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This is a pioneering text about memory, illusion and self-confrontation.

This is a fragmented, poetic and neurotic record of war in the brain.

This is the survival monologue of a researcher with abnormal temporal lobe discharge and constant self-spiritual exploration.

She compares her spiritual growth to the process from the soul going through the dark night to awakening-so this is also the confession of a surrealist survivor, the observation note of a self-healing patient. This observation note is full of transcendental color, but that is just her inner monologue.

The content of this book is a record of the author's stream of consciousness. Please do not correspond to reality at will.
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CHAPTER 1 ARCHAEOLOGY OF DARK NIGHT
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The soul will go through the dark night, and in a stage of extreme loneliness and neglect, something will always happen in a person's life. Either depressed, helpless, or following in the footsteps of others, but there are always people who are following their inner voice on the road of soul awakening. This road is long and difficult, just like pushing open a door inexplicably, and nothing can be seen, but only a voice says: "Go on." No one knows where this door is leading unless you try it.

The abnormal state of the conscious system after spiritual shock

●  Aphasia: The cognitive system is suddenly interrupted

"I" can't say it-I want to say "pain", but the outlet becomes intermittent static noise; Trying to locate the "self", the consciousness is like being thrown into an uncalibrated particle collider, and all the definite contours are broken into uncertain monsters in the high-speed collision. I stared at myself in the mirror, and suddenly I couldn't recognize who the observer behind those eyes was, just as quantum suddenly lost its fixed state in observation, leaving only a floating possibility-"Who are you?"

●  Ghost Manifestation: An Examination of Spiritual Trauma

When I cut the subcutaneous tissue of memory with a scalpel, I found that there was no blood, only transparent ghosts wandering-what are they? They are fragments of unhealed obsession: the jagged wound left by a betrayal, the condensed crystallization of an unspoken apology, and the hole formed by a forcibly cut connection. Wearing gloves, I slowly approached these strange guys, and gently felt these marks. I seemed to be able to really feel the mark branded by time on them-the original so-called "spiritual trauma" was just the fragments of the soul that fell off in many collisions, and they had been silent in my body and mind in the form of ghosts.

●  Grief that doesn't listen to reason: emotions are riding a roller coaster

Sadness is no longer an occasional loss, nor an instant collapse. I thought I would fall to the bottom of the valley like a stone, only to find that I was still climbing along a twisted surface-one second I was crying for loss, and the next second I suddenly laughed out loud at a certain detail. The two emotions, like the two sides of Mobius Ring, were seamlessly connected to make people dizzy-daze, joy, excitement, sadness, roar, yesterday's tears and today's tranquility, wanting to die at night and self-discipline in the morning.

The above signs are not the collapsing lesions of the conscious system, but the deformed images projected in the three-dimensional cognition when my soul reorganizes in a higher dimension. My seemingly chaotic "pathological manifestations" are actually "dimensional adaptation reactions" that inevitably appear in the process of self-reflection, struggle, understanding and reconstruction of consciousness-I want to become a better version of myself.

"All expressions such as' God ',' Demon King 'and' Higher Self 'in this book are metaphorical projections of the author's spiritual world without any religious or supernatural reference."



One Thrown into the world of nothingness


In 2021, I was glad that I received an acceptance letter from graduate students. This is the first step for me to study philosophy by myself. I originally thought that studying philosophy was reading, endorsing and taking exams. However, what happened later turned my philosophy learning process into a surrealist process in which my self-awareness was out of control. Everything went beyond expectations and I lost control.

Do you know what it feels like to suddenly fail your brakes while driving? Keep sprinting ahead, there are cliffs everywhere in front, constantly wandering on the edge of an area that is about to fall immediately, and then rushing down the cliffs countless times and coming back from the dead. Then, your camera flashes the same moment countless times: you are thrown out of the car, paralyzed on the ground with your bleeding head twisted, and your soul is suspended above your body. You don't know how many loops there are. What is the answer?

I'm out of control. To be precise, my consciousness is out of control, and my soul is shaking.

