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A Dajai.io Audiobook-Album
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Las Vegas, Nevada



DARK 1 corresponds to Kether — the Crown — the highest sephira on the Kabbalistic Tree of Life. Pure divine will. The first flash of consciousness. The moment before creation becomes form.





Dedication

To everyone stuck in the middle. Too far from the city to matter. Too broke to live. Too proud to beg. Too stubborn to quit.

This book is the match. You are the dynamite.





Author’s Note

This book follows the tracklist of DARK 1, the first album in the DARK Series — a ten-volume musical odyssey mapped to the Kabbalistic Tree of Life. DARK 1 corresponds to Kether, the Crown, the highest sephira — pure divine will, the first flash of consciousness, the moment before creation becomes form.

Each chapter is paired with a song. The songs came first. The words came after. The story was always there. I just had to stop running long enough to write it down.

Between chapters, you’ll hear interludes — narrated passages that weave Napoleon Hill’s forbidden 1938 manuscript into the fabric of my own war with the devil. Read with the music playing. That’s how it was meant to be experienced.





The Manuscript (Intro)

Paired with: Track 12 — The Manuscript

In 1938, Napoleon Hill sat down and did the impossible. He interviewed the devil — not a metaphor, not a symbol. He said he literally cornered the devil and made him confess. The manuscript was so dangerous, his wife hid it for 73 years. It didn’t see the light until 2011.

I found it in 2015 in a Victorville apartment — broke, angry, lost. And when I read what the devil said about drifters, about people who move through life with no purpose, no plan, no fire — I saw myself on every page.

This is Dark One. Kether. The Crown. The moment I decided to stop drifting and start fighting.





Chapter 1: The Mentor

Paired with: Track 1 — Fetty Wap

The devil doesn’t look like what you think. He doesn’t come with horns and a pitchfork. He doesn’t smell like sulfur. He doesn’t announce himself. That’s the whole point. The most dangerous thing in the world is the person who shows up right when you need help and offers you exactly what you want — for a price you won’t understand until it’s too late.

I was 19 when I first heard Fetty Wap. Not just heard — felt. “Trap Queen” wasn’t just a song. It was a frequency, a vibration. The way that man turned pain into melody, turned the streets into a love story, turned nothing into platinum. It rewired something in my brain.

Here was a kid from Patterson, New Jersey — a place just as forgotten as Victorville. And he was on top of the world. I thought: that’s the blueprint. Music is the way out.

What I didn’t understand was that the devil uses mentors too. Not every mentor is the devil. Some mentors are angels — people sent to your life at exactly the right moment to show you a door you didn’t know existed. But the devil is a counterfeiter. He’s been in business since before human beings existed. And he’s special to you.

He is the knockoff. The almost-right. The thing that looks like opportunity but smells, if you get close enough, like a trap.

The streets of Victorville were full of mentors. OGs on the corner who tell you how to get money. Uncles who teach you how to move. Friends who already had the connect and just needed one more body. Every single one of them presented themselves as the answer. And every single one was another version of the devil’s recruitment pitch: Don’t think. Don’t plan. Don’t build. Just get money now, right now, by any means.

That’s what Hill calls drifting. The devil’s primary tool. Not violence. Not obvious evil. Just the absence of direction. The gentle nudge toward whatever feels good in the moment.

I started chasing the dream the wrong way. Fast money. Fast clout. Fast everything. I confused speed with progress. I confused hustle with purpose. But the devil doesn’t chase. He doesn’t have to. He just waits at the end of every shortcut.

The night I decided to leave Victorville, I was sitting in my car in the parking lot of a 7-Eleven on Palmdale Road. 2 a.m. The desert air was cold. I had $47 in my bank account, a quarter tank of gas, a phone at 12%, and Fetty Wap playing through one working speaker in my 2003 Nissan Altima.

The devil sat down next to me that night. I didn’t see him. I felt him. That quiet voice that says: Why are you even trying? You’re from Victorville. Nobody from Victorville makes it. Just go home. Smoke something. Go to sleep. Try again tomorrow.

Tomorrow. That’s the devil’s favorite word. Because tomorrow never actually comes.

I turned off the music. I looked at the desert. And I said out loud, to nobody: I’m leaving. And I’m not coming back until I have something to come back for.

That was the first time I heard my own voice louder than the devil’s.


