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Part One


Introduction
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“It should not be like that”.

These words have been uttered by billions since the dawn of time, and they will be uttered by many billions more in the future. There will never be a time or a place where these words will not be expressed, they are as eternal as the heartbeat, the tear, or the kiss of love. If one is forced to choose a single sentence, one that may not be longer than six words, then many would choose that mighty sentence above as the defining truth of mankind. That sentence is more than a truth, it is reality itself.

Mankind has always wanted change, a new king, a new season, a different roll of the dice of fortune, even if man finds himself in paradise, he will not fault in saying: “It should not be like that.” Some may argue that things are good as they are, others may argue that things must change immediately, yet everyone at some point in their lives will say this eternal sentence. Much as the body may hunger for food and water, so as to nourish itself, the mind of mankind will hunger for this sentence, it will understand that things are as they are, and it will soon understand that just because things are, does not mean that they should stay as they are.

This work first and foremost is a glorification of this eternal sentence, the mightiest sentence that man has ever uttered from his lips. This work praises this sentence of truth, which has brought forth reality and all that is. This work sings the songs of remembrance, in recollection of the fact that thanks to this humble sentence of six words, all that man has ever built, and shall ever built, is so. Everything that we create, we create because it is something that should be, it is something that changes that which should not be.

This work also seeks to explain to the reader the many dangers that lie in the pursuit of those who utter the sacred words: “It should not be like that”. The enemies of the eternal truth are many, they include contentment, oppression, and chief among the pantheon of enemies, that most hideous of human creations, the Governmental State. For it is the state that preaches from its very first gasp at birth, until its final gasp at death, that most malignant evil: “It should be like that”. 

This work will cover within her first pages the concept of mankind, and it will show the reader the different realities and truths that make up the collective known as humanity. This work will cover such fundamental concepts as the consent of the governed, the true source of wealth and power, ways that the people can enact true and powerful change, and much more. Furthermore, as the title of the work suggests, it will teach the reader how to mount an effective campaign of Peaceful Resistance, or the most effective method of enacting change that is known to man, and the most dangerous to the forces who wish to see the status quo maintained.

This work will be a blend of themes, it is designed to be read from the first cover unto the last, it is designed to be read by the section, and it is designed to be read at random. It is only through a blend of themes that the reader can hope to understand the philosophical concepts, and then apply such understandings to the cultivation of a most peaceful resistance, which the forces of stagnation and contentment have no defense against. 

In pursuit of this, the introduction to the first lesson that the reader should know can now be discussed. This lesson is the lesson of stability. One may think at first glance that stability is part of the forces of darkness, the forces of those who say: “it should be like that”. But the truth of the matter is not as simple at it may initially seem. Stability allows for the most vital and critical of foundations, that of stable continuance, to be a reality. There is no point in focusing on change, on uttering the sacred words of: “It should not be like that”, if the aspirant of change cannot enact and maintain that very change. If stability is not pursued, or is unable to be maintained, then you face the forces of retrograde, you start to lose that which you have changed.

Man began humbly, in caves, in the darkness, and in the cold. He learned very early on that the cave gave, as it also took. The cave made sure that the rain did not touch the skin, it made sure that the scorching sun did not burn, it made sure that the mightiest of foes would have to face man head on. But as much as it gave, it took away just as much. The cave did not give food, man would have to leave her for that. It also did not provide progress, her walls were damp and dank, they were barren, and they would remain the same every single day that passed. 

The cave remained dark, it sheltered man from the sun, but also denied him its lightly glow, which gave him the ability to see. It also denied him the sun’s warmth, the cave would always be cold. It gave, and it took away. One could say that the very first utterance of the sacred words was in one of these caves. Someone viewed the dark, cold, wet, and barren walled conditions, and said: “It should not be like that”. He uttered the sacred sentence, and the sentence got to work immediately. Here lies the first gift of the sacred sentence, it gives man the understanding of cause and effect. It tells man how to enact change.

