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Before you begin 
 

This is the opening chapter of a book that took years to write 
and is meant to be read carefully, not quickly. The 
framework builds across the chapters, and the first one is 
the foundation.  

I'd encourage you to read it once, set it aside, and read it 
again before deciding whether the full book is for you. Some 
readers tell me the first reading felt like a description of 
what they've sensed for years; the second reading is when 
they begin to see the path forward.  

The full book is 500 pages and 30 chapters. If this opening 
speaks to you, the rest goes much deeper into the 
framework, the systems, and the practical work of 
reclaiming your purpose, peace, and passion.  

Take your time.  

— Greg 
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PART I 

Declaration of War



 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

A Different Kind of 
War 

A WAR UNLIKE ANY OTHER 

When the snake moved into the garden, 
there went the neighborhood. 

In life’s garden, we sense the slither but rarely see the 
snake. 

You’ve felt it. The anxiety you couldn’t name. Pain or 
weight that wouldn’t leave you. Perhaps success that 
satisfies everyone but you, and even then, only temporarily. 
The creeping suspicion that the life you’re living falls short 
of what it was meant to be. 

Think about the times when something seemed fine, 
even perfect, until it wasn’t. A single moment can reveal 
what’s hidden in plain sight. The most dangerous forces 

 



 

 

never announce themselves loudly; they reshape reality so 
gradually that we mistake their influence for the natural 
order of things. 

Everyone has a moment when the veil slips. Mine came 
on what seemed like an ordinary evening in East Africa… 

A DAWNING IN THE SUNSET 

Kenya, 2012. Dust coated my boots, camera heavy in 
hand. Another African sunset. Beautiful yet ominous—a 
warning I couldn’t yet interpret. 

After ten days of sunsets, my memory card was basically 
a screensaver catalog. I was already halfway into “yeah yeah, 
golden hour” mode when my wife nudged me. 

“Take the shot. This one’s different.” 

After many years together, I’ve learned to trust her 
instincts. Especially when mine falter. 

I gripped the camera and framed the shot: a lone acacia 
against the fading horizon. Just then, my nine-year-old son 
darted across the lens. My startled adjustment caught 
sunlight at the perfect angle, transforming an ordinary 
moment into a stunning burst of gold against a falling 
curtain of blue. 

It wasn’t the beauty that struck me—it was the internal 
quake, the gut-level recognition of something true. The tree 
stood alone, fully itself, drawing from deep when the surface 
ran dry, thriving in quiet harmony with its world. 

What I captured would later be called the Tree of Light. 
It was evidence: a fingerprint from something that didn’t 
demand belief, only attention. 



 

 

After decades of chasing the ‘things’ of this world 
(approval, accumulation, and artificial purpose), something 
beyond myself finally caught my attention and whispered: 

“See the thread. Pull it.” 

A buried part of me, weathered by years of polish, pain, 
and pursuit, knew the cost. Pulling that thread meant one 
thing, and deep down I knew… 

Nothing would ever be the same. 

So, I pulled it. 

And the seams of my carefully curated reality ripped 
wide open. 

UNRAVELING 

Something about this image connected deeply. It 
seemed to invite a relationship with anyone who took the 
time to experience it. Even the skeptics, including scientists 
and engineers, found themselves stirred by a mystery that 
logic couldn’t quite explain. Grieving souls found comfort. 
Others simply stood in silence before it. 

Within days, it became iconic. Passed around, reposted, 
reinterpreted. The acacia, lit by accidental grace, seemed to 
speak in every language. It met each soul where it stood. 

That Kenyan sunset transformed everything, though I 
couldn’t have known it then. Something fundamental had 
shifted. The image was confirmation of something that had 
been trying to reach me all along, finally breaking through. 

I chased the world’s shiny prizes, titles, trophies, and 
applause, continuously looking toward the horizon for 



 

 

something authentic. The acacia didn’t just move me; it 
called me out. Standing there with my all my ambition, I 
realized I hadn’t arrived anywhere, really. 

I was further from myself. 

This awakened something I thought I’d lost: the ability 
to spot the gap between what systems claim and what they 
deliver. That intuition had gone quiet as I pursued success, 
but it never left. My internal compass still twitched in 
environments where words and reality didn’t align. 
Boardrooms where “team” meant competition, industries 
where “creativity” meant conformity, relationships where 
“support” meant control. 

