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Chapter 1: This Historical Life

I had a dream the night before. In the brightness of day, I am strolling alongside a queue of parked automobiles, looking into the drivers' windows as I go. This continues for some time, and just as I believe I have reached the last automobile, another one appears. I begin to feel as if this will never be over. It reminds me of how, when placing a dot anyplace on a circle you have drawn on paper, you may try to move far from the dot by moving along the circle, but you end up travelling in the other direction.

Even though you may desire to leave the dot, you will ultimately return to it. In reality, you can simply be passing the time until you have to repeat some awful phase or incident in your life that you might believe you are moving beyond. Though I'm likely still at the start of this huge queue of parked automobiles, I still believe I'm at the finish line of it. Or starting anew from the beginning.

Every driver's seat in every vehicle I pass is vacant, which makes sense given that they are all parked. Most individuals, including me, usually don't wait in a parked automobile unless they are also waiting for something or someone. Up to the last vehicle in the row, the last one before you get to the junction, every driver's seat is unoccupied.

This vehicle is likewise parked, but it is in motion. It seems to be ready to end its idle existence but is hesitant to do so. There is a guy in the driver's seat who is observing the traffic in front of him via the windscreen of his vehicle. I'm keeping an eye on them as they go past with the green light. seeing how these vehicles perform as intended and as intended.

The day becomes darker when he turns to look at me, and the face I anticipated seeing is absent. He claims that although we may be able to deceive certain individuals consistently, and maybe even all of them sometimes, we will never be able to fool everyone all of the time. because regardless of how deeply ingrained we believe ourselves to be, we can never mislead ourselves.

He left before I had a chance to ask him what he had meant, but his automobile was still there and still in motion. Then it began to rain, and a storm broke out right away. The driver door was now open, as if the vehicle were beckoning for me to take the wheel, so I glanced up at the pouring rain and lightning before looking down at it again. I woke up when I couldn't force myself to get into the driver's seat for some reason.

I jot down a dream in my writing notebook after briefly coming to in the morning and giving it some thought. Because I think it's feasible that the characters in our dreams may be other versions of ourselves created by the choices we didn't make in this life, I record every dream I can recall. If one little choice had been changed, how different our life and who we are as a person may have been.

I chose to attend college for a few years after high school in this existence, and I was able to get the necessary materials for success. I was homeless in a long-ago dream. My presumption that I chose not to attend college at the time I was homeless was based on the false belief that a formal education is required to succeed in life.

One choice may change a life in so many ways. In contrast to who we are today, I came to feel that our dreams reveal who we may have become, for better or worse. in contrast to the life we have chosen. a doorway to opportunities that are just slightly out of our grasp. I sometimes wonder whether going to college was worthwhile despite the fact that I could lose my mind, or if I would have been happier and perhaps homeless instead.

I placed the notebook back on the shelf after closing it. hundreds of notebooks on a bookcase, each containing one of my previous life. my slumber. I'm complicated. I eventually became conscious of the psychological effect that writing down my dreams had on me as I travelled along the road of parked automobiles and the road of my life. for me had. I penned these short tales in which I saw myself as the main character. that the narrative being conveyed represented my life. discovering so much significance in a life that is drenched in meaninglessness. this pointless existence. a non-driver's life. A life that never moved when the light was green. I make an effort to deceive and brainwash myself. I'm the one moving down this lengthy stretch of parking spaces. This is me searching the inside of each vehicle for the driver. I'm searching for signs of life, but all I can find is life in my dreams. I'm living vicariously via this odd story in these wordy journals. I bemoan my addiction as I glance at these journals. This literary life.

I've loathed this existence for so long, but in conclusion I can only come to terms with it because I think we all have an anthology complex. These little tales that become dreams are something we all collect. We all experience this state when we portray ourselves as someone else while still living our own lives and telling our own stories. This persona might alter significantly or hardly at all. It also appears in the form of written literature, not merely in dreams.

