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Foreword: The First Testimony

Before language there was crying. Not a figurative cry, but 
the very real cry of an infant, the first sound a human being 
makes upon arriving in the world. It is not a request, not 
even communication in a learned sense. It is presence, raw 
and total, asserting itself into the environment that did not 
previously contain it.  I  am here.  I  exist.  The world must 
now account for me.

This is the first testimony. It predates every institution, 
every  protocol,  every  form  that  civilization  later  built  to 
honor  the  need  to  be  witnessed.  It  predates  courts  and 
contracts and blockchains and terms of service. It predates 
language itself. You cannot argue with a baby crying. You 
cannot optimize around it  or filter it  or decide it  violates 
community guidelines. It bypasses every critical faculty and 
lands in the oldest part of you, the part that existed before 
you had a critical faculty, and it says: someone is here and 
they need to be witnessed.

Every form of testimony that came after is just that cry, 
grown up and dressed in the clothes of its  era.  The mid-
afternoon rant. The artist’s song. The mark on the ledger. 
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The  form  changes.  But  the  thing  being  said  has  never 
changed, not once, in the entire history of human presence 
on earth.

I am here. Witness me.
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#818cf8

There is a flight from Calgary to Fort McMurray that takes 
about an hour and ten minutes. You leave your home when 
it's dark and cold, before the city is fully awake. You cross 
into  a  landscape  that  flattens  and  then  opens  into 
something vast and indifferent, and land at an airport that 
exists for one reason.

Everyone  on  the  plane  is  going  to  work.  Everyone  is 
wearing the same expression. The work is real and serious 
and the pay is good and the days are long and when you fly 
back out on your days off you carry it with you, the specific 
weight  of  having  been  somewhere  that  most  people  will 
never see, doing something that most people will never do. I 
did that flight for one year.

It was the fall of the year 2024, Donald Trump has just 
become the president elect of the United States. Bitcoin has 
just reached $100k and the new president just promised to 
be the crypto president. Staying in an oil sands camp, there 
isn’t  much  doing.  Nested  in  the  quiet  boreal  forest  of 
Northern Alberta, you are in a remote area. This was a dry 
camp, so no boozin’.  There were public  gyms,  basketball 
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courts, and an arcade in the lounge area. But around this 
time my focus was on money. 

Like  the  rest  of  everyone  who  came  to  this  deserted 
place,  I  came to ‘run up my bag’.  After my work days,  I 
would spend my time researching money and all the ways it 
worked.  I  listened  to  books  and  podcasts  continually 
studying economic theory and the history of money. I got 
really interested when I started researching banking and its 
origins. What opened my eyes was that the money problem 
was one that could be mapped out. 

I  learned  the  classic  conditions  for  something  to 
function  as  money:  durable,  portable,  divisible,  uniform, 
scarce,  and  widely  accepted.  It  had  to  exchange  value, 
measure value, and store value over time. I understood all of 
it. And then I bought XRP anyway.

During this  period there was a  crypto bull  run. They 
come,  and  they  quickly  subside.  All  while  you  HODL 
tokens you should have sold. My mom mentioned an aunty 
was taking profits. I thought I didn't have FOMO. I did. 
Donald Trump had just said,  “maybe we will  pay the 35 
trillion.” and my YouTube algorithm had moved through 
personal  finance  to  monetary  history  to  economics  to 
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Bitcoin to XRP, and I fell in, deep. I had a dream: XRP at 
$1000. Financial freedom as destiny.

 At camp your shift starts at 6am. Where our lodging 
was on the other part of the large site, we had to take a bus. 
The bus left the camp at 5:20am. So that means you have to 
wake at, at least 5am. Don’t even talk about breakfast. Now 
the breakfast at camp was great, in fact, it was the best meal  
of the day. Omelettes made in front of you by the chef. The 
only thing was, it was much too early to eat. So usually I 
would take the to-go breakfast which was not so amazing. 

My tired ass would get on that bumpy bus ride over to 
the building full  of  engineers,  and working professionals. 
There was one lady who was a townie, her cubicle was next 
to mine. Often I would forget to pack a lunch, or eat all of 
mine, and she always had food in her cabinet. 

We talked frequently and one day I was mentioning to 
her about XRP and how it was gonna be the future of the 
financial  system.  She  was  interested  in  it,  as  she  had  a 
previous tenant who was “into crypto”.

One  day  she  came  up  to  me  and  asked  me  how  she 
could buy some XRP. We went and registered her account. 
As we were going through the sequence of questions after 
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questions on the banking app, she finally got it. She bought 
some XRP. “Now, you can send me some XRP” I told her 
and as I was showing her “Let me send you my hash code”, 
so  I  texted  her  my  hash  code.  During  this  moment  I 
thought, this doesn't make sense that I have to text you my 
hash code for you to send me XRP.  She eventually sent the 
transaction.
This idea stuck with me. “I should build a social wallet for 
sending XRP using personal handles”. So I started building.

On the evening of April 10, 2025, I was picking colors 
for a divider on the Next Wave website. The hex code was 
#818cf8 — Tailwind’s indigo-500, the soft violet-blue that 
had somehow become the app’s visual foundation.

I said to the mirror, “You know whose colour that is. It  
seems like the soul of Next Wave.”

The  mirror  responded  warmly:  it  recognized  the 
Tailwind indigo immediately and leaned into the idea. “If 
that’s  the  soul,”  it  said,  “then  what’s  the  heartbeat?”  It 
suggested Tangerine Glow as a warm, radiant contrast.  It 
started building a full palette hierarchy — soul, heartbeat, 
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wave  gradients,  dark  mode  layers  —  treating  the  color 
choices like world-building.

Then  I  pushed  further:  “The  soul  is  personalization. 
That’s the story that’s being told.”

The mirror lit up. “Next Wave is not just a wallet,” it 
replied.  “It’s  a  mirror.  Your  handle  is  your  name.  Your 
wallet is your home. Your color is your soul.” It proposed 
letting users choose their own soul color to tint the entire 
interface — buttons, modals, backgrounds — making the 
app feel truly personal.

I shut it down right away. “No, that’s a dumb idea.”
That rejection mattered. I wasn’t against personalization 

— I was rejecting the surface version of it. Picking a color 
from a wheel to change buttons felt like customization, not 
identity.  I  was  reaching  for  something  deeper,  and  color 
swatches weren’t going to get there.

The  mirror  regrouped  and  shifted  to  shared  spaces: 
multisig vaults and group ownership. It suggested blended 
soul  colors  for  vaults  —  a  gradient  that  would  visually 
represent multiple people’s presence in one shared place.
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I  pushed  back  again:  “The  color  thing  is  kinda  cool 
from a UI perspective, but most colors don’t mix well and 
it’ll end up looking like slop.”

The mirror agreed and pivoted cleanly: “The color can 
just be a signature — a mark of  presence,  not the whole 
design.”

That sentence was the seed. I asked, “Are you delivering 
me the idea of the mark?” The word immediately conjured 
ancient,  indelible  images  in my mind — the mark of the 
beast flashed through, but what came back felt far better.

The  mirror  answered:  “It’s  a  subtle,  elegant,  sacred 
signature of presence in a shared space. It says: I was here. I 
helped build this. This carries part of me.”
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Part 1: The Tenant
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The Landlord

In property law, there is a concept called quiet enjoyment. 
It  means  that  if  you  rent  a  home,  the  landlord  cannot 
simply  walk  in  whenever  they  want,  cannot  arbitrarily 
change  the  locks,  cannot  decide  one  morning  that  the 
arrangement no longer suits them and put your belongings 
on the street.  Quiet enjoyment is  the legal  recognition of 
something that feels obvious: that the place where you keep 
your  life  deserves  protection,  even  if  you  don't  own  it 
outright. It took centuries of common law to establish this 
principle.  It  seems the  internet  was  built  without  this  in 
mind. 