Are the caves too dark? Then one needs a new source of lightly glow, but how does one accomplish the impossible? Nature holds the sun as king over all that is light, when the sun vanishes as he is replaced by the moon, then his glow vanishes with him. Yet one may ask, if the sun is king over all that glows, why does the moon emit light? Here we have a paradox, something that is when it normally should not be. And it is the paradox of the moons glow that makes man realize that the sun king and his absolute rule over the glow can be tested.

Man did not know much back then, but he was armed with the sacred sentence, he uttered every day: “It should not be like that!” He uttered it as the sun set, he uttered it when the cave took away the glow of the sun, he uttered it when others told him that the sun is lord over all that is light, and there is nothing that could change that. He found his answer, in a place that no one would have ever imagined. The sun was always known as a fierce lord, he ruled over all the lands, and gave the right of life to all. All that grew in the soil grew because of his blessing, they nourished on his glow, and everything else relied on the soil growers. The life essence, it always hailed from the sun.

Man understood this and began to observe the relationships. “The soil growers grow because they are blessed by the sun, without his blessing, they wither and die”. Man took some soil growers and let them rest in the cave, this hypothesis was proven true, because all soil growers that were allowed to rest in the cave, began to wither and die. Yet man did not give up, he was very observant, and he stood at the sidelines as the war between the sun and the moon raged on. Occasionally, man could see fire, one of the greatest weapons that the sun possessed, in action.

Usually, the weapon was deployed in the middle of the day when the sun ruled over his domain with the strongest intensity. Entire forests of soil growers were punished for their sins or disobedience, and they were set alight, and made to suffer as the sun essence that was stored within them was forced out in an intense conflagration. Sometimes the soil growers were sacrificed during the rulership of the moon, in order to remind the moon that the sun king could still exert his influence even when the moon was at her strongest. And man saw this humiliation in action, in many cases, the great fires of the sun shone brighter than the steady yet dim hum of the moons light. Yet the moon sat back and allowed the humiliation to continue, because she saw that man was on the path to becoming a player in this game, not just a spectator.

“It should not be like that”. Uttered man, and he realized how he could have light in the eternal night of the cave. “What if we take the weapon of the sun, and use it with control and skill down in the world of the caves?” Asked man, and his relentless desire to see change overwhelmed his fear of angering the sun, and changing the status quo, since man could not know what was to become of this newfound discovery. Yet man continued on, he gathered some of the soil growers, and he labored tirelessly to force the life essence out of them. He labored, and labored, and he failed again and again. 

Yet each failure was a kick of the spurs of progress, he grew angrier and more determined to see his desire of change upon the world met. Each failure was an inspiration to carry on, it was another grievance that was added to the great list of grievances against the sun. “Unjust ruler”. “Monopolizer of vital enterprise”. Such grievances were a small selection of the extensive and always growing list that man carefully wrote and maintained, all in his head, since writing was not yet an invention that occurred to him.

At last, his will was made reality. He found the way to force the spark, which forced the ember, which forced the flame, which forced the fire. He learned the controls and mastered the usage of arguably the greatest weapon that the sun wielded. Man could summon this weapon at will, and with time; he could control its duration, and its intensity. The caves were awash with light, and the weapon could be used against more than the darkness. The pestilence of death, which touched the meat of slain animals, and grew stronger and stronger the further time passed from the moment of its slaying, was one such target. This pestilence of death, which always touched the meat of the creatures that no longer had life, is a grave enemy that man has always faced.

Even in cases where the animal is kept alive and eaten immediately after its killing, in some cases the pestilence lived alongside the animal, and man succumbed to its agony for days and weeks, in many cases, he succumbed permanently to this foe, after just a single meal. However, when meat is kissed with fire, it undergoes a similar process as the soil growers. If the fire kissed the meat for too long, then it charred and turned black, revealing the base essence of the matter devoid of any life essence or other elements. Man did not know at this time that this base essence was carbon, but he understood that it was the base essence of all living things, because it was revealed time and time again that all living things are reduced to it when kissed by fire.

