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0 The beginning comes from the end


"Lost in a world you call your home, so cold and so alone. You're stuck here waiting underneath the satellites... Searching for the answers underneath a foreign sky. »


Nebula - SoulExtract.


In the beginning there was nothing.


These few words resonated without real meaning, since there was no connection with any inner knowledge, if we can really call it that, but it seems to me to be the appropriate words for the moment.


I knew it, I tasted it, I felt it and saw it... Lived... This nothingness, nothingness. Absolute emptiness.


It wasn't an emotion or a sensation. It wasn't a feeling either, itwasn't even a thought. The effect was in no way explanatory since it simply did not exist. Everything was absence; no more perception and no awareness of not possessing any.


It was preceded, however, by a very vivid, although very brief sensation of fall, of downward breakage more particularly, it did not last even the time of a microsecond.


As if gravity closed in on itself, annihilating itself by engulfment in its center...


Then the suspension, the stop oftime superimposed on its acceleration in the same instant just as short, static, immutable in what no longer possessed any meaning; there was no need for it.


It didn't matter and couldn't have it; it was the ether of non-existence. I was nothing, I was no more, not even a body, not even a particle, not even a vibration.


Because indeed, there was nothing. Maybecommencement or maybe not since it is simply not quantifiable.


What for? Why did I go through it? Why this door wide open to the unknown? Is this really what I was looking for so desperately? Is this the answer to this interminable quest that has no form, or even a coherent justification?


I have always had a few theories about my own existence and that of my environment, evolving as I learned about life. And from as far back as I can remember, I have always had this arrogant consideration for myself to think of knowing, during my discoveries, the existence of things and their mechanism and this as an absolute truth.


These non-tangible things that seem to me to be lacking in the understanding of a good number of living beings. As a child can be too capricious in his thirst for curiosity, in his constant search for answers, why and absolute how. The unique, the perfect everything.


And faced with the discovery of this void; all my neural sensors dwell on only one question now: Why am I alive?


No, not only...


Why am I alive? And what does it mean to be alive? What is life? What does it reside in, whatis it used for? For what purpose, how? There are many points of view on this subject, and when I think about it there come to me three as examples; perhaps because they are the most widespread or that I have met the most along the way.


The first would be explained by the existence of one or more supreme entities, divine having offered us the favor of a lifetime, deciding whether or not to grant us their knowledge to their presence, their help even at their convenience. One or more consciousnesses superior toour own.


The second would focus on the various theories concerning the evolution of life after the big bang. A gigantic mechanism conscientiously orchestrated by energy, particles, time, gravity, atoms and other photons and protons. .. And some mathematical adaptations for the most Cartesian. All of this, interlocking within defined and measurable boundaries. Or not, according to some, who would think that it would be the result of chance, a combination of circumstances. The materialsechoing each other, creating the elements we all know, offering aspects favorable to the appearance of what is called life as we know it.


The third would be explained by entities called extra-terrestrials that would have madefertile and colonized this planet without life. Leaving their knowledge more evolved than that which is currently ours, and which would have subsequently offered us the possibility of being able to follow in their footsteps, slowly but surely. These same theories asi are considered more farfetched by the general opinion of the world, but yet exist. With or without reason, it is not for me to be a judge of it, whatever it may be.


But... To this I still wonder; what if the answer was in the end only asimple and beautiful reunification of everything that is stated above and even more? How can we come to consider that existence could be summed up in its entirety by these intimately linked facts and yet in perfect opposition?


Humans, extra-terrestrials, science, deities, and other hypotheses... Also whatever the term, the definitions, the choices of content... It remains a constant quest specific to ourselves but ultimately similar in the same way that it connects to that of our fellows, all to each other. Like the roots of trees that connect for miles of distance. Different trees for a single connector in search of a suitable identity for our own analysis and our own emotional security.


