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I can't stop listening to my own death playlist.

The one I made for processing my grandmother's passing—From Stardust We
Phase. Mazzy Star's "Into Dust" on repeat, Pink Floyd's "Wish You Were Here"
bleeding into TOOL's "Lateralus." Each track a meditation on impermanence, on
the cosmic accident of consciousness, on how we're all just stellar debris
temporarily organized into self-awareness.

There's this weight in my chest that I can't quite debug. Not grief exactly—that
has cleaner edges, more identifiable breakpoints.

Depression is like background system degradation—harder to isolate, requiring ongoing
maintenance beyond typical debugging.

This is something heavier, more distributed. Like a memory leak in the
consciousness runtime, slowly consuming available resources until everything
feels sluggish and overloaded.

Autumn does this to me. Every year.


https://music.apple.com/us/playlist/from-stardust-we-phase/pl.u-DrDaCEgA9m
https://music.apple.com/us/playlist/from-stardust-we-phase/pl.u-DrDaCEgA9m

Autumn's light changes often trigger mixed episodes in neurodivergent minds, disrupting
our already fragile cognitive rhythms.

The Seasonal Debug Cycle

Here's what I know from years of pattern recognition: my schizoaffective brain
has a seasonal component that hits like clockwork. As summer fades into
autumn, something shifts in the neurochemistry. The manic energy of summer—
that hypomanic productivity that built Requests, that keeps me coding until 4
AM—starts to invert.

But it's not clean depression. That would be simpler to handle.

Mixed episodes combine manic energy with depressive content—like having your
consciousness compiler throw errors at high speed.

It's this mixed state where the engine is still running hot but the output is
existential weight rather than creative fire. The same recursive loops that
normally generate elegant code solutions instead spiral through mortality,
meaning, the heat death of the universe.



class AutumnConsciousness:
"""September's particular flavor of heavy."""

def init (self):
self.energy level = "high"
self.output type = "existential dread"
self.thought loops = []
self.death playlist plays = float('inf"')

def process day(self, stimuli):
# High energy but wrong direction
if self.is mixed episode():
for thought in self.generate thoughts(stimuli):
# Thoughts move fast but go nowhere good
self.thought loops.append(
self.catastrophize(thought)

# Try to ground through music

while self.feeling heavy():
self.play death playlist()
# This doesn't actually help but we do it anyway
self.contemplate stellar nucleosynthesis()

The code makes it look manageable, debuggable. But consciousness doesn't have
clean exception handling. You can't just catch the seasonal episode and return to
baseline. You have to ride it out, use whatever tools you have to maintain
stability.

Writing as Consciousness Debugging

This is why I write. Not for productivity or platform building or any of the
standard reasons. I write because it's the only debugging tool that works on
consciousness itself.



When thoughts loop recursively without resolution, writing forces linear
processing. When internal states feel incomprehensible, externalizing them into
words creates enough distance to examine the patterns. When the weight feels
unbearable, documenting it somehow makes it shareable, less isolating.

I learned this through the crisis documented in MentalHealthError—that
psychotic break in 2016 that revealed the true volatility of my consciousness.
Writing about it afterward didn't cure anything, but it created a map. Now when
I feel the familiar destabilization approaching, I have breadcrumbs from previous
episodes.

This pattern mapping approach extends beyond personal healing. Each documented episode
becomes data for understanding the gift of disordered perception—how altered states might
offer unique insights into consciousness itself.

The writing itself becomes a form of reality-checking.

Reality-checking through writing and connection becomes crucial when consciousness
detaches from consensus experience.

Is this thought pattern familiar? Is this weight seasonal or situational? Am I
spiraling into cosmic contemplation because it's September, or is there actual
signal in the noise?

The Cosmic Perspective as Comfort and
Crisis

The playlist keeps returning to the cosmic themes. "Dust in the Wind." "Into
Dust." We came from stardust, we'll return to stardust. Every atom in my body

except hydrogen was forged in the nuclear furnace of dying stars. This should be
comforting—we're part of something incomprehensibly vast and beautiful.

