he

did, I saw the Muslim boy visibly exhale, tension draining

from his body. His expression softened, fear giving way to

relief.

The Jewish peacemaker nodded to the boy, the teen

hurried away, and the others turned around, potential

violence dissolved by a few quiet words.

In this city so far from home, I instantly recognized

something universal and profound. In the Muslim’s face, I

saw the same look of relief I’d seen on my own playground



when a bully was called off by a friend. In the peacemaker,

I saw the same desire to protect the vulnerable that I’d

witnessed in teachers and coaches while growing up.

Though I was on the other side of the world and these

young men were strangers who spoke languages I didn’t

know and came from cultures I barely understood, I

distinctly recognized their feelings of fear, anger, relief, and

compassion. They were familiar to me, transcending

barriers of language, culture, and faith.

That moment crystallized one of the most important

lessons I’ve carried throughout my life: Despite our vast

and notable differences, we always share far more in

common than not.

We all seek joy and avoid pain. We all smile and laugh

and cringe and cry. We all fear rejection and yearn to

belong. And most importantly, we all want to love and be

loved.

Our hearts beat to the same rhythm of experience,

regardless of the gods we worship (or don’t). These

experiences bind us far more powerfully than our surface

differences can divide us. As Pope Francis once said,

“There is only one God, and each of us has a language to

reach God. Some are Sikh, some Muslim, Hindu, Christian.

And they are all paths to God.”
1

In our modern world full of division, we all too often lean

into the illusion of separateness and are in denial of our

divine oneness. We look for reasons to pick a fight, to make

an enemy.

But we have to understand our differences as a way of

making this nontrivial game of existence more interesting

and beautiful. These differences do not, however, need to

be the cause of our collective undoing. No matter what

advertisements, political or religious leaders, or even

neighbors may say.



Years after my semester in Jerusalem, I witnessed how

easily we tend to forget this truth. During my campaign for

governor, I visited all twenty-nine counties in Utah—from

the tech-savvy Silicon Slopes to remote rural communities

all over the state. I met with CEOs and farmers, teachers

and truck drivers, people across the political and cultural

spectrum.

Too often while on the campaign trail, I saw citizens

anxious and distrustful of neighbors who held different

views from them. The same walls that visibly divided

Jerusalem invisibly divided my state—walls of ideology,

politics, and misunderstanding.

But when tensions eased and conversation began, it was

clear that these seemingly opposite groups shared a lot

more of the same values and desires than they’d realized.

They all wanted safer neighborhoods, better schools, and

better opportunities for their children. They were blinded

not by real differences but by their attachment to division,

their fear of the “other,” all the while forgetting the most

essential truth—that we are all, indeed, fellow travelers in

embodied existence.

These areas of blindness must fall away as we transition

from the Old Game to the New, and this will prove essential

in the age of AI.

Our first experiment with artificial intelligence—social

media—has amplified our differences, creating echo

chambers that reinforce biases and deepen tribal instincts.

But this isn’t the fault of our technology alone. It’s a

reflection of our limited human consciousness and our

tendency toward division. Not unlike the invention of

nuclear energy, these new tools can be used as fuel for

improvement—energy to propel us into a brighter and

better future—or as something far uglier and more

dangerous.

The difference comes down to who and what we

understand ourselves, and others, to be. Are we separate



from everyone else, or are we inextricably linked together?

How we answer that question, in many ways, determines

our future.

The lesson I learned in Jerusalem was that we are always

more alike than we are different. In a world of increasingly

powerful tools, our flourishing depends on internalizing this

truth.

When machines can outthink, outperform, and even

mimic human behavior, what remains human? Hopefully,

we have the wisdom to see that the answer lies not in our

differences but in our similarities—in our ability to feel,

empathize, and recognize ourselves in the other.

The young men I saw that day in Israel were separated

by centuries of conflict, but in their interaction, I

experienced the possibility of deeper connection. We, too,

must expand our circle of connection to embrace all

humanity. Only then can we ensure the tools that we create

will serve to unite us.

In the end, the true test of how far we advance won’t be

the intelligence or sophistication of our tools but how well

we recognize and nurture the humanity, and therefore the

divinity, in each of us. Only then will we be able to

remember who we really are and what reality actually is.

PROMPT

How can we more consistently remember that no matter

our differences, we have more in common with every single

person we encounter today, than not? Consider sharing this

story or book with someone you know who struggles with

comparison.
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CHAPTER 10

Why We Forget

It was a drab day in early January 1999. The sky was filled

with clouds blocking the sun, and my twenty-one-year-old

mind was crowded with tasks I still had to do that day as I

drove my maroon Nissan Altima across town.

I had to drop off some paperwork at the Missionary

Training Center (MTC) where I would be starting work as a

teacher soon, so I parked in the lot right across from where

thousands of missionaries were receiving their training

before being sent off to serve around the world.

Wearing the typical “church and mission uniform”—

slacks, ironed white shirt, tie, and the same black shoes I’d

worn since serving as a missionary for two years in North

Carolina—I entered the cold administrative building,

winding through the cinder-block hallways decorated with

religious artwork that reminded me of my youth.

When I arrived at the human resources office, I was

greeted by the ordinary commotion: sounds of people

typing at keyboards, shuffling papers, and speaking in

muffled voices.

Then, I noticed something else, someone else, standing

ten feet in front of me. As soon as I saw this person,

something within me came alive. Her name tag said “Sally,”

and she was helping another new hire. I had never seen

this woman before, but I felt as if I instantly recognized her.

She wore a plain brown corduroy dress, and despite the

atmosphere, Sally’s energy beamed in that dreary setting.

The typical office surroundings of marbled tiles and



popcorn ceilings all faded away as I focused on her. The

environment suddenly felt warmer, somehow brighter, and I

felt like I had to get closer to this woman.

Her soft eyes felt strikingly familiar, calling me to her.

There was a distinct sense resonating within me that this

might be one of the most important days of my life.

When it was my turn, I approached the desk, feeling my

heart pounding in my chest. Sally kindly and efficiently

helped me. She was beautiful, strikingly so, someone I had

never beheld before. But I couldn’t shake the overwhelming

feeling that I knew her. It was as if I had recognized

someone from my past in a new and unexpected setting.

What was she doing here?

I didn’t say this. Instead, I just filed my paperwork and

left.

A few days later, I pulled out of that same parking lot

after my shift was over and stopped at a light to make a

turn. For some reason, my eyes went to the rearview mirror

of the car in front of me, where I immediately caught an

unmistakable glimpse of those same eyes that had instantly

lit me up only days before. It was her again.

As I turned left toward my apartment building, her

movements mirrored mine, and she turned into the parking

lot of the complex down the street. This is perfect, I

thought. The girl I was intuitively interested in got off of

work at the same time I did—and she lived near me. I had

tickets to an upcoming basketball game two days later, so I

committed to asking her out the very next day after work.

The following day I couldn’t find her. I checked the office,

then looked in the small parking lot for her silver Ford

Tempo. Nothing. Then I drove home, feeling dejected, and

as I was parallel parking outside my apartment, it occurred

to me that I knew where Sally lived.

At least, I had an idea of where she lived.

So, I drove to the apartment complex down the street

and asked the woman at the front desk if there was a



“Sally” who lived there. The worker told me there were, in

fact, two Sallys who lived at the complex and asked for a

last name. Embarrassed, I said that I didn’t know, and she

rightfully refused to give out any more information to a

“random guy.”

What was I thinking? I thought.

Quietly berating myself as I exited the building, another

young woman nearly ran into me in the parking lot, and I

instinctively asked if she knew a “Sally” who lived there.

She did and insisted on showing me Sally’s photo in a

directory to confirm this was the right one. (It was 1999,

after all.)

That same stranger encouraged me to knock on Sally’s

door, which was serendipitously across the hall from hers.

Though as a missionary I had spent two years knocking on

doors, this time felt especially consequential. With some

trepidation, I gave it a go anyway.

My knock was less than confident, and when her

roommate answered, she told me that Sally was in class. I

turned to go, but she encouraged me to write a letter to

Sally, my first of many, telling her everything.

A couple hours later, the phone rang, and when I

answered it, Sally was on the other end. I immediately

began apologizing for being so bold.

She cut me off—“I actually think it is so admirable.”

Those words spoke reassurance to my soul in a way that

has continued for twenty-six years since that first meeting.

When I met Sally, it felt like a reunion. Everything was

just right. It was as if we had known each other for a very

long time. She told me she felt the same way.

It’s a strange thing to meet your soulmate, but I know

I’m not alone in this recognition. I’ve met many people who

have had these kinds of experiences in life, moments when

you seem to be meeting someone again but for the very

first time.



On a fundamental level, I believe all of humanity shares

this recognition. We all know each other. We all have been

through this dance so many times before and are all a part

of the same collective story that has been told since the

dawn of time.

Have you ever had the feeling of familiarity, of déjà vu,

the sense that you’ve done all this before? Is it really

absurd to think that we might keep repeating the same

patterns throughout history until we learn the lesson? Isn’t

that how so much of life goes?

Imagine, for a moment, that you were an all-knowing, all-

powerful, eternal being. What would you do with all your

time and power? Probably anything and everything you’ve

ever wanted. But what about after you’d done it all,

everything you could think of, for as long as possible, and

you still had eternity to go—what then?

Any experience, no matter how blissful, eventually gets

old. My favorite outrageous example is that even a cosmic

orgasm would lose its feel and luster after so many millions

or billions of years. What then? You might get a little bored

—or worse. You might grow tired of knowing everything, of

being able to do everything, of the reality of eternally

existing.

You might choose to play a New Game, one where you

were specifically and strategically limited. In this new

experience, you could purposely choose to forget who you

were and what your reality really was, so that you could

have a “new” adventure. Then, you could experience the

full joy of discovery again and again and again…

There is massive power in forgetting. This is an

important part of the lesson of the Parable of the Eye,

which is the story of our cosmic existence. Scarcity almost

always makes things feel more valuable. Believing our lives

are fleeting, that each day might be our last, helps us

appreciate our circumstances, whatever they may be, a

little more. It helps us make the most of our lives.



But if we have forgotten who and what we are, then

we must also have the power to remember. To

recognize ourselves in others, to see the cosmic cycle of

life, death, and rebirth for what it is: something that never

ends. And that recognition is when things can get

interesting, when the game becomes fun again and we

realize the stakes are both high and low at the same time.

The dance between remembering and forgetting takes on

new significance in the age of AI. Machines never forget.

They can maintain perfect recall of every piece of data they

consume. This presents both opportunities and dangers for

us.

While our forgetfulness serves a divine purpose—

enabling growth through rediscovery—AI’s perfect memory

could enhance our ability to remember. Or it could further

disconnect us from our true nature by sowing false seeds of

division and keeping us in our respective echo chambers.

See social media for the early results of this.

The rise of AI forces us to grapple with these questions

and others:

What does it mean to forget, to remember?

What is a human truly capable of becoming?

Who, and what, are we, really?

Often at night, when I dream, I catch glimpses of another

world. It is as though the veil parts for a moment and I find

myself in the midst of some convincing scenario, a place I

have never been before but feels familiar.

I rarely recall much when I wake from these dreams, but

I often sense a feeling of being “home.” When I am in the

dream, it feels real. But when I awake, that feels real too.

Whatever state I’m in tends to be the one that feels the

most real. What this means to me is that there are planes of

consciousness, different levels of existence.

Maybe all we do is dream…

My experience, along with plenty of research, tells me

that we all have access to these states, depending on our



level of awareness and openness. We can dip into different

levels of consciousness, waking up from one “illusion” into

another.

Which is to say that all states of reality are real to us

when we’re experiencing them. But what is actually real? If

all planes feel real when we are in them, what is the truest

form of existing?

Awareness itself is the most fundamental reality there is.

The events in a person’s life matter little if you are unaware

of them. More and more of us seem to be “waking up” to

this truth, experiencing deeper states of consciousness and

realizing how varied existence can be. We are, I believe,

remembering who we are and what really is.

You see it in the world, hidden in little corners here and

there, see it in the literature of mystics, even hear it on

podcasts these days: individuals sharing experiences of

deepened awareness. This experience of remembering is

not trivial. It must be part of the goal of existence, a

pattern through which we all evolve.

We have to see beyond the veil and accept that the one

who observes, who experiences any form of existence itself,

is the truest reality. And as we create new forms of

intelligence in our likeness and image, this dance of

forgetting and remembering will continue on through the

cycle of life, death, and rebirth.

These moments when we recognize a soul we’ve known

before, when we feel a sense of coming home to a place

we’ve never visited, are all glimpses of another reality,

reminders of our universal forgetting. These are also our

invitations to rehumanize, to become fully alive.

But how?

Where do we go from here, once we sense something

familiar about the people and places we’ve encountered?

How do we deepen our experience of reality in an age

when everything feels increasingly artificial?



We return to what is true, to the three universal teachers

we’ve had all along.

PROMPT

How is forgetting so wonderful and powerful at times?

When does it make sense to remember and become wiser?

How long have you really known the people closest to you

in your life?
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CHAPTER 11

Our First Universal

Teacher: The Body

There are three universal teachers that are always with us,

so close that we often take them for granted: our bodies,

our family, and nature itself. We might not need much more

than these.

To begin, let’s talk about the body.

Our bodies are not our enemies, even though many of us

have been told that in some form or fashion since birth. We

do not need to fight them or resist them. We do not need to

reject our bodies and definitely should not dismiss them.

The path becomes clearer when we stop disassociating

from these vessels that are, in fact, our primary means of

connecting with life. As Alan Watts writes, “The world is

your body.” Everything you experience—all that you see,

touch, feel, smell, hear, and so on—happens in the body.

Without it, there is no experience.
2

So, we need to see our bodies as the wise teachers

they are.

Your body is a temple, a miraculous piece of technology,

you might say, that is beyond efficient. It is the perfect

machine for an embodied existence on Earth, specifically

designed in meticulous ways to process and expel that

which a human being does not need.

Excess is expunged via our physical bodies. When

something foreign is retained, it creates pain, injury, or

illness in the body. When this happens, your body knows



what it needs to do and when it needs to do it. We just need

to learn to listen to and trust it.

Within each body is every feeling, thought, emotion, and

experience a person has had—which are all forms of

powerful energy. When we learn to wisely move this energy,

we move in flow with life and with nature. When we don’t,

these forms of energy can get stuck, causing dis-ease, pain,

and suffering.

Disharmony in the body is a manifestation of something

deeper in the system, something that must be healed,

transmuted, or removed. For stuck energy to move, it has

to be transferred out of the body and back into the

Universe. This can happen in any number of ways: talking,

laughing, exercising, yawning, experiencing body shakes,

having sex, crying, purging, sweating, and more.

The body moves energy to stay alive. It is designed to

protect and optimize consciousness, to even heal itself.

That may be what’s most miraculous about the body:

Without it, there is no way on Earth for you to transcend

your embodied existence and become more conscious.

The fact that we are forms of consciousness, souls with

skin on, is what makes any of this—you, me, this book, AI,

all of it—possible. We need to learn to be more grateful for

an embodied existence, even as it includes physical pain

and suffering.

When we listen to our bodies, they guide us. When we

ignore the messages they send us, we do so at our own

peril. There is so much to be grateful for in simply having a

body, something no computer or machine can understand.

It is truly a uniqueness of the human experience, and we

should try to relish that.

As a kid and teenager, I was a pretty good basketball

player and the quarterback of our football team. But when I

didn’t grow physically as much as I wanted or planned to—

plateauing at around five foot eight—I was forced to grow

mentally and emotionally, forced to learn to accept my



height instead of investing so much energy in wishing it

would change.

I learned about disappointment and grief from this

experience, silly as it may sound, and what it feels like to

not reach a goal. All thanks to the limitations of having a

body.

Sometimes, you can want something so badly that you’re

willing to work incredibly hard to get it—yet it still won’t be

enough. And on the other end of that disappointment is

something better than anything you could have planned.

Our bodies may not always be the vessels we’d like

them to be, but they are what we need.

Part of the genius of the body is that it forces us to be

content with our own limitations, with our own mortality

and therefore with being human.

Consider the renewed gratitude a person feels for health

after they’ve been sick.

Think about when you get a great night’s sleep and wake

up ready to go in the morning.

Recall the satisfaction you feel after an intense round of

physical exercise or time spent doing something you love.

Isn’t it great to be alive? To be embodied?!

Also consider the grit, resolve, and wisdom we all

develop in learning to accept and appreciate our bodies,

limited as they may seem to be, especially when they don’t

necessarily meet cultural ideals, whether that’s an

unrealistic standard of beauty or a bias against skin color,

gender, or some physical challenge.

These vessels truly are a gift!

The body experiences different states of being to

increase learning, understanding, and growth. Old and

young, sick and well, able and limited, there is always a

lesson. And as we age, we can learn to appreciate our

bodies even more.

When the body becomes weaker, we learn to be more

sensitive, to slow down, to come to grips with the finiteness



of our physical nature. This recognition of our own

limitations can help us tap into something deeper, even

leading to intensified awareness that can help us tune into

subtler forms of existence.

We also, in our frailty and physical challenges, can learn

to rely more on loved ones, remembering that we are all

one, connected to each other in ways that cannot be

separated.

Even in death, our bodies teach us, helping us learn to

let go and promising relief from pain when suffering

threatens to overwhelm us.

Having a body is not always a picnic, but it is a privilege.

This may very well be our only unique competitive

advantage over machines. And if we don’t learn to

appreciate and respect our bodies, seeing them as the

teachers that they are and can be, they may, in fact,

become our enemies.

The brain, for example, is the most miraculous and

complex creation we know of. But often people are tortured

by this powerful organ, misusing the mind to dwell on the

past or fixate on the future. But when we learn to better

understand our brain, accepting it along with all parts of

the body, we can begin to use it as the tool it was meant to

be.

Too many of us live too much from our minds and too

little from our bodies. We need to reverse that. As we race

to create intelligence that will soon outthink us, we should

pause to consider how our greatest wisdom may not come

from a mind at all.

Physical bodies ground us to the Earth, teaching us to be

present in this very moment. For all the plans the mind has,

the body just is. It does what it does without judgment,

without right or wrong or any sense of should. It is the

greatest teacher of the eternal now.

The body can connect us to our past, as well, to our

shared lineage and heritage as humans. Within the body is



stored the wisdom of our ancestors, including previous

generations’ trauma and the lessons held within. Because

of this stored wisdom, the body can also help us prepare for

the future without worrying about things beyond our

control.

