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Chapter One:
The Gap Between Knowing and Being

I used to believe that wisdom was the cure-
all. That if I read enough, prayed enough, trained
enough, or lived long enough, I'd finally become
the man I always pictured—the calm one, the
steady one, the one who didn’t snap under pressure
or collapse into old patterns the moment life
pressed too hard. After thirty years of Ki-Aikido
training, decades of practice in staying centered,
thousands of hours reflecting, writing, and
teaching, I genuinely thought I had grown into that

man. Most days, I even convinced myself I had.

But life has a way of slipping between the
cracks of your confidence. It finds the parts you
haven’t healed yet. It touches the places you
pretend are stronger than they are. It presses
exactly where you still flinch. I didn’t want to admit
that. Not after all the work I've done. Not after all



the books I've written—books that have helped
more people than I ever imagined, books filled with
insights, reflections, and hard-earned lessons
about staying grounded, being present, choosing

patience, and walking with purpose.

It’s one thing to write those truths. It’s
another thing to live them when the heat rises and
your chest tightens and someone you love looks at
you with confusion or hurt because you reacted
instead of responding. That’s where this book
begins—not in the moments when I got it right, but
in the moments when the old me still showed up

uninvited.

The truth is, I can be a good man 95% of the
time. I can listen, breathe, think, and remain
steady. But it’s the 5% that hurts the most. It’s the
5% that sends me back into shame and regret. It’s
the 5% that reminds me of a simple, painful truth—
I know better, but I don’t always do better. And

nothing humbles a man more than that gap.

I think of Cardi, our rescue dog, every time I

feel myself slipping. She trained with Aaron



Marmon for months and amazed us with her
progress. She became obedient, attentive, gentle,
and trusting in ways we never thought possible
when we first brought her home. But when a loud
noise hits, or a stranger startles her, or something
unexpected moves too fast, she goes right back to
being that scared rescue—heart racing, ears back,

mind gone.

No amount of training erases where she
came from. And no amount of love cancels out how
quickly fear can yank her back into old instincts.
Watching her taught me something I didn’t want to
learn about myself. I have years of spiritual
practice, decades of martial arts training, and
nearly thirty books overflowing with reflections on
calmness and presence. But when I'm
overwhelmed, stretched thin, criticized, or pushed
into a corner, I don’t always reach for the man I

want to be. I reach for the man I've been.

The one who grew up bracing for impact.
The one who learned to react before thinking. The
one who protected himself first and processed

later. The one who still flinches, even if I don’t



want to admit it. And here is the part that stings—I
disappoint myself more than anyone else ever
could. Because I know what I should have done. I
know the right words, the right breath, the right
posture, the right choice. I can teach it. I can
explain it. I can write about it all day long. But in
the moments that matter most, wisdom doesn’t

always show up fast enough. My wiring does.

And that gap between knowing and being is
where this book lives. Not in the illusion of
perfection. Not in the fantasy that growth
eliminates struggle. Not in the belief that calm is
something you earn once and keep forever. But in
the quiet, painful, necessary realization that
becoming who we want to be is a journey with no

graduation day.

This is a book about that truth—the one I've
spent years dancing around but never fully said out
loud. The truth that wisdom alone isn’t enough.
Not for me. Not for you. Not for anyone who has
ever tried to outrun their own patterns. But the
very fact that we try means something sacred.

Because it means we haven’t given up. It means the



man we want to be is still calling to us. And it
means there is still time, still hope, still space to

grow—not perfectly, but honestly.

This is where the story begins: the moment I
stopped judging myself for the gap... and started
learning how to live inside it with humility,

humanity, and hope.

The Day I Realized Wisdom Wasn’t the

Problem

There’s a moment in every person’s life
when the story they’ve been telling themselves
finally stops working. Sometimes it happens
slowly, like a rope fraying one fiber at a time.
Sometimes it happens suddenly, like a board
snapping under weight it can no longer carry. For
me, it was somewhere in between—a familiar
pattern I'd seen before, yet this time it landed
differently.