When we watch these films and television programmes, we sometimes recognise ourselves. even if we are unaware of it. Sometimes when we read these novels and publications, we recognise ourselves. It takes the shape of art. When we listen to these tunes, we sometimes recognise ourselves. We sometimes hear our own tales told. When we look at these photographs and artworks, sometimes we recognise ourselves. It manifests as an idea. Sometimes, when we are seated at home, work, or school, we start to daydream or even fantasise of living in an other world.

Our minds conjure up the characters we stand in for and the deeds we do. Unfortunately, there are moments when we both know and enjoy the version of ourselves from the other life more than we do our genuine self.

I attempt to recall the driver's face while I glare at the shelf, but he had no face. I make an effort to recall the tone of his voice, but all I can hear is mine. The difficulty in attempting to recall a dream is that it might occasionally resemble a fading recollection. If enough time has passed, let's say a few years, it becomes more difficult to tell the difference between a memory and a dream. telling truth from fiction.

Even if it might sometimes drive you crazy, it helps to have an organised shelf of notes that can distinguish between fact and fantasy. The fact that memories and dreams may have a lot of characteristics is another issue. When we attempt to recall them in our dreams and recollections, we often take a third-person perspective. When we attempt to recollect our dreams, all we can remember is ourselves meeting Jesus Christ; in reality, we are ourselves encountering Jesus Christ.

Even though I am aware that he has no face, I find myself trying to remember it, and while I do, I suddenly recall having a dream about the same place a few months before. The helicopter I was riding in was attempting to land on the same street I remembered walking down in my dream the night before.

When the chopper touches down, a dead person is lying on the pavement next to the final vehicle in the queue of parked vehicles. the vehicle the driver was last seen driving yesterday night. As I attempted to approach the dead corpse after exiting the chopper, it seemed like he was moving further away. I felt as if the gap was halving itself, yet I was unable to get close to him. Just just outside my grasp. I eventually fell asleep after strolling for a while. The events in that dream occurred after the one I had last night, despite the fact that I experienced it in the past.

At least, that's what I think. That makes sense to me at this time. And it has previously occurred. I once had eight dreams that might have been combined into a story if they had been put in a chronological sequence that made sense. That doesn't mean the story would make any sense on its own. These eight dreams made me think that while each of our dreams could appear random and unimportant on its own, if we can recall them, or write them down, and then arrange them in a logical sequence, we may see the many stories of our many lives.


Chapter 2: Thieves From New York

I had a dream about a year ago. wearing a suit and tie fit for a king while doing a poor man's crime. They put the cash in the rubbish bag I give them since I'm putting their lives in danger. The ironic part is that a third of them have likely never stopped to think about their existence. I sometimes question if I've given myself enough time to think about my own.

Is being alive really so crucial? That's life? just being there. If you are in space and see a rock in a fixed place, it will remain there indefinitely. If you see a rock travelling, it will always keep travelling in the same direction and at the same pace.

This is accurate if there are no other forces acting on the rock, such as friction, gravity, or electromagnetic. The rock merely keeps moving because it has to; it doesn't have a particular reason why it wants to remain still or why it wants to continue moving. It's not moving because it has to be there or waiting for something to happen. It just operates because it is.

It's intriguing to apply this kind of thinking to the question of why a living creature wants to continue to exist. This bank employee has a shotgun held to her head, and I'm wondering whether she wants to survive just to be alive. What if she was not alive? Would she wish to remain lifeless just because she was already dead?

She would undoubtedly want to maintain her happiness if she were happy. She would most likely continue to be content up until some kind of "force"—possibly a disease—arrives and informs her that she has cancer. That joy would no longer exist. She would continue to feel down until a new "force" entered the picture.

I grab the rubbish bag once they have finished filling it with cash. There is something lyrical and significant about placing something so priceless in a trash bag. I quickly exit the bank and board my partner's vehicle. I'm the person who did all the talking, and his hands and possibly face are both perspiring. We leave with a trash bag full of cash, but we don't really plan to treat ourselves with it. We exit the car and examine the cash as he pulls into a parking garage. He tells me he's unsure whether he can continue doing this as he takes off his sombre theatre mask and suit jacket.