When I first entered school, I was just a little lonely, afraid of the heat, introverted, and soon... by accident, I became a lonely patient. It's a coincidence, because I seem to have been thrown into a world of nothingness-there is no teacher to manage my studies, no companions to plan my homework together, and I frequently change accommodation. I stay outside for a while and then move back. I'm not very social, but occasionally I toss and turn and stay up at night over a topic related to integrity. I pay attention to society, but seldom integrate into the collective. By the time I was two years old, I was already feeling very confused because of the isolated crowd. I often couldn't sleep. I fell asleep by sleep aids, and frequently fell into emotional breakdowns. I would suddenly cry when sitting in front of the computer, and I would suddenly cry when I walked through the campus in the evening. I even collapsed and cried when I was sitting on the street. No matter where I was, I could lose control of my emotions at any time, completely ignoring the existence of others. If you can't sleep, just take some medicine and fall asleep, but that's not how things develop: I always feel that there are ghosts around me. At this time, I just think it may be a nightmare. I am in a dream.

April 2022. I started dreaming again, but this time it obviously confused me and made me feel different from ordinary people.

Imagine this scene: I am in a country that doesn't seem to belong to Asia, but more like somewhere in Africa. I don't remember exactly where it was, except that I felt like I was in an African environment at that time. The residents there wear some non-daily clothes, a bit like the white robes worn by members of religious groups, and their heads are wrapped in cloth to form a kind of headdress. I vaguely remember that it was somewhere in South Africa, but the exact location has been blurred. Then, I dreamed that I was tricked into that place by a group of people, as if I had been trafficked. But before being tricked, I dreamed that I was in a place that resembled both a church and a classroom, with a table and two rows of stools, and that I seemed to be attending a lecture. After the activity, I seem to need to pick up something, and I want to get to know each other with the people around me. One of the boys stood next to me. He was dark-skinned and thin, giving people the impression of being taciturn and living a hard life. He didn't take the initiative to talk to me, but his eyes made me feel a little strange. In the dream, I took the initiative to ask him if we knew each other, and he nodded. I continued to inquire about his work. He seemed to be working on mechanical related work, but I didn't know much about it. I simply exchanged pleasantries with him and suggested that he get a certificate or learn a technology to reduce the stress of life. We talked for a short time, then we joined the queue, and he suddenly disappeared. I was about to ask him for WeChat to contact him in the future, but he was gone. From the beginning of the dream, he appeared in the scene inexplicably, as if he had known me for a long time, and looked at me with those eyes. I always felt that this boy was thin and silent, so I looked for his trace on WeChat, but before I could confirm his identity, he disappeared. That's the end of the first dream.

In the second dream, a group of us were suddenly sent to a place similar to Africa, where there was a huge house with a courtyard, and the doors around it were locked. I was quite shocked when we realized we had been cheated and found that we couldn't get away with it. We were transported from a country in Asia to this compound in Africa and could never leave. The boy was there too. This dream is very special to me, because it has had a profound impact on my life. In the dream, it seems that I am attending some kind of brainwashing ceremony on the second floor. I can't remember the details. In short, I seem to be asked to help them accomplish certain things. I saw many African children on the second floor, and they all seemed to suffer from diseases, not healthy people. There was a religious leader in the crowd. He tried to comfort these children and told them that as long as they took the medicine he gave them, they would recover. Some parents of children, especially mothers, are so eager to heal their children through the power of this priest that they pray for his help. The priest seemed to be telling them that death was not a painful thing, trying to get them to let go of their fears and trust him. But the priest in the dream gives people a feeling of religious deception. He seems to be neither a good person nor a bad person. I feel very scared, because those children seem to have some kind of disease, such as vitiligo, and I am worried that I will be infected. Therefore, when I go to the toilet in my dream, I am very vigilant and dare not touch anything. I remember that the front and back doors were locked, but the details of the dream had become blurred.