Melody and I were talking about something
simple, something that shouldn’t have mattered,
something that didn’t deserve the reaction I gave it.

But stress doesn’t ask for permission. It doesn’t do



math. It doesn’t pause to consider whether the
moment deserves the weight we throw onto it. I
was overwhelmed, tired, and stretched thinner
than I cared to admit. She said something honest,
maybe even helpful, and instead of responding
with the man I want to be, I reacted like the man

I've spent years trying to outgrow.

The words came too fast. The tone came too
sharp. The frustration came from a place much
older than the moment. And the look in her eyes—
the hurt, the confusion, the quiet pulling back—hit
me harder than anything else. I wish I could say it
was the first time. It wasn’t. I wish I could say I
corrected it immediately. I didn’t. What I did
instead was retreat into myself, that old familiar
instinct to withdraw, to shut down, to justify, to
defend.

It’s embarrassing to admit it, but if this book
is going to mean anything, it has to start with the
truth: I wasn’t failing because I lacked wisdom. I
was failing because wisdom wasn’t the part of me
that was in charge in those moments. My body, my

wiring, my old fears, my leftover survival



strategies—those were the ones steering the wheel.
And they didn’t care how many books I'd read, how
many hours I'd trained, or how many years I'd
spent trying to be better. They only cared about
protecting the parts of me that never fully believed

I was safe.

After she walked into the other room, I sat
there with the weight of it all—the guilt, the
disappointment, the quiet realization that I was
becoming a man I didn’t want to be in the
moments that mattered the most. And that was the
part that broke me. Not because I was a bad
person, but because I knew better. I knew how to
breathe. I knew how to stay centered. I knew how
to choose calm. I knew how to listen. I had all the

tools. I just couldn’t reach them fast enough.

And in that moment, something inside me
whispered a truth I had never fully admitted: This
isn’t about wisdom. This is about wiring. Wisdom
grows slowly. Wiring reacts instantly. Wisdom
needs breath. Wiring fires before breath even

begins. Wisdom reflects. Wiring protects. And we



spend most of our lives trying to force wisdom to

win a fight it was never designed to fight alone.

Sitting there on the edge of the bed, head in
my hands, I finally said it out loud—to God, to
myself, to the empty room: “I don’t know how to
stop reacting like this.” Those words didn’t make
me weaker. They made me honest. And honesty, as
I’'m learning, is the first form of freedom. I wasn’t
broken. I was overwhelmed. I wasn’t hopeless. I
was untrained in the places that mattered most. I
didn’t need more knowledge. I needed a new way
of understanding myself—a new way of recognizing
the places where my old patterns still held the

controls.

And maybe, for the first time, I stopped
trying to be perfect and started trying to be real.
That was the beginning of everything. That was the
day I understood that my problem wasn’t a lack of
wisdom. It was that wisdom wasn’t the first voice
inside me during stress. I had to learn how to make
calm my first language, not my last resort. This

book is the story of that learning.



When Knowing Better Stops Being Enough

For most of my life, I believed that growth
was a straight line. Learn the lesson, apply the
lesson, become the lesson. Simple. Clean.
Predictable. If I practiced enough, reflected
enough, apologized enough, or stayed mindful
enough, eventually the old parts of me would fade
away like shadows at sunrise. But that belief... that
dream... is what kept me stuck longer than any flaw

ever did.

Life does not work in lines. It works in

loops.

The same patterns circle back. The same
fears return. The same triggers resurface—
sometimes years after we thought we conquered
them. And just when we feel secure in our
improvement, life tests the one place we still

haven’t reinforced.



What makes it harder is this:
The smarter you are, the more frustrated you
become when your reactions don’t match your

wisdom.