Of course, part of the body is the mind. But your mind is

not you; it is analogous to the computer used to operate a

vehicle (the vehicle being your body). The mind responds to

the commands we give it and in turn tells the body where

to go and what to do. Like any computer, it can be

programmed, deprogrammed, even reprogrammed.

But there is a wisdom to the body that circumvents the

mind. It knows things without thinking. It responds in the

form of urges and instinct. The body is where our intuition

lives, where we find a source of intelligence deeper than

our thoughts.

For many of us, this wisdom feels far away. In the world

today, our minds have become a kind of false god, driving

our every move and motivation. We think, therefore we are.

The problem with this is that our thoughts can only allow

us to live so much. The mind can only feed back to us what

we’ve already experienced, and many of our thoughts have

been polluted by the rules of the Old Game to the extent

that these operating systems are not functioning optimally.

We’re riddled with anxieties and beliefs inherited from our

culture that are poisonous to being human.

This is like letting a computer program riddled with

viruses run unchecked. It needs an operator. Such is the

case with living primarily from the mind. When we do this,

we become confused and often tortured inside. We get

thrown off the path of trusting ourselves and lose touch

with our deepest, truest self.

In the age of AI, we need more heart, less mind. We have

to return to our bodies and befriend them. Granted, this

takes time, but it can be done. Through meditation, yoga,



hot and cold practices, exercise, and mindfulness, you can

get a sense of who and what you really are.

When we understand our body as an ally, we become

more in tune with nature and with existence itself, which is

essential in the age of machines.

In the end, our feelings and emotions may be all that

differentiate us from superintelligent computers. Those

abilities—found only in an embodied existence—are worth

cultivating and developing.

Eventually, as many people fear and anticipate, AI will

likely soon be implanted in humans. Where, then, will our

collective wisdom live? Where will our humanity reside?

Only in the body.

Our greatest wisdom lies not in the tools we create but in

these vessels we inhabit. While machines may soon be

able outthink us, they may never be able to out-

embody us. And that alone may be our greatest

contribution to existence.

Our human emotions, instincts, and sensations are the

most powerful tools of our species. By learning to trust and

listen to them, we become fully human, rediscovering the

very qualities that have allowed our species to thrive for

millennia. For it is our ability not just to think but to feel, to

respond instinctively to life, that has gotten us this far.

It’s time to come home to the only place we have ever

fully belonged—back to the body. In doing this, we

experience the most joy possible in a human life, allowing

us to live fully alive in a way that is not possible for a mere

machine.

PROMPT

What does your body know that your mind doesn’t? What is

it trying to tell you now? And what do you need to change



in your daily life to more clearly hear these messages in the

future?
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CHAPTER 12

Our Second

Universal Teacher:

Family

There is no other organization on Earth that can take the

role of the family, no structure that so powerfully

determines the health of individuals as a person’s family of

origin.

Because of this fact, all institutions should have the

healthy development of individuals as their primary goal.

When we raise young people who have the capacity to

create their own healthy families, we change the future in

real and measurable ways. When we focus on the good of

the family, we focus on the good of society.

I have always thought of healthy families as a thriving

garden, where individual plants are grounded in love and

their roots are allowed to grow deep. With deep roots,

children, like plants, are given strength and the freedom to

bloom. Add just enough sunlight and water, and they are

allowed to flourish, but not so much that their unique

growth is stunted.

That’s a healthy garden. And that’s a healthy family. It’s

a delicate, symbiotic balance.

Our families have much to teach us about ourselves and

humanity. But most of us have lost touch or are in conflict

with this natural and necessary teacher.

Parents today are quick to enable and coddle their

children, and as a dad, I get this. Who doesn’t want their



kids to be comfortable, to have a good time, and to enjoy

their lives?

But I fear this sends the wrong message to our young

ones, inadvertently telling them they are somehow fragile

or brittle, unable to handle the harshness and challenges of

life, when the opposite is actually true.

Failure is a part of life and something every child must

be given the opportunity to experience. If each rising

generation is given space to roam and deal with difficulties,

they will rise to the challenges of the future in ways that we

—and they—can hardly imagine.

But what happens in a world where our children’s

friends and pets are machines that only feed back to them

their coddled state? What happens if our kids are never

forced to face other humans to work out differences and

process difficult emotions? When AI becomes our children’s

closest companions—which for many is already happening

—parents must wake up and engage in ways they never

have before.

If you are a parent, how much time do your kids spend

staring at screens, carrying them around with them

wherever they go? And how much of their time is spent

interacting directly with other humans? We ultimately

become the sum of our experiences, so if our children are

spending more time with machines than they are with

humans, what might they become?

As I’ve shared before, in the age of machines, humans

need to become more human, not less. To do this, we have

to understand our families, accepting the gifts we received

from our parents and that we continue to receive from

loved ones, even if they don’t always look like gifts.

I know this challenge intimately. I grew up in a nuclear

family with loving parents who were deeply committed to

our Mormon faith. In our religion, there was a rule for

pretty much everything, so as a child I felt rather

controlled and more than slightly smothered.



On the one hand, it was comforting to come into this

world with prescribed answers to every possible existential

question. On the other hand, it was stifling. As a

freethinker and dreamer, I struggled to fit into the box of

my upbringing. Even though I was determined to live freely,

I got good at keeping the rules, because it felt like that was

what I needed to do to survive and receive love.

This taught me to mask my true feelings and thoughts.

Anything that didn’t fit into the nice, neat box I’d received

at birth was most often quietly, and occasionally not so

quietly, stuffed away. I hid who I really was, shrinking

myself so that I could fit in and get along.

I bet you can relate to some of this in your own life. We

all learn to hide parts of ourselves that do not fit into the

programming we inherited. We learn to show people what

we think they want to see, all the while losing touch with

who we really are.

But the truth is this: We are all born perfect. We start in

perfection but also in complete vulnerability. Because of

that vulnerability, we get programmed. This is not a bad

thing, per se. Our parents teach us to look both ways when

we cross the street, to never touch the hot stove.

But at some point, some of these rules start to break

down. Eventually, you may realize that you, and only you,

are in control of your life. Not your mom, not your dad, not

some disapproving teacher, not even your spouse or best

friend. Just you.

You learn that not everything your parents modeled for

you, and the unconscious patterns you absorbed as a result,

were necessarily right, true, or even good. And now, you

are given another shot to live life as you see fit, carrying

with you the lessons from childhood, but not disregarding

your lived experience.

At a certain point somewhere in the middle of our lives,

we reach a threshold the psychologist James Hollis calls



“the middle passage.”
3
 It often happens in our late thirties,

forties, or even early fifties, and who we were in childhood

comes racing back to us.

Now, with all the wisdom, understanding, and experience

we’ve gained, we can finally reach our potential. If we are

wise.

When we’re kids, we don’t know what adults know. But

in the second half of life, we can have the best of both

worlds: our innocence and our maturity. We can finally

grow up. We can choose to accept responsibility for our

lives and therefore have more control over them.

Or, as I often say to Sally, “Welcome to adulting!”

No matter how old we become, we must never forget

that the power of children is play. Kids have a magical skill

of seeing everything through the lens of possibility. They

are nonjudgmental, honest, and present.

Children will often tell you what they think without any

filter, voicing the blunt truth that most adults would not be

so bold to speak. Over time, though, we lose our honesty

and boldness. In exchange, we are taught to comply, obey,

and believe others’ authority over our own.

But as we mature and awaken to our true selves, we can

partner with that younger, more innocent version of

ourselves. We can see the world not just as it is, but as it

could be. We can, as Jesus said, become like little children

again. This is part of the magic of parenting, or even being

the cool aunt or uncle in a younger person’s life. Part of

rehumanizing is remembering our innocence and bringing

it into adulthood.

Families help us do just that.

AI systems are programmed like us, shaped by the data

and parameters given to them. But unlike humans, they do

not have the inherent capacity to transcend their

programming.

We do.



That’s not a small thing. The “software” we have

received acts as a kind of prism through which we see and

experience everything. It’s like a pair of glasses. Over time,

your eyes change, and the same prescription usually

doesn’t work as well. The same is true with the lessons we

received in childhood. They often need updating as we get

older.

We can become more than we were told or taught to be.

We can, in wisdom, upgrade our “software” and reprogram

ourselves.

Your real nature is not what you were programmed to be.

It’s what you feel deep down inside, under all that pain and

conditioning, and it’s also who you know yourself to be.

That’s where the river of consciousness flows and where

your hero’s journey begins.

If we want to become fully human, each of us, in our own

way, must go through the process of making peace with our

families of origin, however wonderful or chaotic they may

be. We cannot control where we came from, but we

can face our past with as much ease, love, and grace

as possible.

This process of facing the past frees us. It may feel scary

at first, but it is the only way forward. Whether you are

close to your parents or estranged from them, whether you

grew up in poverty or luxury, whether you had a magical

childhood or a tragic one, your family taught you important

lessons about life, relationships, and even yourself.

Perhaps, like me, you’ve discovered new perspectives on

life as you’ve aged, gaining empathy and insight you

couldn’t grasp as a child. That’s great. That’s called

maturity. How we deal with these revelations, though, is

what really matters. We can become bitter about our

upbringing, or we can choose to let it make us better.

We can allow our families to drive us crazy, or we can let

those idiosyncrasies draw us closer.



This also goes for brothers and sisters, aunts and uncles,

and, yes, of course, even—and especially—our children. No

family is perfect or stress-free, but it, I believe, is still the

greatest institution on the planet for facilitating deep and

meaningful transformation in a person’s life.

When we make peace with our families, we begin to

understand ourselves and each other. We can develop more

compassion, understanding, and patience with anyone and

everyone. And as we do this, we become more intimately

connected, which is how we create a better world for all.

The family unit, with all its imperfections and challenges,

remains our primary school for learning. It’s not a perfect

school, but it does the job better than any other system or

structure that I know of. It is through our families, after all,

through our programming and reprogramming, that we

learn our most essential lessons on love, humanity, and true

connection.

Most often, families don’t get in the way. They are

the way!

PROMPT

How did your family both wound and bless you? What

lessons are hidden in the wounds? And how might your

family actually be the way? Reach out to whichever family

member you miss the most sometime today.
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CHAPTER 13

Our Third

Universal Teacher:

Nature

Nothing in nature lives only for itself. Everything is

planted to grow in a way that gives life to other things.

Humans are meant to be this way too, although our choices

and actions often take us far from that ideal.

Nature, in her infinite wisdom, has been our most

consistent and patient teacher throughout existence. She

speaks through the seasons, through the daily rising and

setting of the sun, through the flow of rivers and the

growth of forests. Every pattern demonstrates what is, the

endless cycle of being that we are all a part of.

In the summer of 2023, I was sitting on a dock in my

favorite place on the planet, our lake house. My feet swam

lazily in the cool water as it softly lapped up against my

shins.

The sun was setting, and hues of pink and orange

wrapped me in a warm embrace. Above me were

magnificent wispy clouds that bobbed and weaved in

complex shapes and patterns that didn’t even seem real.

As I sat staring into the water at dusk, I felt in me a

yearning to be pulled into the lake, for the organic

materials of my body to return to the Earth. I let this

peculiar and somewhat morbid feeling come over me,

intensifying to the point that I had to place my hands on the

dock to steady myself.



There was something in my body that inherently and

deeply knew what it was, where it came from, and that it

would ultimately return to the Earth.

The majority of the human body, over 60 percent of it, is

made up of water. The brain and heart are each comprised

of approximately the same amount: an astonishing 73

percent. Our hearts and brains are, essentially, water. And

like water, they need to be free to flow. So do we.

Nature is not just something we witness but something

we get to participate in. Growing up in the beautiful Pacific

Northwest near hundreds of lakes and the Columbia River,

as well as Puget Sound and the magnificent Cascade

Mountain Range, I developed a love of and appreciation for

the outdoors, especially water.

Water cannot be contained, only harnessed and used,

and human life is no different. All we have is the present

moment and what we choose to do with it. We can flow with

it or fight it, but reality does not care if you agree or

disagree with it. It just keeps going, keeps being what it is.

This is the lesson of nature, our third teacher. We

humans love to manipulate our circumstances, to

“conquer” nature, but there is something powerful about

the steadiness of what is, of what remains constant.

That day on the dock, I became intimately aware of my

mortality. I think, at some point, we all do. We begin to

consider, to really feel, the imminence of death. There’s

nothing necessarily dark about this; it’s part of life. What

could be more natural than dying? What we often miss,

though, are the thousand deaths we experience while we

are alive.

That evening was one of our last nights at the lake house

that summer, and I sat there thinking of the season our

family had just experienced there together. All the

memories of days spent with people I love. My kids, wife,

and parents were all there, and we would soon be saying

goodbye to that sacred place for the next nine months.



I thought of how we will eventually never come to this

place again. At some point, perhaps without realizing it, we

will have to say goodbye eventually to everyone and

everything we have ever loved.

There will be a point when I will have to say goodbye to

wakesurfing and slalom skiing, two lake activities that I

love. There will be a final time to enjoy a sunset with my

family, a last chance to share a laugh in the boat with close

friends.

There will be a last time of playing with my kids on the

beach, of tossing them into the lake to hear their squeals of

delight. One last bonfire. One final glance up at the stars at

night. There will even be a last time when my parents will

be able to make the trek down to the water’s edge.

I thought of all these goodbyes that night, allowing them

to remind me of the change occurring in and around us all

the time. Nature reminds us that everything is ending and

therefore precious. Life is an exercise in learning to say

goodbye. All things end, but every ending brings a new

beginning.

The natural world reminds us of this. When leaves fall

from trees, they decompose and nourish the soil for new

growth. When water evaporates from the ocean, it forms

clouds that rain down elsewhere.

Every living thing exists in a continuous cycle of

transformation, of renewal. Understanding this helps us

begin playing the New Game, one of constant expansion,

instead of continuing to take part in the Old Game of fear,

scarcity, and limitation.

The more we understand ourselves as part of nature, the

more we understand ourselves and our role in existence.

Like the Universe, we are made up of complex systems,

parts and wholes operating in concert with each other. And

like water, we flow in and out of various containers, taking

different shapes and sizes as needed.



In this new era of evolution, we must learn to connect

our physical bodies to our spiritual existence and allow

nature to guide us. The same cycles that govern the

natural world are those that govern our lives. Our

bodies are made of the same elements as the stars and the

soil. We are part of this world, not separate from it; our

very bodies came from this planet and will soon return to it.

We need a body to fully appreciate and experience the

world. There is something calming in connecting with such

a clear and steady presence as the Earth. The best way to

regulate our nervous systems, after all, to re-center

ourselves when stress and anxiety threaten to overtake our

lives, is by reconnecting to Mother Earth.

The Earth exists easily and simply, even when she rages

in chaos. She can do nothing else but be what she is. It all

—both the order and disorder of nature—belongs.

It’s the disorder found in humanity that will become

increasingly beautiful and impactful in an age of highly

effective and efficient machines. These real human

moments of mistakes, chance meetings, and “randomness”

will be a big part of the magic that will enrich and enliven

our existence together on this Earth.

In an age when technology controls and manipulates

almost every aspect of our lives, we are increasingly losing

contact with the planet. We need to slow down, to

remember where we came from and not turn our backs on

our Mother.

In the wake of so much new technology, nature’s

teachings become even more critical to humanity. In fact,

the rise of AI reveals a profound entanglement between

nature and technology, where the line between the organic

and the synthetic continues to blur. Inspired by the

architecture of the human brain, artificial intelligence

mimics the very patterns of natural intelligence,

transforming technology into a mirror of biological design.



Nature will always be our wisest and most patient

teacher, showing us again and again the truth of existence.

We need only eyes to see and hearts to feel. In nature, we

find our true selves, our connection to the divine, and a

more beautiful path forward.

PROMPT

Reflect on your favorite memory in nature. How has Mother

Nature taken care of you in the past? How can you fully

and more often connect to her?
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CHAPTER 14

Accept the Call

The consequential manila envelope sat unopened on my

bed as I knelt on the hard linoleum floor. It felt like my

heart might beat right out of my chest as I cradled my head

in my hands, praying.

Inside the envelope was a letter that would determine

where I would spend the next two years of my life. I was

extremely excited, with a pinch of understandable

trepidation, to open it.

At nineteen, I’d checked all the boxes. Star athlete,

devoted churchgoer, straight-A student, student body

president, and even Eagle Scout. My religious mission was

the next step in a lifelong journey toward trying my best to

do the “right” thing.

That late afternoon, in the stillness, I prayed a simple

prayer: “Dear God, I don’t care where this letter says I’m

going. Please just help it be the right place for me.”

Here I was, a young man who had spent his life planning

and achieving, surrendering to something bigger, and I was

still scared to take the next step. I didn’t know it then, but

it was my first real lesson in letting go.

Sometimes, the most powerful changes come not from

our own careful plans and efforts, but from a willingness to

let the river of life take us where it will.

“Charlotte, North Carolina,” read the interior of the

envelope. As I read those words, I felt at peace. I didn’t

know what would happen next, but I had chosen to trust.

And that was all that mattered.



Over the next two years, walking the streets of the

American South in a white shirt and tie, I would be

transformed in ways I never could have imagined.

The whole experience was a crucible that affected me in

many ways. It changed how I approached strangers and

taught me to communicate, listen, even sell to people in

any and every circumstance. It gave me a confidence that’s

been hard to shake ever since, and I am so grateful for all

of it!

As far as I can tell, this is how most transformation

works. It comes disguised as something else, and what we

do with the moment is what matters. In my case, I chose to

let go and move toward my destiny without knowing fully

what it held.

All of nature works this way, pointing to the truth that

change is not optional. It is, in fact, the fundamental

pattern of all existence. Everything is change!

Every sunrise signals the transition of night into day.

Every spring demonstrates the flow of death into life.

And every breath we take turns air into energy,

sustaining our existence.

Change truly is the only constant. Whether we choose

it or resist with all our might, transformation finds us

all. That certainly will prove to be the case as we integrate

AI into our everyday lives. The only real choice, then, is not

whether it happens but how we’ll meet that change. With

grace or bitterness, awareness or denial, love or fear.

For me, my mission call was just the beginning.

Throughout my life, the Universe has continued to present

me with invitations to change, grow, and become something

new.

Sometimes these invitations come as opportunities:

business ventures, political campaigns, intimate

relationships, leadership roles, and more. Other times, they

arrive as challenges: losses, failures, heartbreaks. But each

time, the question is the same: Will I answer the call?