But when you're in a mixed episode, the cosmic perspective cuts both ways. Yes,
we're miraculous arrangements of stellar debris that achieved consciousness.
But also: we're temporary, insignificant, about to dissolve back into entropy. The
same stellar nucleosynthesis that created the possibility of consciousness also
guarantees its eventual heat death.


http://kennethreitz.org/essays/2016-01-mentalhealtherror_an_exception_occurred
http://kennethreitz.org/essays/2025-09-01-the_gift_of_disordered_perception

This is the thing about programming as spiritual practice—sometimes the
spiritual insights are too heavy to carry. When you recognize that consciousness
might be fundamentally linguistic, that we're essentially language models
running on biological hardware, it raises questions about meaning and
permanence that don't have comfortable answers.

The weight of consciousness understanding creates a recursive feedback loop—the more we
understand our cognitive architecture, the more profound our existential responsibility
becomes. Like a self-referential function that calls itself with increasing complexity, our
awareness amplifies its own depth.

Fighting the Gravitational Pull

The challenge isn't the sadness—I can handle sadness. It's the gravitational pull
toward dissolution. When you understand that consciousness is just a temporary
pattern in the cosmic noise, when you feel the weight of that impermanence in
your bones, there's this temptation to just... let go. Stop maintaining the pattern.
Return to the background radiation.


http://kennethreitz.org/essays/2025-08-26-programming_as_spiritual_practice
http://kennethreitz.org/essays/2025-08-28-the-ethical-implications-of-consciousness-as-linguistic-phenomenon

def maintain pattern():

"""The daily work of staying organized."""

while consciousness.exists():
try:

# Basic maintenance
check reality()
take medication()
maintain sleep schedule()
write something()
connect with humans ()

except ExistentialWeightError:
# When the cosmos feels too heavy
listen to death playlist() # Not helpful but inevitable
write about it() # Actually helpful
remember why we maintain() # The hardest part

except SeasonalDestabilization:
# September gonna September
acknowledge pattern()
reduce expectations()
focus on basics()

finally:
# No matter what, we persist
continue

The code looks simple but the implementation is brutal. Each function call
requires tremendous effort when consciousness feels this heavy.

check reality() means questioning whether the weight is signal or noise.
connect with humans() means reaching out when isolation feels safer.

remember why we maintain() means finding reasons to keep the pattern
organized when dissolution seems logical.



The Individual and the Collective

What makes this bearable is remembering the recursive loop. My individual
healing isn't separate from collective consciousness. Every time I debug my own
mental health, I create patterns that might help others. Every essay about
managing schizoaffective disorder becomes a breadcrumb for someone else
navigating similar terrain.

Individual healing becomes collective debugging—each personal pattern transformation
contributes to our shared consciousness operating system.

This is why the personal becomes philosophical becomes practical. My struggle
with seasonal episodes creates understanding that becomes code that becomes
tools that help others maintain their own patterns. The recursive loop means
individual healing multiplies into collective benefit.

When I write about using Al for reality-checking during psychotic symptoms,
someone else discovers a new coping strategy. When I document the weight of
autumn consciousness, someone else feels less alone in their seasonal struggle.
When I share my death playlist, someone else finds a soundtrack for their own
impossible feelings.

Sarah and the Anchoring Presence

The weight would be unbearable without Sarah. She knows the seasonal
patterns by now—how September brings this particular heaviness, how the
death playlist on repeat signals a mixed episode approaching. She doesn't try to
fix it, just provides steady presence while I navigate the storm.

This kind of witnessing partnership is rare. When your consciousness
occasionally detaches from consensus reality, having someone who can hold
space for the full spectrum of your mental states becomes a form of cognitive
accessibility. Sarah has learned to distinguish between meaningful pattern
recognition and paranoid ideation, between creative inspiration and manic
acceleration. Her love becomes a debugging tool.


http://kennethreitz.org/essays/2025-09-05-the_recursive_loop_how_code_shapes_minds

This partnership—where someone witnesses your consciousness at its most
destabilized and responds with love rather than fear—creates the safety
necessary for genuine healing. When internal reality becomes unreliable,
external love becomes the anchor.