Track 1 Lyrics: Fetty Wap


I’m on the east with the ready rock, R.I.P. Shaddy Boy died off the fetty wap I got a Mexican plug named Edgar, but I need the price that Edddy got I got a switch on the Glock, damn, shit, we gon’ hit any shot I know the price of the fetty wap, I know the taste of the fetty wap I know the smell of the fetty wap, we can pull up to any spot I done put mama in bad spot, found her the Molly, she thought it was crack rock I need a hundred thousand, one move, I’m tryna hit a jackpot … Another night a nigga motherfucking cried Cause another homie motherfuckin’ died It’s fuckin’ crazy, cause that shit gon’ give me new life I keep this spirit going, cause I’m fuckin’ outside








Devil’s Confession (Interlude I)

Paired with: Track 13 — Devil’s Confession

The devil said: I control 98% of the people on earth. Not through force — through habit. Through comfort. Through the hypnotic rhythm of doing nothing.

He said: I don’t need to tempt the strong. I just need to distract the weak. A phone, a vice, a dream deferred one more day — that’s all it takes.

Victorville was full of drifters. My neighborhood. My family. People with dreams who stopped dreaming. People with fire who let it go out. And I was becoming one of them.

888 days of nothing. Of absence. Of being a ghost in my own life.

Until I wasn’t.





Chapter 2: Seeds of Fear

Paired with: Track 2 — Smell the Fent

Fear has a smell. I know that sounds crazy, but if you’ve been where I’ve been, you know exactly what I mean. Fear smells like the inside of a house where nobody’s opened the windows in three years. It smells like dirty carpet and stale cigarette smoke and that particular brand of despair that settles into the walls of Section 8 apartments in the high desert.

Fentanyl smells like fear, too. Not the drug itself — the presence of it. The way a neighborhood changes when fent moves in. The way people’s eyes go vacant. The way laughter disappears from the block.

Hill writes about six basic fears the devil uses to control humanity: the fear of poverty, the fear of criticism, the fear of ill health, the fear of loss of love, the fear of old age, and the fear of death. I have lived inside every single one of these fears. Not theoretically — literally, in my bones.

In Victorville, poverty isn’t a concept. It’s the air you breathe. I watched my family struggle with money my entire childhood. Not the Instagram version of struggling — the real version, where you’re choosing between gas in the car and food in the refrigerator. The devil plants the fear of poverty deep. He plants it in childhood like a seed and then waters it with every humiliation. By the time you’re 18, that seed is a tree, and its roots are wrapped around your decision-making.

The fear of criticism is the one that almost killed my music career before it started. I started making beats in a closet — literally, in the closet of that Victorville apartment — with a cracked laptop and a pirated copy of FL Studio. I knew the beats were good because I could feel them. But I couldn’t show anybody, because what if they laughed?

I had a folder on that cracked laptop called “Vault.” Hundreds of beats. Dozens of songs. All locked away because I was more afraid of criticism than I was of dying with unheard music inside me.

And the devil loved it. He loves vaults. He loves locked folders and unshared demos and unpublished books. Every unsent text, every unsubmitted application, every unrecorded verse — that’s inventory in the devil’s warehouse.

But here’s what Hill writes, what the devil himself admitted: Fear cannot survive in the presence of a definite purpose. Not positive thinking. Not affirmations. A definite purpose. A number. A plan. Something so specific that the fear has nothing to attach to.

I didn’t know that yet, sitting in Victorville, smelling the fent. But I was about to learn.


Track 2 Lyrics: Smell the Fent


Just tell me what the business is, I’m working on all kind of shit Left pocket full of blueface, she comparing me to cali crip Unk telling me old shit like if it don’t make money don’t make sense I never got an F on the test, but I like how it looks on the rims I can tell the smell of the fent … Oh no, no, no, I can’t crash out, I can never be him








Chapter 3: A Strange Interview

Paired with: Track 3 — Call from Trevor / Track 4 — Call from Madrazo

Everybody in the game gets the call. If you’ve ever played GTA, you know what a call from Trevor means. It means chaos is on the line. A call from Madrazo is different. Madrazo is the cartel boss. He’s polite, well-dressed. He’ll offer you a drink before he tells you what he needs, and you’ll say yes — not because you want to, but because you understand that saying no is not an option.