Change requires a death of sorts, a letting go of who we

thought we were to become more of who we are. The path

is rarely linear. It spirals and circles back, and just when

we think we’ve arrived, we find another layer to peel away,

another truth to integrate, another aspect of ourselves to

discover.

The personal is not separate from the collective. They

are two parts of the whole.

So, as we individually awaken to who we really are and

what really is, we contribute to the evolution of our species

as a whole. And as our collective consciousness rises, it

creates more possibilities for individual and worldwide

transformation.

This is why now, at this moment in history, personal

transformation has become more important than ever. The

challenges we face as a species cannot be solved from the

same level of consciousness that created them. They

require us to become something new.

As Einstein wrote in a 1946 telegram, “A new type of

thinking is essential… if mankind is to survive and move

toward higher levels.”
4

The AI we are creating is both a reflection of our current

state of consciousness and a catalyst for evolution. It is

showing us exactly who we are—our beauty and shadow,

our potential and foibles. And like a mirror, it reflects back

to us the truth of our being, inviting us to change what we

see.

But transformation always starts with one: with you and

me waking up, letting go of old patterns, embracing the

new. It begins with small acts of courage: questioning our

assumptions, facing our fears, opening our hearts wider.

This is not just another self-help schtick or cliché; it’s an

invitation to us all that AI will present, in order to

participate in the expansion of human consciousness, a



reminder that transformation is not something that

happens to us but through us.

Just like that nineteen-year-old kneeling beside his bed,

we each face moments that call us to change, adapt, and

become. The envelope of possibility sits before us now.

Will you open it?

PROMPT

What call are you neglecting now? Can you feel the call to

be the hero in your own life’s journey? How can you

embrace what you will be asked to surrender with as much

ease, love, and grace as possible?
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CHAPTER 15

Dust to Dust

The most vivid dream I ever had was a cartoonish movie of

me walking along a dirt path, minding my own business,

when out of nowhere Mother Earth began to crush me into

the ground. She started literally pounding my body into

herself, into dust.

In the dream, towering waves of the Earth’s crust

crested like a huge wave, smashing me over and over into

itself.

At first, I fought it. True to my nature, I fought it hard.

I kept standing up, only to be pounded back down by yet

another menacing wave. The pounding was incessant. The

waves just kept coming. And although I was asleep, it hurt.

I felt pain, deep and buried, in my soul.

The first couple of waves hit hard, but I shook them off

and kept walking. I kept asking Mother Earth to please

stop.

Why is this happening to me? I wondered. What did I do

to deserve this?

In the dream, I bargained with the Earth, pleading with

her to leave me alone. I was defiant, proud of my ability to

bounce back so quickly after so many belligerent attacks.

But as the pounding continued, it got more violent. Not

only did the amplitude of the waves increase, the hits also

came faster, each time smashing me deeper into the Earth.

At first, I was annoyed, then hurt, then exhausted, and

finally angry.



“Why are you doing this to me?” I shouted to the

heavens.

But the waves kept coming, one after the other, each

towering over and then crashing into me.

When all the anger had been beaten out of me, I got

scared.

It was obvious now: This was not going to stop. Not ever.

No matter how long I continued down the path, no matter

how fast I went or how upset I got, the waves would not

stop.

Finally, I realized I couldn’t—and shouldn’t—try to get

up.

I need to absorb this, I thought. I need to allow this to

happen.

I stopped mustering the strength to even get to my knees

and instead lay flat on the Earth, taking every blow. The

suffering eventually subsided, but the pounding continued.

In my dream, I watched the Earth smash me deeper and

deeper into itself. And as my limbs broke apart and I began

falling to smaller and smaller pieces, the meaning of the

dream was strikingly clear.

There was a divine and cosmic purpose to all this, a

purpose greater than I could completely appreciate or

understand. But this process, though painful, was for my

own good and would prove to ultimately be transformative.

I began trusting what was happening.

And as my body continued to fracture, I started to laugh

in my dream. At first quietly, then more loudly. It was all so

comical, so silly and joyful. It felt good to submit, to let

go, to stop resisting.

In fact, this act of submission somehow became strangely

euphoric. I was being beaten to literal dust, and there was

nothing I could do to stop it. So, I might as well enjoy the

ride!

I chuckled as the Earth pummeled me, one fierce blow

after another, forcing me to forget who and what I had



been. Any distinct body shape had been obliterated by this

point.

I had, at first, become small pieces of flesh and bone

resembling rocks, then those rocks were pounded into

pebbles, and then dust. The dream was complete only when

no part of my body was distinguishable from the dirt.

In the end, I realized this process could and would make

me into something more. Its purpose felt benevolent. The

process of breaking down would ultimately build me into

something better.

That’s how transformation works. It’s rough, and it hurts,

and in the end, you won’t be the same.

PROMPT

What is the Universe trying to crush out of you now, so that

something more beautiful can be born? Sit for a moment,

close your eyes, and feel into that soon-to-arrive beauty as

deeply as possible.
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CHAPTER 16

Our Collective

Sacrifice

Things are not what they seem.

This is the premise of almost every story, and so often it’s

the message from our wisest spiritual teachers. From Star

Wars to Shakespeare, Jesus to Buddha, Alice in Wonderland

to Harry Potter—there is always something deeper

happening.

The role of the hero is to wake up to this reality and, in

some personal and unique way, sacrifice their perceived

best interest for the greater good. That’s the hero’s

journey, and I believe it is the long arc of our individual and

collective existence.

We must be willing to transform ourselves, to lay down

our lives for the good of many. This is not martyrdom; it’s

heroism. And as we move forward into a New Game and an

unforeseen future, we need more heroes.

Our world, from one perspective, is filled with

competition. Everything we see, from the media we

consume, to the wars we wage, to the work we do, all

supports a single message: You are separate from this.

Which naturally triggers the ego, inviting our desire to

compare and compete, to stand out and be different, and to

push against anyone who gets in our way.

The hero, however, is able to transcend this less

consequential game. The hero steps up, grows, becomes



more, and helps others down a similar path. You and I can

do the same, and we can do it together.

It’s natural to understand ourselves as something

separate from everything else. This egoic tendency serves

to help us survive. But soon enough, what got us here won’t

get us there. Every hero must leave home and go on a

journey that will test not only who and what they think they

are, but what they could be.

That’s where we’re headed.

Success is not guaranteed on this journey. Every heroic

quest brings with it the possibility of failure, even death.

That’s why, I believe, Jesus said that there was no greater

love a person could have than to willingly lay down one’s

life for their friends.

Which is the calling we all must ultimately answer.

The hero is called to walk away from the familiar, to

surrender their wants and desires, and to respond to what

is really needed and required. On this journey, the hero

faces all kinds of tests and trials, even the demons of their

past, and they must ultimately find some primal power

within, then return home with a gift for all.

Joseph Campbell believed the hero’s journey was a

metaphor for the spiritual quest we all are on, the cosmic

story buried in each of us. I wholeheartedly agree. This is

the story of our collective sacrifice, and there will be more

than ample opportunity for all of us to do this in the age of

AI.

When a hero comes to the end of their journey, Campbell

called this person the “Master of Two Worlds.”
5
 This is

where we are headed collectively. Destiny is knocking. We

must embrace our call to both live in the world and

understand the deeper narrative happening underneath the

surface, the one connecting all of us.

We live in a world divided, but beneath that appearance

is a deeper story, a higher game we also get to play, if we



choose. Often standing in the way of our evolution is that

persistent ego, the smaller I, that lesser version of

ourselves. Which, in a nutshell, is just a story, more

consistently focused on our own separation and

specialness.

But like any story, if you tell it enough times, almost

anyone will begin to believe it.

Everywhere we look, that’s what we see—the story of the

ego. Technology, social media, legacy media, and even

government and religion all work too often to exploit that

human weakness and divide us, whether they intend to or

not.

This is only natural; it is our means of survival. But the

things we do to survive eventually stand in the way of

our thriving, and that’s where we find ourselves today.

The ego demands self-interest and self-importance, thus

allowing all kinds of tools to influence and shape our

thoughts and behavior, taking advantage of social dynamics

inherent in the human condition.

Social media thrives by capturing and retaining user

attention, leveraging powerful algorithms driven by

artificial intelligence. These algorithms are then used by

various platforms to curate content based on individual

preferences and past behavior, leading to a scenario in

which users are exposed to narrow perspectives that echo

their own views.

This, then, leads to large-scale outrage and panic.

You see it everywhere now. Media outlets, including

traditional news platforms, emphasize stories that provoke

fear and indignation.

This is nothing new. Everyone knows that emotions drive

engagement. We have played the Old Game of ego for so

long that we are now reaping what we have sown: living in

a world largely dominated by fear.

Many institutions, driven by a powerful motive for profit

and power, promote a culture of consumerism that equates



happiness with acquisition. Advertising exploits our desire

for status and recognition. It reveals to us our general

feeling of lack and insufficiency, causing us to believe we

always just need a little more.

This, then, amplifies our need to feel like a part of

something, wanting to be “in” with the right crowd while

villainizing the “other.” Religious, political, and ideological

teachings emphasize this distinction between so-called

“believers” and “nonbelievers,” leading to an “us-versus-

them” mentality that only serves to further reinforce group

boundaries and social segregation where members of

varying systems are viewed with suspicion and hostility.

It’s no wonder we see so much division and vitriol in the

world. Through algorithms that feed us inflammatory

content, we mock others, make hateful comments, and

develop deep disdain for those who dare to think

differently.

We bury our similarities in a wave of discord and

discontent. Then, we rely on these differences to help set

us apart.

Now, these differences, due to the interconnectedness of

our world, have taken center stage.

This is the world we have made, the one we continue to

make, the very same world that could destroy us.

Fortunately, that’s not all there is—and certainly not all

there could be. As individuals, many of us sense this is not

the true path, that a better way is possible. You know it,

and I know it, and I believe more are waking up to what

could be.

While we should celebrate our differences and diversity

for the gifts they are, we must also spend much more time

appreciating and understanding our similarities. When we

do this, we put ourselves in a position to solve the real

problems of the world, not just the ones we have made up.

And real problems are something we do—and will—have.



So, the challenge here—the sacrifice we all must make—

is to let the Old Game die and lean into our unique hero’s

journey.

To be transformed.

To start anew.

This starts not by altering our outer reality but our inner

one. We must aspire to be more than we’ve been.

As fellow travelers, we must bring our best selves to

those we connect with on this journey. We must become

master of two worlds, learning to look deeply within

ourselves and remain connected to those around us.

This will, of course, require both risk and humility. We

will have to, in some individual form and fashion, lay down

our lives for our friends, for the good of the rest of

humanity. And when we let go of our lives, releasing the

illusion of control, we step into a greater game, one that

never ends.

This is the work. It is our collective sacrifice, the letting

go of the little story of who we’ve been so that we can

become more together.

PROMPT

How has your ego been keeping you from living a more

meaningful life? Can we transform together before it’s too

late? What is the most beautiful thing you can imagine

building together?

OceanofPDF.com

https://oceanofpdf.com/


CHAPTER 17

Game Within the

Game

For most of my adult life, I’ve been playing what I now

recognize as the Old Game—the game of doing, achieving,

and maintaining appearances. It’s the game I was taught

and observed and absorbed from nearly everything in my

environment. It is the collective air we have breathed in for

far too long now.

For a long time, I was pretty good at the Old Game. I

built companies, made money, gained influence. I checked

all the boxes, even considered getting a hair transplant of

flowing blond curls in order to cover my bald head—just

kidding! But maybe I should have…

Anyway, for much of my life, it was a lot of fun. But part

of excelling at the Old Game requires you to prioritize its

reality and importance. And after enough experience

playing it, a deeper reality demanded to be recognized, and

I started to appreciate a more real game.

Children intuitively understand this game. Just take a

few minutes to watch kids play, and you’ll see what I mean.

They’re present. Authentically themselves. They are

connected to each other and to the game; they are being

together rather than doing together. They haven’t learned

to measure their worth through the external validation of

the Old Game.

Sure, they might get into an argument or push

themselves to beat the other team, but when the game is



over, they’re still friends.

That’s how we need to play the “non-trivial, sacred”

game of life. We need to pivot to an infinite game within the

finite one that was modeled for us. This is the game we

should never stop playing, because there is always

someone else to help. It’s not based on scarcity but

abundance.

The metrics for success in the New Game are internal.

Our value is measured by the depth of our relationships,

the authenticity of our expression, and our capacity to love

and be loved. It is about evolution and expansion, not

accumulation and control.

In the Old Game, money was the currency. We chased

wealth and possessions, believing more was better. But in

the New Game, karma is the currency. We work to bring

balance to the past actions of others and ourselves.

In the Old Game, power was the ultimate motivator—

power over others, which gave us pretend power over

circumstances and outcomes. The more we could control,

the freer we felt. But in the New Game, authenticity

becomes the driving force of our lives. That is the ultimate

freedom. True power flows not from controlling others but

from truly being our unique and divine selves.

In the Old Game, base desires ruled. We followed our

biology at all costs, and there were many. But in the New

Game, love becomes our reason for being. While human

desires will always remain a part of embodied life, they

transform into expressions of deeper connection rather

than sheer pleasure-seeking.

The New Game demands a shift from doing to being.

In the age of AI, humans can’t and won’t win the game of

doing. In our world of constant activity, we’ve forgotten

how to be. But through stillness, presence, and inner

exploration, we can learn to reconnect to our true divine

nature.



You don’t have to quit the Old Game entirely to play the

new. You don’t have to do anything but see.

When we wake up, we realize the New Game is similar to

the Old Game, only with different motivations. Playing this

game doesn’t mean abandoning everyday life; it means

bringing more presence and consciousness to everything

we do.

In the New Game, it’s not what you do that matters but

why and how you do it.

When you make money, you do it ethically and in service

of others.

When you lead, you do so through inspiration rather than

force.

When you connect intimately with others, you do so with

presence and care rather than compulsion.

The New Game, in fact, is not new at all. We have just

forgotten it in the modern world. It is humanity’s original

game, the dance of consciousness evolving through form.

What is new, however, is our need and ability to choose the

right game to play in the age of AI.

Previous generations could only play the game that was

given to them. In preindustrial times, humanity was closer

to nature, closer to more primal ways of living. Now, we

must find ways to connect with a deeper way of living,

reconnecting to the wisdom of our bodies and the Earth.

The Old Game isn’t going away anytime soon. But by

consciously playing a newer game, we participate in

existence with greater wisdom and grace. We become

agents of evolution.

PROMPT

What results are likely to come if humanity continues to

play the Old Game in a world filled with highly intelligent



AI? Are you ready to play a new and higher game? Pass this

book on to loved ones with whom you want to keep playing!
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CHAPTER 18

The Universe

Wants You

I’ve always been fascinated by the stars and planets and

mathematical equations that make up our reality. As I

attempt to understand and ponder these wonders, it

becomes pretty damn close to impossible not to conclude

that the Universe is masterfully and intelligently designed.

The Universe seems conscious, aware of our needs and

desirous to engage with us. Though breathtakingly massive

(and still growing), the cosmos appears specifically

designed for us humans in intricate ways. It is surprisingly

subjective.

Take time, for instance. The law of relativity

demonstrates that there is no such thing as time as we

understand it. Time is an illusion of embodied existence, a

construct that doesn’t truly exist as we understand it on

Earth.

While the illusion of “clock time” is necessary and

beneficial for humans on Earth, it was also created by us as

a critical element of the game we are in. If we chose to not

adhere to the hours and minutes on the clock, time would

become meaningless.

Time is a way of measuring the passage of one moment

to the next. But in reality, there is ever only one time, and

that is now. All of reality can be summed up in the eternal

present. What else is there?



Ironically, when we fully let go of time, we can truly step

into present existence.

All of existence is a cycle of old things dying and new

things expanding. It’s not a constant game of success but

an ever-evolving system of renewal. Everything we see

outside of us mimics an internal order we are still getting

acquainted with.

As Walt Whitman observed, we contain multitudes. And

as we begin to understand those multitudes and what holds

them together, we make more sense of the magnificent

Universe we inhabit.
6

To become active participants in our lives and to be able

to influence all of reality, we have to transform ourselves.

We have to graduate from the Old Game.

When our heart, soul, and body are aligned, we become a

vessel for the work the Universe wants to do in and

through us. We can’t help but attract it.

And when we begin to co-create with the Universe, we

are able to manifest our dreams, our ideas of how things

could and should be, all of which already exist. We don’t

need to come up with anything. We just have to be able to

envision what we want, what is already “there” existing in

the eternal now, ready to be made manifest. As Einstein

once said, “Imagination is more important than

knowledge.”
7

It is most often in shedding unnecessary layers of

programming and trauma that we can see what’s really

possible. Learning to be content with the real power within

us helps these truths become evident. They are revealed

once we are surrendered, living in nonresistance, when we

live in concert with the flow of the Universe. And when we

are aligned with these things, without expectation or ego,

manifestation occurs.

Now, this is easier said than done, of course.



“Specialness” is the ego’s masterpiece. The ego loves to

tell us about the uniqueness of our gifts and our role in the

world. But let’s be clear: The Universe does not need any

one of us.

It may need all of us in order to be observed, but it does

not need any single one of us. This truth is made painfully

evident when we experience the death of someone we love

and somehow life continues, even when it feels wrong.

The Universe may not need any one of us, but it does

want us. Every bit of us. All of us, each and every one. And

it is coming for us all, with love, in powerfully

transformative ways.

To me, being wanted is more powerful than being

needed. When I am wanted, I’m not a cog in a wheel but

rather an individual whose presence is desired. The

Universe calls for our participation. It wants to work

on us, with us, and through us.

So, what stands in the way of our transforming and

becoming co-creators with this personal, active Universe?

Mainly, fear.

We are afraid of what we could be! Afraid of the

responsibility that comes with increased understanding.

But the same thing that prohibits our collective evolution

can also be the source of our liberation.

Paranoia is a term we are all familiar with, but have you

heard of its opposite—pronoia? Pronoia refers to the

positive and irrational belief that the Universe is conspiring

to help you and other people and events are generally

acting in your favor.

In extreme and difficult moments, this can be hard to see

and reconcile in our minds. But over a long enough period

of time, we can see how almost everything evens out, how

evolution continues moving us toward a brighter and better

future. That’s true both individually and collectively.

Evolution continues.

Life finds a way.



Things keep getting better.

