
The Rite of Self-Authorship
(for life transitions without gods)



If you choose to, you can participate by reciting the lines in red italics.

Opening 
Take a breath.
Not a deep one.
Just a real one.

Feel where your body is.
The chair.
The floor.
The ground holding you without permission or promise.

There is no god listening.
There is no spirit waiting to judge this moment.

That is why it is yours.

Naming the Threshold
You are here because something has changed.
Or is changing.
Or refuses to change, and must be named anyway.

A relationship.
A body.
A belief.
A version of yourself that no longer answers when called.

You do not need forgiveness.
You do not need approval.
You need acknowledgment.

Claiming Authority
Place a hand somewhere on your body.
Anywhere that feels real.
This is not symbolic.
This is evidence.

I am the authority over my life.
No one else has lived it.
No one else can decide what it means.

If that feels uncomfortable, stay with it.
Discomfort is a sign of honesty.



The Severing
Now think of the thing you are releasing.
Not dramatically.
Not with hatred.

Just clearly.
A role.
A name.
A promise made under pressure.
A story you were told about who you are allowed to be.

This belonged to a version of me that no longer exists.

You do not need to destroy it.
You are not at war.
You are finished.

The Fall (Satanic Moment)
There is a myth about falling.
About being cast out for refusing to bow.

If you have fallen before—
from grace,
from certainty,
from belonging—

know this:

Falling is not failure.
Falling is gravity doing its job
once illusion lets go.

I survived the fall.
I am still here.
I am still mine.

Let that land.



Rewriting the Contract
Now, instead of asking what comes next,
ask what you are willing to take responsibility for.

Not perfection.
Not purity.

Responsibility.

I accept the consequences of my choices.
I reject the shame that was never mine.
I choose meaning, even when it hurts.

This is not hope.

This is commitment.

Closing Seal
There is no blessing to receive.
There is only witness.
You have seen yourself,
clearly,
without gods,
without excuses.

Nothing is ordained.
Everything is deliberate.
This life is mine to author.

Take one last breath.

Not to cleanse.
Not to release.
Just to continue.

End
The ritual is complete
because you decided it was.
No one can take that from you.

Hail Satan!

Hail Satan!

Hail yourself!


	The Rite of Self-Authorship
	Opening
	Naming the Threshold
	Claiming Authority
	The Severing
	The Fall (Satanic Moment)
	Rewriting the Contract
	Closing Seal
	End


