
Belief and Laws: an incomplete and utterly unsatisfying anecdote about the things 

we choose to believe and how they govern our lives: a story about the air we breathe 

Hand me that glass of water. Good, now sit there and let me tell you a story. Very 

well. It all began with how it ended. Meaning the end of this story is much like how it starts: 

arbitrary, missing pieces, little to no context, and completely unsatisfying. In fact, I'm not 

even sure why I'm telling you this story at all. You want me to stay? Well, if you insist. 

I have lived many lives. Which is an odd thing to say considering your 

understanding of what a "life" is; as if you can single one out. I believe we used to think life 

was empirical, experiential, and pragmatic. Am I correct? I believe I remember that these 

"bodies" as you call them were quite utilitarian. By the way, I'm trying very hard to use the 

vocabulary of your time, forgive me, it's been some ... time. 

I'm also a bit distracted here. You see, as I look at you, you appear to be something 

else entirely different from the human race I was born into. What was different? Your eyes! 

Those colors did not exist during the time of what I call my "natural life". What does that 

mean? All that is, is a cap at an even 100 years, it makes the math easier. 

I also want you to know that I'm going to use your systems of binaries, and a few 

other concepts that you might be familiar with. Well, I should say that you are familiar with 

the look and feel of them, the words may seem knew. But I assure you, they were the best 

that your minds could do. I don't mean to imply that you are some kind of inferior, 

primitive being. I just mean to say that you lack the depth and width of experience that 

accompanies exploring potentials. Coming from A Long Way Off, as I have, I have the gift of 

hindsight. You're welcome. 












