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There are moments in life when the greatest test of sovereignty is not what happens to 
us, but who we choose to become in response to what happens to us.

I have encountered individuals who chose to concern themselves with my existence rather 
than their own inner world, people who scapegoated, projected insecurity, fear, jealousy, 
envy, resentment, shame, guilt, sorrow, grief, unresolved wounds and traumas outward, 
constructing egoic identity stories about who I was, who I should be, what I could become, 
and what I supposedly deserved.

They watched.

They judged.

They gossiped.

They speculated.

They distorted.

They attempted to interfere, obstruct, delay, discredit, diminish, and create narratives 
designed to make me question myself.

Some mocked what they did not understand.

Some celebrated moments when I was struggling.

Some treated my kindness as weakness, my openness as permission, and my willingness to 
genuinely connect and support others as an opportunity for exploitation and possession.

Perhaps the most revealing part was not that they attempted to define me. It was that they 
seemed to believe, think, assume, and expect their perception of me could become my 
reality.

But another person’s projection does not become my identity simply because they repeat it.

A rumor does not become truth through repetition.

A judgment does not become a sentence to condemn another.

An accusation does not become a one-sided, distorted, dysfunctional inner projection of a 
being who does not take accountability to process what unfolds in their inner world.

Another person’s unresolved fear, insecurities, and trauma does not become my 
responsibility merely because they attempt to place it upon me.



Fear rarely asks directly for our freedom. It attempts something subtler. It invites us into 
participation.

A provocation seeks a reaction.

A rumor seeks attention.

A smear seeks repetition.

A manipulation seeks emotional investment.

A boundary violation seeks permission.

A conflict seeks an audience.

A victimized narrative seeks rescuers and saviors.

Once human consciousness becomes emotionally entangled and invested, the original 
disturbance begins reproducing itself inside the person being targeted, trying to plant seeds 
of self-doubt, confusion, inadequacy, seeking to live rent-free in another’s mind, and begin 
to condition the free will of an individual.

This is how psychological and emotional parasitic entanglement functions like a fishing 
hook.

The hook does not need to control the entire ocean. It only needs to catch our attention.

The moment we compulsively react, explain, defend, retaliate, seek to prove, overextend, or 
obsess, we may unknowingly begin feeding the very dynamic we wanted to discern so as 
not to feed ourselves into it.

I learned that not every provocation deserves participation.

Not every accusation requires a defense.

Not every misunderstanding requires correction.

Not every person deserves access to my inner world.

Not every battle is mine to fight.

Discernment taught me something that reaction never could:

Withdrawing my energy is not a sign of surrender. It is a sign of conscious self-
sovereignty, self-awareness, integrity, self-respect, self-validation, self-trust, self-
sufficiency, and self-reliance.

When someone repeatedly attempts to define another human being through their own 
unresolved fears, attachments, paranoid obsessions, and addictions, they may reveal more 
about the architecture of their own inner world than the person they are describing.

Projection is a mirror held outward, used as an egoic self-preservation, performative 
fragmentation arising from an individual who does not truly know who they are, and how to 
process their own emotions.



Instead of turning inward and asking, “What within me am I unwilling to face?”, human 
consciousness can place the unwanted victimized narcissistic script upon another person.

The other becomes the screen.

The other becomes the enemy.

The other becomes the villain.

The other becomes the explanation.

The other becomes responsible for the discomfort that has never been consciously integrated 
within.

So the external, dysfunctional, chaotic drama theatre projected becomes a substitute for 
internal inquiry.

It becomes easier to discuss someone else’s flaws than encounter one’s own wounds and 
shortcomings.

Easier to police another person’s life than examine one’s own choices and moral hypocrisy.

Easier to construct a narrative about another person’s character than sit quietly with the parts 
of ourselves that frighten us, but whatever remains unexamined does not disappear.

The shadow does not become smaller because we refuse to look at it. It simply waits.

Authentic inner alchemy begins when consciousness becomes courageous enough to turn 
toward what it previously attempted to exile, deny, avoid, suppress, neglect, or scapegoat.

I do not believe that my inner light exists to expose, defeat, shame, or humiliate anyone.

Light does not need an enemy. It simply illuminates what is not in alignment within.

When something hidden becomes visible, the discomfort may belong not to the light, but to 
what the light reveals.

My authenticity was never an attack.

My honesty was never a weapon.

My kindness was never an invitation to control, own, dominate or possess me.

My openness was never consent to parasitic exploitation.

My sovereignty was never risen from a sense of superiority.

My assertive discerning sacred boundaries were never a result of hatred.

I have learned that compassion without discernment can become self-abandonment, 
while discernment without compassion can harden into another form of separation.

I choose neither.

I choose the difficult middle path:



An open heart with conscious, assertive, discerning, sovereign, authentic sacred 
boundaries.

There were moments when I could have allowed bitterness and resentment to become my 
identity.

I could have carried resentment like a righteous, entitled armor.

I could have wished for revenge.

I could have made suffering my justification for becoming cruel.

I could have allowed the behavior directed toward me to reproduce itself through me.

But I refused.

Not because what happened did not matter.

Not because pain was imaginary.