There in Kenya, I realized my lifelong feeling that 
“something was off” had substance. And once awakened, 
this awareness couldn’t be turned off. In fact, it intensified 
as I watched the entire fabric of our manufactured world 
begin to unravel. 

TANGLED IN THE THREAD 

Clarity changed everything. Patterns emerged from 
what had once been background noise. The signal was 
unmistakable: this wasn’t a glitch. It was a blueprint: a 
coordinated architecture designed to dismantle us. 

What I began to see was a quiet siege on our human 
ecosystem. Like a tree poisoned from below, our roots, 
symbolizing truth, connection, and meaning, were under 
attack. The soil of our shared humanity had been 
contaminated. 

The war wasn’t new. But its front lines had evolved, 
often disguised as what we called progress. What once crept 



 

 

through policy, tradition, and institution had now hardened 
into something sharper and more surgical, especially in the 
digital landscape. 

Online, where we now spend much of our waking hours, 
disconnection is repackaged as engagement. Algorithms 
prey on our biology, hijacking attention and reshaping 
identity. We scroll endlessly, as if tangled in invisible vines. 
We perform rather than relate. Compare instead of create. 
Our feeds are filled with validation metrics and synthesized 
virtues. But the roots beneath remain dry and brittle. 

In workplaces, we trade vitality for recognition, mission 
for milestones. Schools turn curiosity into compliance. Even 
sacred spaces get infiltrated, where faith is filtered through 
performance and community is replaced by branding. 

But standing before that acacia in Kenya, the 
fragmentation made sense. The poison had a pattern. 

That isolated tree held the silent wisdom of a witness. It 
had withstood drought, shadow, isolation, and still 
remained rooted. Not loud. Not bitter. But undeniably alive. 
It wasn’t resisting the elements; it was honoring its essence. 

The garden of humanity may still appear lush with 
innovation and progress. But beneath the surface, beneath 
the polished hedges and digital gloss, an invisible current 
pulls at our roots. And unless we reclaim what anchors us, 
the whole orchard may be lost. 

The acacia stayed planted in my mind. Alone but alive. 
Fragile but fierce. It belonged where it stood and somehow 
made sense of everything else that didn’t. It revealed the 
human puzzle I’d been circling my whole life. 

I couldn’t stand idle any longer. 



 

 

Staring at the Tree of Light… 

We wept. 

ROOTS OF PERCEPTION 

My ability to recognize this pattern, to sense something 
amiss beneath the surface of everyday reality, had been 
forming throughout my life, beginning in the most unlikely 
of places. 

The first nine years of my life (fully half my childhood) 
were spent in a New York City apartment in the South 
Bronx, one of many within urban developments called “the 
Projects.” These 1960s housing complexes were social 
experiments: the government’s attempt to solve urban 
poverty through architecture and policy, though their true 
impact was far different from their stated purpose. 

Hallways echoed with an unintentional symphony: 
children playing, arguments through thin walls, music 
seeping from apartments. Humanity wasn’t merely 
struggling; it was being shaped by forces none of us could 
name. 

A missing stone step in our staircase was never repaired 
despite years of complaints and the life-threatening hazard 
it created. In the eyes of a young impressionable child, this 
was an early introduction to institutional neglect. At Public 
School 85, finding a teacher’s blood on the hallway floor 
with no adults in sight revealed how quickly supposed 
protection could dissolve. The violence of Vietnam and race 
riots during the mid-sixties blurred together, making “over 
there” and “right here” indistinguishable. These enormous 
concrete structures, designed to warehouse people rather 



 

 

than nurture communities, became my first exposure to 
systems that weren’t what they claimed to be. 

Home was a cramped two-bedroom apartment I shared 
with my single mother, grandmother, grandfather, and 
uncle who had Down syndrome. Though he was labeled 
“disabled,” his emotional intelligence surpassed that of 
many people I’d meet later in life. While the world told me 
he was “less than,” my daily experience proved otherwise. 
We spent countless hours together. Riding on his back as he 
pranced like a horse or reading aloud from the weekly TV 
Guide created a pure exchange of giving and receiving 
simultaneously. This relationship, sheltered from the 
world’s influence by both his condition and my isolation, 
flourished in ways most relationships rarely do, teaching me 
that conventional measures of worth miss what truly 
matters in human connection. 