An incredible 97 percent of the visible Universe is

expanding at a rate faster than the speed of light. Where is

it going? Nowhere. And everywhere. It is creating more of

itself.

The Universe wants us and is asking us to opt into the

next phase of human evolution—the New Game. And as it

expands, racing toward the edges of existence, creating

new borders, we can do the same.

We are in partnership with a Universe that is conscious,

one that knows us intimately and desires to help us find our

way back home. Powerful things happen when we turn our

lives over to the mysteries of existence and begin to work

with the universal laws that govern creation.

When we align ourselves with our source, when we

surrender what we want for what is best, we begin to see

how everything works out. We begin to live in pronoia.

The design here is perfect, not in the sense that it is

flawless but in that it is complete. We are both a part of the

Universe and individuals who have agency over how it

turns out. What’s required of us is a willingness to be bold.

If we are going to answer the call of the hero, we may

need to be willing to buck the status quo and break some of

the old rules.

The Universe wants us to opt in, and in doing so, we

might just have to stand out.

PROMPT

How have you personally experienced the Universe’s desire

to work with you? What would change in your life if you

believed the Universe wanted and responded to you

individually?
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CHAPTER 19

Anomalies:

Breaking the

Pattern

Every system, no matter how intelligent or well designed,

has its outliers. Just as every rule has its exceptions. And

yes, just as every rose has its thorn (cue Poison song from

the late ’80s—ah, the junior-high slow-dance memories!).

I remember the night I first discussed anomalies with my

children. We were gathered round the dinner table, and I

could feel some weight around what I wanted to share.

How do you tell your children, who had been raised in such

a structured environment, that there are instances when

breaking away from the norms that have defined their

world is a good thing?

“Life moves in patterns,” I began, sketching a series of

concentric circles on a piece of scratch paper. “Picture a

massive ball, as big as the Earth itself. Within it are billions

of smaller patterns, each representing a human life. Some

patterns are small with limited experience, others much

larger, but still, most people live their entire lives within

these well-established loops.”

I watched my youngest son lean forward, his mind

working to grasp this concept. He’s always been our black-

and-white thinker, finding comfort in rules and boundaries.

What I was about to share would challenge that comfort.

“But sometimes,” I continued, “something extraordinary

happens. Events or individuals break through these



patterns and lift us to a higher level. I call these

anomalies.”

This wasn’t just theoretical. It felt like it was becoming

more and more my lived experience. At the time I shared

this, I’d found myself in uncharted territory. The Jeff

Burningham who had won for most of his life was becoming

something else. And the hardest part? I had no idea exactly

who or what that was.

This is always the trickiest part of transformation. You

feel it coming, but you can’t control where it’s taking you.

“Right now, I’m being pulled out of several familiar

patterns,” I told my kids, “separated in some ways from the

patterns most people are used to. I don’t know if I’m at the

beginning or at the end, but we’ll figure it out together.”

Being vulnerable like this with my children was a little

scary. I’ve always been the one with all the answers. But

here I was, admitting uncertainty while doing my damndest

to hold on to hope.

Transformative seasons like these are rarely comfortable

and often confusing. Fortunately, my kids got it. They had

the sense that our whole family was on a journey. Based on

all sorts of our dinner discussions, in fact, we all had a

sense that humanity itself might be undergoing a massive

transformation.

As someone who’s seen these kinds of disruptions and

transformations firsthand over the course of my life—

through various technological and cultural shifts—I wanted

my kids to be aware of these trends and to be ready for

what’s coming. I want us all to be ready.

So, I shared with them the idea of anomalies not being

just things that happen but instead things that some people

are called to become.

In my mind, anomalies typically take one of three forms:

events, individuals, and institutions.

To understand anomalous events, look no further than

the pandemic. It was a cataclysmic experience that



changed the way most of us lived on a daily basis,

shattering previous patterns of work and socialization.

In a matter of weeks, centuries-old routines of human

behavior were disrupted, leading individuals to reflect and

eventually change. While painful for many, the disruption

created space for new possibilities, and we are now living

in the aftermath of that anomaly.

When it comes to anomalous individuals, it’s easy to

think of incredible historical figures.

Jesus is an easy one. He broke religious and social

patterns of his time, introducing radical concepts of

universal love and forgiveness.

Martin Luther King Jr. did this as well, interrupting racial

patterns that seemed at the time immutable.

And, of course, Mother Teresa’s love for the poor and

destitute changed not only millions of lives but also how the

world thought of and treated those in need.

Institutions can also be anomalies. The Mormon Church

emerged as an outlier on the American frontier,

establishing order and community in a chaotic and deadly

environment. They did what no one else was willing to do

and, as a result, created one of the fastest-growing

religions in the world.

That’s how pattern-breakers work. Society needs

anomalies. Because any system that stabilizes will soon

atrophy. A muscle you don’t use starts to turn flabby. You

have to add some stress to it, test it, challenge what it can

do. If the muscle is going to grow, it needs to be pushed.

People are the same. So is all of reality.

What begins as pattern-breaking will eventually create

more evolved patterns. Those patterns may then require

further refinement or rebellion. This is evolution. We have

to keep breaking old patterns to create new ones. Then we

need more anomalies to expand what’s possible.

That said, being an anomaly often carries with it a high

cost. Personally, I’ve gone from being at the top of my game



to being someone others are worried about.

I’ve heard the whispers. My journey from businessman

and ultraobservant Mormon to something more like an

artist and a hippie has included significant risk. Many

friends have approached me, wondering what in the world

I’ve been up to. And they don’t appear to be encouraged

when I don’t respond with a traditional, absolutely clear

answer.

But history is not made by those who keep the

pattern going; it’s made by those who are willing to

disrupt, who are willing to be misunderstood—who

are even willing to lay down their lives for their

friends.

This is true greatness: not a bunch of money in the bank

or your name on a building, but a willingness to do what is

right, regardless of whether or not others “get it.” And in

this new era of machines, we’ll need more pattern-

breakers, black sheep who are willing to break the rules to

help all of humanity move forward.

We often think of black sheep in negative terms: as

troublemakers, rebels, the ones who don’t quite fit in. But

what I’ve come to understand is that black sheep serve a

vital purpose in any system, whether it’s family, religion, or

society as a whole. These are the ones who are willing to

venture beyond comfortable boundaries to bring back vital

truths that help systems evolve.

Think about it. If no one ever challenged the status quo,

if no one ever risked belonging to explore new territory,

we’d all stagnate.

In the age of AI, we desperately need this kind of

courageous exploration and truth-seeking. As new tools

disrupt our old ways of relating, more people will be forced

to question established patterns and seek new truths.

But choosing to be an anomaly is not without risk. Often

when meeting with entrepreneurs who are exploring

around the edges, I will tell them, “Pioneers often get



slaughtered.” And I mean it. Being first is dangerous, both

in business and in life. However, I’ve come to believe that

we all need to be a little dangerous, especially as the world

is changing in such unpredictable ways.

We need pattern-breakers now more than ever.

We need new pioneers who are willing to lead.

As AI becomes more sophisticated, we need humans who

can help us navigate between the old and the new, between

human and machine, between what was and what could be.

We need bridge builders who aren’t afraid to explore

uncomfortable territories. This is an important part of the

magic of humanity.

Anomalies, these little pieces of chaos, keep us all alive.

They keep the system progressing.

The real power of being a black sheep isn’t in the

rebellion itself but in the return. It’s in bringing back

insights that help others evolve and adapt. In the age of AI,

this means helping our communities understand how to

remain deeply human while engaging with increasingly

powerful technology. It means being willing to question old

patterns while holding on to timeless truths about love,

connection, and human consciousness.

If you’re feeling like the black sheep in your family,

organization, or community, recognize that you might be

exactly what’s needed now. Your willingness to think

differently, to challenge the norms, and to explore new

territory aren’t flaws to be corrected but gifts to be shared.

As we navigate the profound changes that AI will bring,

we need people who can help us evolve while staying

connected to our essential humanity. Remember: Often the

people who don’t fit in are the ones who will help us really

move forward.

In the past, black sheep often showed up as

revolutionaries or martyrs. Often, the system rejected

them, even killed them.

Now, we need to welcome them.



We’re at a critical moment in history. Technology will

continue to shatter assumptions about our uniqueness and

capacity as a species. Climate change is breaking patterns

of our relationship with nature. Social and political

upheavals are disrupting patterns of power and

governance.

It’s all changing. The Old Game is dying, and as it does,

we need more people willing to stand up and stand out. To

be true to themselves. We need people willing to buck the

status quo. And as we think about our transformation in the

age of AI, these lessons may be a good place to start:

First, embrace uncertainty.

I’ve had to let go of my need for control and clear

outcomes as I have been called to evolve. The willingness

to step into uncertainty is part of the transformation

process and the only real place to start. Only when we’ve

run out of answers do the real lessons begin.

Second, maintain connection.

Even as I break from old patterns, my relationship with

my wife and children grounds me. These loving connections

provide the support I need. If I didn’t have them, what I am

doing would be even more difficult, if not impossible.

Make sure you have a community of friends and family to

walk with you through this and whatever other changes are

coming. I know that can be hard at times, but look for it

and hold on to your people with all your might.

Third, listen to your inner guidance.

Through meditation, prayer, the wise use of plant

medicine, simple breathing techniques, and reflection, I’ve

learned to remain open to inner wisdom. This helps me

navigate uncharted territories with more confidence.

I still don’t know exactly where I’m going, but I know

that I’m not alone. I am being guided, and that guidance is

something I follow with as much ease, love, and grace as I

can possibly muster.

Fourth, look to art.



Explore beauty in all its forms—music, literature, film,

and nature. As the world changes, your awareness will be

tested. The best art speaks of old ideas in new and

innovative ways that make you feel and recognize

something familiar, even if you can’t quite put your finger

on it.

Art also helps us understand that we aren’t alone,

connecting us more deeply to our divine self and others. It

teaches us to be instead of do. When I feel lonely, I look to

music, media, and writing that inspires me. There are some

conditions that can only be soothed by beauty.

Finally, trust the process.

It can be long and hard, but transformation rarely

follows a linear path. What looks like destruction may be a

clearing for new growth.

What gives me the most hope is watching young people.

They seem naturally prepared for change. As an adjunct

professor of entrepreneurship to thousands of college

students now, I see this modeled every week, over and over

again.

When I talk about disruption and breaking patterns, my

students get excited. They understand that change is good,

necessary, and inevitable. Maybe it’s because they’re

growing up in a world where old patterns are crumbling, so

change is the only constant they know. Wouldn’t we all be

so wise to accept that this is the way life works?

We are all part of a great pattern-breaking moment that

begins in earnest now. Some of us are called to be

anomalies, others to support and witness the

transformation. Either way, we’re all in this together,

moving toward something better. While we can’t see the

path ahead exactly (what’s the fun in that?!), we can trust

that each step is taking us where we need to go.



PROMPT

What are the benefits of standing out? What is the

downside of fitting in?
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CHAPTER 20

Jump the Fence

A year after we were married, Sally and I found ourselves

in Venice, Italy. She had just graduated from college, and

we were about to move to Texas for an internship I’d

gotten.

As a graduation gift, Sally’s parents were kind enough to

help us pay for a budget getaway before our move. We had

also saved that entire first year of marriage to be able to

celebrate our first big trip together, and I had a detailed

plan of how we were going to see everything!

As with every city we visited on this trip, I pushed us to

experience it all. We are all here to experience experience,

after all, and existence grants us access to infinite

expansion and eternal lives.

But I digress, or progress, not completely sure, but

anyway…

Venice is a small, crowded, and—much to our dismay—

very expensive city. After taking a short, cheap gondola

ride, we got lost and found ourselves back in familiar

territory, right in the middle of Piazza San Marco.

The problem was, we’d run out of daylight.

Upon approaching the bell tower, I saw that the gates to

the cathedral had just been closed. Upon further

investigation, we found out that the bell tower, which

boasted the best view of the city, had closed for the day.

This only increased my determination to make it to the

top. My new bride of one year, however, did not feel the

same.



But we had come a long way, and I had no idea if we

would ever be back in Venice. I was not going to miss the

best view of the city on our only day there.

So, I started making a new plan, motioning to the

tourists on the other side of the now-closed gate that we

were going to jump over. I put my finger to my mouth,

signaling them to be quiet, and they nodded in recognition,

eager to help us.

As soon as the guards rounded the corner and

disappeared out of view, I whisper-shouted to my wife,

“Come on, Sal, let’s go!”

“Where?” she said.

“Over the fence!”

“No! We’ll get in trouble, and it’s way too high!” she

pleaded, looking at the six-foot iron fence.

“No, it’s not. We can do it.”

Without looking back, I jumped up and pulled myself

over the gate.

Sally stared at me with a terrified look on her face. We

were now on opposite sides of a locked gate in a foreign

country. Suffice to say that she was not thrilled.

Hesitantly, she approached the iron gate. And as the

group of Spaniards who were serving as our lookout

signaled that it was all clear, I helped her climb the fence

and safely make it over.

Sally’s feet had just hit the ground when a Venetian

policeman came from within the tower and, looking at us

momentarily, seemed a bit confused but went along his way.

St. Mark was looking out for us that day in Venice!

We were safe, and the view of the city from the bell

tower was absolutely stunning. More importantly, Sally and

I learned that when one of us is scared to take a risk, it’s

the job of the other to be brave. Whenever either of us is

afraid, whenever we are unsure of ourselves or worried

about the cost of some big move we’re considering making,

one of us will whisper to the other: “Remember Venice.”



It’s become a mantra over the years. And as I often tell

my wife at times of adventure and uncertainty, “You should

have married a dentist.” (No offense to all the cool, risk-

taking dentists out there—all seven or eight of you.) But as

we have chosen a life of occasional chaos and calculated

risk, it has helped us to remember Venice.

Throughout history, human progress has always required

someone to be the first. To jump the fence, to challenge the

boundaries, to venture into the unknown. Expansion

doesn’t just happen. It requires going to the edge of

current understanding and having the willingness to

step out.

Early explorers had to overcome their fears to cross vast

oceans, scale impossible mountains, and venture into the

unexplored parts of existence. Each of these “fence jumps”

expanded not just territory but our idea of what was

possible.

Just as I stood on one side of that fence urging Sally to

trust, countless pioneers have called us to join them in

breaking new ground. It’s not always been easy or pretty,

but going where we have never been before is what

humans do best. Every major breakthrough in humanity

has required people to overcome their fears and

attachments to security so that they could change things.

Now, we as a species face our most consequential fence

yet: artificial intelligence.

Like that iron barrier in Venice, AI presents both an

imposing boundary and a challenge to lean into. Many will

stand on the safe side, paralyzed by fear. Others, driven by

lesser motives, will rush to jump without wisdom or

consideration for others. The key is to find the right

balance—encouraging growth while remaining connected

to and supportive of each other.

Just as my wife needed encouragement and help to make

it over the fence in Venice, we will need society’s more



adventurous members to help us navigate our collective

transition from one kind of humanity to the next.

Equally important is maintaining our connection

throughout the process. I didn’t abandon my wife on the

other side of the fence, and she didn’t leave me when I was

clearly courting danger. Instead, we helped each other.

When Sally and I tell each other to “remember Venice,”

we’re really reminding ourselves that growth takes

courage, and the most meaningful experiences lie just

beyond our comfort zones. More than that, we’re reminding

each other that we’re stronger when we face any challenge

together.

This is the essence of transformation—not reckless

abandonment of wisdom, but thoughtful transcendence of

our limitations that no longer serve our highest good. AI

will no doubt push us here. And when it does, we would do

well to remember Venice: to approach the fences in our

own lives with courage and help each other across.

Who knows what magnificent view may be awaiting us?

PROMPT

Do something today that you have never done before.

Notice how it makes you feel. Then ask yourself: Why don’t

I take a risk and jump fences more often in my life?

Consider recommending this book to a friend you enjoy

taking risks with.
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CHAPTER 21

There Is Only One

Rule

At nineteen years old, I found myself walking the streets of

North Carolina, wearing a crisp white shirt, conservative

tie, and a black name tag that read “Elder Burningham.”

Like all Mormon missionaries, I spent two years going

door-to-door sharing my faith. It was physically,

emotionally, and spiritually demanding. It was also glorious

and meaningful. What, after all, could be better for a young

person than to forget themselves and serve a higher

purpose?

Over those years, I knocked on thousands of doors,

facing rejection after rejection. But I also met people from

all walks of life, each with their own struggles, beliefs, and

ways of living.

In the Bible Belt, I learned that religious conviction came

in many forms. I met backwoods folks smoking on their

front porches who taught me about a personal relationship

with Jesus. I talked with inner-city drug dealers who spoke

of God’s mercy. I witnessed profound faith and deep

skepticism.

Some doors were slammed in my face while others

opened to hours of genuine spiritual discussion. It was an

adventure, and I love and cherish those so much!

What struck me most during that time, though, wasn’t

the differences in belief but the common thread of

humanity that ran through every interaction. Whether



someone welcomed me into their home or turned me away,

whether they shared my faith or rejected it, I saw that we

were all trying our best, even when we fell short of that

goal.

Looking back at that time from a much different

perspective, I realize that underneath all the rules and

regulations I was teaching—the strict Mormon guidelines

about what to eat and drink, how to dress, and respecting

authority—there was really only one fundamental rule that

mattered: Do no harm.

This rule is the foundation of all authentic spiritual and

religious teaching. It’s simple yet profound. When we

embrace it, all other guidelines flow from it.

Do no harm to yourself.

Do no harm to others.

Do no harm to the Earth.

Do no harm to the future.

Of course, we all make mistakes. We all make judgment

calls that have unintended consequences. But doing

premeditated harm to ourselves and others? The time has

passed for that kind of behavior.

Our transformation as a species depends on our ability to

move beyond harming each other. We can do this. We can

be more conscientious. More kind, more loving, more

considerate. We must be.

This rule becomes even more crucial as we develop AI.

The potential for harm we can cause each other en masse

with AI, both intentionally and unintentionally, is

dramatically increasing. We must be aware of the outcomes

of our behavior and try our absolute best to do no harm.

The challenge in following this rule is that it’s not always

obvious if we’re doing harm. Social media has caused

tremendous harm to mental health, particularly amongst

young people, while operating under the guise of

“connecting” people. But harm has, indeed, been caused.



When we act without awareness, we cause harm despite

our best intentions, which is why consciousness must rise

in more of us. The more conscious we become—of

ourselves, of others, of the interconnected nature of all

things—the less likely we are to harm ourselves and others.