Not because abuse, manipulation, exploitation, or betrayal should be tolerated, but because I 
understood that allowing another person’s darkness to determine the architecture of my 
heart would be another form of surrender and self-betrayal.

I could acknowledge the pain without worshipping it.

I could feel anger without becoming hatred.

I could recognize injustice without becoming consumed by revenge.

I could establish boundaries without becoming vindictive.

I could leave without needing to harm or destroy.

I could forgive without reopening the door to access my energy.

I could remember without remaining psychologically imprisoned by what happened.

That became part of my inner alchemical journey of self-discovery and self-remembrance.

The fire did not exist to destroy me, but to reveal what I was no longer willing to carry.

There comes a moment when sovereignty becomes less about confronting what drains you 
and more about ceasing to feed it.

I no longer need to donate my attention to every narrative constructed about me.

I no longer need to prove my worth to people committed to misunderstanding it.

I no longer need to enter every argument simply because someone opened the door.

I no longer need to explain my humanness to those who require a distorted, small version of 
me to preserve their own delusional, narcissistic, grandiose, petty identity villain story.

My time is sacred.

My attention is sacred.



My consent is sacred.

My energy is sacred.

My inner authority is sacred.

I have the right to become increasingly discerning about where I place them.

This is not an act of isolation. It is conscious discerning participation.

It is learning that access to me does not arise by entitlement.

Belonging is not worth purchasing through self-betrayal.

Acceptance is not worth purchasing through silence.

Connection is not worth purchasing through the abandonment of self-discernment.

No relationship deserves to become an altar upon which authenticity is sacrificed.

The deepest form of victory was never making those who attempted to diminish me suffer.

It was becoming increasingly unavailable to the parasitic fear-based human consciousness 
that created the entanglement in the first place.

While others may have remained occupied with narratives about me, I returned to my own 
inner work.

I learned.

I reflected.

I questioned.

I grieved.

I healed.

I integrated.

I transformed.

I became more honest and compassionate with myself.

I encountered parts of myself that I had previously avoided.

I allowed difficult emotions to move through me without attaching myself to them to make 
them permanent pain-based identities.

I learned to distinguish intuition from fear, compassion from rescuing, forgiveness from 
permissiveness, and assert discerning sacred boundaries from rejection.

Slowly, step by step, the center of gravity returned home.

I stopped asking:

“How do I make them understand me?”



And began asking:

“Am I remaining faithful and loyal to myself?”

I stopped asking:

“How do I defeat them?”

And began asking:

“What kind of consciousness am I cultivating through this experience?”

I stopped asking:

“How can I prove who I am?”

And began remembering:

“I do not need another person’s agreement to remain honest with myself.”

That was the turning point.

Self-sovereignty does not mean becoming untouchable. It does not mean never feeling pain.

It does not mean becoming emotionally invulnerable. It does not mean pretending that 
harmful behavior does not affect us.

We are human. We feel. We grieve. We become frightened. We become angry. We become 
disappointed. We become frustrated. We sometimes lose our way, and so self-sovereignty is 
not the absence of humanness. It is the conscious relationship we develop with our 
humanness.

We can feel deeply without surrendering our intuitive heart compass center.

We can be wounded without becoming wound-driven.

We can experience betrayal without becoming betrayers.

We can encounter manipulation without becoming manipulators.

We can experience hatred without allowing hatred to become our home.

We can walk through darkness without deciding that darkness is who we are.

This is where the deeper soul remembrance begins.

I had choices.

I could have abandoned myself to the expectations and demands of those attempting to 
define me.

I could have entered the same petty and bitter cycles of retaliation, gossip, manipulation, 
control, exploitation, abuse, dominance, psychological and emotional leverage.

I could have surrendered my attention to proving, defending, and explaining.

Or I could withdraw my consent, attention, and participation.



I chose the latter.

I chose to protect my inner world without closing my heart.

I chose to become more discerning without becoming cynical.

I chose to become more assertive without becoming aggressive.

I chose to forgive without forgetting the wisdom gained.

I chose to remain compassionate without becoming available for exploitation.

I chose to continue becoming rather than allowing someone else’s perception to become my 
identity.

Through that process, I remembered something simple:

My sovereignty was never theirs to grant me.

They could question my name.

They could question my intentions.

They could construct narratives.

They could misunderstand.

They could attempt to obstruct.

They could attempt to diminish.

But they could not ever enter the deepest chamber of my consciousness unless I willingly 
handed them the key.

That chamber belongs to me, and within it lives the quiet, eternal sacred compass that 
continues pointing home.

Not toward revenge. Not toward superiority. Not toward proving. Not toward domination.

But toward truth, integrity, honor, dignity, discernment, compassion, courage, inner 
authority, and authentic sovereign self-remembrance.

The deepest act of self-liberation is not becoming so powerful that nobody can ever hurt 
you. It is becoming so intimately rooted within yourself that another person’s attempt to 
define you no longer determines who you choose to become.

I do not need to destroy the darkness I encounter. I need only refuse to become it, and that is 
the quietest form of remembering self-sovereignty:

To walk through the alchemical fire carrying no hatred, surrendering no dignity, 
abandoning no part of yourself, and allowing everything that tried to break you to 
become material for the alchemy through which you finally remembered who you 
were.
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