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                End of Story 
The universe is made of 

stories, not of atoms. 
Muriel Rukeyser

L IFE IS COMPLICATED.
    As material beings, at every moment we 
are bombarded by sensory phenomena—
generated both externally by our shared 
environment, and internally, by our unique, 
intimately personal mind/body complex.
   Without an efficient means of filtering and 
making sense of this cacophony of physical 
and mental input, we would find simply 
trying to function in the world to be an 
overwhelmingly difficult task.
   The way we extract meaning out of  this 
maelstrom of experience is to construct 
narratives, to structure our lives into stories
—and a result, our experience of objective 
reality is intricately and inextricably bound 
up with our mind-created, subjective reality.    

                                                 Tomek Setowski

   Because this mental filtering, processing, 
and restructuring is for the most part an 
unconscious process, we are often left 
unable to distinguish between the two.
Simply stated, our interpretation of reality 
easily becomes mistaken for reality itself.
   The potential repercussions of this 
difficulty we humans have in distinguishing 
what happens to us and how we interpret it 
are not inconsequential; indeed, they can 
sometimes be a matter of life or death.
   Countless people have committed suicide
—either deliberately or subconsciously by 
adopting destructive, addictive habits—
simply because they mistook their own 
mental models of reality for reality itself,     
valuing their inevitably flawed, limited, 
negative impressions of how others 
experience them over their own internal, 
incontrovertible experience of themselves.



   We are all born storytellers, as, literally, 
the writers of our lives. From the moment 
we are born, we are constructing a narrative, 
a collection of stories we tell ourselves 
about ourselves, other people, and life.
   Whether we realize it or not, these stories 
largely determine our experience of reality, 
by shaping our thoughts, feelings, behavior, 
and personality. While a single event may 
impact everyone essentially the same, each 
person will have a slightly (or sometimes 
radically) different interpretation of it, based 
on their own mindset and prior experience.
   While this may at first glance seem to be 
so obvious as to be dismissible, if we took 
this insight to heart we might find that it has 
far-reaching implications for how we live 
our lives, for whether we live as active 
agents of our own destiny or as passive 
victims of capricious, outer circumstance.
   As Shakespeare’s Hamlet lamented upon 
realizing he had trapped himself within the 
prison of his own mind, “There is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so.” 
   If every experience we have only takes on 
a good or bad meaning depending on how 
we interpret it, it behooves us to ensure that 
whatever meaning we give it helps to move 
our lives in whatever direction we desire to 
travel. (We are, inescapably, doing this all 
the time unconsciously, so why not make it 
a conscious, self-empowering practice?)
   Beyond constructing from our experience 
the kind of story that we wish to live, 
however, it may be even more important to 
remember that it is, after all, only a story. 
   Instead of getting completely caught up in 
playing the leading character in the stories 
we create, we’d be better off taking the point 
of view of the reader—or better still, the 
author, for only the author can see that all 
points of view, including his own, are limited.

   Because our sense of self depends for its 
very existence upon constructing and 
maintaining a fictitious identity—an identity 
which is ultimately nothing more than our 
memories and the stories they tell us about 
who we are—our ego strives to convince us 
that our personal history is real and 
immutable, something that trails out behind 
us as we move forward into the future. 
   Similarly, we imagine our hopes, fears, and 

expectations about the future extend 
forward from the present. But both of these 
are illusions, fantasies which constrain our 
movement and severely limit our freedom.
   The past no longer exists, and therefore, it 
makes little sense to hold onto it, other than 
to cherish our happy and positive memories 
and allow them to help move us forward.
  Likewise, the future is merely our mind’s 
projection, a mental fabrication. While we 
must, of course, make various plans and 
take responsibility for the future we want to 
create for ourselves, most of us waste far 
too much time and mental energy worrying 
about things which ultimately never happen.
   The past and future only exist here in the 
present moment. Everything else is only 
imagination, equally unreal—whether about 
our past experiences or our future hopes and 
dreams. There is only the ever-present Now, 
in which past, present, and future coexist.
   All stories are content. Awareness is that 
in which this content appears. If we practice 
living within that ever-present awareness, 
our life—past, present, and future—will 
tend to resolve and take care of itself.
   In reality, this moment which we call 
‘the present’ embraces our entire life, 
including our past and our future, and our 
quality of life depends almost entirely on 
how well we know how to experience that. 
   Right here. Right now. ◾