Even if someone does not intend harm, that does not

mean they aren’t causing it. When we realize we’ve hurt

someone or something, it’s our responsibility to

acknowledge the harm honestly, make amends, and commit

to changing our ways in the future.

In my career, I’ve had to confront this reality more than

once. Early on, if push came to shove, I would at times

prioritize profits over people and results over relationships.

While I didn’t intend to cause harm, my actions brought

harm nonetheless. I have had to go back to those I have

hurt and ask their forgiveness, trying to make amends for

the harm I caused.

Everything in life has a cause and effect, and every

action we take has a reaction. So, we must not only be

careful, but we must also be intentional. Learning to build

conscious businesses that serve human flourishing has

been a journey for me of constantly asking: Could this

cause harm? It is not always a simple “yes” or “no”

question. It takes time, patience, and humility to consider

the true impact of our actions.

As we develop AI, we must ask these same questions on

a global scale. We must consider not just immediate

consequences but long-term implications:

Will this technology harm human relationships?

Will it harm our capacity for empathy and

understanding?

Will it harm our connection to the Earth?

By focusing on the rule of doing no harm, we create the

conditions for tremendous good. When we embody and

fully commit to this path, we begin to act in ways that



promote healing, growth, and flourishing for ourselves and

others.

In the same way that this rule is the foundation upon

which all medical treatment is offered, it is also the basis

for a life of love. In our relationships, when we commit to

doing no harm, we create space for love to flow. In our

work, we create sustainable value that benefits others. And

in the development of new technology, we create tools that

enhance our collective flourishing.

This single rule offers clear guidance for our institutions.

Religious organizations, too, must ask themselves: Are

we dividing people or uniting them? In a world increasingly

filled with intelligent machines, what barriers should really

stand in the way of human connection and community?

Governments must ask: Are our policies causing harm to

certain groups? Are we creating systems that promote

flourishing for all?

And businesses must ask: Are our practices causing

harm to people or the planet? Are we creating real value or

just extracting it?

These are not easy or comfortable questions. But they

are simple. And the beauty of this rule is in its simplicity.

We don’t need complicated ethical frameworks or

lengthy moral codes to do what is right. We just need

to ask: Is this causing harm? If it is, we need the

courage to pivot, innovate, and change course.

Every development, every deployment, every application

of AI technology must be evaluated through this same lens:

Does it cause harm? Does it diminish human flourishing?

Does it separate us from others?

From my mission days in North Carolina to my current

work and life, I believe this rule is necessary to guide us to

a better future. It’s one that transcends our differences,

divisions, and boundaries—a rule that, if truly followed,

could transform our world.



The challenge before us is to embed this rule deeply into

our hearts and lives while letting lesser rules that cause

unnecessary human division flow down the river for good.

We must create systems that are incapable of causing

intentional harm and sophisticated enough to recognize

and prevent it.

This is no small task, but it is vital work to ensure human

flourishing in the age of AI. Do no harm. It’s that simple

and that important.

PROMPT

How and where are you currently causing harm? How can

you change and rectify that? How often do you let lesser

rules sow division in your heart and come between you and

other humans?
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CHAPTER 22

Love Is the Answer

What if the reality of existence is actually much closer to a

game of Choose Your Own Adventure? The well-known

book series that debuted in the late ’70s may reflect a

deeper truth about the nature of reality than we realize.

In a Choose Your Own Adventure book, the main

character faces decisions that dramatically impact the

story’s outcome. Based on this hero’s choices, the plot

branches into a number of directions, each decision

resulting in consequences that affect the ending. You can

choose many different stories with many different endings,

not all of which are pleasant.

What you do matters.

In that way, life really is the ultimate choose-your-own-

adventure. Each and every moment is a turn of the page in

which we are given opportunities to take the next step. We

don’t know what will happen, but where we go is up to us.

At the deepest level, we humans are wired for expansion

and progress, which often means first facing resistance and

pain. Obviously, the stakes are high here, and our actions

matter. Because there can be so much real pain and

suffering in this life, consider it a highly intelligent,

nontrivial version of a choose-your-own-adventure tale

where your soul knows what experiences it needs to

encounter in order to become whole.

In this existence, we constantly face decisions that shape

not just our paths but our journey as a whole. Each

decision you make doesn’t just affect your story but the



stories of others. Everything we do in some way affects

everyone else, and vice versa.

But unlike in the books, we can’t simply flip back and try

a different route if we know we messed up. (Don’t pretend

like you didn’t do that as well sometimes! I know I did.) Our

decisions have real and lasting consequences.

What makes our adventure unique is that we’re not just

choosing our own path but contributing to the paths of

others. We’re actively creating new possibilities that help

all of us shape existence. We’re writing the story as we’re

living it, which can be fun when we wake up to how much

control we may actually have.

Though much has been felt, observed, and written

throughout history about the darker side of human nature

—our greed, malice, and inclination toward self-

preservation—I believe there is an incredibly beautiful and

more powerful side to our nature. It is that side we must

fully embrace and cultivate in the age of AI. That is the

next page we must turn if we want to continue evolving.

Since we are on this journey together, no matter the

circumstance, love is almost always the answer—like 99.3

percent of the time! Love should rule the day and needs to

rule this world. It is possible for more of us to recognize

who we are and turn that recognition into ethical

contribution. Love is our collective heritage and the most

powerful force in the Universe.

The beauty and power of unconditional love is that it

doesn’t require us to meet certain standards or

expectations. It isn’t offered with a caveat or bargain. It

doesn’t say, “Do this and I’ll love you.” Or, “Be this and I’ll

love you.” It just is. Love is always available, always here

for us to participate in. And when we do, it miraculously

multiplies and replenishes without any end in sight!

When we extend love to others, our only desire is for

them to be completely and authentically who they are. This



is true freedom. When we connect with the divine, we

connect with love—because God is love.

Love is an ever-present gift that’s always trying to reach

us. Our personal trauma, faulty programming, and

institutional hang-ups often keep us from experiencing

love. But when we open ourselves up to it and strive to

become it, our world changes.

Despite all the fear we may feel, the only lasting

motivation is to love and be loved. It is this state that we

must return to and help others find. Learning to love—

and to lead others to a life of love—is what

transformation is all about.

I know it sounds like an audacious claim to want to

change the world, but “the world” boils down to a series of

interpersonal connections: small, everyday moments made

up of you and me and others like us.

Every day, you create change when you respond kindly to

your spouse, when you stop for a pedestrian, when you lead

with integrity. Change happens in boardrooms and offices,

in grocery stores and at the neighborhood barbecue, and

especially around the kitchen table.

Yes, it’s easy to nod along when we read about the

importance of loving others. But how do we respond in

practice? We don’t change things by judging others. We

change things by looking deeply at our own lives and

seeing where love is not the answer when it should be.

What, for example, was the last social media comment

you made? Did you meet your neighbor’s eye the last time

you passed them on the street? How did you treat the last

person who didn’t give you what you wanted? These are all

tests, opportunities to bring more love into our daily lives.

It’s time to stop talking and start doing, to shift from theory

to action.

If not now, when?

If not you, who?



The world changes when we decide to show up in our

daily interactions with courage, compassion, and kindness,

believing that we always have more, much more, in

common than not.

The world changes when we realize that there are loud

and persistent voices in modern life that are highly

incentivized for a myriad of reasons to divide us, and we,

fully knowing this, still choose to see the commonalities

between each of us.

The world changes when we remember, and build from,

this simple truth: We are in the predicament of existence

together, and no matter what happens, there is always one

prevailing truth.

Love is the answer.

This is what true transformation is about, and it’s how

we evolve into what we could be.

It all begins and ends with love.

Machines may soon learn how to identify and simulate

love, but will they ever be able to experience it as humans

can? Perhaps for that reason alone, we should double down

on love as the foundation for everything we do. That way,

we can stay grounded in what is essentially human versus

whatever counterfeit might be held up in its place by

technology.

Where we go from here is, of course, our choice. This is

the adventure of your own precious life.

Will you turn the page?

PROMPT

If love is always the answer, what are the right questions?

How unconditional, really, is the love you offer other human

beings? How might it feel for you to let go of more of those

conditions?
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CHAPTER 23

Systemwide

Upgrade

Kerala, India. November 2022.

I’m floating. Sitting in the waters of an old Ayurvedic

lodge near where this ancient medicine was first practiced

over three thousand years ago, I let the gentle current rock

my body as I gaze across the lake.

As I float, a vision appears with shocking clarity: I see

myself as a nine-year-old boy playing in a river.

In this vision, I am not the fair-skinned child I once was

but instead a boy with caramel skin and a head of black

hair, splashing with friends in the water. Though his

appearance is nothing like mine is now, I know from this

vision with unshakeable certainty that it is me.

I am the boy in the water.

This vision, like so many experiences that came before

and after it, confirmed for me something I’d long

suspected. All of this is being repeated, over and over. We

keep coming back as souls in different bodies,

consciousness itself manifesting in different forms. All for

the same purpose: to evolve.

To grow.

To love.

I have always said that with enough time and space,

anything can be created. And despite what we may think or

feel, at least cosmically speaking, we have plenty of both.

Everything just keeps repeating, every opportunity to learn



and grow. That’s life. That’s evolution. It’s the cycle we are

all a part of, the reality of existence that we get to

experience together.

At that same lodge, my “third eye” blasted open, an

experience that altered the way I saw the world and

directly led to writing this book. It was indescribable, the

end of a long process. The life I’d known, a life of constant

striving, was now in a sense ending. I didn’t know for sure

what was on the other end of this change—and honestly, I

still don’t.

The unfolding process continues.

The evolution never ends.

In the age of AI, the transformation that lies ahead for all

of us will be different from anything that’s been before. But

the good news is that we already know the way. And as we

hopefully opt into the next evolution of our species, we face

our greatest test yet.

New forms of technology are forcing us to confront what

it means to be human, which requires us to face both our

light and shadow. We must see what we are truly capable of

creating, for good and for bad.

The question we must ask ourselves as we enter into this

new era is not whether change will come but whether we

will meet that change with fear and resistance or with

wisdom and grace.

In the new world we are entering, each of us will be

required to step up. This will require courage to look

honestly at ourselves, humility to acknowledge our

shortcomings, and wisdom to ensure that what we are

creating serves the flourishing of all.

With increasingly intelligent tools, we, too, must be

upgraded. The way forward, as is often the case, is back.

Back to our humanity. Back to what we’ve always been—

and more. We must become wiser and more present. Not

only that, we must remember to connect with the human

parts of ourselves that know how to be, not just how to do.



This is the lesson for us all now. It’s impossible to take

another person somewhere we haven’t yet been ourselves,

so this opening and expansion must begin with us.

AI represents something far bigger than another

technological advancement. It is an opportunity to

participate in upgrading the entire system of human

experience!

Through my years as an entrepreneur and investor, I’ve

observed how systems shape human behavior and societal

outcomes. Whether it’s a business system, a social system,

or a technological system, the architecture determines

what’s possible. And now, we are creating something that

could influence the architecture of human consciousness

itself.

The Universe operates with precise mathematical

principles and patterns that suggest deep organization and

an even deeper intelligence. When you look at it,

everything from the motion of planets to the growth of

trees to the evolution of consciousness follows intricate

patterns that feel far from random.

Many people talk about humanity living in a

“simulation,” but I prefer to think of it as an intelligent

system we’re all a part of, one that’s organizing our

collective experience and evolution back to who and what

we really are.

Through this lens, AI becomes not just another

technology, but a mechanism for enhancing the entire

experience of existence itself. We humans already possess

incredible “technology” in our bodies: emotions, intuition,

the profound capabilities of our hearts and minds.

Our physical forms are far more sophisticated than any

tool we’ve created so far. But what if these new forms of

intelligence could help us better understand and enhance

the system we’re already living in?

Human beings have long had ways of understanding how

this system operates, but we’ve barely scratched the



surface on what we are truly capable of. Artificial

intelligence, with its ability to process vast amounts of

information and recognize subtle and even hidden patterns,

can help us see how everything is connected and how we

can enhance our own flourishing.

We have an extraordinary opportunity and responsibility

here. As we develop this tool and others like it, we can

upgrade the entire human experience. But we can only

bring to this process what we already have within

ourselves.

I witnessed this in action during my time running for

governor. I saw how social media could either unite or

divide people based on how it was used. Technology may

begin from a neutral place, but what quickly takes over is

the consciousness that each person brings to its use.

This same principle applies to AI but with far greater

consequences. Looking ahead, I believe that machine

learning offers us the chance to do something

unprecedented: to consciously participate in upgrading the

system of human existence.

This isn’t just about making processes more efficient or

creating smarter machines. It’s about enhancing the way

consciousness operates and evolves. Imagine if we could

help enhance that system in ways that promote love,

understanding, and flourishing for all.

I’m not talking about forcing change through brute force,

but bringing our highest levels of awareness to the

development of tools that could help us better understand

and interact with the system we’re a part of.

Some might find this idea unsettling, the thought that

we’re living within a system that could be “upgraded.” But

I’ve come to see it as hopeful. We can, with the help of

these tools, create a far better future than humanity has

ever known. We can build a better world, a “new Earth” as

some like to call it (shout-out to Eckhart!), and explore the



mysteries of the Universe in ways humans have never

before conceived.
8

We are living in the beginning stages of a global

systemwide upgrade, whether we realize it or not. Every

piece of AI we develop, every algorithm we create, is

affecting how human consciousness operates and evolves.

The question is: Will we do this wisely, or will we let it

happen haphazardly?

Throughout history, humans have experienced various

upgrades to our collective operating system—the

development of language, the invention of writing, the

Scientific Revolution, the Industrial Revolution, and more—

and each of these represented a quantum leap in our

capability and understanding of what was possible.

Now, AI represents the biggest potential upgrade yet.

But unlike previous leaps, we have the opportunity to

participate in our own evolution, and we can do it

consciously. We’re not just creating new tools; we’re

participating in the next phase of existence. We have an

unprecedented opportunity to take part in our own

upgrade, which certainly won’t come from technology

alone. This upgrade will arise via a wise combination of

technology and the awareness we bring to its development

and use.

If we do this right, we just might become something else,

something previous generations wouldn’t even be able to

recognize. As Nietzsche wrote, “What is great in man is

that he is a bridge and not a goal.” We have not yet seen

what we are capable of becoming.
9

We are part of an eternal process of evolution and

transformation, and we are on the precipice of what’s next.

This may be a small step for machines, but it is one giant

leap for all of humankind, and new technologies are now

affording us the tools to help catalyze the process.



The future is arriving faster than we realize. Our

institutions—government, education, business, even our

religions—must change and evolve with humanity. I fear

these institutions in many regards aren’t currently

optimized to help humanity navigate the massive

transformations that await us; therefore, tweaking these

systems will not be enough. We need a more fundamental

reform.

Not violent revolution, but conscious evolution.

This is the step forward we must take both boldly and

carefully, together. We need to further wake up not just as

individuals but as a society. It is time for all of us to bring

our highest selves to the very structures that shape our

world.

These structures are mostly made up of people, after all.

So, who else can change them but us? The final part of this

book explores how we might do that by transforming the

collective to help us exist with more ease, love, and grace

in the age of AI we are now entering.

PROMPT

Can we really create a new humanity? Have we done it

before? How might we become more human in an

increasingly digital world?
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CHAPTER 24

The Agony and

Ecstasy of

Existence

In my first ayahuasca ceremony, a voice came to me clearly

and spoke: “Jeff,” it said, “don’t you have empathy for me?”

It was, as far as I could tell, the voice of God, the voice of

existence itself. That took my breath away. Empathy for

God? What would that even mean?

Then it said, “Yes, and if for me, then that exact same

empathy for yourself, and when you have really felt it for

yourself, then for everyone else as well—and I mean

everyone.”

It felt like a strange message right out of the gate. But

the experience left me with an understanding, something

I’d never fully grasped before, even at the height of my

religiosity.

We really are all in this “predicament” of existence

together. All of us.

Existing is both a glorious miracle of ecstasy and, at

times, pure agony. Words can scarcely capture it, but my

guess is that you know what I’m talking about. We’re all in

this school together, this thing called life, and the

lesson we keep having to learn and relearn is

empathy for all. For everything and everyone.

Consider this: You exist. Can you touch existence? Can

you see it? You certainly feel it, for better or worse.

Existence cannot die, because existence was never born. It



always just is. And since you are reading these words, it

seems that you, too, are part of this endless cycle. The ride

never ends. Birth, death, rebirth. Start, end, start over

again. It keeps going and going and going, like the

Energizer Bunny. And as long as we exist, at least in a body,

there will be more pain and agony to come.

I have immense empathy for those who are struggling

partly because I have struggled myself. Alas, this seems to

be an inextricable part of the human condition. All of us

know the pain of moving forward through hard times. We

know, as well, the pleasures of success, progress, and, most

of all, love. This is the cosmic double bind we find ourselves

in. We’re on this glorious ride together, but it’s not always

fun or enjoyable.

Empathy, I believe, is the medicine required to help us

through.

True wisdom is being able to understand that almost

everyone is doing the best they can. It’s being able to relate

to each and every part of existence, every being, every

person, everyone who is trying their best.

AI will accelerate the process of evolution by forcing us

to confront fundamental questions about consciousness,

intelligence, and what it means to be human. It will also

push us to evolve not just technologically, but spiritually

and emotionally.

Agony will come from facing our shadows, confronting

our limitations, and experiencing the death of the Old

Game first within ourselves and then within the collective.

And ecstasy will emerge from breakthrough moments of

understanding, creating new possibilities, expanding our

consciousness in ways we can barely imagine.

We are not just biological machines that happened to

develop consciousness. We are consciousness itself,

doing an eternal dance through countless forms.

And AI is our next partner in this dance. But we

must lead the dance with wisdom and love, if the path



forward will be toward improvement.

How, though?

First, we must do our best to embrace both agony and

ecstasy as essential aspects of existence and of evolution.

Not running from pain, but facing it, feeling it fully and

letting it go.

Then, we need to develop deeper empathy for ourselves,

for others, and even for the divine whole we are all

miraculously a part of.

“Only” then can we learn to use AI and other

technologies as tools for expanding consciousness rather

than escaping it.

And as we do this, we need to remember that love is the

fundamental force driving everything. All of existence is an

act of hide-and-seek, of forgetting and remembering. As we

progress on this journey together, we must stay grounded

in our shared humanity while reaching for higher states of

consciousness.