And if the fire kissed the meat for only a short while, in many cases the essence remained, and cause great agony for the unfortunate person who are the meat that contained it. However, when kissed for a reasonable amount of time, the taste of the meat improved, the nourishing liquids were revealed in greater quantities, and the meat itself was easier to chew and swallow. And furthermore, the dreaded pestilence of death and sickness, that seemed to inhabit meat more often than not, was driven out. 

It was now an exceedingly rare sight, it only made an appearance if the meat was allowed to rest after killing the animal for an extended period of time, or if the one in charge of the fire did not ensure that the fire kissed the meat for the appropriate amount of time. Man grew powerful with fire, because he wielded one of the mighty weapons of the sun. And he had the sacred sentence to thank, for it gave him the means by which he could capture and wield such a mighty weapon. “It should not be like that”. This was the sentence that was uttered, and not only did man have light in the caves which once had nothing but darkness, but he had a weapon that humbled the pestilence of death that lived in meat time and time again. Man changed the reality of things, because the sacred sentence is reality, and thus it modified itself to account for the new weapon that mankind could now wield.

Mankind did not stop there; this great discovery only fueled his relentless zeal. Thanks to his mastery of fire, man could now see the barren walls of the caves in which he lived. In a state of comfort, because of a full belly, thanks to the cooking effects of his new weapon, and the comfortable ambient temperature, which was an effect of the fire driving out the cold that once dominated the caves, man now had the ability to view the things that should not be, which once evaded him. 

Man was warm, and he was well fed, but he now had the ability to see that which was once hidden, and he did not like what he saw. He saw barren cave walls, brown, with some color in rare occasions. He hated looking at these barren walls, because outside of the cave, there was nothing but color and beauty to be seen. And so, he uttered the sacred words: “It should not be like that”. And once he did so, he got to work. Firstly, he remembered the beauty that could be found outside, he remembered the trees, the animals, the blue sky, and yes, he remembered the sun, which he stole the weapon of fire from. 

He remembered it, and with focus, he could almost see that which was not there. He saw the meadow, he saw the tall grasses, and the flowers that popped out from among the grass blades. He saw the animals grazing merrily, and he could feel his heartbeat grow stronger and louder as he inched closer and closer to one of the grazing animals. He had a spear in hand, and he felt like he was really there as he got closer and closer to the beast. Finally, his heart rumbled as loud and as fast as a mighty waterfall, and he stood up and hurled the spear with great precision and force into the beast. It yelped and cried, and immediately it turned and ran from the man who has caused it so much pain, and the man immediately gave chase. The beast even when wounded had the advantage of speed, yet the spear was lodged inside it, and it moved and cut after each and every trod of the hoof, as the animal continued to flee.

The shaft began to shine red, as the blood of the beast continued to flow. Yet the man followed close behind, his pace was slower than that of the beast, but it was steady, he breathed in and out, and continued on in pursuit of the animal. The beast ran in bursts, then slowed down to rest, each burst tiring it more and more, and each burst causing it to lose more and more blood. After some time, the beast could not burst into a sprint anymore, and it limped and cried as it stood still, walking slowly away from the man. The man still moved as if he was fresh in stamina, he ripped out the spear, and drove it again into the beast. It cried, and tried to move to kick the man, in the hopes that he may flee, but the beast no longer had the strength to do so.

For the third and final time, the man drove the spear once more into the beast, and this time the beast fell, and died upon a bed of grasses, the same grasses which gave him nourishing life, and the joy and happiness of a lifetime of grazing under the sun. The man yelled out in joy, because the meat of this beast could feed his tribe for several days. His cries of joy attracted his fellow huntsmen, and they together carried and dragged the beast back towards the cave where the tribe lived. The beast was divided into many pieces, each piece carefully kissed by fire, and it was consumed by many over a period of several days.