As I said just now, we tried to escape. Like everyone else, I have the urge to escape deep down in my heart and make some symbolic actions. We stood upstairs, tried to jump, and finally landed safely. Although there is no danger to life, the strong feeling of falling still lingers, and we are ready to escape. As soon as the picture turned, the focus shifted to a boy. He carefully explored the door at the back of the house, trying to figure out if it could open. When he was left unattended, he quietly opened the door and escaped alone. He did not walk with us, but chose his own path. He started running, you know? He ran from Africa to Asia, running incessantly in his dreams. I remember he ran to New York, where there was a sign that said "New York". He kept running, keeping an eye on whether someone was chasing him, as if someone wanted to arrest him and bring him back. He ran to a city in Southeast Asia, suddenly stopped and decided to stay there for a while. Houses in Southeast Asia are made of bamboo, and he looks thin and firm, with strong muscles and dark skin. He is very determined, a persistent boy, and doesn't like to talk. When he arrived in Southeast Asia, he decided to settle down and married a local girl and had a child. I dreamed that they lived together, women were naked, and they were doing simple things, such as washing clothes, without a specific job. He seems to be working with words, possibly in the journalism industry. Later, I felt his family life. He wanted to make his home here, but suddenly, he decided to leave. Why is that? Because he has received news about his parents and relatives who have been kidnapped or hurt, he must return to China or Asia to rescue them. He has something that must be accomplished, and there is a certain call in his heart, which he wants to realize. About his family, he must save his family. When he learned the news, he felt very sad and was ready to bid farewell to the current woman and child and move on. He ran and ran until he reached a place and saw a large piece of land behind the house, where food was planted. Suddenly, I heard someone next to me saying that it was the era of the Great Famine. What year was it? 1956 or some other year? I can't remember exactly, but I remembered this conversation. People next to them are saying that it is a Great Famine now, and they are preparing food. The boy kept running strongly until he got home. From the beginning, this boy's dream has hinted at my acquaintance with him, hinted that I want to add his WeChat account, hinted at his occupation and character, and his figure. The theme of the whole dream is running, escaping and saving. There are also some themes of disease and religion intertwined. There is a long timeline in the dream, which seems to have run for many years. I don't know how long it has been, but it is indeed a long historical clue. I don't know how long he has been running, but it seems to be running day and night. And I and several other people are trying to escape together, looking for opportunities to get out of control. As for the ending, it didn't show it in the dream, it was just such a scene.

Sometime in April 2022, I had this dream. In the first or second week after waking up, I met someone by chance. Our acquaintance was very accidental. We met on a blind dating website for masters and doctors. I don't know why I entered this website. I was just particularly eager to find a partner to fall in love with during that time. I don't know why I have such an impulse, but I do desire to be in love. Then I found this software, which is actually a small program, which is not easy to find, but I entered it by chance. Moreover, shortly after I opened this software, I received his invitation, which was very accidental and quick. We started chatting, then we started talking on the phone, completely immersed in a state of love. I feel very strange that it all happened so quickly. So I say that dream is very important, because it is so weird and strange. I feel as if I have slept for three days and three nights, because this dream is too long, the details in it are very real, and the interaction between the characters seems to have traveled through time and space. Why does a boy or man I have never seen in reality appear in my dreams? His character, appearance and temperament are like the characters in the novel who have walked into your dream themselves. You don't know him, but he just shows up. So the dream is very long. When I woke up, I recorded the dream immediately. I remember telling my mother that she thought the dream was scary. I myself think this dream is unusual, because it is an experience I have never had before. So when I met this man a week or two later, when I saw him for the first time, and after getting to know him afterwards, it dawned on me. Because this boy and this man I met, their personality and figure are exactly the same. In my dream, I felt the boy's taciturn, the heaviness of his burden, and the fact that he had been running, fleeing, unable to stop and unable to find a home. He is thin, but smart and strong. This is the image. So, when we got to know each other, It marked the beginning of some incredible things that I started to experience, and many incredible things started here.