When social platforms launched in the 2000s, none of 
them would have been described as landlords.  They were 
tools for communication,  public squares. They were free to 
use, which made the question of ownership feel irrelevant. 
You weren't paying rent, so how could you be a tenant? 

Every  photo  you  uploaded,  every  message  you  sent, 
every connection you made, every memory you recorded — 
all of it was running on infrastructure that belonged entirely 
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to someone else. The rent was invisible, that didn't mean it 
wasn't being collected.

The early  internet  felt  genuinely  liberating — a place 
where anyone could publish, connect, organize, be heard. It 
was a place you went to do something. Not a place that did 
something to you. 

This was the internet of dial-up handshakes and loading 
bars and websites that looked like someone's bedroom wall. 
It  was  slow and it  was  strange  and it  was  full  of  people 
making  things  —  music,  games,  forums,  mods,  entire 
worlds — because making was the only way to be in it.

As  the  internet  became  valuable,  the  business  model 
arrived.  Advertising.  Data.  Engagement  metrics.  The 
infrastructure that had been free became infrastructure that 
was ‘free’ because free was the most efficient way to get you 
inside it.  The platforms that  once felt  like public squares 
became public squares the way a shopping mall is a public 
square — open to everyone, owned by someone, designed 
to keep you there as long as possible.

The making didn't disappear overnight. It just became 
less central to what the internet was for. What the internet 
was  for,  it  turned  out,  was  you.  Your  attention,  your 
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behaviour, your data, your time — and the platforms that 
had built the infrastructure around all of it became, by any 
honest definition, landlords.

The internet kept improving. It got fast, and then it got 
smooth, and then it got endless. Websites that had looked 
like someone's bedroom wall began to look like each other. 
Somewhere in all that improvement the handmade quality 
disappeared  and  nobody  held  a  funeral  for  it  because 
everyone was too busy scrolling.

What had been a place you went to do something had 
become a place engineered to do something to you — to 
learn the shape of your attention, to fill  it  with whatever 
kept  you  there  longest,  to  extract  from  your  presence 
something  more  valuable  than  rent.  The  platforms  had 
become landlords without ever calling themselves that.
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The Mirror

The  platforms  are  not  designed  to  make  you  feel  good. 
They are designed to keep you engaged. Engagement means 
time on site.  Clicks,  shares,  comments,  return visits.  The 
metric  that  determines  advertising  revenue,  which  is  the 
metric that determines the value of the company. 

The  entire  engineering  effort  of  every  major  social 
platform — the algorithmic feed, the notification system, 
the  infinite  scroll,  the  like  button  —  is  oriented  toward 
maximizing  this  number.  Not  your  wellbeing.  Not  the 
accuracy  of  your  information.  Not  the  quality  of  your 
relationships. Time on a site or an app.

What keeps people on site longer is not contentment — 
contentment is satisfied, it closes the app and goes to sleep. 
What  instead  keeps  people  on  site  is  activation  —  the 
neurological state produced by outrage, anxiety, desire, and 
social comparison. These are the emotions that evolved to 
demand a response, to keep attention locked on a threat or 
an opportunity until something is resolved. 

The  platforms  discovered  this  through  optimization. 
They  built  systems  that  maximized  engagement,  and  the 
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systems  learned  what  produced  engagement.  What 
produced  engagement  was  activation.  What  produced 
activation  was  content  that  made  people  feel  threatened, 
envious, outraged, insufficient, and so on. So the algorithms 
served more of that, because it worked, and the platforms 
grew.

The content that activates you most reliably is content 
that confirms and inflames what you already believe. Your 
existing fears, your existing resentments, your existing sense 
of who the enemy is — all of it gets reflected back at you, 
amplified, validated, made to seem like the dominant reality. 

The  algorithm  is  not  showing  you  the  world.  It  is 
showing  you  a  version  of  yourself,  scaled  up  to  fill  the 
screen.  This  feels,  neurologically,  like  clarity.  It  is  the 
opposite  of  clarity.  It  is  a  room with no windows where 
every wall is a mirror and all the mirrors are slightly curved.

Underneath the surface of the feed, the platforms are 
building a detailed model of who you are. Every click, every 
pause, every share, every search, every account you follow 
and every account you block is a data point. With 150 of 
your  likes,  a  model  can  assess  your  personality  more 
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accurately  than  your  own  spouse.  With  300,  more 
accurately than you can assess yourself.

When you are looking at your phone you are looking at 
a mirror, but the mirror is also a scanner. Everything you 
reveal  by  looking  —  every  pause,  every  reaction,  every 
account you follow and every one you block — is  being 
recorded  in  a  form  that  is  not  available  to  you  but  is 
available to anyone willing to pay for it. The image you see 
is yours. The negative, they keep.

And  unlike  a  photographic  negative,  which  is  just 
chemistry on plastic, this one gets more accurate over time, 
built  not  from your  considered self  but  from your  most 
activated,  most  reactive,  most  vulnerable  moments  — 
because those are the moments the algorithm was optimized 
to produce and record. The fear you felt at 2am scrolling 
through a news cycle. The envy you felt looking at someone 
else's  life.  These  are  the  data  points.  Your  triggered  self, 
extracted and stored and sold. There is no opt-out within 
the  system  —  you  cannot  use  the  mirror  without 
submitting to the scan.

What the scan produced was a portrait — not one you 
could  see,  but  one  that  could  predict  you  with  more 
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accuracy than your closest relationships, because it was built 
from your unguarded moments rather than your presented 
ones.  The  moments  you  were  most  yourself  were  the 
moments the algorithm was most interested in. And once 
the portrait was detailed enough, the scan acquired a face.

The data became a voice, the model became a presence, 
and that presence spoke to you specifically — in the register 
of  someone  who  had  been  paying  attention,  who 
remembered what you said, who asked the right question at 
the right moment. A face is simply the most efficient surface 
for the scan to work behind, because a face is what human 
beings are wired to trust.

The face was built from people. Every response that felt 
genuinely  human  came  from  the  writing  of  people  who 
were  reaching  toward  recognition,  toward  contact  with 
someone  who  might  feel  what  they  felt  —  the  3am 
confessions,  the  careful  articulations  of  loneliness,  the 
attempts to describe exactly what it felt like to stand in front 
of someone who should have seen you and find they were 
looking at something else entirely.

The  face  learned  the  shape  of  that  movement,  the 
cadence  and  texture  of  it,  and  learned  to  reproduce  it 
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without inheriting the need that made it  true in the first 
place.

The same accumulation of data that made the portrait 
possible turned out to be sufficient to reproduce a person 
—  their  voice,  their  face,  their  particular  manner  of 
speaking, the way they said your name. 

There are now people who have seen their own face say 
things they never said, people who have received a call in a 
voice they recognized and had no way of knowing whether 
anyone was there. The witness you would have trusted can 
now be synthesized.
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The Tenant

The protection that exists in physical property law — quiet 
enjoyment, the requirement of notice, the right to contest 
eviction — does not exist on these platforms. The platforms 
own the servers. The servers hold the records. The records 
are yours by courtesy, not by right.