The man opened his eyes, and his daydream was met with a barren cave wall. Angered at the sight, he went outside, and found several of his fellow tribesmen, who were getting ready to set off for a hunt. The man, who was not to go to the hunt this time, told the huntsmen to capture a beast alive, and bring it back with its blood still in its veins. The huntsmen asked why, it would be more work and effort, and the result would be the same, the animal will be killed anyways. The man simply smiled and said: “Indeed it is more work, but the reward will be cave walls that bring happiness, not dull misery”. The huntsmen were intrigued at the vagueness of the words that were uttered by their fellow tribesman, and they agreed to do what he requested, and they set off for the hunt. 

Hours later, as the day grew old, the huntsmen returned. They dragged a dead beast, she was decently sized, and would give good meat for the tribe, but they also dragged a restrained and wailing calf, which cried each time it was tugged by one of the huntsmen. It was a small calf, but it was large enough to provide more than enough blood for the tribesman who requested a beast with the blood still in its veins. “Here is a live beast as you requested, what now?” Asked one of the tribesmen.

“Tie it to one of the trees and cut its ligaments so that it cannot move”. Replied the dreamer, and the tribesmen did so, crippling the calf and ensuring that it could not escape from its tied post. The process after that was the same as any other hunt, the beast was divided, its meat was kissed with fire, and it was enjoyed by the tribe, with the rest of the pieces left to dry out next to the fire, so that they could last for a few days until they could be consumed by the tribe. The dreamer, once his belly was filled with the meat of the mother, turned to the calf, and began his task of improving the walls of the cave. He had collected and made throughout the day as the huntsmen were busy hunting several wooden bowls, and he gathered the finest possible dust and soil that he could find. He also had a very large bowl, that was large enough to carry the blood of the slain beast once he had one available.

The huntsmen wondered when they should drain the blood of the calf, and the dreamer said to wait a few days, only once the meat of the mother was exhausted should they drain the calf, because he was only after the blood, and it would be a great folly to slaughter the calf now, and have the meat go bad before it could be consumed. So, they waited; and the calf occasionally wailed, and was fed with grasses, but the calf would not eat them. After several days, the calf began to look exhausted, and every day that passed, it looked closer and closer to death. At last, the meat of the mother was exhausted, and the dreamer and the huntsmen got to work. The dreamer had amassed a sizeable number of bowls filled with fine dust and soil, and he had them ready at the side as he carried the large bowl and placed it next to the calf. 

The throat of the calf was sliced with a sharp stone, and the torrent of blood was aimed directly at the bowl, and it filled up with blood as the calf squirmed and kicked, until it died. The huntsmen told the dreamer to prepare the blood with the dust and the soil as he had discussed over the last few days, and that he did not have to worry about assisting with the butchering process, since the calf was small enough that the huntsmen could do it without any problems or issues.

As the calf was butchered, and the meat was kissed with fire, the dreamer carefully mixed the blood with the dust and the soil, until it formed a bright red paste. A good portion of the bowls could be prepared with blood, and he carefully carried them into the cave, and exited afterwards in order to share the good news. He informed the tribe that he had everything that he needed in order to prepare the walls of the cave to be less gloomy, and once the tribe ate, they joined him in the cave for a demonstration.

The tribe entered the cave and lit a fire so that everyone could clearly see. The dreamer told everyone of the daydream that he had experienced several days prior, which inspired all of this. He dipped his right index finger into one of the bowls with the blood paint, and he drew this great beast, which lived in his mind. It was inspired by all of the beasts that the dreamer experienced when he was out hunting throughout his life, and he carefully drew a mighty beast, and showed it to the tribe. He then drew himself, a man who was hunched and crouched, and he drew the spear that was thrown, and to the left of the painting, he drew the running beast, and then the final killing when it was too tired to run.