The devil operates like Madrazo, not Trevor. That’s the mistake people make. They think the devil is chaotic, aggressive, obvious. He’s not. The devil is the best-dressed person in the room. The most calm. The most articulate. He doesn’t yell — he negotiates. He doesn’t threaten — he offers.

My strange interview happened in 2016. A room in North Las Vegas. A studio — but not the kind you see on YouTube. This was a room in someone’s house with foam on the walls and a dream that had curdled into something darker. The man across from me said: I can put you in rooms you’ll never get to on your own. I just need you to do things my way for a while.

Trust the process. Don’t ask questions.

“Don’t ask questions” — that’s the devil’s fingerprint. A real mentor says: Ask every question. Challenge everything. Think for yourself. The devil says: Trust me. Don’t overthink it. Just go along.

Hill’s interview with the devil is the backbone of Outwitting the Devil. The devil admitted: he controls people through habit, not force. His greatest weapon is drifting. He uses fear as his primary recruitment tool. And the one thing he cannot penetrate — a mind that knows what it wants and refuses to stop.

The deal fell apart when I read the fine print. The fine print was the devil’s handwriting. I said no. He said: You’ll never make it without me.

And I heard it. Not with my ears, but with that deeper instinct — the devil’s voice coming through his mouth.

I stood up. I walked out. I never went back. The strange interview was over. But the war was just beginning.


Track 3 Lyrics: Call from Trevor


I remember, riding in the stolex We aint even know where to go next Shorty came over she so wet Shorty bout to cum off the plain Jane Rolex … I am the one young nigga





Track 4 Lyrics: Call from Madrazo


Shake that ass for da da Nothing under 50,000 parked outside I remember I was broke, I still had the vibe … It’s my money I need it now








Hypnotic Rhythm (Interlude II)

Paired with: Track 14 — Hypnotic Rhythm

The devil’s greatest weapon isn’t pain — it’s comfort.

He said: Once a person falls into a pattern, I own them. They wake up the same way. They eat the same way. They think the same thoughts. And they never ask why.

That’s what the streets do. That’s what poverty does. It puts you in a rhythm — a hypnotic rhythm — where you’re moving, but you’re standing still.

I watched it happen to everyone around me. Victorville. The I-15 corridor. The desert between Los Angeles and Las Vegas — full of people stuck in the middle. Too far from either city to matter.

But the devil didn’t count on one thing. Some people, when they realize they’re trapped — they don’t adapt. They explode.





Chapter 4: Drifting

Paired with: Track 5 — The Plan

808 days. I counted them later, when I was on the other side. Two years, five months, and three days. That’s how long I drifted.

Not homeless. Not in jail. Not on drugs. Something worse. Present, but absent. Alive, but not living. Breathing, but not building.

The devil doesn’t need you to be in crisis. He prefers you comfortable enough to stay still. What he wants is the gray zone — where the pain isn’t sharp enough to make you move, but the life isn’t good enough to make you stay.

Monday: wake up at noon. Check your phone. Scroll for an hour. Open FL Studio. Stare at it. Close it. Watch YouTube for three hours. Play a video game until 3 a.m. Tuesday: the same. Wednesday: the same.

That’s the hypnotic rhythm. The devil’s drumbeat. The quiet repetition of nothing, day after day, until the nothing becomes your identity.

I moved to Las Vegas during the 808 days. I thought moving would fix it, but I brought myself with me. I brought the drifting. I worked jobs — drove Uber, did DoorDash, warehouses, call centers. And every night I came home and opened FL Studio and stared. I stared at it and closed it and told myself: tomorrow.

808 days of tomorrow.

The last night — the night that broke the cycle — I was sitting on the floor of my Las Vegas apartment. Hill’s book was open on my lap, and I read this line: “The majority of people who fail to accumulate money sufficient for their needs are, generally, easily influenced by the opinions of others.”

And something clicked. Not lightning and thunder. Just a click. Like a lock opening. I had been living according to other people’s definitions of what was possible for me. Victorville’s definition. The industry’s definition. The devil’s definition. None of them were mine.

That click was the sound of the 808 days ending. Tomorrow, I would find my number.


Track 5 Lyrics: The Plan


I’m the man with the plan All the niggas bitches man I really just can’t understand it He was getting money but I swear he took that shit for granted Fell out with the fam, that shit cut deep I need a bandage … Like Lebrun James I had to go and trade the team Cause I’m the man with the plan








Seven Principles (Interlude III)

Paired with: Track 15 — Seven Principles

Hill asked the devil: How do I beat you?