These daily reading sessions accelerated my reading 
skills far beyond my age level, prompting my mother to 
bring home discarded high school textbooks that I devoured 
with unexpected hunger. 

What others saw as a limitation became a spark for 
growth: my first lesson in how restrictive systems often 
contain the seeds of their own transcendence. 

When I was nine, my life transformed overnight. My 
mother, who worked as a switchboard operator at Bronx 
Lebanon Hospital, introduced me to a young medical intern 
she’d met at work. He was a quiet, gentle man from India. 
They married, and he legally adopted me. I took his last 
name and suddenly, by adoption, I was “Indian.” This new 
layer joined my already complex experience of Portuguese, 
Jamaican, and Puerto Rican through my mother’s side, 



 

 

while my biological father remained an undefined blank 
space. 

I didn’t choose the name change. I didn’t choose to 
become “Indian” overnight. The forms were signed, the 
records amended, and suddenly my identity had been edited 
by forces that never asked what it felt like from inside. 

My childhood continued to defy single categorization. 
During summers, I attended Orthodox Jewish camps where 
my stepfather worked as the camp doctor. Moving between 
these worlds (my early housing block in the Bronx, 
suburban New Jersey, Catholic rituals, Orthodox Jewish 
environments, and a newly adopted Hindu-Indian identity), 
alongside black, brown, and white racial identities, I 
developed a fundamental awareness that no single 
framework contains the complete picture or truth. It was my 
first introduction to the vast fabric and grand design of 
humanity. 

As importantly, this cross-cultural immersion created a 
cognitive flexibility that is essential to recognizing hidden 
patterns: the ability to stand simultaneously inside and 
outside any system, examining its premises without being 
fully defined by them. 

The dissonance between different environments 
revealed contradictions in what each presented as absolute 
truth: the first stirrings of warrior consciousness. 

BEING HUMAN 

By the time I stood before that acacia in Kenya, I didn’t 
have the language, but I had the lens. Every moment before 
Kenya had been sharpening the blade: quiet betrayals, 



 

 

subtle contradictions, truths that slipped through the cracks 
of the official story. I could feel the slippage between what 
we were told and what was real. 

What I saw that day wasn’t stress. It wasn’t burnout. 

It was a war. 

What I was seeing was a coordinated assault on human 
potential: a hidden siege on the very essence of what makes 
us human. A sophisticated architecture designed to separate 
humanity from its natural cycle of purpose and fulfillment. 

This conflict isn’t conducted on conventional 
battlefields. Its trenches run through psyches; its weapons 
are messages, not missiles. Its casualties aren’t counted in 
bodies but in severed connections, abandoned purpose, and 
extinguished passion. The battlefields exist in the intimate 
spaces of your mind, home, and workplace. Knowledge of 
this terrain is crucial for your survival. 

There wasn’t a ceremony marking my realization. I 
simply stopped pretending. Stopped agreeing. Stopped 
performing for a life that belonged to someone else. I silently 
declared war, not on people, but on the machine I had spent 
my life trying to fit into. 

The patterns explained everything: that nagging 
inadequacy, the exhaustion despite “having it all,” the 
feeling that something essential was slipping away. These 
weren’t weaknesses—they were symptoms of surviving a 
silent war. 

In my late teens, panic attacks became my reality. 
During one particularly intense episode in a college lecture 
hall, I felt my chest crushing, convinced I was dying while 
trying to appear normal. Beyond the physical sensations lay 



 

 

a deep disconnection: complete isolation even in a crowded 
room. 

For years I thought this was evidence of my brokenness. 
Only later did I understand: my body was responding 
appropriately to artificial pressures and manufactured 
disconnection. Our bodies recognize truth before our minds 
can articulate it: an embodied wisdom we’re trained to 
ignore, but that serves as our first line of defense. 

“Who would listen to you? You’ll waste years on this.” 
The Voice of the World, though I didn’t have that name for 
it yet, planned assaults targeting cracks in my confidence, 
turning pause into paralysis. 