“Beauty and magnificence, I never expected it from the cave walls”. Uttered one of the tribesmen, and everyone agreed with his words. Suddenly, one of the tribeswomen said that the drawing could be made even more beautiful. The dreamer asked how, and the tribeswoman said: “We can crush the berries into the dust, and make the paint of blue, we can do the same with the grasses and make the paint of green. We can adorn the wall with the meadow of grasses, and we can adorn the wall with the blue skies. We may even be able to adorn the wall with the sun, if we can find the paint of yellow somewhere in the wilderness”. 

Everyone agreed, and for the next few weeks, they labored in between the hunts and the gatherings, they ended up succeeding in turning dull cave walls into beautiful paintings. Thus, the sacred sentence: “It should not be like that”. This sentence empowers the body and mind of mankind to change everything around him, into something that should be, instead of what it currently is. 
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Consent to be Governed
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“The state may govern us, because we consent to being governed”.

These words are vital in the understanding of the doctrine of peaceful resistance. The sacred sentence that was explained in the introduction to this work, gives us the source of all change. The sacred sentence above, the fact that the state may govern only because of the consent of her subjects, is another vital truth that must not be forgotten by mankind. The story of the tribe that was talked about in the introduction is a perfect example of the earliest examples of human governance. The tribe was a family, it did not number more than a few hundred individuals, and the tribe was formed only recently, by a famous grandfather with several women who wished to be with him and copulate with him. That tribe, at least in this stage, was not truly a tribe as of yet, but rather an extended family.

Over the years this extended family grew, the caves grew more and more populated, and eventually the surrounding area around the cave was inhabited by the ever-growing family, which for all intents and purposes has grown too large to be considered a family, instead the correct term for them is a clan. This clan then continues to grow, until several clans emerge in the great mass of people that has arisen all from that early family, and then it is called a tribe. This Family/Clan/Tribe was the first state that was ever formed, even before the advent of the city state and the beginnings of civilization, you had the tribal state, which was comprised of several clans, and the clans themselves were comprised of many different family groups. 

Here consent of governance was had simply by virtue of blood, one does not consent to being born, instead he cherishes existence, which is only possible because of his parents, and his ancestor’s generations before him. Even when the population continues to grow, and the numbers of people begin to be too many for the traditional family ties to remain, you still have the earliest form of a collective nationalism, the knowledge that everyone is descended from a common ancestor. Remember that dreamer who came up with the concept to decorate the cave walls with paintings of the hunt? He now has tens of thousands of descendants, who can all trace their lineage back to him. They all identify themselves as his descendants, and they are proud of the fact that they can claim to have his blood running in their veins. And they view anyone who can claim to have his blood as a common ally, a friend, a member of an extended family. 

The name of an individual tribe member may not be widely known, as there are tens of thousands of individuals who now carry the blood of a common ancestor. But the fact that the individual is a distant son or daughter of this common ancestor, that is enough of a unifier to call this particular individual a member of the tribe. The same if someone is to be adopted into the tribe, he or she marries a member with the blood, and the children of the union now carry the blood of this prestigious and great ancestor, and thus are entitled to tribal membership. Naturally, this shows governance by the consent of the tribe, the question is, what happens when the consent is lacking?

One example could be a tribal invasion. Let us say that the tribe, which are descendants of the extended family that was talked about in the introduction, successfully invaded and conquered a rival tribe, that has been threatening the safety and power of the tribe through overhunting and raids. Our tribe defeats this rival tribe in war and breaks their military strength in battle. Immediately the tribe is faced with a problem, the survivors of the tribe that was conquered are not exactly happy with their new overlords. This is a significant problem for any conquering force, and there are several ways to deal with it. The first is to simply remove those who do not want to be governed from the equation entirely. 