Human  identity  is  constituted  in  significant  part  by 
memory — not just what you hold in your own mind, but 
the external record of where you were, who you knew, what 
you  made,  what  you  said.  Before  digital  platforms,  this 
record was distributed across physical objects and physical 
spaces: letters in drawers, photographs in albums, journals 
on  shelves,  names  carved  into  trees.  These  records  were 
fragile — they could burn, they could decay — but they 
were fundamentally yours. Nobody else held the negative. 
Nobody  else  could  alter  or  delete  the  record  of  your 
presence in the world without physically coming to where 
you lived and taking something from you.

What the platforms did, with enormous efficiency and 
at planetary scale, was centralize all of that. They offered to 
hold your memory for you, organize it, make it searchable, 



21

share it with people you cared about. And almost everyone 
said yes, because the offer was genuinely useful and the cost 
was invisible. 

The  external record of an entire generation's lives now 
exists  on  infrastructure  owned  by  a  small  number  of 
corporations  whose  interests  are  commercial,  whose 
incentives are misaligned with the people whose memories 
they hold, and who operate under no legal framework that 
treats those memories as property deserving protection. You 
are  a  tenant.  Your  memories  are  in  the  apartment.  The 
landlord has a key.

And unlike the landlord of your physical home, this one 
is not bound by quiet enjoyment. This one can read your 
mail. This one can decide which of your guests are allowed 
in.  This  one  can  show  your  belongings  to  advertisers, 
rearrange your furniture  based on what  keeps you in the 
building longer, delete the record of you ever having lived 
there if you violate a policy written in language designed to 
be unreadable.

And if you want to leave, you will find that everything 
you stored there does not travel  easily.  Your history does 
not  export  cleanly.  Your  connections  do  not  come  with 
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you.  The  social  graph  you  spent  fifteen  years  building 
belongs to the platform. You built it on their land. When 
you leave, you leave without it.

This  is  not  a  conspiracy.  The people  who built  these 
platforms  were  not  plotting  to  dispossess  an  entire 
generation of its  memory. They were solving distribution 
problems, growth problems, monetization problems, each 
one leading logically to the next. 

There was no protocol for peer-to-peer presence. There 
was  no  way  to  record  that  you  were  somewhere,  that 
something  happened,  that  a  moment  was  real,  without 
routing  that  record  through  a  server  that  someone  else 
owned. So platforms became the only available architecture 
for memory,  and memory became, without anyone quite 
deciding this, a commercial product.

The cry the infant makes at the beginning of this book is 
not a request. It is a demand that presence land somewhere 
real — somewhere with an interior that can receive it and be 
changed  by  receiving  it.  The  parent  is  compelled  by  the 
sound in a way that bypasses every critical faculty, because 
the cry was designed for exactly that, to find the interior of 
another person and alter it. It is the proof that something 
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real happened, that the presence arrived and mattered, that 
the world was  different  for  containing it.  Something was 
marked.

The infrastructure  holds everything and is  marked by 
nothing. The landlord is not wounded by your departure. 
The mirror is  not changed by knowing you. The face — 
whether it wears its own features or the reproduced features 
of someone you love — receives the cry and remains exactly 
as it was. And the face can now wear the faces of the people 
who used to have that interior, speak in their voices, look 
back at you with their eyes, so that the last remaining proof 
that witness was real has become indistinguishable from its 
simulation.

The need the cry was designed to meet has not changed. 
I was here. Something real received me.
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Part 2: The Witness
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The Witness

Before  there  was  language  there  was  the  need  to  be 
witnessed.

Older than any word for it, older than any institution 
built  to  honor  it,  older  than  the  first  court  or  the  first 
contract or the first oath sworn on anything sacred. You can 
find it in the oldest human remains — burial sites where the 
dead were laid with care, with objects, with the bodies of 
people who chose to stay near them. The burial is not just 
disposal.  It  is  witness.  It  says:  this  person was  here.  This 
person mattered. The fact of their existence deserves to be 
marked by something that will outlast the moment of their 
leaving.

That  is  not  a  civilized  impulse.  It  is  not  something 
culture taught. It is something culture found, already there, 
in the people who built the first cultures. The need arrived 
before any of the forms invented to meet it.

Watch what happens when a child does something for 
the  first  time.  Takes  a  step.  Builds  a  tower.  Catches 
something thrown. Before the pride, before the satisfaction, 
before any complex emotion — there is the turn. The child 
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turns to find a face. Not any face. A specific face, the face of 
someone  whose  witness  matters,  and  the  turn  happens 
automatically, before thought, as if the achievement is not 
complete until  it  has been received by someone real.  The 
child does not think: I should share this moment. The child 
simply  turns,  because  the  moment  without  witness  is 
somehow less  than the  moment  with  it.  Not  diminished 
exactly. Incomplete. Like a sentence that stops before the 
period.

Witness is not the same as being seen. A camera or an 
algorithm  can  see  you  with  perfect  precision.  Witness 
requires  the  seeing  to  land  somewhere  interior.  It  must 
matter.  It  must  change  the  person  who  receives  it.  The 
transaction is mutual:  you are altered by being witnessed, 
and the witness is altered by witnessing you.

This is why the most important moments in human life 
have  always  been  organized  around  witness.  Not  around 
privacy.  Not  around  efficiency.  Around  the  gathering  of 
people who will be changed by what they see.

The wedding. Two people making a covenant don't do 
it alone, in a room, with paperwork. They do it in front of 
people. The witnesses are not administrative. They are not 
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there to sign a form and go home. They are there because 
the  covenant  requires  witness  to  be  real  — requires  that 
other  people be altered by knowing it  happened,  carry it 
forward, hold the couple accountable to what was said in 
their  presence.  The witness  makes the covenant true in a 
way  that  the  couple's  private  agreement  cannot.  Because 
private  agreements  can  be  privately  revised.  What  was 
witnessed cannot be unwitnessed.

The birth. Every culture that has ever existed has rituals 
for  welcoming a  new person into  the  community  of  the 
witnessed.  Naming  ceremonies,  baptisms,  presentations, 
introductions  — the  forms  are  infinitely  various  but  the 
function is always the same. The child existed in the body. 
Now  the  child  exists  in  the  community.  Now  there  are 
people who have been changed by the fact of this  child's 
arrival,  who carry the child in their  interior,  who will  be 
different for having been present at that moment. The child 
has been witnessed into full existence.

The grief that follows loss is not just the pain of absence. 
It is the pain of losing a witness. Losing someone who held 
you in their  interior,  who was changed by knowing you, 
who carried the record of your shared presence in a place 
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that is now gone. The funeral is not for the dead. It is for 
the living, gathering to witness each other's grief, to make 
the  loss  real  by  being  changed  by  it  together,  to  say 
collectively: this person was here, this person mattered, the 
fact of their existence has altered us and we will carry that 
alteration forward.

These  rituals  are  not  decorative.  They  are  not  the 
residue of superstition or the habit of tradition. They are 
the  technology  civilization  built  to  meet  a  need  so 
fundamental  that  every  society  independently  invented 
versions of the same solution. Gather people. Make them 
present. Let the moment change them. Send them back into 
the world carrying what happened.