I enquire as to his meaning. I really understood what he meant. He couldn't continue to put his freedom and life at danger for strangers. I explain to him that the imbalance in the globe is the source of the vast majority of people suffering from poverty, malnutrition, and other conditions. He wasn't furious enough, and I wanted to let him know that. He wasn't filled with enough hatred, they said. I then begin to awaken.

Some individuals get hungry, but others are hungry because they've eaten too much food. famine and obesity. If it isn't an imbalance, then what is? If there are two apples total on a table, one on each end, and you remove one apple from one end and place it next to the other apple on the other side, you have deducted one apple from one end and adding one apple to the other end, according to basic maths. I see the balance that once existed but is now unequal. Imbalance.

It is likely possible to feed every mouth on the planet, yet some swallows take more food than they are permitted to. How can this mistake be corrected? Do you return the apple you stole and give it to others who are starving? Do you steal that cash and distribute it to people in need? Yes, Robin Hood would respond. You need to do the wrong action for a noble cause, he would remark.

I hear someone come down the stairs earlier today while I read my mail. Mary, who lives in the flat above mine, is here. As she passes, she nods, and I do the same. She seems to be running late for something because of how swiftly she is moving—possibly work or an appointment. I notice Mary is nearly always in a rush when I see her because I'm standing there holding my mail in my hand and thinking to myself. She has a look in her eye that suggests she may not complete the task at hand, and that terrifies her to death.

I begin to question if she is constantly hurried because she wishes to be hurried, like a rock hurtling through space on a useless journey to nowhere. I begin to wonder whether people are the way they've become simply because they want to remain that way. They would want to remain in that state. If this is the case, humans can never change, in accordance with the science indicated above. Not until something happens to modify them. Perhaps a power like love or hatred.


Chapter 3: Sixes & Sevens

Some people may claim that mathematics and numbers have the power to provide solutions to all of life's problems. that they will disclose the truth if we can interpret them. Identify a topic for which we have long searched for solutions. The issue is that mathematics is merely a collection of formulae, numbers, and equations. Only when the numbers from are applied to anything do they have any significance or chance of being understood. We only have a science once they are put to use. The language we can all comprehend is science.

The apples on the table are simply one less than one equals zero, or one more than one equals two. However, when we consider that this apple has been taken from someone and that this person could starve to death, we see the true significance of these two equations.

A few nights ago, I had to use the loo, so I woke up around six in the morning. I hear someone ranting at someone else while I'm in there using the toilet. I first think, "This early in the morning?" But after that, I start to pay attention and even slightly raise my window so that I can hear the phrases more clearly.

Woman is being yelled at by a male. She is unable to do a straightforward activity, and he rants about how he is constantly running late for work. I can only really hear her weeping, but I can still sense her remorse. I went back to sleep after closing the window, flushing the toilet, and turning off the light.

I had a dream last night that I had to get up at seven in the morning to get something to eat. I prepare a subpar sandwich in the kitchen, and as soon as I take a piece, I overhear someone chatting to someone else. I set the sandwich down and, out of curiosity, I slightly open the window to hear what is being said. A guy and a lady are conversing. The lady is asked whether she took the automobile home from the repair shop last night. She claims she mislaid. When the guy remarks that she constantly forgets things, she suddenly erupts in a fury.

She begins to scream as if she has been holding within so much remorse for a very long time. I could hear that the guy didn't shout back and just left for work. I forget about my sandwich as I shut the window and go out of the kitchen. not remembering to turn off the light. When I return to my bed, a lady is already there. I lie down next to her, but I'm unable to see who she is. After that, I suddenly awaken.