This can be as extreme as complete genocide of the conquered people, it can be as strong as the killing of all the men, and the forcing of marriage among the surviving women, or it can be something more gradual, such as the strong encouragement or mandatory obligation of assimilation, whether it be linguistic, cultural, ethnic, or religious assimilation. One can even offer a soft and gentle hand, for example if tribute or tax is paid, the overlord could care less about anything else, and he allows the conquered or otherwise governed people to live out their lives as they choose. This latter example tends to be very effective, Cyrus the Great and the Roman Republic/Empire stand as examples to this truth. However, consent of governance is very important. 

Another avenue of approach regarding this topic can be found in the example of the United States. Here is a republic that was founded on the very concept of governance by consent. From the origin spring of power, which is the people, a concept that we will cover in the next chapter, arises the strength of the state. The state is empowered, and allowed to exist and rule, only because the people consent to its power, and its authority. This came to be because the previous overlord of the territories which would end up becoming the United States, imposed obligations and demands upon the residents without the ability to appeal, which slowly but surely made the people revoke their consent to be governed.

This overlord, who was a monarch, decreed that his authority arises from his crown, and that consent of his rule by his subjects is irrelevant in the department of legitimacy. The monarch, as was custom at the time, justified this by saying that God, named Yahweh, who claimed exclusive right of divine rulership, and forbade the worship of any other deity other than him; gives the monarch of the kingdom the right to manage the specific domain that he has. In a way, Yahweh is the High Emperor, and the other emperors and kings of mortal men are the High Dukes of the world, and the dukes and counts within the kingdoms serve as administrators and servants of the divine kings, which in turn are the administrators and servants of Yahweh the God. 

Using this argument, the king simply responded to the individuals who lived across the Atlantic, on the fringes of what was considered his kingdom, that they did not have to consent to the taxes, or the obligations that the king has bestowed upon them, but instead they had to accept them immediately and without complaint. Just as man must serve his creator without consent, and just as the child does not consent to be born from his creators, the same is so with the subjects of the king. However, this argument did not convince those who were slowly but surely revoking their consent to be governed, and they responded immediately with the counterargument that the subjects of the king who lived in the British Isles, who were as equal of a British subject as the subjects of the king in the colonies, enjoyed the right of representatives in Parliament.

These representatives in turn could ‘encourage’ the king to reconsider taxes, whether in a different form, or in a different amount. Perhaps if the taxes were painful enough, Parliament could encourage the king to reconsider them altogether. However, this privilege and opportunity was not afforded to the British subjects of the colonies, and they continued to be levied with tax after tax, especially because they were considered to be less profitable subjects, and more expensive to protect and maintain. Such arguments ended up being the common arguments on the floor of Parliament, as the representatives of the different subjects of the British Isles reminded the king and his assistants time and time again that the many skirmishes and wars that have been fought in the colonies, against the Indians and the French, have costed the crown greatly. Surely it is more logical to levy duties and obligations upon the frontier subjects, who benefit directly from the Redcoat garrisons and regiments, instead of the subjects who live in the British Isles, who have no need of defense against the Indians or the Colonial French?

The king ended up being swayed by these arguments, and the frontier subjects of the crown ended up being levied with more and more tax, as well as other macroeconomic obligations, such as restrictions on trade with Spain or France, and the payment of tax and imported goods using Gold and Silver, instead of credit or paper currency. After all of this, it is hard to be surprised when the frontier subjects of the British crown began to revoke their consent of governance, and increasingly so their obligations to the crown. Eventually, once the crown continued to press for the obligations, they not only revoked their consent to be governed, but they raised up arms in rebellion against the crown. Naturally, many subjects remained neutral or stayed loyal to the crown, however the American Rebellion and the resultant American Revolution that led to the creation of the United States would have never occurred had the great majority of the subjects remained content with their situation, and their consent of governance was not revoked. 