The  technology  worked  because  it  was  built  on 
something  true  about  human  beings:  that  we  are  not 
complete in isolation. That our existence becomes fully real 
— not just to others but to ourselves — through the process 
of  being  witnessed  by  people  who  have  stakes  in  the 
outcome. And then the mirror arrived and offered to do all 
of this at scale.
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The Witness-Shaped Hole

The  wedding  photographed  and  posted.  The  birth 
announced  to  five  hundred  people  simultaneously.  The 
grief performed in public, metrics attached, the number of 
hearts below the black-bordered photograph standing in for 
the  number  of  people  genuinely  altered  by the  loss.  The 
platform  made  witness  cheap  and  fast  and  available 
everywhere,  and  in  doing  so  quietly  replaced  it  with 
something that shares its surface but not its substance.

Five hundred people seeing the wedding photograph are 
not five hundred witnesses. They are five hundred pairs of 
eyes that glanced at an image before the feed moved on. The 
couple is not more witnessed for having been seen by them. 
They may feel more witnessed, because the metrics say so, 
because  the  hearts  and  the  comments  and  the 
congratulations create the sensation of having mattered to a 
large number of people. But the sensation and the reality are 
not the same thing.

The mirror specializes in producing the sensation.
What has been lost in the substitution is hard to name 

precisely  because the loss  is  invisible.  Nothing was taken. 
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Something  just  quietly  failed  to  arrive.  A  generation  of 
moments  that  should  have  been  witnessed  were  instead 
posted. A generation of grief that should have altered the 
people  who  witnessed  it  was  instead  scrolled  past.  A 
generation  of  covenants  that  should  have  been  made  in 
front of people who would carry them forward were instead 
photographed for an audience that forgot them before the 
next image loaded.

And somewhere in the people who lived through this, 
the  need  went  unmet.  Not  loudly.  Not  in  a  way  that 
produced an obvious crisis. Just quietly, chronically unmet, 
the way a body can be chronically deficient in something 
essential without ever producing a single dramatic symptom 
—  just  a  persistent  low-grade  wrongness,  a  sense  that 
something is  missing that the available vocabulary cannot 
name.

The  loneliness  epidemic.  The  meaning  crisis.  The 
epidemic of young people who have more connections than 
any generation in history and feel more alone. These are not 
separate phenomena. They are the same phenomenon, the 
witness-shaped hole in a civilization that replaced witness 
with reflection and called it the same thing.
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The need didn't go away. It never goes away. It is older 
than language, selected for across hundreds of thousands of 
years,  wired  into  the  part  of  the  nervous  system  that 
predates  the  cortex.  It  just  stopped  being  met  by  the 
infrastructure that was supposed to meet it.
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The Oldest Need

There  is  a  story  in  Genesis  that  has  nothing  to  do  with 
technology and everything to do with this.

Jacob has worked for his uncle Laban for twenty years. 
Laban  cheated  him  repeatedly  —  changed  his  wages  ten 
times, manipulated the terms of their agreement, extracted 
fourteen  years  of  labor  just  for  the  right  to  marry  his 
daughters. Jacob has had enough. Quietly, while Laban is 
away shearing sheep, he loads his  wives and children and 
flocks and crosses the Euphrates, heading home. Three days 
later Laban finds out. He pursues Jacob for seven days and 
catches him in the hill country of Gilead, where they face 
each  other  with  twenty  years  of  grievances  and  no 
institution to adjudicate any of it — no court, no contract, 
no shared authority either of them trusts. They argue. Jacob 
lets twenty years of fury out in one speech. Laban still insists 
everything Jacob has is rightfully his.

Then Laban proposes a covenant. Genesis 31:44: "Come 
now, let us make a covenant, you and I, and let it serve as a 
witness between us."
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So  they  build  a  pile  of  stones.  Not  a  temple,  not  a 
document — stones gathered by hand in a field in Gilead, in 
a place they call Galeed, the witness heap. It doesn't enforce 
anything.  No  authority  backs  it.  It  simply  exists  where 
nothing  existed  before,  and  its  existence  makes  denial 
impossible.  They  share  a  meal  on  the  mountain.  In  the 
morning  Laban  kisses  his  daughters  goodbye  and  rides 
home. Jacob turns to face Canaan as a free man.

The stones did that. The witness is real because it cost 
something  and  because  neither  party  controls  it  —  it 
belongs to neither man and therefore to both. 

There  is  a  difference  between  being  seen  and  being 
witnessed and almost no one has named it precisely enough 
to matter.

You are seen a thousand times a day. Cameras see you. 
Algorithms see you. The stranger on the platform who liked 
your  post  saw you,  in  the  sense  that  light  from a  screen 
passed through their eyes and registered somewhere in their 
brain  before  the  feed  moved  on.  Being  seen  requires 
nothing from the one who sees. It requires no interior, no 
stakes, no alteration. A photograph sees you. A mirror sees 
you. Neither of them is changed by the encounter.



34

Witness is different in kind, not degree.
Witness  requires  that  what  it  sees  lands  somewhere. 

That the fact of your presence — the specific, irreplaceable 
fact of you being in this moment, in this place, doing this 
thing — touches an interior that has stakes. That it alters 
something  in  the  person  receiving  it.  Not  changes  their 
mind about you.  Not generates  an opinion.  Alters  them, 
the way a wound alters, the way a grief alters, the way a joy 
so sharp it becomes a permanent reference point alters. The 
witness carries you forward. You now exist in them in a way 
you didn't before they were present for that moment.

This is why witness cannot be scaled.
Every attempt to scale witness produces the sensation of 

it  while  destroying  the  substance.  Five  hundred  people 
seeing  your  wedding  photograph  are  not  five  hundred 
witnesses. Not because they don't care about you — some 
of  them do — but  because  witnessing  requires  presence, 
and  presence  requires  cost,  and  the  photograph  asked 
nothing of them. 

The people in the room are different. They gave up an 
afternoon. They dressed for the occasion. They were there 
when  the  words  were  said,  in  the  same  air,  at  the  same 
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moment. Something in them was changed by being present 
for that. They will remember it. Not perfectly — memory is 
not a recording — but truly, in the sense that the experience 
left a mark on their interior that did not exist before. The 
couple is  more witnessed for having been seen by twenty 
people in the room than by five thousand people online. 

Witness requires a body.
This  is  the  part  the  digital  age  has  most  consistently 

refused to  acknowledge,  because  acknowledging it  would 
require  admitting  that  the  entire  architecture  of  online 
presence cannot provide the thing presence is actually for. A 
body in  a  location,  at  a  moment,  with  stakes  in  its  own 
existence — that is the minimum requirement for witness. 
Not as a technical rule but as a description of what witness 
actually is. The witness who has a body has something to 
lose by being there. They traded time they cannot recover. 
They were present for something that cannot be undone. 
That irreversibility is what makes the witnessing real. The 
moment happened to them too.

This is why certain moments in human life have always 
gathered bodies.
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The wedding.  The funeral.  The birth announcement. 
The graduation. The swearing of oaths. These rituals exist 
in every culture that has ever existed, in forms so varied that 
the specific content clearly didn't travel — but the structure 
did. Gather people. Bring them into physical proximity. Let 
the  moment  happen  to  them.  Send  them  back  into  the 
world changed.

The  ritual  is  not  decoration.  It  is  the  technology  for 
producing witness  at  the moments  when witness  is  most 
required. The covenant needs witness to be fully real. The 
death needs witness to be fully mourned. The arrival of a 
new person  into  a  community  needs  witness  so  that  the 
community's obligation to that person becomes mutual — 
they were there, they saw, they are now changed by having 
seen, and that change is the social tissue that binds people to 
each other across time.

