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[Opening —

Welcome to my World]

Quite a few years ago, I knew two sisters, twins. Clearly gorgeous... so goddamn hot you just wondered why mommy didn't restrict herself to one, but they were two. Tall, blond and not even dyed, no sir, naturally blond, slender but with ripe tits pointing directly to the sky, long and perfectly shaped legs and the classic blue/green eyes smooth-as-velvet look. Always dressed to kill, sexy. At least that's what all the guys said. Then, if you're not slender, never sexy and believe a dress to kill is a pair of jeans and sneakers, you DO start thinking: "Fuck it, wasn't one really enough?"

Anyway, I'm not here to prove that stereotypes about blondes or twins are wrong. That is, they weren't the smartest sisters in town — one was too numb and naive to believe, and she came equipped with a nice tattoo depicting her husband's name on a shoulder. To be more exotic, the writing was in Chinese, you know, just to be different, because when you have a tattoo done you have to be original, isn't it, what the fuck. The other was the slutty type, bitch face, asshole eyes, and she came equipped with a shut-up-just-smile kind of boyfriend — the type who just needs to eat and get laid to be happy. That kind of gadget.

But the slutty twin and the too-numb-to-be-true other twin with her beloved husband who flushed so red during the warm-up session at the gym that I always wondered if he flushed so red also when they were fucking — well, I met them at a stage of my evolution when my life had decided to fuck my 23 preceding years off. And to dismember them and me along with them. Deconstructing all that I was, wanted, did, dreamed, believed, hoped. My life just told me to screw off — and it wouldn't have been the only time. But that time it certainly played the most cruel, subtle, enlightening and perfect trick on me, timing and strategic like only fate can be. A brilliant and helpful fuck off, you can say. Even if it took me 10 years to make complete sense of it.

Life just happened. And I felt so cold. Like somebody had put a tombstone on my back. For years.

* * *

And then there's this book. I've started writing it seven years ago, in Barcelona, Spain, where I spent four months perfecting my Spanish at university. That's where I got the very first glimpses — or epiphanies, as Joyce would put it — that my life could be different if I tried hard enough.

I regret many things I've written here. I'm proud of almost anything. I'm so proud of me I could explode.

"I can only let my emotions out when I'm protected by the shield of the written word" — as my therapist told me once. She was damn right. When I write I'm completely myself. Sometimes I make sense of something only after a good writing session. Writing is my therapy. That's what I wanna do all my life. Just write about what I see and live and experience, all filtered by this huge inflamed sensitivity that is consuming the whole of my being — which makes me restless and unequipped to pretend, to adjust, to be satisfied, to be frivolous and superficial. Funny how this book has brought out the darkest, bluest, most somber and serious shades of my nature. In everyday life I'm such a clown. Not to mention a major dork. I make fun of everything, I love to turn off the "sensitive mode" and just generate chaos all around, be silly as hell and talk bullshit forever.

I don't wanna be all-good. I just wanna be whole.

* * *

Absolute freedom. No one to hold on to. No protective walls. No gentle words to soothe you. It's just you and the void around and within. The life, your life, ready to be created and molded the way you want it to be.

Splendid and terrifying.

Welcome to my world.

You'll never get me anyway.

You'll never crush me anyway.

You'll never shine like me anyway.

* * *

This book is dedicated to Me

For everything I thought I was

For all that I am

For everything I will become

For all I still ignore about myself

And to You

For the very same reasons

* * *

If you've spent your whole life being told you're too much, not enough, too loud, too strange, too intense, too different — this is for you. If you've never quite fit anywhere — not the group, not the relationship, not the job, not the idea of who you were supposed to become — this is for you.

This is not a self-help book. There are no five steps. No morning routine. No guru wisdom. This is one person's story of being completely, spectacularly wrong about themselves — and then getting it right. Not perfect. Right.

I spent years seeing myself through other people's eyes. Fat. Ugly. Wrong. Broken. Too difficult to love. I built my whole identity out of their judgements, their approval, their rejection. I handed my life to everyone around me and called it living.

Then one afternoon, at a friend's lunch, someone made a cruel joke about a dessert I had brought. I ran to the garden and cried.

I don't even remember what he said. Funny, right? It felt like the end of the world that day. Now I couldn't tell you the words if I tried. That's how much power I was handing to people who didn't deserve a single second of it.

And standing there in that garden, I made a decision that changed everything: never again.

This is what happened after that day. This is the road. It's messy, it's raw, it has a lot of middle fingers in it. But it's real — every word of it — and if you're the kind of person who has never belonged anywhere, I promise you: you'll find yourself in here.

PART ONE

The Cage

How society builds the Program — and why most of us follow it without ever asking why.