The only thing on my mind as I laid in bed this morning is why I could have a vision about my unsatisfied neighbours. I'm always wondering why things are so different between my dream and reality. Most often the same individuals, but distinct behaviours and responses to an incident. I begin to ponder the possibility that personality traits may be predicted using mathematics. who someone is as a person. how they will respond to a certain situation. Can you please put down the equations for these two persons so I can finally comprehend and know them for who they really are.

In my flat complex, there is a guy by the name of Joe. He is a mere hallway away from where I reside. Although I can know Joe, I can never really know him. I can learn what he loves to watch on TV, what he enjoys having for lunch, and the kinds of women he likes, but I can never get to know Joe completely. In the same way that one person can never completely know another, I can never truly know Joe.

But even so, I ponder if there is a set of figures I can use to analyse Joe's actions and routines in order to identify his personality and get to know him in depth. just to make Joe understand. And when I do, I consider if I could also be able to discover my true self. just to comprehend myself.

While I'm still in bed, my thoughts turn to the times I've woken up. Seven, six. Two separate situations led to two different results. Two different integers yielded two distinct outcomes. How would things have turned out differently if I had woken up at five or eight? How might the outcome change? Most likely, I would wake up too late to see them or be awake too early to hear them. I start to question if destiny is somehow involved. the impartiality of destiny. Was it intended for me to awaken at six in the real world and seven in the dream?

When I get out of bed and walk to the window, it is heavily pouring. I look further down my street, through a queue of parked automobiles, and I get to a junction. I stoop somewhat lower and view the next row of parked vehicles. How much longer can this go on, I think to myself. how much longer it could possibly last.


Chapter 4: The Peril of Life

I choose a composition book from a shelf and open it to any page. I come upon a dream I had in January of the previous year. I'm at a funeral in my dream, but I'm not sure who it's for. There are many individuals here; some I know and others I don't. most of which I am ignorant.

No one is sobbing; we are all simply standing there. Almost everyone will question where we go when we die, if anyplace, since death is so mysterious. I'll state that a lot of groups of people think that if you are a nice person, you will end up in a good place after you die and if you are a horrible person, you would go to a bad place, despite knowing that the aforementioned premise is false in most faiths.

This gives rise to the idea that we as humans are divided in death and provides a type of judgement function to be played in the hereafter. others of us are sent to the good place, and others of us are sent to the bad place, depending on the judgement. Furthermore, it makes perfect sense to suppose that there is a beforelife—our existence before we are transported here—to this life if there is an afterlife and a nowlife. The obvious question is: if we are judged as we transition from this life to the next, why weren't we judged or divided when we go from these life into the new life?

If we make the erroneous assumption that there are noble people and wicked people in the world, then there should be no judgement or division. If we make the assumption that there are only good or only terrible individuals in this world, then maybe we were literally split apart when we died. The only issue is that it's conceivable that humans may never be able to distinguish between what is genuinely nice and what is truly awful.

I attempt to act morally upright. I attempt to act morally upright. I adhere to the rules of life. At red, halt. Never strike your sister. attend college. I do all you ask of me and I adhere to your directions to the letter, yet in conclusion I get nothing in return. I suppose I do get something after all—I get to go crazy. Like the majority of those who comply with the rules, I get to conform and go insane.

Even after I attended college and acquired the necessary tools for success, I still ran the risk of being homeless. The fact is that there are other factors to take into account than a formal education. So instead of going without a place to live, I become conscious, and that's what gets to you the most and causes you to lose it. understanding human nature. Sometimes I wonder whether being terrible might be profitable. to disregard directions. to go through red lights.

I return the notepad to its original location before entering the kitchen. The trash can is empty, and I notice this as I walk by. Empty the trash can. I stop and look into it. I eventually start thinking about those journals that I keep getting put in the trash bag. I may desire to overcome this addiction. I may have to. I hear something slam against the wall near my door before the next idea can enter my head.

I'm not sure whether I first heard anything, so I wait a little while before realising that I did. "Move it over to the right." I approach my door and peer through the window. this wide-angle shot.