Because we all have this very concrete, necessary, and existential need to have to give names to what cannot really possess them; the incomprehensible. There is in each of us this duty to package it, quantify it,imitate it and this in the way that seems to us to be the most in line with our own choices and desires. Isn't there a more human feeling than that? Wanting to give meaning to life, meaning to everything, including ourselves?


The rotten answer has been as full and at the same time meaningless as the one raging in some circles: 42. An unfounded answer from a simple imaginary story. And because I like it; I will take it as an example, in a much less serious tone of course and perfectly human but full of meanings if we look more at the other side of the face. I prefer to see beyond the center of the box.


This answer, 42, has no logic and is objectively notan answer that can be considered valid. Although it can form one by significant symbols, geometric plots, handwritten letters or even a coding system. By an interpretation known in short since it resides in a mathematical answer, quantifiable. But it is nevertheless, yes, meaningless since no real calculation could provide a tangible, explainable, verifiable explanation.


The plot of this story from which thisanswer to the meaning of life comes from: 42, leads us to ask ourselves how could we summarize life by a simple number and why moreover this number? Where is the logic? Could it simply be beyond the reach of our knowledge?


And the question I have here is this: Could it simply be that the answer simply does not exist since it forms a whole and a set of nothing?


It doesn't mean anything; it makes no sense ... These few words deliberately turn in my mind, allowing meto always question everything and yet, despite everything, this small flaw never ceases to challenge me: It does not matter if there is no logic since this lack of logic is a logic in itself.


And I wonder; doesn't this join this story of faith and miracle? Wouldn't the imagination ultimately be what creates the universe? Or is it the universe, the universes that create our imagination...? And mine? What if one didn't go without the other? If all this were all so inseparable since it would form only a whole, a whole of this nothing... Nothing of absolutely everything.


I do not claim to hold the truth of this world and I do not claim that my certainties, my words, possess more value and accuracy than others. They are, after all, personal, emotional, physical and energetic. They belong only to me and have lived only for my own existence.


They follow me, chase me, and accompany me with constant introspections, passive and sometimes active observations, reflections, and relentless research often beyond myself.


I can't help it; I can't fight against my own nature... This same nature whose secrets I seek to decode in an endless loop of repetitions.


Loneliness. I feel inadequate about everything else.


As far as I know I have always been lonelier than most of my comrades, I have always been the one who was different. The one who saw the world as it was and who at the same time was able to imagine it entirely until she shaped it at her convenience. Me, the enlightened with a little crazy idea, the one we always know only on the surface, no matter what I expose of my own free will or not.


Having few friends, few entourages made me just as unhappy as it never really bothered me when I hid from the world to go in search of fragments gently forging the meaning of my own universe.


I have suffered so much from thish umanity that I have begged for the right to discharge it.


Relatives... I have always had very few and from a more general, extended observation, I have only really liked very little. However, I also liked powerfully that we could be able to be able, each time in an absolute way, each time in different ways. Loved to the deepest hatred sometimes because of spite, refusal of powerlessness, anger, and injustice.


Love... Love of self and love of others. Projections necessary and yet ephemeral since they are exhausted, erased, renewed invariably like foam on the shore.


I loved to hate, I hated to love and now I feel likeI'm in love with these emotions about love. These contradictories but complementary emotions, but like everything that may have taken time, this balance balanced itself.


It would be necessary to imagine not a continuous wire, a perfectly lined road area and calm but an hourglass suspended horizontally that we would have fun leaning to one side or the other, possessing an automatic return movement as soon as we release our finger ... The hourglass always returns to the horizontal despite theturbulence.


In short, the most difficult thing was to match my feelings, emotions and perceptions with my understanding and acceptance.


And I can assure it without any harm, whether for this notion of love or any notion, whether it is emotional or not. Accepting what you don't grasp, what you can't quantify, name, package or explain is the most complex thing that can be learned.


Acceptance is the most complicated learning that canexist.


But I never really had any other choice.




1 And then there has always been you


"Time may separate, our hearts will never break. It's you and me against the world. You and me against the universe. »


Helix - SoulExtract
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