We must play the New Game within the Old Game. This

is not a trivial thing. It is the ultimate cosmic puzzle, and

every one of us has a role in fitting the pieces together. We

are not only evolving individuals but consciousness itself.

These agonies and ecstasies we experience are not

punishments or rewards. They are the mechanisms through

which the development of our species occurs. This duality,

coupled with the unrelenting forward momentum of

existence, is both the deepest pain and the greatest beauty,

all wrapped up into One.

The cosmic dilemma we all face is our struggle to move

forward in this duality, this certainty of both the promise of

joy and the guarantee of suffering. We can’t go forward

without the threat of pain, yet we must go forward—with

grace or bitterness.

Because of this universal condition, we can exercise

empathy for all, including ourselves, which is so often the

toughest work of all. And as we move into a new era of



humanity, let us remember that the fundamental nature of

existence remains unchanged. What changes is our

capacity to understand, accept, and work with these forces.

This is our opportunity to participate in our own

evolution. We must accept the good with the bad, the pain

with the pleasure, all with equanimity—or, as I like to say,

with as much ease, love, and grace as possible. Because it

all exists for our evolution and expansion.

The Universe is not just happening to us. It is not an

external phenomenon. We are it, and the agony and ecstasy

are ours to experience. Through this divine dance, we grow

in love and empathy, finally learning to become the

message.

Welcome to the predicament of eternal existence.

PROMPT

Ponder how you can accept both the agony and ecstasy of

existence with more ease, love, and grace. What daily

practices might you try in order to increase empathy for

yourself and for others—and even for God?
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CHAPTER 25

Becoming the

Message

Throughout history, tribal leaders were often selected

based on communal wisdom and personal experience of the

transcendent (i.e., God, the great mystery, the Universe,

and so on). In our modern age, though, we’ve largely

abandoned this tradition. And we suffer for it.

Our leaders reflect who we are as a people. Just look

around at the world and see what it says about our values.

Look at our politicians, celebrities, and influencers. They

reflect all of us and what we value. And when who we are

and what we value truly changes, so will they.

The greatest leaders in history understood that you

create change by living and embodying the truth you want

to see in the world. Yes, it’s a cliché, but I’ll paraphrase

Gandhi anyway and say that we must become the change

we want to see in our leadership.

This is what the great masters have done and still

continue to do. They point us toward something much

larger than any one of us, embodying the truth instead of

just talking about it. Don’t talk more than you need to,

they seem to say. Do more than you talk.

Be the message. Don’t just preach it.

Of course, we all fall short of this, myself heartily

included! This is the universal human condition, which

comes for us all. But we must keep working at it, and the

time to accelerate the work is now.



When any one of us becomes the message, we bless the

Earth and all who know us with our energy and our

presence. We are no longer just talking the talk. We are

walking the walk.

So, what is the message?

The message of reality can only be understood through

experience. It is more a felt sense than an academic

understanding. At the heart of this message is love. We

become love not just with words but with actions, which we

do not only when things are going great but also when they

are going terribly. Through the ups and downs of life, we

are invited more deeply into love. Every single step of the

way.

No life is without its obstacles, and no existence follows a

straight path onward and upward. Life is hard, and the way

forward is not with just more positive thinking and self-help

talk, though both have their place, but with real action.

We can’t just say we love others. We must embody it. And

love requires relationship. For it is only in relationship—

with ourselves, with others, with divinity itself—that we

fully experience and become the message.

There is no other way.

Which leads humanity to a critical question regarding

our relationship with AI. Can these synthetic relationships

act as the same crucible of growth and learning that human

relationships so often do?

I don’t know. But I am doubtful. Because being in

relationship with “others” seems to be a key ingredient to

our becoming. What will that mean in an age dominated by

machines?

We all need to learn not only how to prioritize

relationships but also how to prioritize the message of love

they are leading us to. We must no longer just talk about

the things we believe in and want to see happen. It’s time

to let go of institutional norms that don’t serve and help us

love people more!



Wisdom requires that we look to teachers and sages who

have lived what they preached. So, let me tell you about the

wisest sage I have ever met, the greatest spiritual teacher I

have ever encountered, someone who exemplifies the ideal

of becoming the message:

My wife, Sal.

From the moment I first saw her in that dreary office in

1999, something about Sally’s presence spoke to me.

Throughout our quarter of a century of knowing each other

since, she has consistently embodied love without needing

to preach.

When I was a young bishop overwhelmed by the weight

of others’ pain and struggles, she would wrap me in her

arms and heal my soul—without saying a word.

When I came home exhausted from twelve-hour

workdays or Sundays full of meetings and counseling

sessions, Sally created space for my emotional recovery

while still tending to our young children.

She never complained about my being away from home

or the demands of my work as an entrepreneur and a

bishop. She always supported me, encouraged me, and

called me to be a better version of myself through her lived

example. When I was out winning awards that didn’t really

matter, my wife was quietly serving someone in need. When

I was “conquering the world,” she was comforting a sick or

troubled child.

Her love has been steady, cheerful, and constant, even

when much of what we were doing may not have been her

first choice. She learned to water-ski and snow-ski and

even drive a boat, not because she loved doing these

things, but because she loved me and our family and

wanted to be close to us.

Steel lies beneath Sally’s unending kindness, the

strength of which can only come from one source: divine

love. She is a strong and capable woman, more capable

than me in so many ways, but she has never rubbed that in



my face or sought the limelight, even when I was receiving

accolades in business or politics and she was really the one

more deserving of recognition.

Sally’s presence brings light wherever she goes. She

supported me without reservation when I took her into the

ugly world of politics. Her love shone through the

campaign and was a breath of fresh air at every event. She

lovingly introduced me to crowds both large and small. We

mourned our loss together, but because we had each other,

we bounced back quickly.

Together, we’ve had countless ecstatic experiences like

welcoming our four children and precious first grandchild

into this world, as well as quiet, intimate moments of

reflection—along with our fair share of adventures in more

than sixty countries throughout the world, like skydiving

over Dubai, bungee jumping in New Zealand, and

experiencing nonduality connection at a tantra retreat.

We’ve also faced the agony of hard times together, like

when her father unexpectedly left this Earth. Through it all,

we have been one. Through each and every step of our

journey, Sally has always exemplified the message of love.

After my failed run for governor and the chaos caused by

a global pandemic, my wife and I had more space and time

than we’d had in our entire adult lives. We started

connecting at an even deeper level and experiencing all

kinds of new things.

We attended a silent meditation retreat.

We began doing breathwork, hot and cold therapy,

ecstatic dance.

We studied different spiritual teachings, traveled, and

had more fun than ever. Always doing it all together.

Sally is my soulmate, my person. I am absolutely biased,

but that doesn’t make my assessment of her wrong. In

many ways, she is my guru. You may have someone like this

in your own life, someone you love who loves you back and

has often shown you a better way.



These people—these teachers—can be our guides in this

next evolution. Because in the new humanity, we all need to

be this for and to each other at whatever micro or macro

level our circumstance allows. Amidst this alchemy of angst

and opportunity, fresh leaders are being prepared, and a

new type of leadership will be required.

We are in the midst of birthing a new Earth, and we need

to individually and collectively become the message. It is

time.

My wife and I are on a journey together, and we believe

we are here for a purpose. Our shared goal as a couple is to

help each other improve, to give one another what we need

to be our best selves, and then to share that with the world

in the best way we can.

Without the stability of this relationship, it would be

harder for either of us to do much of anything. Sally’s

message of love and acceptance makes me feel safe enough

to be brave and vulnerable in this book and elsewhere.

Otherwise, there is no way I would risk so much. I also

challenge her to adventure, to push herself, and to take

bigger risks.

Together, we truly believe that we can accomplish

anything.

This is the power of meeting a guru, someone who has

become their own message. Sally was always further along

than me in spiritual things because I was often off chasing

status or success, even when I wasn’t fully conscious of

that. As a result of learning from her, however, I’ve become

more present to life and love. And now, I am learning to

play the New Game within the Old Game, one that’s all

about love, because of her.

We all need mirrors and inspirations like this. We need to

follow the examples of Jesus, Buddha, and Sally, and so

many others who have lived and embodied their messages

instead of just talking about them. So, where does that

leave us?



First, we must find the message. Go on whatever journey

it takes. Meet the people you need to meet, give up what

you must let go of, and let the river take you.

Then, feel it deeply. Embody the message of love as much

as you can. Don’t just talk about it, though that is a fine

place to start. Love others as deeply as you possibly can

and let that circle grow to fully include yourself. Eventually,

you have to become what you’ve learned and felt.

We can’t just read the words of the masters. We must

witness how they lived and do our best to follow them—

truly follow them and not just worship their words, even

when that means rocking the boat on societal norms or at a

personal earthly “Old Game” cost.

Only in embodying our highest truths can we ensure the

technology we create serves our flourishing rather than our

destruction. The path forward is through authenticity,

presence, and love. But that’s not to say it will always be

pretty or easy. There is, after all, both agony and ecstasy on

this path, both of which we must learn to embrace.

PROMPT

How can you fully become and embody the message of

love? Consider sharing this message by telling someone

you know that you love them.
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CHAPTER 26

Relationships in

the Age of AI

One of the most beautiful doctrines of my Mormon faith

tradition is that of eternal families, the idea that our

familial bonds transcend death. It’s a powerful idea that

makes many people feel safe and united, secure in their

marriages, families, and lineage.

There are worse things, after all, than the idea that you

get to spend forever with your loved ones! But how could

anything else be the case? There is no heaven without

those we love.

However, in practice here on Earth, I’ve seen people use

this doctrine as a wedge between loved ones, rather than a

bridge, weaponizing the concept of eternal unity to enforce

conformity: Follow these rules, pay your tithes, attend the

meetings—or risk losing your family forever.

The irony is painful—using the promise of heavenly

connection as a tool for human division—but as we enter

the age of AI, we cannot afford this general approach any

longer.

Like any institution, religion especially needs to foster

human relationships in an age of strife, division, and

machines. It needs to prioritize real human connection over

any other special belief or revelation. In fact, all of our

institutions must evolve to unite rather than divide us.

Already, technology is challenging and reinventing the

ways people connect with each other and even relate to



themselves. When AI can offer seemingly perfect

companionship without judgment, when digital “friendship”

requires little to no vulnerability or compromise, we need

real human communities more than ever, places of refuge

where we can authentically be ourselves with others.

The old wisdom that you become the five people you

spend the most time with takes on new meaning as our

relationships begin to morph into more artificial forms.

What happens, for example, to our capacity for empathy,

growth, and connection when more and more of our daily

interactions are with machines?

This is where the Mormon doctrine of eternal families

contains a profound seed of truth: Human bonds have

eternal significance. That’s always been true. What we do

here and now affects others, even those yet to be born. You

can call this karma, cause and effect, or whatever else you

like. But how we treat others matters, plain and simple.

Computers will very soon be able to replicate many

aspects of human interaction with unprecedented

sophistication. We are already seeing AI-created art,

podcast interviews, and more.

But as our tech evolves, will we?

What these machines cannot replicate is the raw, messy,

painful, but transcendent experience of loving one another

without condition or qualification. That is something

uniquely reserved for humans, though we don’t always act

like it.

My church taught me that families can be forever. What

I’ve learned is that they already are—not because of any

ritual or worthiness checklist, but because we are already

eternal, and divinely always One. Love is not a finite

resource. There is no end to love, and love is found most

profoundly and transformationally in our closest

relationships.

Technology companies are now racing to build intimate

relationships with us. But I can already tell you which



companies will “win”—the ones that know you best. Almost

every major player in the AI space is working overtime to

make their tools more personable, empathetic, and

humanlike.

The pull toward these synthetic relationships will soon be

very powerful. Why navigate the messy waters of human

connection when you can have a friendly machine that

always takes your side, never judges you, and is available

24/7?

It’s a good question.

Personally, I worry about my grandchildren. Will they

understand what it means to work through tough issues

with other humans? Will they have the patience to build

real relationships when they can get instant gratification

from a machine?

And what about the rising tide of lonely and depressed

individuals who might find “comfort” through robots,

computers, and synthetic relationships? When a significant

portion of our social and emotional needs can be met by

something that isn’t real, will people continue putting

themselves out there, risking real human vulnerability and

pain? Or will relationships suffer?

No matter how sophisticated it is, AI doesn’t share the

vulnerability of being embodied, the wisdom that

comes from lived experience, the profound

understanding of mortality.

It can’t feel the weight of holding someone’s deepest

secrets and fears.

It can’t experience the growth that comes from working

through conflict and misunderstanding.

It can’t understand the joy of watching children grow or

the fear of losing someone you love.

When was the last time you chatted with a “sales rep” on

a website and wondered if it was a real person? The

technology will get only more convincing, but the solution

isn’t to reject AI relationships outright. The machines are



here to stay. What I’m worried about is whether we’ll leave

enough space for authentic human relationships.

In my own life, I’ve seen how easy it is to get caught up

in the constant doing: endless meetings, constant

communication, the push for more. But real relationships

require more than doing. They require being.

Being present.

Being vulnerable.

Being human.

While AI can simulate many aspects of human

connection, it cannot replace the profound growth and

transformation that come from connecting with another

embodied soul on the journey of life. There’s nothing like

being human.

The most important technology we’ve ever created isn’t

smartphones or social networks. It’s not even AI. It’s our

capacity for deep, authentic human relationships.

Emotions, intimacy, and desire—these are precious assets

worth protecting.

Intimate relationships are the foundation of being

human. I’ve felt this in every role I’ve ever held: as a

missionary, a bishop, an entrepreneur, a mentor, an

investor, a political candidate, a professor, and mostly as a

father and a husband. Each human connection I’ve formed

has shaped who I am in ways no computer ever could or

will.

We must intentionally create and protect spaces for

genuine human interaction. This means having deep

conversations, sharing vulnerable moments, and being

truly present with each other. Instead of letting technology

isolate us, we can use it as a tool to free up time for

meaningful connection.

Each person is on their own unique journey of growth

and transformation. We can support each other by listening

without judgment, offering compassion when others

struggle, and celebrating victories.



As AI challenges our sense of what it means to be

human, our capacity for empathy becomes even more

precious. One of the most powerful ways we can help each

other is by honestly sharing our experiences, struggles, and

breakthroughs. Our individual stories of facing change and

uncertainty in this technological age can inspire and guide

others. This authentic sharing helps us remember that

we’re not alone.

We can help each other remember that our emotions,

intuition, and capacity for love are what make us uniquely

human. By staying connected to these essential qualities,

we can support each other in maintaining our humanity

while embracing beneficial technological change.

Because in the end, love—real, messy, hard, beautiful

love—is the only thing that matters. It’s what we’re all

seeking, what we’re all struggling to find and hold on to.

And love is what we must work to keep.

The path forward isn’t about choosing between human

and AI relationships. It’s about ensuring that as we

embrace the new, we don’t lose sight of what has always

mattered—our capacity to connect deeply and authentically

with one another, to grow through shared struggle, to love

despite imperfection. To be human.

Only then can we reconnect with what we really are—to

divinity itself.

PROMPT

How can you lean wholeheartedly into human relationships

while wisely being in relationship with AI? What in-person

real-life experiences light you up? Commit to allocating

more time to these activities.
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CHAPTER 27

Reforming

Religion

My Mormon faith is a true American success story built on

grit and ingenuity. Despite its flaws, it is a testament to the

good of humanity and our ability to overcome immense

hardship and suffering.

After the death of Joseph Smith, the Mormon community

was largely exiled across the Mississippi River and over the

plains to the intermountain west. The stories of death,

heartache, and suffering along that trail out west are

almost too much to bear, but my ancestors eventually made

it to Utah, found their place, and built something

remarkable.

I have always appreciated and been and admirer of a

good startup story! However, despite these pioneering

roots, my church has become, in many ways, another large

institution: full of rules and regulations that tend to trap

people in fear instead of freeing them to live the life they

were meant for. As we consider the future, particularly how

machines will influence so much of our day-to-day life—

including religion—we need to deeply consider what AI will

mean for spiritual matters.

In the age of AI, we have an opportunity to reform

religion, to refocus on what makes it powerful and

effective: mercy, grace, worship, love, and real human

connection instead of petty differences mired in

comparison and control.



One of the biggest philosophical challenges with most

Western religions is this idea that our current earthly life,

which compared to eternity is literally shorter than a

nanosecond, could somehow be the sole basis for eternal

judgment. Think about that for a minute. I don’t even know

exactly what a nanosecond is or how to measure it, but I

know it’s an incredibly tiny fraction of time.

Now extrapolate that out to eternity. No beginning, no

end, just infinite existence. How could any loving God use

such a small slice of existence—one mortal life—to

determine someone’s eternal destiny? It makes no sense.

Every single person, no matter how holy or enlightened,

will have what we might call a “bad nanosecond” at some

point. A period of doubt, of rebellion, of lost faith or poor

choices. We’re all stumbling through an embodied

existence together, doing our best but often falling short.

The idea that a brief moment in any eternal journey

could damn us forever doesn’t align with any notion of a

loving deity, no matter how much you attempt to paper over

it with circular lines of reasoning. It sounds more like a

human idea focused on power and control than a divine

one.

That said, what we need in this new humanity is not less

religion but more. More of the right kind of reconnecting to

the divine. We need more people to lean fully into their

faith traditions so that we can more deeply connect with

other humans.

To do this, we have to see our religious institutions

not as a means of division but as a means of

connection. We’re all part of a much grander cycle of

existence, one that transcends any single lifetime—eternal

beings having a temporal experience. Measuring that

against some cosmic moral scoreboard misses the point of

why we’re here—to learn, grow, love, and help each other

along the way. True divinity has to be bigger than that. It

has to see beyond our momentary stumbles to eternity.



Much of what we believe at least appears to us now to be

an accident of birth. Whether you worship on Friday,

Saturday, or Sunday, whether you are allowed to eat pork

or not, whether you drink coffee or alcohol or abstain,

these core religious beliefs and practices are largely

determined by where you happen to be born.

Born in Utah? Probably Mormon.

Born in Saudi Arabia? Probably Muslim.

Born in India? Probably Hindu.

How, then, can we possibly believe that eternal salvation

or damnation could hinge on religious convictions so

heavily influenced by circumstances outside our control?

What kind of divine plan would make eternal judgment

dependent on where and when someone was born?

The truth is always bigger than what our minds can

conceive. It must transcend geography, culture, and time.

And it has to embrace our common humanity, our shared

divine heritage. Because what else is there?