Of course, the meeting with this man is a key turning point in many subsequent events. It was like an explosive charge, directly detonating my life. If I compare myself to a house with a basic structure, then his arrival undoubtedly ignited my house and ignited a raging fire in my heart. Before writing this article, before I wrote here, and at this moment, at 10:37 pm on a Friday, July 25, 2025, when I recorded these words, he still knew nothing. He may not know the historical origin between himself and me, and his extraordinary significance to me. He may not know exactly what happened in such a long separation. He may not understand what has changed in himself and why this is happening. And I may feel more than he does. Feeling is a good thing, but it will also bring unbearable weight, because not everyone can accept the truth or the impact of a large amount of information. When a lot of information comes to you, you must overcome your inner fear of the unknown and the fear of things that are shown to you in unique forms. With a little carelessness, your soul may fall into a state of extreme panic. Here, I mentioned dreams, how dreams predict in advance what is to happen, and the people who experience them. Then, I mentioned feelings. Yes, feelings. Feelings act as such an incredible core link in starting an incredible or incredible life journey. It's like an unopened Pandora's box, or a chaotic fog. Yes, that may be something unknown to you and hidden deep in your soul. Of course, it may be too early to talk about the soul, because I haven't really understood what the soul is. I just feel that there is some connection between dreams and reality, and feelings bring me sweet and even fainting feelings. At this stage, I don't know what this relationship will bring me. I once thought that love at first sight was a kind of happiness, just like a young girl thought that it was a beautiful thing for two people to fall in love at first sight and fall in love when she was ignorant. But in reality, it's not. At least, If what you are eager for is a more mature love, then this kind of love is not a good thing for a girl who has just opened in seed of love. Because at this time, everything has just begun, you are so ignorant, and your feelings must be young. As you can imagine, when this intense emotion suddenly erupts, when dreams are intertwined with reality, whether it brings you disaster or joy.

I am very proud that I can be so brave and emotionally involved with someone without reservation. I don't regret it, because I always thought I was a brave man. In the emotional mirror, I saw my true self, which gave me something worth remembering. It records my mental journey and changes perfectly. However, the day I met this man was very special. I watched him come to me from the twilight, because he drove, got out of the car and came to me in the twilight. As I don't wear glasses, I see him a little blurry, but I can outline his overall outline. What attracted me at first was not his wealth, his car or his appearance, but a feeling. This feeling is like a movie suddenly playing in your mind, and you feel that this scene in the movie is like a clip from the movie. Then he came to me with a feeling of the wheel of fortune. There is no sense of reality. We all know what a sense of reality is in life. It means that when meeting people, you will pay attention to the people and things around you, pay attention to the other person's dress, conversation and behavior, and you will pay attention to your words and deeds. But what is the sense of non-reality? The sense of non-reality means that you can no longer perceive the specific characteristics of yourself and the other person, or the specific characteristics of the environment. You are completely immersed in a state that is like a dream but not a dream. You are obviously not dreaming, but you seem to be in a dream. You want to figure out the reality, but you can't understand it. In relationships, if you can feel a strong sense of reality, you may let go of all defenses and touch someone, but if you are in an unrealistic state, you can't make a decision because you can't think about real problems. Of course, before contact with him, my state was somewhat abnormal. For a long time, I seemed to be in a state of depression, mainly due to the nihilistic feelings mentioned earlier. But this is the first time I have felt nihilism strongly. Therefore, We are very out of control in this relationship. Later, when leaving, I took the high-speed train to another city. It was raining lightly outside, so I sent him a message. I subconsciously felt that a song should play at this time, so I chose "Blue and White Porcelain". The song has been with me ever since. As the song goes, the sky is blue and waiting for misty rain, while I am waiting for you. Smoke from kitchen chimneys rises thousands of miles across the river. This song has a strong sense of history, as if the encounter through time and space, with a cold temperament, which I think is very in line with his temperament. That's how I felt my feelings at that time. This is certainly unrealistic. But I have one characteristic, I don't force my consciousness. In daily life, people will strictly control their consciousness and not allow themselves to realize their imagination beyond reality. But I won't. Just because I won't, something unbelievable happened later. Yes, the relationship suddenly collapsed. During that time, I felt this strange phenomenon in my feelings for the first time. I never realized that I was such a person, and I never realized that others were such people. It wasn't until this relationship that I realized what kind of person I was with him. He is very nervous and strong. And I, very anxious, unreserved, extremely romantic and innocent.

