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The story of this publication is odd. I stumbled upon a deserted house, in which I found a pile of notes, from which I selected the below extracts. The notes are not dated, so I’m not certain that I’m doing the chronology justice. As to the author, I cannot claim to know their identity. Truth compels me to add that I find their writing neurotic, troublesome, and at times disturbing. However, I understand it as my editorial duty to publish it in its original form. My reader may be advised that, by all appearances, we are dealing with a deeply troubled soul, and we are not to read it uncritically.









To long for something that is so close, you can almost touch it. That’s the poetic beauty I aim for. I just want to despair over my despair, and never move out of it.


To have it, is not beautiful. To not have it, is not beautiful either. To almost have it, that’s perfect. One almost does, and yet one doesn’t. It remains an idea, essentially.


The main body part of a spider is leg. That’s what’s so spooky about them. A leg needs to be a subordinate body part, not the main body part. It’s not what God intended.


Take me into that land called oblivion. I will run there, walk there, creep there, if necessary.


Fading is disappearing, into the night, or to cease as one existed, unrecognized. Cease the day, as they say. Slowly I depart into the land called oblivion.


To fade means to disappear without being spotted. If you’re spotted, you’re no longer fading. You’re leaving. It becomes an act, or an action. Departure has to be unnoticed. To slowly fade away. To leave, without being noticed. Or to know one is leaving, without anyone realizing. To be understood as being present, yet in a way you have left. This is what it means to fade. To fade from the situation, to fade away from them. They must never notice, or it becomes a thing of arguments, and discussions. It destroys the whole beauty of it. To fade away in plain sight of everyone. To be gone one day. That is beautiful. To feel the sadness you withhold from them.


Fading is the process of disappearing in plain sight.


A snow flake is a most beautiful thing. Incredible, how such beauty can be produced by nature in almost random fashion. Man is often used as proof of something higher, but I can do with nature alone to believe in man. A snowflake, on the other hand, is too beautiful, to have emerged randomly. If there is a God, it would be elegant to reveal the fact through the form of a snowflake. I would hide the Godliness of the universe into a slight and fading detail. A snowflake would be worthy, because it’s small, so small that you really have to find it first, then look at it in detail, study it, and be in awe with it, fall in love with it, then take it to speculate on the hidden sense of the world. The snowflake offers a direct path to God, and I mean this quite seriously. Something so beautiful must indicate that there is more.


How can nature create such beauty as blue snow? Oh I forgot! It can’t. That’s only my mind playing tricks on me. I watch in awe, as my mind wanders. A little madness has never done any harm. The problem is it always escalates into a little more. One never stays ‚a little mad’ for long.


The cold turns your sentiment into a matching climate. The air matches your sadness with her coldness. It’s the loving coldness she only gives to those who acknowledge her. The air can be your friend if you befriend it.


It strikes me, that this is not nature. This is me. I’m projecting my misery into nature. Yet I can’t help but to admire it. My misery is coming alive. A starry night. True beauty. When it’s dark in the mind, the world becomes a picture.


If you only see the light, you will dread the night, for it gives you little to look at. The idea is to see another world when it’s dark. Darkness is like silence, only for the eyes.


A physical canvas is white and the hands paint onto it. But the spiritual canvas is black. Most people leave it empty, for the dark is not conceived by them as something that can be painted on. Yet that’s expressedly what the dark is for. The eyes are two-directional, this is often misunderstood. Our eyes are not just receiving, they’re also transmitting. They reflect the world into ourselves, as well as ourselves into the world. In darkness we are everything, at light we’re reduced.


We see what we seek.


To walk in the night. To be surrounded by it. The night is made for pride to fade. To sacrifice all vanity.


To pour out, to diffuse. To dissolve in the night, to become one with it. To see the things, unseen by day.


A bland soul can never sympathize. One has to know pain to relieve it. To relive it. That’s the key. Oh what a beautiful thing it is when two miserable souls understand each other and their misery fades.


To not bring them down to your level. To bring yourself down to theirs. To join their misery, so they’re not alone in it.


To soothe the storm by walking into it.


When one looks in the mirror and sees a grimace. My eyes collapse in my sockets, my smile is a grin.


I come alive in misery. I’m cheering for the loosing team. There is a peculiar joy in that. One would almost be disappointed if the losing team turned out to be winning.


There is something so shattering about being miserable on a beautiful day.


To live right on the edge of misery and joy is to feel alive.


My life is unique. It will either fail uniquely, or succeed uniquely. It will probably fail uniquely. But I haven’t given up.


Writing is creating from imagination.


I think on paper now. For the longest time, I didn’t consider it possible. I thought when I thought, and I wrote when I wrote. But it’s different now. I don’t think anymore, for only on paper I do. Only when I write, I start thinking again. My life has been transferred onto the sheet of paper.