I use the example above because of the universality of it. It can be applied to any state and government, monarchical, republican, it does not matter. The moment those who are governed begin to revoke their consent to be governed, problems emerge. “The state may govern us, because we consent to being governed”. This is another eternal truth that is best not forgotten. 

Philosophically, this eternal truth is significant to those who are in pursuit of peaceful resistance against a state because it is the very first start of the resistance. The introduction talks about the very first foundational truth, the source of all man-made things: “It should not be like that”. Just because something is, does not mean that it should remain that way. The very first truth and sentence that a people will utter is this foundational truth. Then, they will work hard to be reasonable, something that by itself gives legitimacy to everything that is soon to come. Because consent of governance is not something that is revoked immediately by a people. First come the requests, then the pleas, then the slow simmering anger, which begins to chip at the consent of governance. 

In many cases, the people have their desires met immediately by the state. The people say that the tax is too burdensome or otherwise problematic for their enterprises and their livelihoods, and the state accepts the request of the people and revokes the tax or does not implement it in the first place. This satisfies the people, in many cases, the consent of governance is increased more than what it was before, because the state is viewed as a benevolent ruler that cares about the people. However, the temptation to impose a tax or other obligation on the people is great, and in many cases the state goes in the other direction and does not accept the requests that the people send to it.

Even at this state of the dispute, in many cases the people simply accept the obligation or the tax, and the consent to be governed remains the same, or dips slightly for some time before recovering. Rebellion over a tax increase of 3% may not be worth it in the eyes of the people, especially when prices can be changed in order to absorb the tax expense, and currency and assets can be hidden somewhat from observative tax investigators and collectors, which also helps to lower the obligation owed to the state. Even if the tax or obligation is very burdensome, the first instinct of the people is not the revocation of the consent of governance, but rather the escalation of the request, which becomes a plea. Here the pleas are usually heard by the state in question with some interest, after all if the people continue to complain about the tax or obligation, then more often than not, their concerns and arguments that fuel their grievances are worth listening to. 

Again, the state may accept the plea of the people as legitimate and accept the terms, which like the granting of the request, makes the people happy and improves their consent of governance, or it can disregard it, and then the people are forced to deal with the tax or obligation. One may ask, if the state risks angering the people, then what is the geopolitical value of imposing this obligation or tax upon the people? The answer to that is quite simple, for every tax and obligation that is imposed, the state grows in power, and the people lessen in it. It is one of the best ways to safeguard the existence of the state, because while all states ultimately rule and exist because of the consent of the people, it becomes progressively harder and harder for the people to remove the yoke of an oppressing state, as more taxes and obligations are imposed upon them. 

In addition to this truth, the state can always encourage and promote different factions to form among the people, and it can prioritize or show favoritism to certain ones, at the expense of the others. This allows for the people to be divided against each other, and even if one portion of the people revokes their consent of governance, others will not, which greatly lessens the odds that the state will fall or be weakened severely enough so as to slip into irrelevance. Again, the eternal truth arises: “The state may govern us, because we consent to being governed”. If the entirety of the people body does not consent to governance, then the days of the state are severely numbered. If only a third of the state does not consent to being governed by the state, then the state has a great trouble brewing, but its days are not numbered. 

As the reader understands this, much of what the state does to her subjects begins to make sense to him. Consent of governance arises from the mind, therefore if you change the mind of the people, you change their consent of governance. If they are angry at the state, or otherwise dissatisfied with its performance, the consent of governance declines. If they are happy with the state, and satisfied with the performance that it has done, then the consent of governance improves. Most crucially, if the people feel or otherwise think that they are happy, and thus they are satisfied with the performance of the state, then the consent of governance remains high, and stays that way, even when it should by all accounts be rapidly falling. Much as the frog allows the waters to rise in temperature all around him, and he feels comfortable until the very end, when it is too late to flee, the same goes for the people, as the state works to make them happy, no matter the turmoil around them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Pea
a Paul Haedo

P





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