[Poor Brainwashed Us]

You can talk of anything with anybody, you just have to use the right words. You can explain philosophy and a way to a better life even talking of ham and cheese. To say it's impossible is so damn pretentious — it's just another way not to give people the chance they deserve.

Oh, you're working class? Here's your ham and cheese. Like working class people were born only to carry out the humblest tasks. Oh, you're upper class? Here, dear, here's the best possible college and education we have been able to provide for you. Like all aristocrats were endowed with great intelligence and every desirable characteristic you can think of.

A Program you perpetuate through all the humiliating TV shows we are fed 24/7, because that's what people want. You make people want that because that's all you can offer. So you can go on selling ads and making money and keeping us quiet — making us believe we can be happy buying this and that. Find love if only our hair was smooth enough.

Fuck all those ads. Fuck the eyelashes, fuck the antiperspirant, fuck the makeup — all that shit that is there just to make us, the real people, feel inadequate because we have wrinkles, we have white hair, we smell, our hair is not ready for the cover of Vogue every single moment of our life. Fuck you! I wanna shave my head bald just to make you stop talking nonsense. (Which I kind of actually do — I've never had long hair, and at times I had them cut so short that, as Beavis and Butthead used to say about Sinead O'Connor, "if you sat on her head you could've scratched your butt." Man, I laughed my ass off at that.)

Can I please be human? Can I smell and sweat? Can I please be happy with my frigging eyelashes even if I don't stumble onto them when I walk because they are not that long? Can I wear anything I want even if it is so out of fashion that nobody remembers when it was actually fashionable — if it ever was? Can you please stop this fake-perfection rush that is only taking us far away from the authenticity that is our greatest gift?

Fuck all your fashion. I love my very own idea of it. Fuck all your glamour. I love my reality. Fuck all your rules and conventions.


"I see through your blurry side" (Escape, Metallica)



Can you give me one single reason why a plastic, airbrushed, silicone actress or model or singer should incarnate my ideal of beauty? There's an ad on TV where all these women are desperate because they lose ONE HAIR A DAY. Can you please stop the bullshit? Or another one: a gorgeous model has to be on a film set in one hour and — thanks to her magical car — she attends a boxing lesson, has coffee with a friend, arrives bang on time, never sweating, never swearing at traffic, her hair and makeup oh-so-wonderful. Can you please fuck off?

Can't you see the brainwashing they put us through every single day? There is no better way to DISCONNECT yourself from your life — and from your brain — than watch TV.

There's no magic potion for anything. There's just sweat and work and focus. And maybe, only maybe, you'll get what you want. But the point is not the result. The point is the evolution path you walk to get there. Your life may just lie somewhere along the way.

[Kids with a Dream]

Here's the joke nobody talks about: society needs rebels to survive.

Every invention, every work of art, every idea that moved the world forward came from someone who refused to get with the Program. And yet society spends every waking minute trying to make sure you get with the Program. The contradiction is so enormous it's almost funny. Almost.

If all those kids with a dream — be it music, acting, painting, writing, science, revolution, or you name it — had obeyed their parents and cut their hair and got a job, we wouldn't have music, movies, paintings, technological advances or books to dream on and fall in love with.

If Freud and Jung had stuck with the psychological view of their time, we would still drill holes in people's heads to release the evil spirits. If all those people who had a great idea in the past had stuck with the mainstream views of their time, afraid of differing even if they felt they had got it right, we wouldn't have TV, radio, medicines, cars, planes, telephone, electricity and any possible thing you can think of.

We would still be in a cave, a fire to keep us warm and hunting to get some food.

* * *

Actually — we're only in another kind of cave. The one Plato described hundreds of years ago. We're still there, in chains, looking at a wall where shadows of human figures and objects are projected, like in a movie theater or on TV. And we're so stupid that we waste our lives looking at that screen, thinking what we see is real. We stone the man who breaks free of the chains, escapes, sees the sun and the real world outside — and then slips back into the cave to tell us about the light and show us the way out. We stone him because he's alone, so he must be crazy. The cave is all we need to know.

Well, of course the light will dazzle you for a while. Your eyes aren't used to it — the cave is dark and that's all you're used to. But that dazzling won't last forever. And the sun will only make your path clearer.

You already know what I'm talking about. Now get in the action.


"Darkness imprisoning me / All that I see, absolute horror / I cannot live, I cannot die / Trapped in myself, body my holding cell" (One, Metallica)



I see all the hypocrisies of our daily lives. All the smiles people fake for reasons I'll never be smart enough to understand. All the prejudices we wrap our lives in. All this selling-my-best-image shit that I hate. I'm unable to do it. I'm just emotionally unequipped to pretend.