Ever since I think like that, I have lost the ability to speak. I’m not unhappy about it. But I am surprised. My thoughts are in my words now, and without them, I hardly think at all. It becomes a fog of sentiment and reflection, but it’s eerily imprecise. Which is odd, for my writing used to be like that.


My thoughts were sharp, my words were never. Now the roles have been reversed. If one writes a lot and speaks little, writing becomes what speaking used to be: the primary means of one’s expression. Thought is affected too, for its major medium is no longer speech, but the written word. The writing acquires a precision which thought and speech used to have. I guess I live on paper now. Don’t get me wrong, I like it. I’m just confused. I didn’t expect this to happen.


When every word you say, is a word spoken by a stranger. Then you’ve navigated yourself into quite the situation.


This is a time that says: never give up. But giving up can be a beautiful thing. Fighting is tiring, it corrupts our souls. It makes us tough, yes, but it kills our innocence. Our youth is easily lost in this fight. To not fight, to accept, is a beautiful way of preserving yourself. Giving up is only defeat if we consider it defeat. It can be considered a win. For we are no longer tilting at windmills. To spend your life fighting is not a good way of living. It turns you cynical, and crude.


Acceptance is not appreciated in a society which always wants more. Fighting makes you miserable, who ever talks about that? It doesn’t improve your life. It replaces it. Life becomes a fight, and that’s not the point. There’s nothing to win at the end of life. At the end of life, life is over. To consider life a fight is a reliable way of becoming miserable, and mean-spirited. Toward oneself and everybody else.


Acceptance is a virtue. People don’t understand this, but this is to be expected, for we live in crazy times. If we were to accept more and fight less, we would be better off. To accept doesn’t mean you become powerless or weak. Often it leads to real spiritual growth. When you keep chasing, without capturing, you should discontinue the chase. Or chase something else. When all people look in the same place, it’s wisdom to look in another. Chasing, fighting, and for what? Don’t chase what you can’t get. It’s a simple rule to life, but seldom respected. If you can’t get it, stop chasing it. Chase something else. You should always choose what you chase, but you shouldn’t always chase what you choose. Don’t fight a losing battle. Fight a different one. It’s much easier to manage expectations than to manage the world. You can be anything, truly anything, by managing your expectations.


One should not think, if only it could have happened. One must realize that it couldn’t have happened any other way. To accept what happened because one understands that it was necessary. And to make peace with it. To be fine, and not even sad about the past. Not everything has come true, but you genuinely tried. To accept that some things are just not meant to be. Many things, in fact. You only see the heroes, you never see the failed heroes. But they exist in abundance. Once you learn acceptance, your view changes. You realize how much closer fighting is to failing. Failing spiritually. It’s like an eternal immaturity. To try and solve the same math problem over and over. Never getting anywhere, yet one never stops trying. It’s a bizarre way of living. It’s stalling life more than actually living. It pushes life in front of you, as though you can only start living, once the fight is won. It never is, the fight continues, and one never starts living. When one learns acceptance, one sees it with almost clarity. Fighting is not living, it’s a way of not living. The fight is never over, so life is never begun. It’s a tragic existence. Acceptance is a way out. The road doesn’t end there, it’s the running that ends. It’s a well-needed readjustment. Acceptance takes you home to yourself. ‚Never give up!’, forget that advice. ‚Accept‘ is a much better advice.


Whenever I take a nap, my mind is so confused. It says, what’s happening, are we shutting down? I say, yes, only for a while. Then it says, but it’s the middle of the day, is this a drill? I say, no, it’s the real deal. Then it says, so what am I supposed to do now? I say, just take five, and when I say five, I mean thirty. Then it says, so I’m going to feverishly think of the most absurd scenarios imaginable? I say, no, I’d rather you didn’t. Then it says, gotcha! And then I take a nap and for twelve and a half minutes I feverishly dream of the most absurd scenarios imaginable. I never not regret taking a nap. It never relaxes me. After the nap, I need a nap, more than I needed it before. I should stop napping altogether.


Loneliness is the disease. Solitude is the cure. How beautifully paradox. The thing that afflicts you is the thing that will save you.


The aim is not to become like everybody else. The aim is to stay who you are despite the hardships. To change, but according to yourself, not according to others. To not let go of your afflictions for they show you the path.


To give up something which you never had. It still feels like a loss. Like in theory, if all the stars had been aligned, and the Earth had rotated at twice the speed, it could have happened. Even in moments of bliss, I would have been miserable. This is wisdom, to know that happiness was never an option.