When I open the door, I notice two guys bringing furniture into the flat next to Joe's since I can hear people but not see them. Going to my window, I saw individuals entering the building, proving that I was correct. I'm peering into the moving truck's back to see what's inside when I see a little lady exiting the passenger side. She wears a long dress, so at first I didn't really realise that she had a prosthetic leg. She wears a prosthetic limb because somewhere along the route, something or maybe someone must have removed her natural leg.

If I lost a limb, what would I do? How furious would I be? I ask myself these questions. How enraged I would be with the world and myself. I consider how big of a disadvantage she has and how much more resilient she needs to be as a result. How bitter is it. I quickly see two children exiting the same side. All of them exit the truck's back and start to gather items to help move them into their new flat.

Running back to the peephole, I catch sight of all three of them walking by holding these items while hearing what I think to be their mother cracking a joke. I am aware of the joke, but when I first heard it many years ago, I didn't find it funny. I hear the youngsters giggling when she's finished. I still don't laugh at the joke; instead, I laugh at the laughing children. the youthful, frantic chuckle with a high pitch. We do not chuckle in a low, drawn-out manner until we are older. Finding the right moments to laugh and the wrong ones to do so.

After some time of travelling, I hear the truck engine turn on. I approach to the window and see the vehicle there, still in motion. It remains still for a while, and I start to glance around to see where the two guys are. location of the family.

Finally, I see the two guys leaving the apartment complex's front entrance and getting into the vehicle. I hear someone strolling across the hallway as they drive off. I dash to the door, where I can see the lady passing by via the peephole. I hear a door open, followed by a door closing and then complete stillness. Silence. Silence. Then, after hearing a door open again, I peek out of my window. I hear someone walking but cannot see them. Nothing. Nothing. Then I get sight of the little figure inside the yellow clothing.

She seems to be about to knock as she stands in front of Joe's door. Even though I can only see her behind, I can tell that she is confused because of the expression on her face. Before ultimately knocking, she stays there for at least a minute while remaining still. The knock was very gentle, as if she were sorry to upset whomever lived there. I may infer from it that she either is unfamiliar with Joe or is scared of Joe.

She knocks, but gets no response. This time, she knocks a little more forcefully, but she is still met with silence. Clearly Joe isn't at home. A guy like Joe would be where? Not knowing who Joe is isn't enough; you also need to know what Joe would be doing right now. Joe's destinations and actions once there may be used to characterise him. As I'm standing there, my thoughts shift to Joe, and then this woman in yellow turns around, approaches my door. that tad limp.

I step back from the peephole as my chest begins to tighten in the middle. I wait there right in front of the door, fully expecting to hear a knock. Soon. Soon. The knock is heard. I begin to question what she might possible want from me. She may know Joe, but she definitely doesn't know me. neither literally nor logically.

I look down at this lovely lady as I open the door. All I can do is grin in return. She says hello and that she has only recently moved into the residence. I thank her. She continues by telling me that there was a little issue with the transfer. She explains that the issue is that the moving crew failed to install the kids' television in their room and that the cabinet where they were supposed to mount it is rather high. that the television is really heavy.

I use basic maths to figure out that she will ask me to transfer the television to the appropriate room after adding two and two together. Although the television isn't very large, it has one of those enormous backs, which is what makes it so hefty.

As I pick it up from the floor, she is there to assist me on the opposite side of the television when I glance up. I can't have all the fun, she says me. I instruct her to take the lead as we raise it. The youngsters shout as we mount the television atop the tall cabinet. They switch on the TV and start to watch. She thanks me and tells me it's time for her to start organising and mending everything in the flat as the kids are now busy.

I walked away and went back to my flat. She previously laughed as we walked to her flat to relocate the television, lamented the lack of a guy in the home, and then she laughed once again. Although she was laughing, I could still sense remorse in her voice.