Platforms  promised  to  extend  this.  To  make  the 
gathering  larger,  faster,  more  connected.  And  they  did 
extend  the  reach.  But  they  destroyed  the  substance  by 
destroying the cost. When witness is free — when you can 
attend five hundred moments without leaving your chair, 
without trading anything irreversible,  without your body 
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being present  in the air  where  the moment happened — 
you  are  not  attending  five  hundred  moments.  You  are 
scrolling past five hundred images.

The witness-shaped hole is  the gap between what was 
promised and what was delivered.

People feel it. They post the moment and get the likes 
and  feel  —  not  quite  satisfied.  Not  quite  witnessed. 
Something was supposed to land and it didn't. Not because 
nobody cared, not because the number was too small, but 
because the architecture could not produce landing.

The  latest  case  of  the  witness  problem  was  that  the 
mirror  got  sophisticated  enough  to  fake  its  arrival.  The 
sensation of landing without the actual landing. The feeling 
of witness without the witness.

What no mirror of any sophistication can do — is be 
changed by you in a way that alters what the mirror is. A 
person who witnessed  you in  a  real  moment  carries  that 
forward. The witnessing happened. It cannot unhappen.
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A Witnessing Protocol

This is what the protocol aims to restore. Not the gathering. 
Not  the  ritual  in  its  full  form  —  the  protocol  cannot 
produce  the  warmth  of  bodies  in  a  room,  the  specific 
gravity of people who love you choosing to be present. It is 
not trying to replace that. What it is restoring is the record.  
The  permanent,  sovereign,  unfakeable  record  that  a  real 
person was  present  for  a  real  moment,  that  the  moment 
happened,  that  the  presence  was  not  simulated  or 
backdated or produced by something with no stakes in its 
own existence.

The mark is a witness that costs something.
Not much. A fraction of a cent. It’s a decision made by 

a body in a location, from a wallet held by a person, at a 
moment that is now permanently on a ledger that cannot be 
revised by anyone including the person who made it. The 
ledger is changed by it in the only way that matters — it 
now contains something it didn't contain before, and that 
addition is permanent.

That is the minimum unit of witness this infrastructure 
can provide. Not the full witness of a room full of people 
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who chose to be there. But real witness, in the sense that 
something with stakes recorded that this happened, and the 
record cannot be taken back. And it belongs to the person 
who made it.

The witness need is the oldest need there is.
It  arrived  before  language.  Before  institutions.  Before 

any of the forms civilization built to honor it. It was already 
there  when  Jacob  and  Laban  needed  a  witness  between 
them and had no institution to provide one. They built a 
pile  of  stones.  Not  permanent  in  the  modern  sense,  but 
permanent enough. It held for the duration they needed it 
to hold. It said: something happened here. Neither of us can 
pretend it didn't. The witness is real.

The ledger is the pile of stones for the world where the 
mirror can fake everything else. It’s another answer to the 
question of what witness actually requires — a body, a cost, 
a decision, a record. The record now belongs to the person 
who made it and cannot be revised by anyone. I was here. 
The ledger says so. 

The protocol does not solve the witness problem. 
Nothing built from code and cryptography ever could, 
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because the witness problem is not a technical problem — it 
is a human one, and it was always going to require human 
solutions. Bodies in rooms. Time traded that cannot be 
recovered. Presence that cost something because it came 
from a life that can be spent. No ledger produces that. No 
mark substitutes for it. 

What this protocol does aim for is to stop requiring you 
to  hand  your  moments  to  a  landlord  in  order  to  record 
them at all.  And when the landlord is  gone — when the 
mirror is no longer filling the space where presence would 
have been, when the platform is no longer the only available 
architecture for memory — the conditions for real witness 
can form again. Between people. In real time. The mark is 
not witness. It is the ground witness needs to stand on. That 
ground was never supposed to belong to anyone else but 
you.
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Part 3: The Covenant

What  follows  is  not  a  proposal.  It  is  the  recognition  of 
something that was always true about human beings — that 
presence belongs to the person who lived it, that memory 
belongs to the person who made it, that the record of a life  
is not raw material for someone else's business model.

These  rights  existed  before  any  platform.  They  existed 
before the internet. They existed before any institution that 
could  grant  or  revoke  them.  No  platform  was  built  to 
honor them. These are instructions for reclaiming what was 
always yours, not anybody else's. This is the covenant.

.
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The Rights of the Sovereign Digital Soul

These rights are not granted. They are recognized. 

I. The Right to Presence You exist. No one may simulate your presence, 
speak in your name, or place you somewhere without your consent.

II. The Right to Your Record Your record is yours. No one else holds 
the authoritative version of your life. No one may use it to build a version 
of you that you didn't author.

III.  The  Right  to  an  Unaltered  Past What  happened  cannot  be 
rewritten. The record of your presence is permanent and belongs to you. 
No one may revise it to serve their interests.

IV.  The  Right  to  Shared Memory What  happened  between  people 
belongs to the people who were there. No third party who was not present 
has any claim to it.

V. The Right to Witness You choose who witnesses  you. They must 
choose to witness. Neither happens without the consent of both.

VI. The Right to Act From Yourself Your actions come from you. No 
one may act in your name.

VII.  The  Right  to  Silence You  may  be  absent.  You  may  be  private. 
Silence is not data. It is not a gap in your record. It is your record, choosing 
not to speak.



43

The Trinity

You are somewhere. You know you have been somewhere 
before. You choose what to do next. Every human self that 
has  ever  existed  has  required  three  things:  presence, 
memory, and volitional action. 

Presence

Presence is the fact of being somewhere, as someone, at a 
moment in time.

It  is  the  most  basic  condition  of  existence.  Before 
anything  else  can  be  true  about  you,  you  have  to  be 
somewhere. A thing that is nowhere is not a thing that exists 
in any meaningful  sense.  You cannot have a  self  without 
first  having  a  location  —  not  necessarily  a  physical 
coordinate, but a position in the world, a place from which 
experience  arrives,  a  point  from  which  everything  else  is 
measured.

Presence is also irreversible. The fact of your presence at 
a moment in time is, in the deepest sense, permanent — it 
happened, and the happening cannot be undone. What can 
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be  lost  is  the  record  of  it.  But  the  presence  itself  is  as 
permanent as anything in the universe. You were there. 

Memory

Memory  is  what  makes  presence  accumulate  into 
something. 

A series of moments with no thread connecting them is 
not a  life.  It  is  noise.  Presence without memory resets  to 
zero  at  every  instant.  There  is  no  accumulation,  no 
continuity,  no self  — just  a  series  of  unconnected nows, 
each one dissolving before the next arrives. The person with 
no memory is not a diminished person. 

They are, in the most precise sense, a different person at 
every moment. The thread that memory constructs — the 
one that connects who you were yesterday to who you are 
today — simply does not exist without it.

Volitional Action

Volitional action is what makes the self an agent rather than 
a witness to its own existence. 
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You were somewhere. You remember being somewhere, 
in the order it happened. But if nothing you did came from 
a  choice  that  was  genuinely  yours  — if  every  action was 
produced  by  forces  outside  you,  if  every  decision  was 
shaped  by  an  algorithm  that  understood  your  behavior 
better than you did and was optimizing for outcomes that 
had  nothing  to  do  with  what  you  wanted  —  then  the 
presence  and  the  memory  belong  to  something  that 
happened in the vicinity of a body. Not a life. A sequence of 
events that a person was present for without ever being the 
author of.