You can understand everything logically and
still fall apart emotionally. You can write about
peace and still lose it. You can teach calmness and
still snap. You can preach presence and still
disappear into anger or fear. And the better you
know the right thing to do, the worse it feels when

you do anything else.

That’s where shame grows fast, like mold in

a quiet corner.

The shame doesn’t come from the mistake—
it comes from the belief that the mistake shouldn’t

be happening anymore.

For a long time, I would lecture myself after
every reactive moment. You should be past this.
You should know better. You've learned this
already. Why are you still like this? I carried that
question like a stone in my pocket, heavy and

familiar. Every time I reached for it, I felt smaller.



But here’s what I eventually realized:
The part of me that “knew better” was not the part

of me in charge during stress.

Stress shrinks the thinking mind.
It pulls the floor out from beneath our wisdom.
It turns complex adults back into frightened
children.
It turns practiced calm into instinctive defense.
It activates the oldest version of us—

the one that learned to survive, not thrive.

And when that old version takes over, all the
breathing, training, and self-awareness in the

world can feel miles away.

It took me a long time to see this—not
because I'm blind, but because I'm hopeful. I want
so badly to be the man I know I can be. I want my
progress to show up on demand. I want my growth
to be stronger than my reflexes. I want my

character to outrun my triggers.

But wanting doesn’t rewire old instincts.

Wanting doesn’t erase old wounds.



Wanting doesn’t rewrite decades of emotional

muscle memory.

And that’s when the truth finally hit me:
Wisdom teaches you how to live.

Wiring determines how you react when life hits
back.

I wasn’t losing battles because I lacked
wisdom.
I was losing them because when the moment came,
wisdom wasn’t the part of me that took the first
breath.

The rescue dog inside me—the one shaped
by old pains, old fears, old expectations—was still
faster than the calm man I was building. Just like
Cardi could walk perfectly on a leash until a
sudden noise sent her trembling back into the dog
she once had to be, I too could stay centered until

something unexpected jolted me into old patterns.

This wasn’t failure.

It was human.



And acknowledging that opened a door I
didn’t know I had been standing in front of for

decades.

Because once I understood that wisdom and
wiring are two different battles, I finally stopped
trying to “think” my way into being a better man. I
started working on the deeper truth—the one that
says becoming who we want to be is not a matter of
knowledge, but of practice, repetition, patience,
and compassion toward the parts of ourselves still

learning to trust the quiet.

This chapter is about that turning point.
The moment when wisdom stopped being
enough—

and the real work finally began.

The Quiet Weight of Disappointing

Yourself

There’s a kind of disappointment that
doesn’t make a sound. It doesn’t explode or rage or
announce itself. It just settles quietly inside your
chest, like dust on a bookshelf. You can go about

your day, smile, work, take care of things, and still



feel it there—this soft ache that whispers, You

could have done better.

No one has to say it. No one has to point it

out. You already know.

That’s the part of personal failure that cuts
the deepest. Not the reactions themselves, but the
way you carry them afterward. The way you replay
the moment. The way you go still inside,
wondering why the man you’re becoming keeps

losing to the man you were.

There have been times when Melody forgave
me long before I forgave myself. She is patient,
steady, and kind in a way that humbles me. She
doesn’t throw my shortcomings back at me. She
doesn’t keep score. She doesn’t attack the places
where I'm weak. But sometimes her grace makes
the shame even heavier, because when someone

believes in you, your failures feel louder.

And even though the moment passes, even
though things get resolved, even though love does
what love does, I'm left sitting with the same

question: Why did I react like that again?



I've learned that this question doesn’t come
from judgment—it comes from longing. A longing
to grow. A longing to be consistent. A longing to be
someone whose inside matches their outside. A
longing to finally close the gap between what I

know and how I live.

But longing alone can’t hold you together.
Longing can make you gentle, but it can also make

you restless.