That raises the possibility that she is raising the two kids by herself since the guy she was seeing either passed away or dumped them. How could someone so little have such inner power, I wonder. inner fortitude to laugh in spite of all the misery in the world. I ponder if I will ever be so powerful. very excellent.


Chapter 5: Suicidally Incorrect

I had a dream the previous two nights. A guy is speaking to me while gazing at me, but I can't hear him. He just goes on talking & talking & talking, and I just sit there and act like I can hear him. I soon find myself moving down this pitch-black corridor. Even the walls are obscured by the hallway's extreme darkness. The previous speaker is still babbling to me while we walk together. After some while, I begin to hear him and then recognise my father's voice. As I go down this long, dark corridor, I can hear my father delivering a sermon.

I eventually pay attention to what he speaks and see that he is discussing how somebody came up with the thought that suicide may not have any meaning for the individual who does it. He explains that in order for me to comprehend the suicide theory, I must first comprehend this other theory, also known as the circular theory.

He asserts that the circular theory states that the discussion we are having now has already occurred and will do so again. that it continually cycles. that everything that occurs has occurred before and will undoubtedly occur again. Then he continues by telling me about the suicide theory. According to this other guy, if the circular theory is accurate, then killing oneself has no meaningful purpose or closure since you would ultimately kill oneself in every life.

Born is John Doe. John Doe spends his whole life carrying the monkey on his back before pulling the bullet and killing himself. John Doe passed away. Born is John Doe. John Doe spends his whole life carrying the monkey on his back before pulling the bullet and killing himself. John Doe passed away. Born is John Doe. John Doe spends his whole life carrying the monkey on his back before pulling the bullet and killing himself. John Doe passed away.

whether you tell someone this and then ask them whether they truly want to be John Doe, I suppose you may convince them to reconsider taking their own life. also Jane Doe. Do they truly want to be the one to commit suicide repeatedly? However, I suppose it doesn't matter what you might say to them as it has already been decided what they would do regardless of what you say. However, it's also possible that what you said—or even what you omitted—was what ultimately prevented them from killing themselves.

We are now simply strolling as my father cuts off his conversation. At the end of the corridor, I can already make out a light, and then it suddenly strikes me like a right hook. I feel a wind gust coming my way, and I can hear cutting. A noisy helicopter is in front of my father and me. While I'm remaining there, he begins to move. When he glances back, he asks me what I've been waiting for. I then begin to awaken.

I begin to reflect about my father's battle with cancer. I consider how, while he lay there taking his last breaths and knowing that his days were few, he hardly spoke a word to anybody. I recall how each time I turned to look at him, I saw that sorrowful expression on his face.

His appearance reminds me of all the folks who regretted their life as they lay dying. His expression makes me think that there are truly only two ways to depart life—either unhappy or unsatisfied. that you either depart wishing for more time or regretting the life you lived. It is true that some individuals live their lives without thinking twice and just carry out their duties; this is in line with the adage "ignorance is bliss."

These individuals may or may not be content with their lives, but as they lay dying, they begin to wonder whether they ought to have asked more probing questions earlier. They need to have made an effort to be more inquisitive. Unsatisfied.

Then there are some who strive to reinvent how to live their lives and who scrutinise every small detail. the individuals who are looking for life's purpose. On their deathbeds, these individuals begin to question whether or not they should have been so ambitious in life. They may or may not be happy in their lives at the time. they ought to have just relished the straightforward things coming their way. Dissatisfied.

Of then, there are also some who fail to foresee their own demise. It's difficult to tell whether my father was unhappy or dissatisfied about his life at the time of his passing or if he really desired to be either at all.

I begin to reflect on what I'm thinking, and I admit to myself that I occasionally have such a pessimistic outlook. How miserable do you happen to be to think that these might be the only emotions you may have after leaving the room? Undoubtedly, some individuals do truly pass away with happiness. Maybe. I hope.