Later, I found that when facing a seriously avoidant person, it triggered my anxiety, and I realized that there was an anxious personality in my feelings. But at that time, I was not aware of the problem. The pattern of getting along with avoidance personality and anxiety personality often leads to an out-of-control situation. Therefore, I used to be completely confused by this situation. What is unique about this relationship, however, is that it brings out emotions deep within me and touches certain parts of my soul. Nevertheless, at that time, I couldn't clearly explain why I felt so strongly and why an emotion caused such a violent reaction. Maybe it's because I suddenly realized my personality traits, because before that, I didn't fully understand my emotional problems. I also didn't know that the other person has such personality traits, or that people will show different states in emotional communication. The emotional interaction between two people can reveal the deepest essence of each other, such as how your childhood influenced you, how your parents shaped you, how your family influenced you, some things you don't even realize, but unconsciously repeat certain behavior patterns of your parents or family in love. Perhaps you haven't fully understood what the nature of feelings is? Before building feelings, the first thing to build is self-awareness. So, what exactly is self-awareness? Why is it closely related to building healthy relationships? In the end, in the mirror of feelings, you find that you must become a better version of yourself first. Then, you must bravely face your past wounds, uncover your past scars one by one, and then see what dirt is buried in these feelings. You have to uncover it and clean it up yourself. This process is not a simple matter, because it involves the theme of "self". His crazy escape and my crazy anxiety, so this relationship pushed us to a more dangerous cliff edge under the circumstances of mutual suspicion, suspicion and extreme insecurity. Because of constant doubt, constant suspicion, constant fear and constant pursuit. why? Why are there countless possibilities in front of us? Countless worries, fears. What I feel most in this relationship is fear-whether he or me. I still remember his uneasy voice when he called me. He is in fear, his fear further aggravates my anxiety, and my anxiety further strengthens his fear. The two of us are in an invisible smoke. The bubble of fear is blown bigger and bigger by us until we all feel that we are on the verge of the limit, as if we are about to collapse. Fortunately, because we missed each other deeply, we finally decided to meet again. At that time, he traveled thousands of miles to find me. We had just begun to prepare for each other's company, but because of some trivial details, the whole relationship suddenly detonated. I remember that day, he was waiting for my arrival at the hotel. I rode in the vehicle and dressed up carefully, especially to meet him. When I arrived, as soon as I got off the bus, he began to ask me who the man on the bus was, with doubts in his tone. Although I am a little unhappy in my heart, I am still calm and my emotions are not out of control. I thought it wouldn't be a big deal, but what he said next shocked me. He told me that he felt that I was untrustworthy, that I was not a suitable candidate, and refused to keep in touch with me. Although he drove thousands of miles to find me, he suddenly told me that he didn't think we were suitable! I saw him restless and hitting me with a series of negative words. He always likes to judge me with negative words, which makes me feel broken on the spot. I felt like he was looking at me the way a superior looked at a subordinate. In love, although we love and like each other, we have to judge each other, which is undoubtedly a bad start. His trial exacerbated my counter-trial, and I confronted him loudly, questioning his attitude and tone. I asked him why he judged me in such a lofty way. After all, he was not my leader. In this way, The atmosphere that day became extremely tense. I lost control of my emotions, burst into tears, carried my bag, wore high heels and a skirt, and left in a hurry.