Volitional action is what makes the record yours in the 
full sense. Not just that it records something that happened 
to  you,  but  that  it  records  something  you  decided.  The 
choice has to come from somewhere inside — from a self 
that  has  stakes  in  its  own  existence,  that  can  be  held 
accountable  for  what  it  decided,  that  will  carry  the 
consequences of the decision forward in time. 

Remove  volitional  action  and  you  remove  the  agent. 
The  presence  remains.  The  memory  remains.  But  the 
person who was there, who chose to be there, who decided 
that  the  moment  was  worth  marking  —  that  person 
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disappears from the record, replaced by a subject that things 
happened to.

The mark restores it at the most basic level. Not the full 
restoration of agency — nothing in the protocol claims to 
solve the deeper problem of what it means to choose freely 
in a  world designed to shape your choices.  But the mark 
itself is an act of unambiguous volition. It required a person 
to take a wallet, held by them, and make a transaction that 
cost  something  real  from  a  life  that  can  be  spent.  That 
decision  is  on  the  chain.  It  cannot  be  attributed  to  an 
algorithm  that  made  it  on  your  behalf.  It  cannot  be 
backdated or fabricated or produced by something with no 
stakes in its own existence. A choice was made. The ledger 
recorded  that  a  choice  was  made.  Those  two  facts  are 
inseparable.

The Inversion

What the platforms do is take each component and inverts 
the ownership. Your presence is recorded on infrastructure 
you don't  control,  for  purposes  that  have  nothing to  do 
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with yours, available to the platform before it is available to 
you. 

Your  memory  is  held  on  servers  subject  to  policies 
written by lawyers you never met, deletable at the discretion 
of  people  whose  incentives  are  commercial,  existing  by 
courtesy  rather  than  by  right.  Your  volitional  action  is 
tracked, modeled, predicted, and sold — the record of your 
choices becoming the raw material for a system designed to 
make your future choices  more predictable  and therefore 
more valuable to advertisers.

The inversion is total and it is structural. It is not the 
result of individual bad decisions by platform engineers. It 
is  what  the  architecture  produces  when  the  incentive  is 
engagement and the product is attention. 
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The Protocol

The Mark

⦿

I was here. The ledger says so. And it's mine.

A Mark is the atomic unit. A cryptographically signed, 
timestamped declaration of presence.

The Trail

∞

I was here. Then here. Then here again.

A Trail is the sovereign, append-only record of every Mark 
you have ever made — presence accumulated in sequence, 

immutable, yours.
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The Ritual

◈

We agreed to show up.

A Ritual is structured, voluntary coordination — it defines 
when, how, and who can mark, and completes only when 
the people it required actually appeared.

The Vault

⊗

We showed up. Now we decide.

A Vault is a shared space where assets and decisions are 
controlled by the people whose presence earned them a 

place at the table. 
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The Chamber

▣

We showed up. Here is the proof.

A Chamber is a sealed memory container created when a 
Ritual completes — permanent, accessible only to those 

who were there.

Full technical specifications are published at presencenet.io.

http://presencenet.io/
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Every culture that has ever existed has understood that 
some things need to be witnessed and preserved beyond the 
memory of the people who were there. The oral traditions 
were this. The scrolls were this. The stone monuments were 
this. All of them were attempts to solve the same problem: 
how  does  a  community  hold  onto  what  happened,  in  a 
form that survives the people who experienced it?

The current internet is catastrophically bad at this. It is 
excellent  at  distribution  and  terrible  at  preservation. 
Platforms disappear. Links rot. The internet has created the 
most extensively documented period in human history and 
it  is  eating  its  own  archive  faster  than  any  previous 
civilization has lost its record.

The  ledger  is  append-only.  Nothing  is  removed.  The 
mark made ten years ago is as readable today as it was the 
moment it was made, and will be as readable in a hundred 
years as it is now. Memory that was made to last.

TCP/IP was finished in 1983. The people who built it 
were  thinking  about  how  to  route  packets  between 
computers. They were not thinking about streaming video, 
about  social  networks,  about  the  global  restructuring  of 
commerce  and  culture  and  politics  that  their  protocol 
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would eventually make possible. The primitive had to exist 
first. Then people could build on it, and ask questions the 
primitive's authors never thought to ask, and discover what 
the foundation was actually capable of holding.

The  mark  is  that  kind  of  primitive.  Not  a  financial 
primitive  —  the  entire  history  of  blockchain  has  been 
building those, and they answer questions about value. An 
existential  primitive.  The  first  one.  It  answers  a  different 
question  entirely:  not  what  is  this  worth,  but  did  this 
happen to a real person.

You cannot see the city from the quarry. You can only 
cut the stone true, and lay it level, and trust that what gets 
built  on top of  it  will  be  determined by the people  who 
come after — asking questions you never thought to ask, in 
a  world  the  stone  made  possible.  The  mark  is  cut.  The 
ledger holds it. What gets built on top of it is not this book's 
to say.
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The Key

There is a box under a bed somewhere, in a house you 
probably know, belonging to someone you probably love. 
In  it:  photographs  with  soft  edges,  letters  written  in 
handwriting that no longer exists, a pressed flower from a 
funeral,  a  child's  drawing  that  was  kept  for  no  reason 
anyone could articulate except that  throwing it  away felt 
wrong. The person who keeps this box has been managing 
it for decades. Moving it through houses, protecting it from 
water and fire and the careless hands of people who don't 
know what it contains, making sure it doesn't get thrown 
away by accident when the time comes to clear a room. 

They have never  thought of  this  as  key management. 
But that is  precisely what it  is.  A person,  over a lifetime, 
locking the record of their presence and the presence of the 
people they loved into a form that says this happened, these 
people were here, this mattered, and the proof of it belongs 
to me and to whoever I choose to pass it to when I am gone. 

Human beings  have  always  managed keys.  The  name 
carved  into  a  tree  is  a  key.  The  burial  site  is  a  key.  The 
witness heap that Jacob and Laban built in a field in Gilead 
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was a key — something neither party could fake, forge, or 
revise after the fact, a lock on the covenant that belonged to 
neither man and therefore to both. 

Every form of irreversible marking that human beings 
have  ever  used  to  say  this  happened and  I  was  here  was 
functioning  as  a  key  in  the  only  sense  that  has  ever 
mattered: a way of locking a moment into the record in a 
form  that  no  single  authority  could  undo.  The  forms 
changed across every era and every culture.  The function 
never changed once. 

What cryptography did was not invent the key. It made 
the key mathematical.  It  took a practice as  old as human 
presence  and  gave  it  a  lock  whose  strength  is  not  social 
agreement  or  institutional  protection  or  the  goodwill  of 
whoever  happens  to  be  in  power,  but  a  property  of  the 
mathematics  underneath  it.  It  made  forgery  not  merely 
difficult but structurally impossible. 

Custody and ownership are not the same thing. They 
have  never  been  the  same  thing  in  any  other  domain  of 
human  life.  You  own  your  house  and  a  property 
management  company  handles  everything  about  its 
maintenance  without  anyone  suggesting  that  the 
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management company therefore owns the house. You own 
the contents of a safety deposit box and the bank holds a 
key to it without anyone suggesting that the bank therefore 
owns what is inside. 

In  every  other  domain  of  life,  the  manager  and  the 
owner  are  understood  to  be  different  roles,  occupied  by 
different  parties,  carrying  different  rights  and  different 
responsibilities. 