Her glance was beautiful. I didn’t think she would notice me. I was polite about it, I only looked briefly. It was then that she looked at me. I loved her in an instant. I’m sure she saw it. A girl like her must have seen many fools like I. But I felt bad about it. It must be unfortunate to be beautiful like her. Everyone calls you beautiful. It begins there, it ends there. They’re not really looking at her. Nor was I. I was only seeing her beauty. I made myself not look at her, but this was even worse, for everything I looked at, still seemed so intense to me. I was intensively looking at the wall. You’re not supposed to look at a wall, let alone intensively. It felt strange, so I escaped back to her. She still looked at me, and I felt like a fool. Only briefly, for then I was caught in her glance again. It was beautiful. And that was the end of it.


There was something about her glance, I cannot put my finger on it. It’s the potentiality that makes it such a beautiful moment. It’s not about reality, for you don’t know her and she doesn’t want to know you. In the exchange of looks, there is no word spoken. It can be anything, for it doesn’t have to be something. You get a glimpse of hope, a moment of bliss, or a hint of something that could be, but only could.


Hoping is lying about reality.


How to help a grief-stricken soul? To cheer her up? Or to embrace her misery? The latter of course. Only a fool would cheer up a grief-stricken soul.


She was miserable. She was beautiful. I saw that from the start. I fell into her misery, like a seaman falling from a ship.


I fell into her misery. It was a beautiful place, for she was there. She lived in that place. I said to her, your misery is beautiful and so are you. She smiled a little, for I was a right fool again. I said foolish things, as we all do when we’re in love. But I liked her misery. It was her home, and she invited me to it. It was an underwater palace. You had to dive to get there. Once you reached it, you could enter. It was a cave, devoid of water. Like a cave in the mountains, only in the water. Here she was sitting, on the top of the stairs. She was sitting on the top step, her head bowed down. I saw her when I entered. And so I approached. I walked slowly, for she was easily startled. When she was, she wouldn’t talk anymore. You only startled her once. As I walked toward her, the world was silent. In this cave there was no sound. I could only hear my own steps. I walked on marble of sorts. She still didn’t notice me. Her head bowed down. I walked up the stairs and sat down next to her. I would wait for her to look up. Sometimes it would take her a while, but eventually she would. She would raise her head and look me right in the eye. How beautiful she would be at that moment. I cannot describe her well. Her eyes carried a sadness which was beyond expression. She was more sadness than girl. Her glance was still. She was beyond hope. That’s how she felt anyway. She looked at me, almost idly. How beautiful her idle glance. Her hair so long, like she was a princess from a foreign land. She was born and lived in dream. She never said a word. She registered me, but only just. I wonder what she saw when she looked at me. I did not make her speak. I don’t think I would have succeeded. I waited for a smile that never occurred. She only ever looked at me. I loved her anyway. For I loved her beyond expression. It was here that our love was complete. When I whispered, she listened with intent. Her silent glance was her way of smiling. When I was there, she forgot her misery. I told her beautiful things. About the world and herself. She became calm, very calm. Her anxiety was gone, and so was her sadness. I know she knows this. I know she does. And yet she forgot it eventually.


One had to dive deep, all the way to the bottom of the ocean. Finally, one came upon a cave. The cave was not filled with water. It was an oasis of air, deep in the ocean. I entered this majestic place, which was sealed from the ocean outside. The cave was a hundred meters wide, and perhaps fifty meters high. The waters were shining through, as the walls of the cave were transparent. The sun came through, all the way from above. It was a bright, beautiful cave, with nothing in it, except for air and light. There was a stairway, in the middle, it was beautiful white marble. An ancient Roman looking stairway, flat steps, only a dozen or so. There she was, sitting at the top, bowed down, her legs tucked up. The only noise I hear is coming from my steps on the cave floor. I sit down next to her. She still doesn’t move. And so I whisper to her.


I walked home. I had no hope, and no clue where I was. I tried to walk by memory, and that’s never a good idea. One always ends up somewhere else. I took out my phone, just to realize I should have taken out my phone a long time ago. Of course I had forgotten to, for I had been in thought. I always sink into thought as soon as I’m by myself. Thought is my guidance, thought my undoing. Thought my elevation, thought my dismay. Either thought is my only friend in the world, or my worst enemy. One day I’ll find out which one it is. It’s always ambiguous when one listens to one’s thoughts. You never know if they speak the truth. To be free of illusion. To be free in illusion. Life has broken me in two pieces, like the huntsman breaking his firewood. Life has humbled me. More than necessary. Honestly. Life has crushed me.


So I walked home. It was eerily quiet. I heard my voice talking to me. Where were you, it asked. Where were you, I replied. It said, you’re still going to these awful people. I said, I have to. It said, why do you have to? I said, convention, I guess. It said, I’m not going there with you. I said, wait, who am I talking to? And it spoke no more. So I kept walking, and I became miserable, utterly miserable.