I remember that day, I was wearing a red skirt, which was sexy and perfectly outlined my figure, and looked particularly beautiful. However, I cried pear blossoms and rain, panting, and turned around and threw myself into the arms of the road. I ran along the street, crying and running at the speed I thought I was running wildly, in the opposite direction to him. He stood there, watching my back. Soon after, he also left, which is exactly the state of our relationship. In the emotional world, we have many defects, such as judging each other, denying each other, avoiding feelings, or being excessively anxious about feelings. We don't know how to get along, how to fall in love, and we can't allocate time. At that time, I loved having fun, while he devoted himself to his work, often working until one or two o'clock in the morning, or even two or three o'clock. I have fun every day, while he is very avoidant, showing enthusiasm and anxiety at the same time. Therefore, even making a phone call has become a tug-of-war of fear. I still remember that he wanted to call me. If I didn't get it by chance, he would be very dissatisfied. He would tell me that we were no longer in touch. But when we get on the phone, he will be very cold again, asking not to end the call, and at the same time saying that we are inappropriate. He longs for my company, but when I offer to play with him on National Day or other festivals, he will refuse me again. He thinks I shouldn't let go of my own affairs and just do something for him, and thinks it's wrong to do it. At that time, I almost broke down. I didn't understand what he wanted, and I doubted myself every day. What problems are causing this situation? We are like standing at both ends of a tight rope, all anxiously trying to pull the rope to our side and hold on to it tightly. We were all worried about losing this rope, so we pulled it harder until we were all very anxious, frowned and had sweaty palms. When the rope reached its limit, it suddenly broke, and both of us were directly injured by the force of the rebound and felt severe pain. The tighter you pull, the stronger the rebound force, the greater the trauma and the heavier the tension. Therefore, this relationship has been in a state of chaos again and again, and we have all been seriously injured. Just like the song that Faye Wong once sang, our love is vigorous. Later, I thought that it may be because this relationship really touched our deep feelings, and it is precisely because it touched our hearts that it triggered those unknown feelings.

Since this relationship broke down, my mental state has been in a precarious state. In this love, my long-standing nihilism and philosophical thinking are intertwined. In fact, at that time, I didn't study philosophy in books in depth, but seemed to have embarked on a road of spiritual exploration. This road is extremely difficult, far more painful than the scrutiny of words. Looking back now, how bad was my state? He was pale and in a trance. I often feel that I am in a trance and at a loss. This relationship further deepened my confusion about myself. When I felt nihilism before, I was actually exploring myself. Because when a person is in a situation of extreme isolation or helplessness, he is bound to feel nihilism and begin to think about the meaning of life. This should have been the starting point for self-understanding, but this relationship intensified my view of human nature. In relationships, you see yourself and your strange side. You are confused about these unknown aspects, which is a completely unfamiliar territory. At that time, I had already had an emotional breakdown, and this relationship pushed my emotions to the extreme. Coupled with the bad living habits at that time-I loved coffee because I wanted to stay awake. However, long-term depression can exacerbate the physiological response of the body, leaving me feeling powerless and tired. Nevertheless, I still wanted to relieve this weakness and exhaustion by drinking coffee, but I never thought of needing medical treatment. At that time, I lived in a vicious circle, with extremely poor sleep quality. I often woke up at night, was plagued by nightmares, felt unknown objects around me, and my mood often collapsed. Therefore, my state is not good to begin with. After this relationship, I was even more in a trance. I remember that I returned to school at that time. Back at school, I realized that my school was very far away from my hometown. I had to go through a long journey, including flying, high-speed train, bus and walking, to get home. The journey made me feel exhausted. When I finally went back to school, I felt that I was terminally ill. Leaving that aside for the time being, let me talk about my internship in my hometown before returning to school. During my internship, my love life experienced violent fluctuations and frequent quarrels. Once, I accidentally opened a video and wanted to record myself singing to examine my state. I chose the song "Blue and White Porcelain". After singing it, I looked back at the video and found that my eyes were full of panic. The fear is beyond words, as if the soul was out of body, or the feeling of regaining freedom after being kidnapped. My eyes are erratic, and my whole person seems to be outside the video. At that time, I had noticed something was wrong with myself, but I hadn't gone to the doctor yet. After returning to school, I often feel tired and heavy. After walking a few steps, I feel tired, pale and have serious dark circles. Summer in Hunan is so hot and humid that sometimes I can't even go out. I tried to consult a Chinese medicine doctor at school. The Chinese medicine doctor gave me some gentle advice after taking my pulse, but pointed out that my pulse was abnormally weak. I'm beginning to wonder if I'm dying soon. Because my parents were opposed to traditional Chinese medicine, I finally gave up the treatment and dragged my tired body back to the dormitory.