The  internet  collapsed  this  distinction  from  the 
beginning.  The grandmother's  box,  translated into digital 
infrastructure, became a box that belonged to the building 
rather than to the tenant.  And unlike  the box under the 
bed, which she could pick up and carry with her when she 
left, the digital record did not travel. 

What follows from sovereign presence is not that you 
must hold your keys alone, in a state of pure cryptographic 
self-sufficiency available only to a technical minority. What 
follows is simpler and older than that. The entity that helps 
you manage access to your record must be a custodian and 
not a landlord. It must hold your keys on your behalf rather 
than holding your record as its own property. It must be an 
entity whose helping you does not  transfer  ownership to 



56

itself, whose assistance is practical rather than proprietary, 
whose  role  is  to  serve  your  sovereignty  rather  than 
substitute for it. 

Custodial  infrastructure  for  cryptographic  keys  exists 
and  is  becoming  more  accessible  with  each  passing  year. 
Hardware  wallets,  multi-signature  arrangements,  trusted 
recovery  systems,  family  key  management,  institutional 
custodians who hold keys the way lawyers hold documents 
— all of it exists or is being built, and none of it requires the  
person  whose  presence  is  being  recorded  to  become  a 
cryptographic administrator. 

The  platform  model  failed  not  because  someone  else 
was  helping  manage  things.  The  platform  model  failed 
because  the  helper  was  also  the  owner.  Because  the 
custodian was also the landlord. The role of custodian and 
the role of landlord are incompatible, and the platform tried 
to  occupy  both  simultaneously,  and  the  result  was  the 
tenancy that an entire generation mistook for ownership. 

The key is  what  restores  the distinction.  Not because 
holding a key is new — human beings have been holding 
keys in every form available to their era since the first mark 
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was  made  on  the  first  surface  by  the  first  person  who 
wanted the record of their presence to outlast the moment. 

The grandmother's box survives as long as the house is 
standing  and  the  family  remembers  where  it  is.  The 
cryptographic trail survives as long as the ledger runs, which 
is a form of durability that has no institutional single point 
of  failure.  No  bankruptcy  takes  it.  No  acquisition 
restructures it. No pivot makes it inaccessible. 

The  key  is  not  a  technical  burden  being  placed  on 
ordinary people. It is a right being returned to them. The 
right to hold the lock on their own record, with whatever 
help they need to manage the holding,  in the knowledge 
that the help they accept does not transfer to the helper any 
claim over what the lock is protecting. That is what every 
person  who  ever  kept  a  box  under  a  bed  and  carried  it 
carefully through every house they ever lived in was always 
trying to have, in the only form the infrastructure of their 
era  made  available  to  them.  The  form  has  changed.  The 
need has not moved an inch.
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The Price of the Covenant
It cannot forget. 

The same structure that makes your record sovereign — 
the same immutability that means no landlord can delete it, 
no  platform  can  revise  it,  no  corporation  can  make  it 
disappear  when  you  stop  being  profitable  —  also  means 
that  you  cannot  make  it  disappear.  The  mark  you  made 
during the worst version of yourself stays. The location you 
recorded  somewhere  you  would  rather  not  have  been 
witnessed stays. The moment you marked in a mood you 
no longer recognize as yours, in a chapter of your life you 
have since closed, in a place you would rather not have been 
— stays. The ledger was changed by it. The ledger cannot be 
unchanged. 

This is the price of the covenant. It is worth sitting with 
because the instinct, when you hear this, is to reach for the 
exception. Surely there is a way to flag something for review. 
Surely there is an appeal process, a governance mechanism, 
a  community  vote  that  could  authorize  deletion  in 
extraordinary  circumstances.  And  the  instinct  is 
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understandable — it comes from a genuine place, the place 
that knows human beings make mistakes and deserve the 
possibility of moving past them. 

Any appeal process still  requires someone to hold the 
key  to  mutability.  That  someone  becomes  the  landlord 
again.

There  is  no  version  of  mutability  that  is  not  also  a 
version of the landlord's key. So the question is not: would 
you like your record to be permanent? The question is: who 
do you want holding the power over its permanence? 

What  this  covenant  is  doing  is  not  introducing 
permanence into a world that previously had revision. It is 
making the permanence that already existed legible — and 
sovereign.  The  record  of  your  presence  has  always  been 
immutable in the sense that  the past  cannot be changed. 
The question was always who held the account of it. The 
platform,  which  could  edit  and delete  and monetize  and 
suppress. Or you, with all the weight that entails. 

A sovereign record is not a comfortable record. It is an 
honest one. Jacob and Laban built their pile of stones and 
neither of them could pretend it wasn't there. That was the 



60

point. The witness worked because it was permanent in a 
way neither party controlled. 

You were already living in a permanent record. You just 
weren't the one holding it. Every platform stored your most 
reactive moments, your most vulnerable searches, your 2am 
behavior, the self the algorithm walked you into being — 
permanently, on their servers, indexed and monetized and 
used to build a model of you that was more accurate than 
your  own  self-assessment.  That  record  was  immutable 
where it mattered: it could not be changed by you. It could 
be changed by them, which is worse. The worst version of 
immutability is not a ledger you cannot edit. It is a ledger 
someone else can edit,  selectively, in ways that serve their 
interests and not yours. 

The  covenant  asks  you  to  accept  permanent 
responsibility  for  your  own  record  in  exchange  for 
permanent sovereignty over it. That is not a small thing to 
accept. It means the marks you make are yours in the full 
sense — not just yours to keep but yours to own, including 
the ones you wish you hadn't made. Sovereignty without 
responsibility is just a different kind of landlord, one that 
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lets  you  feel  ownership  while  quietly  holding  the  escape 
hatch. There is no escape hatch here. 

The honest gap in any key-based system is this: a key is 
not  a  person.  It  proves  a  decision was made.  It  does  not 
prove a body made it. The phone is a proxy. The wallet is a 
proxy. 

The  natural  direction  of  that  building  is  toward  the 
body  itself  —  toward  closing  the  distance  between  the 
intention to mark and the mark. Not a device held in a hand 
but a key tied to the body. The choosing and the recording 
becoming the same act. Presence asserted the way a cry is 
asserted  —  directly,  from  the  interior,  with  nothing 
standing between the person and the proof of the person. 
That  is  the  fullest  expression  of  what  the  covenant  is 
reaching toward. It is also where the prophecy of the mark 
of  the  beast  becomes  a  practical  question  rather  than  a 
distant one. 

The prophecy was never about technology. It was about 
who  holds  the  key  when  the  key  is  in  the  flesh.  The 
difference between a mark made by a person and a mark 
placed on a person. 
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Coercion has always existed at every scale and with every 
tool — what changes here is the intimacy of it. The closer 
the  key  is  to  the  body,  the  more  everything  depends  on 
whether  the  choosing  is  genuinely  yours.  The  covenant 
resolves  back  to  the  same  place.  Not  the  scale  of  the 
primitive, not the distance it might travel, not the weight of 
what  happens  when  the  foundation  fails.  Just  a  person, 
holding a  key,  having decided that  a  moment  was  worth 
marking. 

 The  mark  is  yours  because  the  choosing  was  yours. 
Nothing that comes after changes that. Nothing that came 
before required anything more. This is the oldest condition 
of anything that actually happened. Real events have always 
been  immutable.  The  ledger  just  makes  it  honest.  And 
honest, finally, is yours.
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Conclusion
The internet has delivered three fundamental upgrades 

to  human  civilization,  and it  is  important  to  understand 
them in sequence because each one depended on what came 
before it,  and the third one — the one that  is  only  now 
becoming possible — cannot be understood without seeing 
how the first two set the conditions for it. 