"I can never change what I feel / my face will never show what is not real" (I Could Have Lied, RHCP)



I see great people wasting their lives believing they are not good enough. Why? We seem programmed on low self-esteem. I believe that low self-esteem is one of the major problems on a global scale — it triggers any kind of aberration in terms of behavior, both personal and in relationships. We seem unable to stand up and say I AM GREAT! I ROCK! I KICK MAJOR ASS! Because we fear being judged as egocentric or pretentious. Insane. So fucking what? I AM.

And you're surprised that so many people commit suicide? Try always behaving like the person you're not — always pretending to be happy, always forced to reach the maximum in everything, always obliged to be the best, crush your enemies, laugh the loudest, be the coolest, the most successful. Everybody has a wonderful Program for you to join, don't they?

You can easily fool other people. But it's not so easy to fool yourself. Deep down in your guts — wherever you are able to FEEL — you know something is wrong. You know something is missing. That single tile that would make the mosaic perfect and wonderful just isn't there. And that tile is not small. It's YOU. It's your ambitions, your very own idea of fun, of what is right and what is wrong for you. Your very own wonderful self, buried under tons of layers of social conventions and things we do just to be accepted.

But all of a sudden something breaks inside, and you feel you just can't go on living a life that isn't yours. You need a lot of strength to start fighting to affirm your real self — a self that the people around you can like or not. And when this thing breaks, real trouble begins.

Real coolness is under your own skin. It's built into the way you are. It's your own peculiar way. It's where WE FEEL it is. And nowhere else. Certainly not where some asshole makes you believe it is.

And please don't listen to those people who keep telling you to accept what you don't like and just move on because that's life. That's shit at its shittiest. Let me tell you something: YOU DON'T HAVE TO FUCKING ACCEPT ANYTHING YOU DON'T LIKE. NOT A SINGLE THING.

It's your right to be happy. It's your right to be satisfied. It's your right to fight and change what is keeping you from fulfilling your true potential. Your ONLY right is to BE YOUR WHOLE SELF. Now, THAT'S what life is all about.

At the beginning you'll feel strange as hell. Everybody's scared by the unknown, let alone if that unknown comes right from inside of you. But as time goes by, you'll start loving it, taking care of it, making it grow as close to your own model of perfection as possible. And man, you'll feel GREAT. Liberated. Free from opinions, lifestyles, dreams, ideas, beliefs and values that you never really felt as belonging to you. Six billion people can be wrong. They CAN be wrong. They ARE wrong if the Program they're sponsoring doesn't make you happy.

Just do NOT ever impose your life on other people. Respect all creatures — they have a right to happiness just like you. That's it.

[School of Life]

School is all wrong.

Not the idea of it — the idea is perfect. A place where you go to learn, grow, discover who you are and what the world is made of. That idea is beautiful. What we actually have is a machine designed to grade compliance. To reward the kids who memorize, sit still, and ask no inconvenient questions.

There's a big difference between studying and learning. And school, as we know it, is very good at one and actively hostile to the other.

How can a teacher be good when they take away from you the pleasure of learning? How can a teacher be good when they give higher grades not on grounds of skills, but on grounds of ass-kissing abilities? How can school be good when the majority of its students experience it only as a fucking imposition — a theoretical cage crushing them?

It's too damn easy to say that young people don't care about culture and just want to have fun. I love reading. I love learning. I love culture in any sense. I'm creating my own school with my own favourite subjects every day. Who said that Dalí is art and graffiti on the wall is something to be removed and its author arrested? School is the best way to make us hate reading and culture. You cannot differ from the mainstream or classical view on anything. You have to read that book and find in it what your teacher tells you to find. Because your view on that book is not different — it's wrong. Try to expose your own view during an exam. See what grade you get.

What you're actually preparing young people for — in the most negative and hypocritical way imaginable — is a world where you will always be wrong if you're not part of the majority. Where democracy means the minority gets crushed. Where you bow your head, always and forever.

And then you wonder why so many kids quit school. All you do is tell them they are wrong. Their music is wrong. What they feel is wrong. So you crush them, give them pills because they are too much ALIVE.


"To see, to bleed cannot be taught / In turn, you're making us fucking hostile" (Fucking Hostile, Pantera)



That rebellion shouldn't be crushed and shouldn't be ignored. It should be understood. But that's too much to ask, right? A few more years and it'll go away — everybody gets with the Program eventually. Gets a job, a car, a house, a family. Becomes an adult. Steps on the next generation's wings to prove that flying is impossible.

And so new generations don't even know what an ideal or a dream is. They skip the moral-values part and immediately start reaching out for the cool part. They think they can find all they need in a new phone, a pill, a vodka shot, one boyfriend or girlfriend after another. Ask them what they want and all you'll get is: have fun, have fun, have fun.
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