Chapter 6: Unbelievable Identity

The phone has begun to ring. I detest the noise. I stop it by picking it up and introduce myself. I'm getting a call from the hospital informing me that Joe was hurt. I ponder why they are phoning me rather than someone who, obviously literally, knows Joe. Why not his siblings or parents, for example.

I discover that I am included in his emergency contact list when I get at the hospital. Joe and I have probably only spoken to each other four times, but I think he feels that is plenty for me to worry about him when his state of health isn't optimal. They also say that they called the first two people listed under emergency contacts, but nobody answered the phone.

They escort me to his room because they believe I am a close buddy of Joe's. He is asleep when I arrive, and they inform me that he has fallen into a coma. They respond that he was involved in an automobile accident when I inquire as to how he was harmed. When I inquire about the other accident participants, they assure me that they are all right. They could have decided to send me to Joe instead of the other accident victim, but it didn't matter which one I received because I don't know either of them.

I take a close look at Joe's face as I sit in the chair next to him. His face is still and dead. I then focus closely on his whole physique. I am familiar with this man's name, his gender, the colour of his skin, the area of town he lives in, and his upbringing. I am aware of his preferred baseball team and the celebrity with whom he would most want to spend the night. I am aware of all of these facts, yet I still don't really understand this guy.

Knowing Joe's physical characteristics and the setting he lives in makes attempting to find out who he is virtually impossible. Anyone may probably relate to this. Everyone.

Although you have no idea my name, you can feel like you know myself, or at least a portion of me. You are unaware of my race. You have no idea if I am a man or a woman. I haven't answered any of these questions throughout our monologue, yet even so, you could feel as if you knew me. That would imply that there is a different reason why you know that close buddy of yours so well than just knowing their skin tone or gender.

I first glance at Joe before turning to his display. All those figures show how much life he has. Or, if you're the opposite, how dead he is. I start to consider how Joe would leave the world if he passed away right now. Unsatisfied? Dissatisfied? Satisfied? I attempt to determine what this individual is dreaming about while I study him. if he is even dreaming.

I'm certain that no matter what he is dreaming, if he wakes up at all, he will not recall the dream for very long. He won't record it and try to interpret its significance. I'm certain that Joe will pass away unhappy if not completely fulfilled. Not a guy who is unhappy. I envy him for that reason.


Chapter 7: This Blood Stains

What is insanity, exactly? How can you tell if someone is crazy or not? Are they thinking it? Is it based on what they do?

If we take ideas into consideration, even if someone may believe "I'm going to kill that person" when the bagger wrongly packages their goods, it does not indicate the person who thinks so would really kill the bagger. It must maintain this individual on the sane side to have the common sense not to kill another person or to act on these impulses. So it is impossible to tell someone is crazy only by their thinking.

If we look at behaviour, we may infer that someone is a little insane if they leap out of a five-story window without any apparent cause. a little crazy. If there are no other options, it makes complete sense if someone dives out of that very window since the building is on fire. In both window-jumping scenarios, the action is the same, but it is the individual's rationale, or ideas, that might reveal whether someone is sane or crazy. Insanity cannot thus be determined just by behaviour.

Earlier today, I had a dream. I'm lugging a large object. I'm now connecting two ideas. I complete the tie-up that I was doing to a chair. I'm duct taping something right now. I'm currently attaching new things to one another. I now go to the light button and flip it on. A sharp knife is in my hand when I glance down. I turn to check what I had been working on, and there is a guy taped to a chair with his lips tied.

Now that the light had awakened him and shown me to him, just as it had shown him to me, his eyes are wide open. He is gazing at me while I stand there staring at him. My heart tells me that I must murder him. Cut off his life. But it seems impossible when I stare into his large eyes. It seems like I'm murdering this guy by taking one stride forward and two steps back.

I finally come to the decision not to murder him. I begin to consider my options since I am certain that I won't murder him. Just let him go, please. Repercussions. I ponder for a long before I engage him in conversation. I tell him that I want to negotiate a bargain since I cannot bring myself to murder him. He has to think this never occurred if I let him leave.
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