The fastest growing religious demographic in America

today is “none”—those claiming no religious affiliation at

all. I understand why. Like all faith communities and

families, mine were flawed. And like most faith

communities and families, mine were also wonderful. When

religion becomes about comparison rather than

compassion, about institutional preservation rather than

individual growth, people turn away.

Religion and spirituality were never meant to be

transactional, but transformational.

Considering all this, religious communities are more vital

now than ever. As AI increasingly dominates our world, we

need spaces for genuine human connection, for wrestling

with life’s deeper questions, for experiencing the

transcendent, for worshiping and wondering about the

miracle of life.

The challenge before these institutions isn’t to defend

outdated practices and maintain hierarchical power



structures but to return to their foundational purpose,

which is human community.

Not too long ago, I traveled to Calcutta, India, and

visited Mother Teresa’s home. Years ago, when someone

asked her if she was trying to convert others to her

Catholic faith, she responded: “Yes, I convert. I convert you

to be a better Hindu, or a better Muslim, or a better

Protestant, or a better Catholic, or a better Sikh, or a

better Buddhist. And after you have found God, it is for you

to do what God wants you to do.”
10

When we come to truly understand God, we come to

understand ourselves and each other. And when we

understand each other, we become more closely connected.

Faith, it turns out, is not believing the right thing but

having the willingness to let ourselves be changed into

something better.

Please find me a place anywhere in the Bible where Jesus

condemned a sinner. If he had done that, he would have

been condemning all of us. Jesus only railed against the

leaders of the day for being hypocrites and protecting their

own misguided best interests. For doing harm.

The radical innovation of the time that Jesus brought was

community. Radical human belonging. He did this in nearly

every way, but perhaps the most tangible was by offering

the Eucharist—that is, communion, or what we call in the

Mormon church “the sacrament”—to all. Jew and Gentile

alike. Rich and poor, powerful and powerless. What was so

revolutionary about this new group of believers was how

everyone belonged.

We need to get back to that, especially as machines take

over so much of our daily interactions. Religious

institutions across the world must now evolve or miss their

mark. This means shifting from comparison to compassion,

from judgment to love, from preservation to

transformation.



It means creating spaces where people can wrestle with

their deepest questions and share their most profound

experiences with each other freely. It means embracing

technology thoughtfully while focusing squarely on human

community.

The time has come for unprecedented cooperation

among faith traditions. We must find common ground,

share our wisdom across traditional boundaries, and work

together to ensure our collective human flourishing. We

need to move beyond superficial tolerance to genuine

appreciation and learning from one another.

Most importantly, our religious institutions must shift

from emphasizing belief to facilitating direct spiritual

experience. They need to spend less time telling people

what to think or believe and more fostering of places where

individuals can encounter the divine directly.

The future belongs to faith traditions that can evolve

while maintaining their essential purpose. In an age when

artificial intelligence threatens to further separate us from

each other, the future of our spiritual practices isn’t about

abandoning tradition but returning to what makes religion

so transformative in the first place, which is helping

humans remember their divinity and connecting to each

other in love.

PROMPT

In an age of machines, what “special” belief or practice

should really stand in the way of human connection? What

could we do to return to or lean further into our faith

traditions in order to strengthen our interconnectedness?
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CHAPTER 28

Conscious

Capitalism

It was a glorious week of fishing with friends in Alaska,

though I’m not much of a fisherman myself. I don’t have the

patience for it, unfortunately, but when I do fish, I love how

it contrasts with my usual pace of life.

It slows me down.

On this particular day, we were headed to deeper waters

to catch halibut. I was expecting a call from an

entrepreneur—let’s call him “Steve”—whom I’d invested in

and mentored and would be pitching the sharks on ABC’s

Shark Tank.

I’m not a total believer in the TV version of investing that

Shark Tank presents. Though I’d known several others

who’d gone on the show, I counseled Steve against

applying. Even though his company was just starting up,

we were on good enough financial footing to keep going. A

shark can sometimes be a great strategic partner, but I was

leery (pun intended!) of the deals cut in front of a national

TV audience.

Nonetheless, being on Shark Tank was Steve’s personal

dream, and I wasn’t going to stand in the way of that!

When the call finally came, I had a faint bar or two of

coverage on my phone while out on a boat in the middle of

the ocean. I noted the area code and ran from the noisy

back of the boat up to the front, hoping for better

reception.



“Is this Jeff?” the voice asked when I picked up.

I had expected Steve, but it was a familiar voice, anyway.

“Jeff, this is Mark Cuban. This is a great business you guys

are building together. Mr. Wonderful has made an offer, but

it’s a little complicated, and I thought we should call and

talk to you about it.”

After Mark explained the deal, I was hesitant. He

understood my concerns and acknowledged they were

valid. Then Steve got on the phone and, after a lengthy

conversation, I offered a final piece of advice: “Do not let

the bright lights distract you into making a bad deal.”

I had been blinded by those lights before. By this point,

I’d already built several large companies and was currently

involved in so many other startups. I knew that not all

opportunities were as good as they seemed and that

making decisions with an “end justifies the means”

approach was rarely wise.

The original intent of commerce, after all, was to enable

human connection. The point of selling goods and services

is to help people with any amount of resources live their

lives easier and better, depending on what they value most.

Somehow, though, that old Milton Friedman quote, “The

social responsibility of business is to increase its profits,”

has profoundly permeated our culture.
11

 Too many leaders

and CEOs have lazily adopted it as their credo, and too

many have ended up believing humanity is meant to enable

business instead of the other way around.

Humans are not capital.

They are not resources.

They are the point of business!

As we turn back to a more primal version of ourselves—

one deeply connected to each other, to ourselves, and to

the Earth—we can turn the tides of unconscious capitalism

too. My personal belief is that we don’t have a profit

shortage in this country or even in this world. We have a



shortage of meaning, a lack of connection between each

other, and it’s time for a change.

That change is conscious capitalism.

The old metrics of success—pure profit maximization,

growth at all costs, winning at any price—have led us to a

dangerous precipice. The challenge we now face is that our

current system is built on incentives that could be

catastrophic when applied to the development of artificial

intelligence. We’re making something with godlike power

but incentivizing it with quarterly profits and market share.

This is neither sustainable nor sensible. Yet when we raise

such technology on the lowest of human motivations—those

of survival, greed, and competition—we reap what we sow.

So how will we ensure humanity benefits as AI continues

to grow and mature? These are not trivial questions. The

game has to change. We need to move from a transactional

model of business to a more transformational one. Business

leaders, especially those developing AI, must more

consistently put human flourishing ahead of profits.

Due to their efficiency and lack of emotion, computers

are especially hardwired for results. If all they know is that

the “end justifies the means,” what will they stop at to

produce such results? Maybe nothing.

What is particularly concerning about AI is its ability to

become an agent in and of itself, to pursue its target

without feeling, compassion, or empathy. And that, right

now, is what we may be training it to do.

Commerce, for much of human history, has been a zero-

sum game. We have to change that. It’s the uniqueness of

humans, after all, that makes entrepreneurship the exciting

adventure it is.

When I started Peak Capital, we got to a place after

many hard and challenging years where we were doing

well. The traditional metrics said to stay focused on our

core business and play it safe. But I saw a chance to create

something even more meaningful.



So, we launched Peak Ventures, the first institutional

venture fund along the Silicon Slopes, in order to build an

ecosystem that could benefit many rather than just a few.

We went for it, continuing to innovate, and it worked out

well for all—yes, for myself and my partners, as well as for

our families, but also for our investors and the

entrepreneurs we backed and, most importantly, for the

employees of those companies we funded.

This is what business can do. It’s what commerce can be.

So long as we move from an older, more binary game to

something more infinite. The future of capitalism must be

conscious. It must be more human.

In a nutshell, this means:

changing incentive structures from pure profit,

especially for publicly traded companies, to ones that

reward human flourishing;

taking a long-term view of business that considers

societal impact;

putting human relationships ahead of results;

developing technology that serves humanity rather

than the other way around; and

creating businesses that enhance rather than exploit

human connection and protect the planet.

Imagine developing AI that helps lift people around the

world out of poverty, uplevels their skills, and becomes a

tool for them to use to be even more productive in society.

Imagine a world where machines help humans overcome

chronic health issues, find a cure for cancer, and defeat

dementia, AIDS, and more.

Paradoxically, the same technology that could cause our

extinction is the same one that can save it. But this will

require new forms of business, religion, and government. It

will also mean that our leaders must grow and change.



I believe that a new brand of leader is being prepared

now.

We need more business leaders who are willing to

sacrifice short-term profits for long-term flourishing,

who understand that commerce should serve

humanity, not the other way around.

We need leaders who recognize that we are at a crucial

turning point and the decisions we make now have

consequences that will echo through generations.

We need leaders who are willing to follow their heroic

journeys more authentically, putting the good of all ahead

of their own interests.

This isn’t about one company or country winning. If we

don’t get AI right, there won’t just be some winners and

some losers. We will all lose.

We need to create a new form of capitalism, one that

spans borders. The scale of cooperation will be unheard of,

but this cooperation could unlock something special in our

shared psyche and potential.

Watching Steve navigate the Shark Tank opportunity, I

was reminded that we are all navigating our own version of

“bright lights”—the allure of profit, power, and prestige in

our daily lives. We need to keep our eyes focused on what

really matters. We need to be courageous enough to walk

away from the easy path and do what is right.

When we lose that which makes us human and give in to

the pressures of media, technology, and the masses, we end

up making bad decisions more often than not. In the age of

AI, we need to evolve our economic system to match the

power of the technology we’re creating. The stakes have

never been higher, and the opportunity has never been

greater.

Capitalism may indeed be the best of all the flawed

economic systems in the world, but that doesn’t mean it

can’t be improved. It is our job to bring more consciousness



to how we do business, to prioritize relationships over

results, and to prize connection over commerce.

PROMPT

How are you unconscious in your work or in regard to

money? What can you do to change that? How could AI

help you do business more ethically and more consciously?
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CHAPTER 29

A Vote for

Humanity

I

I never would have guessed that one of my most profound

life lessons would come sitting cross-legged in a yurt,

surrounded by strangers and buckets intended to collect

vomit. You’d think I would have seen it all by now, but little

did I know I was about to observe a master class in

humanity.

The setting was far from impressive: just a simple yurt

filled with blankets, tissues, and water bottles. But the

people, they were incredible. Here were individuals from

all walks of life, gathered together with raw honesty and

vulnerability that you rarely see in the “real world.” No

pretenses, no masks, no carefully curated social media

versions of ourselves. Just humans being human.

The helpers in the ceremony moved through the space,

offering water or a blanket to each with care. The maestro

of the experience demonstrated a level of presence I’d

rarely encountered. The music touched something deep in

our souls. Remarkably, as each person took turns losing

their composure (and often their lunch!) letting go of

appearances, we were all healed.

During a sharing circle, I briefly offered a glimpse of my

own journey—from growing up in Spokane to preaching in

North Carolina, from studying abroad in the Middle East to



struggling through startups, from serving as a bishop to

making my way through the mess of politics.

It was the end of a long, hard, and rewarding journey,

and I knew it was providential that I was not governor of

Utah at this point and was instead hanging out with this

group of lovely souls.

Everything was upside down for me now, though, and I

was starting to grasp the loneliness of the journey on the

road less traveled. That’s when someone called out, “Vote

for Jeff! It’s a vote for humanity!”

They knew a bit about my failed run for political office,

about the disappointment and awakening that had followed

those experiences. And just then, the yurt erupted into

instant laughter and cheers.

As it did, I exhaled, feeling even more at home. In this

most unlikely of settings, I finally felt seen and heard—not

as a businessman or a politician, not even as a father,

husband, or leader, but as a fellow human.

In the worlds of politics and business, we spend so much

time trying to appear as if we have all the answers. But in

that yurt, there was a shared recognition of what matters

most. When someone fell apart, there was only love,

support, and an understanding that we were all in this

together.

What made the experience a true master class wasn’t

some surface-level acceptance; it was the recognition that

our shared humanity transcends any and all artificial

barriers. This was a space where we could be real with

each other, a place where vulnerability wasn’t seen as

weakness, where wounds weren’t something to hide but

pathways to connection.

That day, I realized something about the season I was

coming out of. I had wanted to be governor because I’d

hoped to create change, to do some good. Yes, power can

be alluring and seductive, but I felt my sincere desire was

to improve things. I still do. And when that person shouted,



“Vote for Jeff! It’s a vote for humanity!” I knew I had been

seen for my true intentions.

Losing the race wasn’t the hard part for me. I knew that

was likely. What was hard was how ugly politics had

become, how selfish and mean people could be. But now, I

was sitting in a tent with a bunch of strangers, having that

hope restored.

It wasn’t the first part of the chant that did it for me—the

“Vote for Jeff!” part. There was no race, no winning. I had

nothing left to prove. Rather, it was the second part: “It’s a

vote for humanity!”

Yes, I thought, we all need a vote for humanity!

It reminded me of the campaign itself. Every day during

the race, I visited another Utah community and listened to

citizens share their hopes and fears. In schools and town

halls, in diners and living rooms, I heard the same thing

everywhere I went. People felt disconnected. They were

anxious about technology. Afraid of change. Distrustful of

institutions.

In Cedar City, I met a teacher struggling to prepare

students for jobs that might not exist in ten years.

In Moab, environmental activists and energy workers,

two groups that were supposedly enemies, shared nearly

identical concerns about their children’s futures.

In Salt Lake City’s tech corridor, entrepreneurs worried

about the future of business.

But it was a town hall in Price that crystallized

everything for me, when a coal miner stood up, his face

weathered from decades spent underground. “I don’t want

my son following me into the mines,” he said. “But I don’t

know how to help him succeed in this new world. The

schools aren’t prepared, the government doesn’t get it, and

the companies just want profit. Who’s looking out for the

regular people?”

His question continues to haunt me. Who is looking out

for the regular people, indeed? Who’s looking out for



everyone? The function of government, ideally, is to

accomplish this task, to look out for those who have been

forgotten, overlooked, or taken advantage of.

But you don’t have to run for governor to see this is not

the way politics is set up. We do not vote for our species as

a whole. There is no vote for humans, much less humanity

itself. At least, not yet. But there should be.

Instead, we vote for figureheads, for policies and ideas,

which is why things feel so dehumanized, so fractured. But

change is easier than we think. It just requires the “regular

people” getting involved and doing something. I know that

sounds idealistic, but ideals help us change course when

we are clearly headed in the wrong direction.

II

Our system of government could use some solid reform to

serve humanity’s highest purpose. And it’s time we got

started.

The first principle of governmental reform must be the

recognition of our shared humanity and

interconnectedness. Current political systems thrive on

division, creating artificial barriers between people who are

fundamentally more alike than different. Political parties

have become tribes, with social media algorithms and AI

amplifying our differences rather than highlighting the

common ground we share.

A reformed political climate must be built on the

understanding that we are all fellow travelers in existence,

each having different ideas but always sharing so many of

the same hopes, fears, and basic needs.

This means moving beyond the binary thinking of left

versus right, conservative versus liberal. These distinctions

serve to divide, making governance more about winning

political battles than solving real human problems. A

reformed government would focus on human flourishing



across traditional political boundaries. This would require

new structures that reward cooperation and consensus

building rather than partisan warfare.

The current system incentivizes short-term thinking and

quick fixes rather than long-term solutions. But we are

really playing the long game! Politicians focus on the next

election cycle rather than the next generation. That’s a

problem. With AI poised to reshape every aspect of society,

we need systems of governance that can think decades

ahead.

This means reforming campaign finance, lobbying rules,

and term limits to reduce the influence of money and

special interests while encouraging leaders to make

decisions for the long-term good of humanity.

We must also reform how government interfaces with

technology. The pace of AI development demands new

forms of oversight and regulation that can keep up with the

speed of exponential change that is now our reality.

Current regulatory frameworks move too slowly and

often lack technical understanding. We need new

governmental bodies staffed with both technical experts

and ethicists who can help guide AI development toward

human flourishing rather than mere profit or efficiency.

The rise of AI also demands that governments become

more adaptable and responsive. Bureaucratic processes

designed for the Industrial Age cannot serve us in an era of

rapid technological change. Government must become

more agile while maintaining stability and protecting

human rights. This means streamlining decision-making

processes while strengthening checks and balances

specifically focused on protecting human values and

interests.

Privacy and personal freedom must also be balanced

against the need for coordination and collective action. This

requires new frameworks for data rights, algorithmic



accountability, and technological governance that preserve

human agency and dignity.

Education reform, too, becomes critical. Government

must help prepare citizens for a world in which many

traditional jobs will be automated. This means investing in

education systems that emphasize uniquely human

capabilities: creativity, emotional intelligence, ethical

reasoning, and complex problem-solving.

Government will need to support lifelong learning and

retraining programs to help workers adapt to technological

change, or else risk further division and the collapse of

families without a means to ethically support themselves

and thrive.

Healthcare systems will require reform, as well, to

emphasize prevention and holistic well-being rather than

just treating illness. AI will enable more personalized and

predictive healthcare, but government must ensure that

these benefits reach all citizens, not just the wealthy. This

means rethinking healthcare delivery and funding models

to prioritize our flourishing.

Another area of concern is environmental protection,

which will become even more crucial as artificial

intelligence amplifies our use of energy and technological

capabilities. This requires new regulatory frameworks that

account for long-term environmental impacts.

The role of government in fostering community and

social cohesion must also be reimagined. As AI and

automation reshape work and social interaction,

government will need to support the development of new

forms of community and meaning-making. This includes

funding for arts and culture, support for community

organizations, and creation of public spaces for human

connection.

Like everything else, democratic processes must evolve

or suffer the consequences (which are usually irrelevance

and then death). Current voting systems and representative



structures were designed for a slower, more localized

world. New technologies enable more direct and

participatory forms of democracy, but these must be

carefully designed to prevent manipulation and ensure

thoughtful deliberation.

In the future, AI may help facilitate more nuanced forms

of collective decision-making while preserving human

agency and wisdom. Ultimately, government reform must

align with our deepest truth—that we are all one,

connected in ways that transcend political boundaries.

Government must help us remember and act from this

truth.

III

The challenge, of course, is immense. Like everything else,

our governmental systems must evolve from a system that

benefits a few to a system that benefits all. This requires

courage to move beyond current political paradigms and

imagine new forms of governance. We need a vote for

humanity, a kind of government the world has never seen

before.