And that restlessness is what pushed me
deeper into this exploration—into realizing that the
battle I kept losing wasn’t a moral one, but a
neurological one. It wasn’t about character. It
wasn’t about intelligence. It wasn’t about desire. It
was about timing. Wiring reacts faster than
wisdom thinks. And if you judge yourself on speed,

you will always lose.

The disappointment I carried after each
reactive moment wasn’t a sign of failure—it was a
sign that I cared. It meant I was awake. It meant
the man I want to be was speaking up, saying, We

can do better. Not perfectly. But better.



And somewhere in that internal struggle
came another truth I didn’t expect: The people who
seem the most in control are often the ones

fighting the deepest internal battles.

I wasn’t a hypocrite.
I wasn’t pretending.
I wasn’t writing one thing and living another.
I was a man doing his best while still unlearning

decades of instinct.

And every time I disappointed myself, the
temptation was to give up—or at least to lower my
expectations and call it realism. But there’s
something inside me that refuses to settle. Maybe
it’s pride. Maybe it’s faith. Maybe it’s stubborn
hope. Maybe it’s the residue of every person who

ever believed in me. I don’t know.

What I do know is this: Disappointment
doesn’t mean you're failing. It means you still
expect more from yourself than your fear expects
from you. And that is the quiet beginning of

transformation.



This section is where the shame begins to
loosen its grip—not because the mistakes
disappear, but because you finally start seeing
them as part of the process rather than proof that

you're broken.

And that is where healing becomes possible.
Not in perfection, but in honesty.
Not in performance, but in practice.
Not in knowing better, but in slowly—imperfectly—

becoming better.
The Hidden Life of Old Wounds

There are wounds we talk about, and there
are wounds we live from. The first kind shows up
in stories we share—memories told over coffee,
lessons we frame as strength, moments we can
name without flinching. But the second kind...
those are quieter. They shape the way we breathe,
react, pull back, defend, or tense up without
knowing why. They live under the skin of our
habits, woven into our instincts, disguised as

personality, hiding in plain sight.



I used to think my reactivity came from
stress alone. A long day. Too much pressure. Not
enough sleep. A full plate. And yes, those things
matter. But the more I paid attention, the more I
realized my reactions weren’t responses to the
present—they were echoes of the past. The tone
that makes me bristle is never just about today.
The criticism that stings is never just about that
moment. The fear of being misunderstood isn’t
born in adulthood. And the instinct to defend,
withdraw, or lash out doesn’t come from the
version of me that’s calm and grounded. It comes
from the boy who learned to protect himself long
before he had the words for why.

We all carry younger versions of ourselves
inside us.
Some carry a brave one.
Some carry a hopeful one.
Some carry a wounded one.

Most of us carry all three.

And when stress pushes the right button, it’s
not the adult who steps forward—it’s the younger

version who learned the earliest lessons of survival.



That’s why triggers feel so illogical. They are. They
don’t belong to the present. They belong to the

places we’d rather forget.

Ki-Aikido taught me to ground, to breathe,
to align myself with the present moment. But even
Aikido—thirty years of it—didn’t erase the parts of
me formed before I ever stepped onto a mat. It
strengthened me, shaped me, calmed me, gave me
tools, and connected me to a deeper sense of
oneness. But it didn’t rewrite the earliest memories

stored in muscle memory, instinct, and emotion.

That realization wasn’t discouraging—it was

clarifying.

Because once you understand that old
wounds aren’t signs of weakness but leftovers of
life, you stop expecting them to vanish. You start
tending to them instead of hiding them. You stop
demanding perfection from yourself and begin
offering compassion to the version of you that still
flinches. You stop asking, “Why am I still like this?”
and start asking, “What part of me is hurting right
now?” And that question changes everything.



It turns reactivity into information.
It turns shame into understanding.
It turns old wounds into invitations instead of

indictments.

One of the hardest truths I had to face was
this: You cannot heal a wound you refuse to

acknowledge.