And the devil answered honestly — because that was the deal. He had to tell the truth.

He said: Definiteness of purpose. The one thing I cannot penetrate. A person who knows exactly what they want and refuses to stop is untouchable.

Seven principles to outwit the devil:


	Know what you want. Not vaguely — exactly. Write it down. Put a number on it.

	Take action immediately. Not tomorrow. Now.

	Learn from every failure. The devil uses failure to discourage. The wise use failure to educate.

	Control your own mind. The devil enters through unguarded thoughts.

	Use time as a weapon. Focus is a weapon the devil cannot survive.

	Surround yourself with people who push you forward. Choose your circle the way you choose your investments — based on growth potential, not comfort.

	Never, ever drift.



$298,911.50. That’s what I calculated I needed to build everything I was seeing in my head. So I wrote it down. Made it definite. And the devil lost his grip.





Chapter 5: Definiteness of Purpose

Paired with: Track 6 — Richest in the Desert

$298,911.50.

I calculated it on a Tuesday. Sat down with a legal pad, a calculator app, and a ruthlessness I’d never applied to my own life before. I treated myself like a startup — not a person with a dream, but a business with a plan. Studio equipment. Software. Living expenses for 18 months. Marketing budget. Legal costs. Everything broken down to the cent. And when I added it all up — with a 15% buffer for surprises — the number was $298,911.50.

A proud penny.

Hill calls it definiteness of purpose. The starting point of all achievement. Knowing what you want with such precision that every cell in your body is aimed at it like a bullet.

Most people have vague desires. I want to be rich. I want to be famous. The devil loves vague desires. But $298,911.50 is not a feeling — it’s a fact. I wrote it on the wall. Literally. In black marker. Right next to the light switch.

The devil can’t compete with a number.

The plan was architectural. DAJ.AI — the parent entity. The DARK Series — 10 albums mapped to the Tree of Life. Proud 2 Pay — a direct-to-consumer platform. All of it traced back to the number.

The $298K freestyle came out of that energy. I turned on the microphone, pressed record, and said the number out loud. The words came like they’d been waiting in a queue for 888 days.

The days after were different — physically different. I woke up earlier because my body rejected sleep. The vault I’d been too afraid to open? I opened it. I finished everything. The devil fights finishing. He loves starting. But I finished. Over and over. And each time, the devil got smaller.


Track 6 Lyrics: Richest in the Desert


Bitch nigga pillow talking, he doing that talking and speaking These niggas having problems with keeping they secret a secret He’s balling in the summer, but I can tell he finna fall like the season Richest nigga in the desert, but came from calling and creeping … When you run your own pace, you gon’ always be in first place








Chapter 6: A New World

Paired with: Track 7 — Earthquake

Las Vegas is a desert with a city in the middle of it. People forget that. They see the Strip, the casinos, the money, and they forget that someone looked at the hottest, driest, most inhospitable stretch of land in North America and said: I’m going to build an empire here.

That’s what “Richest in the Desert” is about. Not having money yet, but having the vision so clear and the purpose so definite that you can stand on sand and see skyscrapers.

After the 808 days broke, the world started responding. Not magically — mechanically. When you know what you want, you see opportunities that were invisible before. I started treating Las Vegas like a laboratory, not a destination. Every coffee shop, a recording studio. Every Uber ride, a networking opportunity. Every hour, an asset to invest — not spend.

The devil hates precision. He thrives in fog. Precision is the flashlight that reveals him hiding in the corner.

The richest man in the desert isn’t the one with the most money. It’s the one with the most clarity.

Songs started connecting. The music had a quality the music before didn’t — not technical quality, but energetic quality. You could hear the purpose in it.

The desert between Victorville and Las Vegas is 180 miles of nothing. In that nothing, you learn to see. The desert isn’t empty — it’s quiet. Full of life that learned to survive on almost nothing. Joshua trees that grow one inch a year.

I became a desert creature. I learned to survive on little and strike when it mattered. The new world wasn’t new at all. It was the same world. I was the one who changed.


Track 7 Lyrics: Earthquake


These niggas aint bout shit Im the one that been getting money since a jit Had to put diamonds on my teeth I been wanting this since a kid … Put that business on autopilot, we can fly to an island with good climate








Chapter 7: Hypnotic Rhythm

Paired with: Track 8 — Internet Money

When the rhythm breaks, everything shakes.

