
 

CHAPTER I 
THE SLEEP PHASE 

 
“Sleep is not the absence of life; it is life lived without 

awareness.” 
 

“The sole purpose of human existence is to 
kindle a light in the darkness of mere being.” 

— Carl G. Jung 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Introduction 
The Illusion of Sleep 
 
Sleep is often the first stage of the journey.  

Most people never realize they are asleep, because sleep feels like ordinary 
life.  

Not the restful sleep of the body, but the heavy sleep of the soul. 

In this phase, life unfolds almost entirely by itself. Without reflection. Without 
presence. Without seeing. People move through routines, silently carried by 
habits, expectations, and conditioning.  

At this stage, there is no conscious path. No deliberate practice. Life is lived 
as it has been formed, not yet seen clearly enough to be questioned. 

Days begin to feel like copies of one another. They are alive, but not fully 
awake to life, to existence. 

In this state, we forget the greater story of who we are. We are disconnected 
from our essence. We trade presence for distraction. Depth for surface. 
Essence for performance. 

The heart may ache with the faint whisper that something more is possible. 
But the noise of daily living drowns it out.  

We live on autopilot. Moving, but not arriving. Busy, but not fulfilled. 

Almost unnoticed, another process is unfolding. A psychological self begins 
taking shape through accumulated thoughts, beliefs, memories, emotional 
reactions, and repeated patterns. Over time, this constructed identity 
becomes the lens through which life itself is experienced. 

And yet, sleep is not a failure. It is part of the path. 

Just as night precedes dawn, the soul’s slumber prepares the way for 
awakening. 

To see that we are asleep is the first stirring of real life within us. 

The illusion of sleep is powerful. So is the call to rise from it. 

And beneath that call, something remains, quietly present, unchanged, 
waiting to be seen. 



 

The Jewel Within 
An ancient Buddhist parable tells of a poor man who unknowingly carries a 
precious jewel sewn into the lining of his robe. The jewel had been placed 
there by a friend, but the man never discovered it. Believing himself poor, he 
continued living in hardship and eventually died, carrying with him all along 
the treasure he never knew he possessed. 

The story offers a powerful metaphor for the human condition. 

We can spend an entire life searching outside ourselves for what we do not 
yet realize we carry within. 

We seek worth through approval. Fulfillment through achievement. Security 
through possession. Identity through the roles we play. We continue 
searching because we have not yet recognized what lies beneath the layers 
of conditioning, thought, fear, desire, and identity through which we 
experience ourselves. 

The tragedy of the story is not that the man lacked the jewel. 

It is that he never knew it was there. 

Perhaps something similar happens within us. What we seek may not always 
need to be acquired. Some of it may need to be uncovered, remembered, or 
finally seen. 

This does not mean that we already understand what lies beneath the 
constructed self. At this stage of the journey, we do not. We are still asleep. 

But the possibility is already there. 

The journey may begin with searching for something more. Eventually, it 
may reveal that the deeper treasure was never somewhere else. 