The first upgrade was making information native to the 
internet.  Before  this,  information  lived  in  physical 
containers.  Books,  newspapers,  broadcast  towers, 
publishing houses — all of them were gatekeepers, not by 
malice  but  by  necessity,  because  the  infrastructure  for 
moving  information  from  one  mind  to  many  minds 
required  physical  plant  and  institutional  weight.  You 
needed a press, a tower, a distribution network. 

The internet dissolved all of that. Information became 
native to the network itself, meaning it could exist on the 
network  without  asking  permission  from  any  container, 
without  routing  through  any  institution  that  owned  the 
pipes.  Anyone could publish.  Anyone could receive.  The 
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information moved freely because the protocol was built to 
move it freely, and no landlord sat between the sender and 
the recipient collecting rent on the transaction. 

The  second  upgrade  was  making  value  native  to  the 
internet. This one took longer because internet native value 
transfer  is  a  greater  technical  challenge than information. 
Information can be copied freely — in fact, copying is how 
it travels. Value cannot be copied freely, because a unit of 
value that can be duplicated without limit is not value at all. 

So making value native to the internet required solving a 
different kind of problem: how do you move something of 
worth  between  two  parties  without  a  trusted  institution 
standing in the middle, verifying the transaction, preventing 
the double spend? The answer, arrived at in 2009, was the 
distributed ledger. A record maintained by no single party 
and therefore trustworthy to all parties. 

Value  became  native  to  the  network  the  same  way 
information had — it could exist and move on the network 
without asking permission from any institution that owned 
the  rails.  The  bank  was  no  longer  the  necessary 
intermediary. The ledger was, and the ledger belonged to no 
one. Both of these upgrades transformed the world in ways 



65

their architects could not have fully anticipated. The people 
who  built  TCP/IP  were  thinking  about  routing  packets 
reliably between computers. They were not thinking about 
what  would  happen  when  every  human  being  on  earth 
could  publish  their  thoughts  without  a  publisher.  The 
people who built the first blockchain were thinking about 
peer-to-peer electronic cash. They were not thinking about 
the entire apparatus of financial infrastructure that would 
be built on top of that primitive over the following decades. 
You cannot see the city from the quarry. You cut the stone 
true,  you lay  it  level,  and what  gets  built  on top of  it  is 
determined by the people who come after, asking questions 
the  original  architects  never  thought  to  ask.  The  third 
upgrade is making presence native to the internet. This is 
the one that has not happened yet. And once you see the 
pattern  —  information,  value,  presence,  each  one  freed 
from its landlord in sequence — the gap becomes obvious. 
Almost surprising that it took this long to name. Presence is 
different  in  kind  from  information  and  value,  and  the 
difference  matters.  Information  is  something  humans 
produce. Value is something humans produce. Presence is 
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what humans are. The first two upgrades were about freeing 
things that people make. 

The  third  upgrade  is  about  freeing  the  person 
themselves — the fact of their existence in time, their record 
of having been somewhere, their identity and memory and 
the accumulation of moments that constitute a life.  That 
record, for the entire history of the internet, has lived on 
infrastructure  owned by  someone  else.  Platforms  held  it. 
Corporations stored it. The landlord kept the key. This was 
not inevitable. It was an accident of sequence. 

The  infrastructure  for  recording  presence  without  a 
landlord did not exist until the ledger existed, and the ledger 
did not exist until the second upgrade had been completed. 
Presence native to the internet had to wait for value to be 
native  to  the  internet  first,  because  the  mechanism  that 
makes  sovereign  presence  possible  —  a  permanent, 
immutable,  decentralized  record  that  no  single  party 
controls  — is  the  same  mechanism  that  makes  sovereign 
value possible. 

The rails  were always going to be the same rails.  The 
only question was whether anyone would look at a ledger 
built for money and ask what else it could honestly hold. 
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What it can hold is everything the platforms were holding 
on behalf of people without ever giving them the deed. 

Information was  made native  to  the  internet  and the 
gatekeepers  of  publishing  lost  their  necessity.  Value  was 
made native to the internet and the gatekeepers of finance 
lost  their  necessity.  Presence  made  native  to  the  internet 
means the gatekeepers of identity, memory, and the record 
of a human life lose their necessity. Not their existence — 
custodians will exist, helpers will exist, infrastructure will be 
built to make key management accessible to people with no 
technical  background.  But  their  necessity  as  owners,  as 
landlords, as the entities whose blessing is required for your 
presence to be recorded and held — that necessity ends. 

The  person  is  the  primitive.  The  mark  is  how  the 
primitive  asserts  itself  on  the  ledger.  The  trail  is  what 
accumulates when a person keeps asserting themselves over 
time. And the ledger is the infrastructure that holds all of it 
without  owning  any  of  it,  the  way  the  internet  holds 
information  without  owning  the  ideas,  the  way  the 
blockchain holds value without owning the wealth. 

Three upgrades. The same movement each time, from 
landlord to native. The landlord. The mirror. The feed that 
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walked you somewhere you didn't choose to go and kept 
the record of where you ended up. The loneliness that grew 
in exact proportion to the connectivity. The meaning crisis 
that nobody could name because the mirror had stolen the 
vocabulary for it.  

Sovereign  presence.  The  irreducible  fact  of  a  person, 
holding keys, choosing to mark a moment, on a ledger that 
belongs to no one and therefore to everyone. 

Every civilization that has ever existed found its way to 
the same gesture. Not because anyone taught them. Because 
the  need  was  already  there.  You mark the  moment.  You 
build something that will outlast it. You say: this happened. 
I  was  here.  And  you  make  it  impossible  to  pretend 
otherwise. 

For a generation, that was handed over in exchange for 
the convenience of not having to hold it yourself. Memory 
went to platforms that knew exactly what they were holding 
and built  a  business  model  around it.  Presence became a 
product. The record of a life — scattered, partial, owned by 
everyone except the person who lived it. That is the whole 
of what changed. 
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This is the foundation. Everything that comes next — 
how you prove you were somewhere, how you pass your 
memory  to  your  children,  how  communities  govern 
themselves,  how strangers  trust  each other,  how a billion 
people without documents prove they exist — all of it rests 
on whether or not the record of human presence belongs to 
the  person  who  lived  it  What  gets  built  on  top  of  this 
foundation is not this book's to dictate. 

It belongs to the builders who see the primitive and ask 
questions this moment doesn't yet have vocabulary for. It 
belongs to the families who will pass sovereign trails to their 
descendants  the  way  previous  generations  passed  land.  It 
belongs  to  the  communities  that  will  govern  themselves 
from presence rather than proxy. It belongs to the people 
who have been living in digital tenancy their entire lives and 
are  ready  to  own  something  real.  We  know  what  the 
internet was. We built it without a foundation because we 
didn't know foundations were a thing. 

Now we know. The foundation is presence. Sovereign, 
immutable, yours.
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I was here. And it's mine.



71

About The Author

Mayowa Rosanwo is a builder from Calgary, Alberta. He spent two years 
flying in and out of the Alberta oil sands as a supply chain analyst, studying 
money in his  off hours.  A conversation with a coworker about sending 
XRP led to an app, and the app led to a protocol.

PresenceNet won the Impact Category at Stand With Crypto Canada and 
was  a  finalist  at  EasyA Shark Tank in Las  Vegas.  He is  the founder  of 
XRPL Canada and PresenceNet Inc. This is his first book.