The moment you break out of a pattern, the world responds physically. Things that were stable become unstable. Relationships that were comfortable become uncomfortable — because those things were built to support the drifting version of you. They can’t hold the weight of the definite version.

“Earthquake” is the sound of the hypnotic rhythm shattering. It’s aggressive. It’s chaotic — because breaking free isn’t a peaceful awakening. It’s violent. It’s the psychological earthquake where the ground you were standing on doesn’t exist anymore.

The first earthquake was losing people. When you change, the people who haven’t changed resist. Your ambition reminds them of their drifting. I lost friends. Not dramatically — gradually. Phone calls that got shorter. Invitations that stopped coming. The devil uses your loved ones as anchors. He just needs them to stay the same while you change. The gap that opens between who you’re becoming and who they are — that gap is his territory.

The second earthquake was financial. I stopped taking easy money. Cut my income in half because I needed the time more than the money. I ate rice and beans. Turned off the AC in a Las Vegas summer. 115 degrees outside.

The third earthquake was internal. Breaking the rhythm changes your brain. The neural pathways of drifting don’t die quietly. They fight. Depression. Anxiety. Imposter syndrome.

But the ground was already broken. There was no going back. The only direction was forward — through the cracks, over the debris, into the unknown.


Track 8 Lyrics: Internet Money


I do my algorithm, do my mechanicals Summer in a Dayton, gotta choose With a snow bunny and Canadian goose New money here in my phone, only thing changing, my mood … Im making internet money








Chapter 8: The Confession

Paired with: Track 9 — Geeky

The devil didn’t see the internet coming.

This is my theory: the internet is the one variable the devil didn’t account for. For thousands of years, he controlled the distribution channels. The gatekeepers were his employees. Then a technology emerged that made every human being both a creator and a distributor. The internet didn’t eliminate the devil. He adapted. But he lost his monopoly on distribution. And for someone like me — from Victorville, with no connections — that loss was my liberation.

Here’s what I confess: I wasn’t just building a music career. I was building a machine. A technology-powered, vertically integrated, AI-enhanced content and distribution machine.

Proud 2 Pay — the platform. Not a SoundCloud page. A company with infrastructure. Code. Databases. APIs. Payment processors.

I taught myself to code in that same apartment with the number on the wall. YouTube tutorials. Stack Overflow. GitHub. Hours of staring at characters that might as well have been hieroglyphics — until the code started making sense the way music makes sense.

The confession is this: the devil made me a builder. Not intentionally. But the 808 days, the fear, the false mentors — all of it forced me to develop skills I never would have developed if the path had been easy.

Internet money is different from street money. Street money stops when you stop. Internet money compounds while you sleep. A website doesn’t drift. A database doesn’t get distracted. An algorithm doesn’t listen to the devil’s whispers.

That’s what I was building. Not just music — a fortress.


Track 9 Lyrics: Geeky


I got to stay turned for a reason I’m geeky I’ve been with demons that’s slimy and creepy … I left with nothing, I came back with something, I’m a magic man








Chapter 9: Self-Discipline

Paired with: Track 10 — So Much

The devil told Hill that self-discipline is the one thing he can never overcome once it’s fully established. He said it like a curse word — because discipline is the one human quality that operates outside of his influence.

He can manipulate your emotions. Exploit your fears. But he cannot break a person who has mastered the art of doing what needs to be done regardless of how they feel about it. That’s discipline. Not motivation. Not inspiration. The cold, mechanical, unglamorous act of sitting down at your desk when you’d rather be anywhere else — and doing the work.

Every. Single. Day.

I became obsessed with systems. I studied how successful companies operated. How they structured time. How they measured progress. I built a daily schedule and treated it like law — not guidelines. Law. Everything calibrated, tracked, measured.

The devil lives in deliberation — in the gap between knowing and doing. Discipline closes that gap.

Ice-T built an empire by being unapologetically himself. From the streets of L.A. to 30 years in entertainment. That’s the deepest discipline: identity discipline. Knowing who you are so completely that the devil can’t convince you to be someone else.

I trained my body too. Push-ups on the apartment floor. Pull-ups on the doorframe. Running Las Vegas streets at 5 a.m. 365 days a year. No rest days.