My reactions weren’t random. They weren’t
failures of intelligence or morality. They were
signals from the parts of me still learning to trust
safety, connection, and calm. As long as I saw them
as flaws, I fought them. As long as I saw them as
weaknesses, I hid them. As long as I saw them as
failures, I judged myself. But the day I recognized
them as old wounds trying to protect me in clumsy,

outdated ways, the whole story changed.

And that’s when the real work finally had a
place to begin—not with perfection, not with

performance, but with understanding.

This section marks the turning point where
the question shifts from “What’s wrong with me?”

to “What inside me still needs care?” And that



shift, as quiet as it is, becomes the beginning of

becoming someone new.

Learning to Stand in the Space Between
Who I Was and Who I’'m Becoming

There comes a moment, somewhere
between regret and hope, when you have to decide
who you’re going to be next. Not someday. Not
eventually. Not when you’ve learned enough or
healed enough or proven enough. But right now, in
the middle of the mess, with the wounds still

tender and the progress still uneven.

For years, I believed I needed to fix myself
before I could trust myself. I thought I had to
eliminate every reactive instinct, resolve every old
fear, and silence every old version of me before I
could step fully into the man I wanted to be. But
that belief kept me trapped in a quiet kind of
paralysis—always waiting, always preparing, never

arriving.



What I didn’t realize was this:
The journey doesn’t begin once you become the
person you want to be. The journey begins when
you start acting like him even while you're still

becoming him.

That space—between the man I was and the
man I'm becoming—is where the real work
happens. It’s uncomfortable. It’s humbling. It
exposes your inconsistencies and magnifies your
gaps. But it also creates room for the kind of
growth that lasts, the kind that isn’t built on
willpower or performance, but on awareness,

compassion, and choice.

I used to think my reactivity made me
unworthy of the wisdom I’d gained. But now I see
the opposite is true: my reactivity is precisely what
my wisdom was meant to meet. Not erase. Not

deny. But meet.

Wisdom isn’t a shield.
It’s a light. And light isn’t meant for the parts of us
that are already bright—it’s meant for the shadows

we’d rather ignore.



When I began to see myself that way—with
honesty instead of judgment—I finally understood
something I had missed my entire life: You don’t
become a better man by avoiding your old patterns.
You become a better man by noticing them sooner,
recovering from them faster, and choosing

differently a little more each time.

I started catching myself in smaller
moments. Before the tone changed. Before the
tension rose. Before my chest tightened. Before the
old wiring took over. I didn’t always stop it, but I
noticed it, and that noticing became its own kind of
progress. Tiny victories. Quiet shifts. Slow

rewiring.

You don’t need perfection to change your
life. You just need awareness and the willingness to

try again.

Cardi reminded me of that every day. Even
with all her progress, she still startles, still freezes,
still looks back at me with those eyes that ask, Am I
safe? Am I doing the right thing? But she always



tries again. She always comes forward. She always

returns to trust.

And maybe that’s the point.
Maybe growth isn’t about never going back.
Maybe it’s about returning faster each time, with a
little more courage, a little more patience, a little
more willingness to believe in the person you're

becoming.

By the time I reached this understanding,
something inside me softened. Not because I had
“fixed” anything, but because I finally stopped
treating myself like someone broken. I stopped
expecting wisdom to erase my wiring. I stopped
demanding instant transformation. I stopped
treating my reactions as personal failure and

started treating them as invitations.

Invitations to breathe.
To pause.
To listen.
To choose again.
To begin again.

To become again.



And maybe that’s what this entire book is
about—the daily, imperfect, holy work of becoming
the person you've always known you could be, even
while remnants of your past still tap you on the

shoulder.

Chapter One ends here, in the honest
middle—not at a victory, not at a perfect resolution,
but at the moment of awakening. The moment
when you finally stop hoping for a different past
and start building a different future.

The work begins now.
Not with who you were.
Not with who you wish you were.
But with who you are... and who you’re willing to

become next.