That’s when clarity emerged: I’d been fighting 
competing voices my entire life, the steady whisper of truth 
versus the shouting demands of the world. Only now could 
I see them clearly for what they were: opposing forces in a 
battle waged beneath the surface. 

You’re standing on the front line right now, whether you 
recognize it or not. But to fight effectively, you need to 
understand the enemy’s strategy and the three places it 
strikes first. 

COMMAND CENTERS UNDER SIEGE 

Remember the exhaustion that sleep doesn’t fix? That’s 
your Peace under siege. The success that satisfies everyone 
but you? That’s your Purpose, hijacked. The creativity that 
used to flow but now feels forced? That’s your Passion, 
bleeding out. 

The enemy, whose many faces we’ll meet in the chapters 
ahead, employs precise military strategy, targeting three 



 

 

command centers that, once compromised, ensure victory 
without conquering every territory: 

YOUR PURPOSE: Identity and contribution giving 
your life meaning. When compromised, external 
expectations override inner truth. 

YOUR PEACE: Your clear connection to reality. When 
disrupted, anxiety and confusion distort your perception of 
truth. 

YOUR PASSION: Genuine, love-fueled engagement. 
When attacked, creativity becomes mechanical, 
relationships transactional, and fulfillment elusive. 

These three centers are wired together. When one falls, 
the rest begin to wobble, then collapse like dominoes. Their 
combined collapse represents the complete surrender of 
your humanity to external control. 

The enemy doesn’t merely want your time or your 
attention. It targets the very core of what gives your life 
meaning. And its most powerful weapon isn’t force. 

It’s persuasion. 

WHISPERS IN THE WILDERNESS 

Your consciousness is the battlefield where two 
opposing voices compete for control of your choices: the 
Voice of the World and the Voice of the Heart. 

Voice of the World: “Work harder. Achieve more. It’s 
never enough. Rest is laziness. Vulnerability is weakness. 
Your worth is your output.” 



 

 

Voice of the Heart: “You’re enough as you are. 
Connection surpasses correction. Worth is inherent, not 
earned. Rest is not a retreat. Stillness is not stagnation.” 

This fundamental conflict, between external demands 
for endless performance and internal wisdom about 
inherent worth, forms the central battleground for your life. 
These voices aren’t merely competing for your attention but 
for control of your deepest identity. 

And through it all, the snake still slithers, unseen, but 
always whispering. Not with fangs, but with fabrications. 
Not with venom, but with validation metrics. 

DRAFT NOTICE FROM YOUR SOUL 

You’ve now glimpsed the battlefield. The fog has lifted. 
What’s truly at stake is humanity itself. 

This war transcends self-improvement techniques. It 
concerns your liberation from the lie that value comes from 
achievement, that peace requires perfect circumstances, 
that passion can be purchased. 

The battlefield isn’t distant; it’s your morning mirror, 
practicing your “professional” face; your dinner table, where 
screens outnumber conversation; your workplace, where 
truths remain unsaid; and your endless scrolling, leaving 
you simultaneously connected yet deeply isolated. 

You stand at the threshold of recognition. Simply 
acknowledging that this battle exists already represents 
your first victory. The enemy’s greatest weapon has always 
been invisibility, operating in blind spots, hiding behind 
“normal” and “necessary.” 



 

 

Now you perceive it. You understand it. And that 
changes everything. 

Consider this your official draft notice, not from an 
external authority, but from your deepest self. The part that 
has always known the truth but waited for your readiness to 
hear it. 

The fight for your humanity isn’t approaching. It’s 
already here. And now, so are you. 

But awareness alone isn’t enough; you need a strategy 
that strengthens everyone around you. That’s where we’re 
headed next. 

 

This is Chapter 1 of Voice of the Heart: The Battle for 
Your Purpose, Peace, and Passion. 

The framework you've just begun to encounter builds 
across 29 more chapters — through the twelve systems 

shaping modern life, the weapons used against your 
purpose, peace, and passion, and the path to reclaiming all 

three. 

For the next 7 days, the full book is available at 30% 
off with code FIRSTCHAPTER30 at 

voiceoftheheartbooks.com. 

Paperback — $27.95   $19.56 (with code) 

Hardcover — $37.95   $26.56 (with code) 

Plus $4.99 shipping and handling. 
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