At this stage, my classmates are studying hard, but I am in a state of extreme pain. I often have to lie in bed. Until one day, the problem becomes very serious. At that time, my heart was full of fear, worried about my physical condition and afraid that I was suffering from a serious illness. I am also afraid of emotional problems and feel that my self-worth has been severely hit. I started to doubt everything, including fear of the unknown, feeling that I was constantly out of my body, hearing people around me talk, and even seeing things others couldn't see. I feel that I am constantly being pulled out of my body. Once I fall asleep, my soul will be pulled out and float above my body. Sometimes I feel that I am being brought to the edge of the ocean, and then thrown into the deep sea. The depression and suffocation of the deep sea makes me wake up, gasp for air and feel extreme fear. Sometimes, I suddenly fall into a deep sleep, and then I see the image of a man clearly in my dream, and he appears on the bed above me. He seemed to be telling me about his emotional struggles, such as the fear of cheating. This emotional panic was directly presented to me, which shocked me. I experience such dreams frequently, so I feel very scared. I'm afraid of so many things that I feel like I can hardly bear it, and even getting out of bed becomes difficult. Every night when I go to bed, I often have nightmares, dreaming that all my hair falls out, or dreaming that I am standing by the seaside, and suddenly a fire breaks out, so I run away frantically. These scenes are so frequent and frightening that I dare not fall asleep at night, so I can only leave the lights on. I always feel that there are people in the room, and there are more than one, there seem to be many. I also often dream of all kinds of animals. Sometimes I dream of a turtle, in which I feed it. We live in a big house, and a turtle came to me. I took care of it and told it to be careful and not to run around, otherwise others would be afraid and even hurt it. So I told him not to move, and he would obediently wait for me to feed him. I would take some food from people's tables and give it to it. Sometimes it will excrete on the ground, leaving behind a lot of black feces, so I tell it not to excrete everywhere, otherwise others will not like it, and I may not be able to protect it. This turtle seemed to understand, and then I dreamed that it walked out of my door and suddenly became a human being. It talked to other people, and when asked why it was here, it said it was going to stay with me for a few days. I also dreamed of small animals, such as puppies. I saved a puppy, and it was in my arms. It was very cute. At that time, I found myself even connecting with fish. I remember once in my cousin's toilet, I saw them buy some fish and put them in buckets. There was water in the bucket, but the fish jumped out and lay on the ground struggling. After I finished going to the toilet, I quickly put the fish back in the bucket. That night, I dreamed that my face was covered with fish scales. There are a lot of such things. But this is just the beginning. At that time, I felt extremely frightened, as if my life was coming to an end. Have you ever experienced the feeling of being pale, unable to move and breathing weakly? Just like a dead man. Even so, my mood still can't calm down, because the constant fear makes me often collapse and cry for half an hour. It was hysterical crying. By then, my somatization symptoms were already very serious. Fear became a key, allowing me to enter a new world, because there were so many things to fear, and fear completely swallowed me up.

As time went by, I gradually realized the abnormality of things. I began to experience some dreams that could foresee the future. Sometimes, when I see someone, I can immediately dream about them. Even my classmates or relatives and friends who have little contact with me can frequently dream about their affairs, even if there is no direct contact between us. The time I remember most clearly is that as soon as I fell asleep at noon, I felt as if I were in an autumn scene. The sky was golden and the autumn wind was rustling. I was sitting in a long car, and the driver was sitting far ahead. I fell asleep in this car, which drove for a long time. Then, I dreamed that many relatives and friends attended a party, and they were dressed in dark clothes and had dinner together. In one of the scenes, one of my uncles attended the party alone in a hat, but his partner was not present. After waking up at noon that day, until that autumn, when I got home, I learned by chance that my uncle was going to celebrate my mother's birthday, and many relatives and friends would attend. My parents will also attend, but I can't go because I have to take the exam in Chongqing. I left on the high-speed train while they went to another place to celebrate their birthday. That day, my mother sent me a photo of my uncle wearing a hat and black clothes. Coincidentally, my mother told me that my aunt couldn't attend that day because she had to take care of the children. Mother told me that my uncle did wear a hat. Since then, such precognitive dreams have become frequent. When I get home, I often foresee what is about to happen in my dreams. For example, the day before, I dreamed of the sound of waste collecting downstairs, and the next day, a waste collector really arrived. At that time, I frequently had precognitive dreams, but I didn't know the reason. I just felt confused and couldn't understand them deeply.