I play chess. Seriously. And chess is the perfect metaphor for outwitting the devil. The devil plays the same game every time: fear, distraction, comfort, drifting. Once you learn his game, he becomes predictable. And predictable opponents are beatable.

Self-discipline turns you from a pawn into a player.


Track 10 Lyrics: So Much


It’s not enough Count one, it’s not enough Count two, it’s not enough Count three, it’s not enough Oh my God, I need so much … I’m competitive, I gotta stay ahead of you guys








Kether Ascending (Outro)

Paired with: Track 16 — Kether Ascending

Kether means crown. The top of the Tree of Life. The point where human consciousness touches the divine. You don’t get there by being perfect — you get there by being definite.

I left Victorville with nothing but a number in my head and a manuscript the devil didn’t want published. $298,911.50. A proud penny.

Every song on this album is a step on that ladder — from drifting to definite, from absent to present, from the bottom of the tree to the crown.

DARK 1: Outwitting the Devil.

The devil didn’t lose because I was stronger. He lost because I stopped drifting. And I never looked back.





Chapter 10: Harmony

Paired with: Track 11 — Mixing

The devil doesn’t die. He retreats.

Every story teaches you evil gets destroyed in the final act. The dragon slain. The villain falls. That’s not how it works. The devil retreats. He gets quieter. He finds a shadow and waits. Because the devil is patient — more patient than any human who has ever lived.

So the victory of this chapter isn’t destruction. It’s harmony.

Harmony is the opposite of the hypnotic rhythm. Where the rhythm is drifting imposed by the devil, harmony is purpose chosen by the individual. The state where your thoughts, actions, relationships, and work are all aligned with your definite purpose.

Harmony isn’t the absence of conflict. It’s the presence of alignment.

I still have bad days. Days when the old whispers come back. But those days don’t own me anymore. They’re weather, not climate.

“So Much” is the most personal song on the album. The one I almost didn’t record, because it requires me to say out loud what I want. I want so much. Not money. Not fame. I want to build something that outlives me. I want every kid sitting in a Victorville apartment on a mattress on the floor with a cracked laptop and a dying phone — I want them to find this album the way I found Hill’s manuscript. And I want to show them: you are not stuck. You are not forgotten. You are not a drifter. You are the crown. You are Kether. And the devil has already lost — he just doesn’t know it yet.

The final confrontation is quiet. I’m in my studio. The one I built. A coldness at the edge of the room. I don’t look at him. I don’t need to. I press record. I open my mouth, and what comes out is music — pure, definite, purposeful music — that exists because I decided it would exist.

The devil shifts in his corner. He doesn’t leave. But he gets smaller. And I keep recording.

This is what outwitting the devil looks like. Not a sword fight. Just a person at a desk, doing the work, day after day, with a number on the wall and a fire in the chest.

That’s Kether. The Crown. Not because I’m special — because I chose. And the devil cannot outwit a choice.


Track 11 Lyrics: Mixing


Police on my shit, watching hands and feet on my shit Ain’t no second teeth on my shit, only big bands on my shit … I been mixing this shit, really mixin’ this shit I create these dreams in my shit








Appendix: The Seven Principles to Outwit the Devil

Adapted from Napoleon Hill’s Outwitting the Devil (1938)

1. Definiteness of Purpose Know exactly what you want. Not vaguely — exactly. Write it down. Put a number on it.

2. Mastery Over Self Control your own mind before you try to control anything else. The devil enters through unguarded thoughts.

3. Learning from Adversity Every failure contains a seed of equivalent advantage. The devil uses failure to discourage. The wise use failure to educate.

4. Controlled Attention Focus is a weapon. The devil cannot survive in the presence of controlled attention.

5. Going the Extra Mile Do more than is required — not for recognition, but for the compound effect of consistent over-delivery.

6. Creative Thinking Vision. See beyond what exists. The devil operates in the realm of the known. Creative vision takes you into territory he hasn’t mapped.

7. The Alliance of Supportive Minds Surround yourself with people who are building, not drifting. Choose your circle the way you choose your investments — based on growth potential, not comfort.





Track Listing




	#
	Title
	Type





	1
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	2
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	3
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	Song



	9
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	11
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	12
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	13
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	Interlude



	14
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	Interlude



	15
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	Interlude



	16
	Kether Ascending (Outro)
	Interlude
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