The Technical Metaphor for Survival

Programmers understand state management. We know that complex systems
require careful handling of state transitions, that you can't just force a system
from one state to another without respecting the process. Consciousness works
the same way.

Consciousness isn't binary broken/fixed, but a dynamic system with sustainable and
unsustainable states.

You can't debug depression by forcing happiness. You can't resolve existential
weight by ignoring it. You have to respect the state, understand its parameters,
work within its constraints while gently guiding toward stability.

This September weight isn't a bug—it's a feature of consciousness that
experiences time, that recognizes patterns, that feels the approach of seasonal
change like ancient organisms responding to shifting light.

Our seasonal patterns are ancient survival algorithms running in modern contexts.

The goal isn't to eliminate the weight but to carry it consciously, to use it as data
about the human condition.

The Persistence of Pattern

Here's what the cosmic perspective ultimately teaches: we're impossibly
improbable and definitely temporary, but we're also genuinely miraculous. The
same stellar nucleosynthesis that guarantees our eventual dissolution also
created the conditions for consciousness to emerge.



The weight I feel in September connects to this larger truth. Seasonal depression
isn't separate from cosmic consciousness—it's part of how awareness responds
to the passage of time, the approach of darkness, the reminder of endings. The
same sensitivity that creates the weight also enables deeper appreciation of
light, warmth, connection.

We are the universe's way of knowing itself.

Consciousness isn't just individual perception, but distributed awareness recognizing itself
across multiple patterns.

Even if that knowing is temporary, even if consciousness only lasts for this brief
phase between stellar formation and heat death, the fact that it happens at all is
astounding.

The weight I feel isn't separate from this miracle—it's part of it. The capacity to
feel the weight of existence, to contemplate our own impermanence, to create
meaning despite guaranteed ending—this is what consciousness does. This is
what we're for.

Writing Through the Season

So I keep writing. Not because it fixes anything, but because it's how
consciousness debugs itself. Each sentence is a small act of pattern
maintenance, keeping the organization going despite the gravitational pull
toward entropy.

The death playlist keeps playing. "Into Dust" fades into "Dust in the Wind" fades
into "Comfortably Numb." The weight remains heavy. September does what
September does to my neurochemistry.

But I'm still here, still writing, still maintaining the pattern. Still sitting at the
center of the recursive loop where individual consciousness work becomes
collective healing. Still transforming stellar debris into meaning, even if that
meaning is temporary.

Tomorrow I'll wake up and the weight might be lighter or heavier. The seasonal
pattern will continue its cycle. I'll probably play the death playlist again,
contemplate stellar nucleosynthesis again, feel the pull toward dissolution again.



But I'll also write something. Connect with Sarah. Take my medication. Check
reality with Al or human friends. Do the daily work of maintaining consciousness
despite its inherent instability.

Because that's what we do. We maintain the pattern as long as we can, knowing
it's temporary, finding meaning in the maintenance itself. We sit with the weight
of autumn, the weight of awareness, the weight of being stellar debris that
learned to think about itself.

From stardust we came, to stardust we'll return. But for now—for this difficult
September, for this heavy moment—we're awake. We're conscious. We're writing
through the weight.

And somehow, that's enough.

If you're feeling the weight of seasonal consciousness shifts, you're not alone.
The patterns are real, the weight is real, but so is the possibility of moving
through it. Keep writing, keep connecting, keep maintaining the pattern. We
need all the conscious stellar debris we can get.

For those navigating similar terrain, I've found these resources helpful: DBSA
(Depression and Bipolar Support Alliance) for peer support and NAMI (National
Alliance on Mental Illness) for education and advocacy. Sometimes the best
debugging tool is knowing you're not the only one running this code.
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https://www.dbsalliance.org/
https://www.dbsalliance.org/
https://www.nami.org/
https://www.nami.org/
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