As I mentioned before, when I was near death, fear caused me to experience the feeling of near death. I often feel as if I were lying on a cold, endless black ocean, feeling cold and calm, with no direction or no one, just floating on the water. What is the difference between that feeling and death? It's as if you have let go of your self-awareness, stopped clinging to reality, stopped thinking about anything, and let yourself wander. If I was still thinking about unrealistic things before, then I was completely unrealistic at that time, and my consciousness had let go. However, something magical happened again. Whenever I fall asleep, I feel my soul being pulled away, forcibly pulled out of my body by others, taken to a strange place, or flying out directly. I often fly to various places, and sometimes I feel scared, because I am not skilled enough at flying in my dreams, and I am worried that I will fall. I flew so high that I could see the houses, vehicles, mountains and rivers below. Then, I started dreaming frequently and experiencing out-of-body experiences every day. It wasn't until one day that I had a more strange dream that I realized that I was different. I dreamed of a Buddha. He was not an ordinary Buddha. In the vast universe, in a deep and dark space, a Buddha appeared directly from the quiet depths at an extremely fast speed, with golden light shining everywhere and appearing in front of me. He is very tall and majestic, and the golden light makes me unable to look away, and I feel a great shock. His voice seemed to ring in my ear, a hundred times and a thousand times more amplified than the usual voice. Then he began to call my name, and I was sure he was calling me. He called me "Princess Chaoyang" and "Princess". I'm still confused. Then a lot of little people appeared, they were doing something on my face and asking me "This is the face we pinched for you, do you like it?" I felt scared, but finally accepted "Hi..... like it". Then, I saw two very tall white horses galloping towards me. They were so tall and white, as if they belonged to me, galloping from a distance and stopping beside me. The impact is stronger than that of a 3D movie.

During that time, I often dreamed of animals, Buddhas, and memories of past lives. I have two other brothers around me. I don't know where they come from. They always come to me when I fall asleep at noon, two men, very different personalities, one silent and the other lively. The lively one told me that the other one was his brother. Then I dreamed that these two men were with me. We seemed to be childhood friends, and they were both wearing military uniforms. At that time, I frequently dreamed of soldiers, as if I had a deep relationship with soldiers. I always dream of the sea, and I feel that I have an indissoluble bond with the sea. Dreaming about the navy seems to have some kind of connection with the navy. I don't know what's going on. I dream of many different opposite sex, and I don't understand what is going on. I also dreamed of various scenes but still didn't know what was going on. You know, I was still sleeping in the dormitory at that time, and my roommates were still busy with their own business. They didn't know that I had gone through so much. This is a very impactful experience, constantly beating me, sawing me and stimulating me in my life, making me feel as if I were traveling through time and space every day, or experiencing the tempering of my soul. It's like shooting a science fiction movie. Sometimes I'm in science fiction, sometimes in fairy tales, and sometimes in reality. I can't make any plans for real life, I can't produce any realistic ideas, and I can't stop myself thinking about reality.

Sometimes my body is like a fish thrown out of a bucket at random, staying on the dry land and occasionally twitching twice, sometimes it is like marching 20,000 miles, stepping on the mountains with heavy eaves and mountains and entering thorns, and my feet are like poured with heavy lead. Every step I take is so difficult, sometimes it is like being thrown into the bottomless ocean, constantly counting down five: 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, "So deep, so dark, this is terrible. Who will save me?" I gave up my self-awareness and escaped into the real illusory world. But this illusory world is not quiet at all. At that time, there would always be different psychological feelings that naturally dripped in my mind like blood. I saw myself in an open space. The open space was wrapped in various white doors. I was randomly pushed into one of them, then pushed out again, pushed again and then out again. I didn't have time to cry or talk. I just fell deeper into chaos. "Chaos, chaos, chaos." Chaos is not turbid, I am not turbid, I am the least turbid person in the world, even if I can't say a few logical words anymore.
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