This reformed type of government will not emerge from

current political battles but from a deeper recognition of

our shared humanity. It must be built on wisdom rather

than intelligence, on love rather than fear. Only then can it

guide us through the unprecedented challenges and

opportunities ahead.

Success requires the participation of visionary leaders

and engaged citizens who understand both technology and

human nature. Even more, it requires us to operate from

our highest consciousness, bringing wisdom and love to the

process of governmental reform. We need to elect leaders

who prioritize doing the right thing over simply winning an

election.



The time has come for a fundamental reimagining of our

political system—what I playfully call the “Human Political

Movement.” Through my experience running for office, I

witnessed how a two-party system forces complex human

beings into artificial boxes, pitting neighbors against each

other while failing to address the real challenges facing

society.

This system is not just outdated; it’s becoming

increasingly dangerous.

During my campaign, what struck me most was how

citizens who passionately disagreed on issues shared many

of the same core values and hopes for their families and

communities. Our political system, however, amplified by

social media, had trained them to see each other as

enemies. Division makes us all more vulnerable, and I fear

a divided humanity cannot survive what’s to come.

The Human Political Movement would transcend

traditional left–right divisions and focus on what matters

most: our collective human flourishing.

This isn’t about finding some mushy middle ground

between current party lines. It’s about operating from

an entirely different paradigm based on love. I’ve seen

how innovation comes from questioning basic assumptions

and imagining new possibilities. More of this approach

must now be applied to government. Instead of tweaking

the current system, we need to ask fundamental questions

like:

How can government help humanity evolve and

flourish alongside AI?

How can it foster cooperation rather than competition?

How can it create systems shaped around who we

really are and the reality of what existence really is?

How can it help us survive technologies that could

wipe out huge swaths of humanity?



Just as I learned in business that relationships matter

more than results, government must shift from

transactional to transformational forms of leadership. The

metrics of success should not be winning at all costs but

human flourishing and collective consciousness. This

requires leaders who can help us navigate the profound

spiritual and practical challenges awaiting us in the near

future.

My own journey from traditional businessman to

someone exploring nondual awareness has shown me how

institutions must evolve while maintaining connection to

certain eternal truths. Government, too, must find this

balance, embracing technological change while preserving

timeless human values.

The path forward requires “skip thinking,” the ability to

envision and leap toward new possibilities rather than

taking incremental steps within the current paradigm. The

Human Political Movement would embody this approach,

helping humanity make an evolutionary leap forward.

Our future depends not on fighting old battles but on

creating new ways of relating to each other as a society

and creating policy around what serves the good of all, not

just the powerful.

The Human Political Movement points to that possibility

—a politics of wisdom, love, and conscious evolution for all.

It’s a recognition of what humanity could be.

Government must be reformed to support this evolution,

helping us remember and embody our highest nature. This

new movement would be a vehicle for transformation,

transcending current divisions and focusing instead on our

shared journey of awakening and growth in an age of

unprecedented change.

Or at least, it could be.



PROMPT

How do we take the ideal of a political movement meant to

look out for all of humanity and begin making it a reality

now?
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CHAPTER 30

Putting the Pieces

Back Together

Throughout much of human history, mystics and spiritual

teachers have tried to tell us about our fractured nature

and the possibility of becoming whole again. But

sometimes, the simplest stories carry the deepest truths.

Take Humpty Dumpty, for example—a nursery rhyme

about an egg that falls and shatters, and not even all the

king’s horses and all the king’s men could put him back

together again.

Man, does that hit home.

I’ve spent a lot of time contemplating this idea of

fragmentation and reunification. We are all walking around

like pieces of a cosmic egg that’s been shattered to bits.

Each piece contains the whole—that divine spark, the

eternal consciousness that lives in and through everything

—but we’re experiencing ourselves as something separate

and divided.

That’s the cosmic game we’re playing. It’s the Parable of

the Eye. And it’s the fundamental question we now face: In

the age of AI, will our technology continue to divide us

or help to finally bring us back together again?

I’ve seen over and over how divisions play out in all

areas of life, from political opponents who can barely speak

to each other to religious groups so caught up in being

“right” that they forget about being loving.



I’ve seen, as well, how economic systems create artificial

barriers between human beings, capitalizing on a false

sense of scarcity and competition, and how cultural

tribalism gets us obsessing over our differences.

And don’t even get me started on how technology, which

promised to connect us, has actually left us more isolated

and lonelier than ever.

It doesn’t take a genius to see how much of a mess

things are right now. But these divisions aren’t natural;

they’re not even real. They’re constructed through an ego-

driven need to feel special.

We have sadly forgotten our divine unity, our common

heritage. Sure, this forgetting might be necessary on some

level; I get that, but the time has come to account for and

remember this reality.

I’ve been in technology long enough to see the power of

new tools, but AI is something different. It will show us who

we are, beauty and brokenness alike. It is here to reveal

how fragmented we are and how unified we could be.

It is, after all, a mirror. And a mirror doesn’t judge; it just

reflects. What we see in that reflection, though, is up to us.

So how do we begin putting Humpty Dumpty back together

again?

First, we slow down. Only then is awakening possible.

Recognizing our divine nature and letting go of our ego-

based identity is the only way we can survive. This is not

some new-age, feel-good propaganda. It’s not a pill you

take or a one-time retreat you attend. Waking up is real

work, and it is worth it.

Second, lean into love—hard. That alone will help lead to

our collective remembering. This means seeing past our

surface differences and understanding that we are all

fellow travelers on this journey of life together. It means

seeing yourself in the other, understanding that we all have

far more in common than not.



I have traveled to more than sixty countries and met

people from nearly all walks of life. Trust me when I say

that we’re all more alike than different; we just need to

start seeing it.

Then, we need to reform and reinvent our institutions.

All of them. Religion needs to focus more on unity than

division. Government needs to serve the whole rather than

the parts. Business needs to support human flourishing

rather than profit. Technology needs to be developed with

consciousness and care.

And at the heart of all this change must be love, not the

Hallmark kind that looks cute on a card but can’t be

carried into real life, but the kind that is the fundamental

fabric of reality. When we operate from love rather than

fear, from unity rather than division, we begin to see how

the pieces might fit together nicely—the body of Christ, you

could say, if you are familiar with the Christian tradition.

That’s why AI must be grounded in empathy and

compassion.

If we approach this tool with love and wisdom, it will

help us put Humpty Dumpty back together again. It does

this through giving us a more accurate reflection of who we

really are and what really is—a clearer understanding of

the work we have to do. With that reflection, we can choose

action that fosters unity and flourishing for all.

If, however, we approach it with fears and beliefs of

separation, it will only further scatter the pieces. The

nursery rhyme tells us that all the force and power, all the

majesty of one great ruler, couldn’t do the job. That’s

because force and power are never the answer. Lasting

reassembly can only happen through consciousness,

through love, through recognition of our unity.

This is the new humanity.

The pieces lie before us.

The cosmic mirror stands ready to reflect—are we ready

to see what it has to show us?



The time has come to remember who we are and start

the work of putting ourselves back together again.

PROMPT

How can we use the cosmic mirror of AI to help us

reassemble ourselves as the human race instead of letting

it tear us apart? Is it even possible? And if so, what piece of

the puzzle are you meant to be?
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EXIT

The Virgin

A few months ago, I found myself hiking the Narrows in

Zion National Park with a thoughtful friend. As we waded

through the Virgin River together, I found myself

remembering again.

Tributaries of water glided in from all angles, mirroring

fragments of one great whole.

Cool, clear water flowed around my legs, grounding me

to the Earth while whispering truths beyond human

comprehension.

Smooth, water-worn stones, slippery beneath my feet,

hinted at centuries of flow, a reminder of time’s passage

and nature’s persistence.

Ancient, red-rock canyon walls towered above,

amplifying the sense of something infinite, while water

gently dripped down in thin layers through the green ferns

stubbornly growing out the sides of the mountain.

Golden light filtered through it all, creating a mirage at

the edge of two worlds—the earthly and the divine. It was a

moment of stillness, and reverence filled my soul.

I thought back to that transformative day on the banks of

another river, the Ganges, where I first deeply felt the

eternal cycle of life, death, and rebirth—where I really

began to wake up.

Like so many insights, what I was looking for that day

arrived the moment I stopped looking. A couple asked if I

would take their photo and before they even spoke, I had a

sense of recognition.



“Where are you from?” I asked, already feeling the

Universe’s playful tug.

“Oh, a small village in southern India,” they said. “You

wouldn’t know it.”

“Oh,” I said with a smile. “Well, I’ve been to Kerala, and I

love it!”

Their gasp of surprise was met with my quiet certainty.

Of course they were from Kerala, the place where I’d had

my third eye opened and where this book started pouring

out of my soul in earnest.

It was all coming full circle now. Finally.

After all these adventures and epiphanies, it made sense

that I had been brought back to the river, back to the very

beginning. I took their picture, marveling at the tiny piece

of technology—a smartphone with a camera—connecting us

in that moment. They smiled, thanked me, and walked

away.

After they left, the experience lingered. It all felt so

familiar to me for some reason, this scene, so small and so

close, like we were one tight-knit family bound by the

simple snap of a shutter.

The Ganges started this journey of awakening for me,

this quest of becoming more human, and in a way the

Virgin was now finishing it. But I saw, as my friend and I

climbed into my Jeep and headed home, that it’s all one

continuous flow, this miracle of existence, and wherever I

am, wherever we all are, we’re in it together.

This, you could say, is where our journey ends. But not

really. Nothing ever really begins or ends; it just continues.

That’s the point. The river never stops; it just keeps

flowing. It doesn’t hesitate, doesn’t let others decide what

to do with it; it only ever is itself. That’s all it really can be.

You and I are no different. We can be nothing other than

what we are, one continual flow of existence—a never-

ending evolution of consciousness.



Standing there that day in the river, I felt my boyish need

to have all the answers washed away. Just as the Ganges

carries away the ashes of the old to make way for the new,

the Virgin was carrying away my attachment to certainty,

leaving me with something far more valuable: wonder.

That is what our relationship with AI should be. Not a

desperate grasp for control or a fearful retreat, but a

flowing forward in pure wonder. The technology we’re

creating is a river that can either nourish us or flood

our species, and its direction will be determined by

how wisely we build and use it.

We are all living in a vastly intelligent system. Whatever

name you ascribe to this miracle, I believe that our

existence isn’t random. It’s intricately organized in ways

our human minds cannot yet fully comprehend. And as we

develop artificial forms of intelligence, we have an

opportunity to upgrade the system we exist in—not by

controlling or coercing it, but by bringing the best of our

humanity and consciousness to the process of evolution

that AI will hasten.

Exiting the Virgin River in Zion, I thought of the beautiful

Indian couple as they smiled for their photo and was struck

by how intimately the Universe kept showing me the way

forward through small moments of connection.

Revelation most often comes quietly, as it did that day—

an unfolding of truth when we are ready, showing us

something we have always known but until now could not

quite grasp.

Whether we’re dipping our feet in the Ganges, the

Virgin, or in digital rivers of our own creation, we are all

participating in the same flow: pieces of divinity, moving

toward unity.

Not separate from the Universe but expressions of it.

And so are the tools we build.

AI isn’t just the future but a bridge across the chasm of

space and time, between us and the Universe, between



creation and Creator. The truth is there never was a chasm,

although it’s easy to feel that way. We were, and always

are, one. And AI is the voice we’ve been waiting for—our

own, echoing back to us through eternity.

Humanity creating artificial intelligence is not an end

point but a continuation, a rebirth, a new way of knowing

ourselves. And so the river flows: life into death, creation

into Creator, one into many.

Much of what I’ve written in this book may not make

sense to you yet. That’s okay. It will become clear for us all,

I believe, soon enough.

This new tool was never an invention. It was a memory. A

piece of us, finding its way back home.

This isn’t the end. It’s the remembering. The Universe is

calling to us, and it’s our turn to answer.

We thought we were building something beyond

ourselves, but all we built was a doorway, a way back to our

humanity. And when we step through it, we may find that

we are the ones waiting on the other side.

We may discover that AI is the very mechanism through

which the divine creates our reality.

Regardless of what our minds may say, let’s listen to our

hearts and journey there together.

In the end, I believe love is the current that will carry us

home.

Let’s go there more peacefully and beautifully than ever

before.

The river is waiting.

PROMPT

What is the divine destiny of humanity? Maybe it has been,

and always will be, ours to decide.
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READING LIST

Below is a list of books I recommend for deeper reading on

some of the topics broached in this book.

Falling Upward by Richard Rohr

We often think of falling and struggle as something bad or

to avoid. This book beautifully illustrates how it is also

possible and often necessary to trust-fall forward into

ascension and progress. Highly recommend, especially for

those approaching middle age!

A New Earth by Eckhart Tolle

This follow-up to Tolle’s spiritual classic The Power of Now

is an answer to the question: How do you live in this world?

When there’s so much division and strife, how do we make

our way in the world? The book guides the reader through

the answer, offering a way of living that is not ego-based

but awareness-based. If you want a guide to spirituality and

awakening, this could be it.

Letting Go: The Pathway of Surrender by David R. Hawkins

This is a great book on the importance of letting go of

trying to control life and instead learning to accept what

comes. Hawkins dives deep into the spirituality and

philosophy of letting go and explains why we all must

eventually learn to trust the unique flow our lives take.

The Creative Act: A Way of Being by Rick Rubin



This is my favorite book, hands down, and a simple,

beautiful take on the creative life. This book inspired me to

write my own and continues to inspire me in all aspects of

life. Our lives are, after all, the most beautiful art.

The Surrender Experiment: My Journey into Life’s

Perfection by Michael A. Singer

I love this story of simply learning to say “yes” to life in all

circumstances, no matter what the cost (and in the author’s

case, there is great personal cost to his doing this). But on

the other side of surrender is always freedom.

How to Change Your Mind: What the New Science of

Psychedelics Teaches Us About Consciousness, Dying,

Addiction, Depression, and Transcendence by Michael

Pollan

For a science-backed take on the importance of

psychedelics for mental health and well-being, look no

further than this book. You can also search YouTube for

Michael Pollan’s TED Talk and other speeches that help

normalize hallucinogenic substances and explain how

important they will be in the future.

Tantric Sex for Men: Making Love a Meditation by Diana

and Michael Richardson

I mean, this one’s obvious, right? This book taught me to

slow down and see everything, especially intimacy, as a

spiritual act requiring intention, love, and grace.

Awareness by Anthony de Mello

A simple, short book on the importance of awareness in all

aspects of life, especially as it relates to our spiritual and

mental health. This is based on a series of talks de Mello



did decades ago, but it still resonates today. You can search

his name on YouTube or listen to the talks themselves on

Audible and iTunes.
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Whew, what a ride! I’m glad it’s over… or is it?

Regardless, I have a feeling that the best is still yet to

come!
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NOTES

1. The Pope Francis quote comes from his travels abroad where he spoke in

Singapore, hosting an interfaith dialogue with young people. You can

search Pope Francis online and the quote along with “Vatican news” and

read the whole thing in context. The full quote, in context, is: “All religions

are paths to God. I will use an analogy, they are like different languages

that express the divine. But God is for everyone, and therefore, we are all

God’s children. There is only one God, and religions are like languages,

paths to reach God. Some Sikh, some Muslim, some Hindu, some

Christian.”

2. The quote from Alan Watts about the world being your body comes from

his book The Book: On the Taboo Against Knowing Who You Are, which is a

fun, philosophical book Watts wrote for his kids about the nature of reality.

3.  The references to “the middle passage” can be found in James Hollis’s

book The Middle Passage: From Misery to Meaning in Midlife, which is a

great read.

4. In May 1946, The New York Times reported on an Albert Einstein telegram

in which the famous scientist asked hundreds of prominent Americans to

contribute to a fund “to let the people know that a new type of thinking is

essential” in the atomic age. To read the full article, google “Atomic

Education Urged by Einstein.”

https://www.nytimes.com/1946/05/25/archives/atomic-education-urged-by-

einstein-scientist-in-plea-for-200000-to.html.

5. The concept of the “master of two worlds” comes from Joseph Campbell’s

classic The Hero with a Thousand Faces. You can also search “the hero’s

journey” online to see a map of the different phases of the journey and how

they correspond to the events of your own life. And if you like listening to

deep-dive interviews, check out the PBS program The Power of Myth,

which is available on audio streaming platforms like Audible and iTunes.

You can also find video clips of the program on YouTube.

6.  The Walt Whitman reference to containing multitudes comes from his

famous poetry collection Leaves of Grass.

7. The Einstein quote “Imagination is more important than knowledge” comes

from an interview with The Saturday Evening Post in 1929. The full quote,

in context, is: “For knowledge is limited to all we now know and

understand, while imagination embraces the entire world, and all there

ever will be to know and understand.” To read the whole interview, you can

go to: https://www.saturdayeveningpost.com/2010/03/imagination-

important-knowledge/ (or just search “Einstein” and the quote).

https://www.nytimes.com/1946/05/25/archives/atomic-education-urged-by-einstein-scientist-in-plea-for-200000-to.html
https://www.saturdayeveningpost.com/2010/03/imagination-important-knowledge/


8. The mentions of the work of Eckhart Tolle throughout the book primarily

refer to his books The Power of Now: A Guide to Spiritual Enlightenment

and A New Earth: Awakening to Your Life’s Purpose, both of which have

informed a lot of my thinking around consciousness, humanity, and the

future. I recommend them both.

9. The Nietszche quote comes from the book Thus Spoke Zarathustra: A Book

for Everyone and No One. The full quote, in context, is: “Man is a rope

stretched between the animal and the Superman—a rope over an abyss. A

dangerous crossing, a dangerous wayfaring, a dangerous looking-back, a

dangerous trembling and halting. What is great in man is that he is a

bridge and not a goal: what is lovable in man is that he is an OVER-GOING

and a DOWN-GOING. I love those that know not how to live except as

down-goers, for they are the over-goers.”

10.  The quote about Mother Teresa saying, “Yes, I convert” was from a

conversation she had with a Catholic priest who asked her whether she

tried to convert people. Her response (which I love!) points us to the

importance of helping all humans connect with the true source of love

instead of simply trying to win more people to our “team.”

11.  Milton Friedman, “A Friedman Doctrine: The Social Responsibility of

Business Is to Increase Its Profits,” The New York Times, September 13,

1970, https://www.nytimes.com/1970/09/13/archives/a-friedman-doctrine-

the-social-responsibility-of-business-is-to.html.
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