It was snowing, which I liked. I love the noise of a snowed in city. Shshsh. Chuchuchu. Krrrkrrr. Those are the noises. Winter is for the silent people. Let the happy people have their spring and summer. The winter belongs to us. If only we weren’t even more miserable then.


I was happy in dream. I was so blissfully unaware. Anyone could have insulted me, I would have smiled gently. In my dream I wasn’t a conqueror. I had nothing, and yet I had everything. The dream is what I miss above all, or the state.


A dream has to remain a dream. To long for something, without saying a word. To attempt fate only in theory, in practice to accept it. To swim out into the darkness, never thinking of how to return.


One should never try to turn dream into reality, as this is a safe way of destroying both. Dream will be degraded by being subordinated to reality, while reality will be degraded by being compared to dream. One must protect dream from reality, as well as reality from dream. Dream is to be kept within, while reality must be managed. Neither will we bring dream into reality, for this will quickly deflate the dream, nor will we bring reality into dream, for it will turn reality into the saddest endeavor. One should neither abandon dream nor reality. One must protect both in their respective realm. If one is lucky, one finds a way to be happy in both. One should not become a realist at the expense of no longer being a dreamer. One must be a realist while remaining a dreamer.


I saw a woman sitting on a bench. She was weeping. I did not approach her. But I imagined. Imagination is the better reality anyway. One is not so limited. I imagined talking to her about her grievances. I would ask her what she most desperately thought. What she most desperately sought. If only she told me, I could alleviate her pain. People die within, when they can’t share their afflictions. But that’s not how the real world works. She would have looked at me funny. My thoughts are for the departed.


If only I could have gone to her, and she would have told me what made her sad. I would have listened to her beautiful tales. Praying to every word she sang. She didn’t even have to know my name. All I wanted was to be there for her. But I couldn’t. I only looked at her, and let her be.


She was alone, and I couldn’t help. I felt so utterly sad. I ventured, but only in thought. I wanted to know about her grief. And perhaps she would have liked. But perhaps she would have not. Sometimes grief wants to share, sometimes grief wants it not, and nothing is worse than interrupting someone’s grief. All I wanted was to talk to that woman. I stayed away. And again, I felt like a failure.


To overcome sadness, one must be sad, entirely and throughout. I want to motivate people’s sadness. I want to make them not happier but sadder still. Because that’s the paradox. It often heals them.


I hate that things are the way they are. I don’t understand why not everyone should be my friend. If only I could be the ears for their weeping hearts. I want to carry their burdens.


To be the one they can share with. To be a brother. To not give hope, but consolation. To conceive their thoughts. Not to leave sadness behind, but to persist in it. Not to overcome, but to succumb. To give up, finally.


To listen. To care. To be simple and kind. To give them faith, that relief is possible, and it will come surely.


To be the bridge they cross, over the angry river. To be the stars they look at, to rediscover their ways. To be the ears they need, to let go of their thought.


I wish I could have gone to that woman. I reckon she was around 45. And sad she was. She would have found it odd. The world is not made for people like I. One cannot tell a stranger one wants to die for them.


I saw a woman in the park, near the graveyard, and she was crying. My only wish was to go and console her. To sit with her, through the night, if necessary. To let hours pass, and forget you exist. To see her smile, through her agony, because you can only be sad for so long. To hear her out, when all is lost. The darkest night, the light will pierce, nothing stops thy blissful light. Let me be your silent companion.


Through the night, and through the tears, I found myself so drawn to her. My dream again came unto me. My dream again, I dream again. I dream again, this gentle soul, I couldn’t help but love her so. Images, of Blake and Keats, I found again, beneath my thoughts. I saw her then, this beautiful, this beautiful, had found me thus. No words of mine have heard of thee, but you again, my everything. I loved her so. I loved her so. I loved her, loved her, loved her so. And only once I called her mine. And only then my sun would shine. And ever since, my sun has set, forever since my darkness came. My darkness is my everything. I cling to it, throughout the night, the night that never endeth now. I find myself in agony. In memory, I have her still.


I saw a woman in the park. All I wanted was to console her but I knew it wasn’t appropriate. So I let her grieve in peace, and I escaped into my thoughts again.


Shallow nature of things. I want to return to the fog. I’m never myself when I’m with people. Who liberates my soul from my body. Depraved of substantial thought. For every word I utter I want to add an apology.


The sin is to be conscious. One never lives better than in times of oblivion. I turned myself into a sinner, when I took my dream into reality, and shattered it, like throwing the most beautiful marble against the rocks. I’m missing this marbling world of mine. Marbellous, it was marbellous. I wish I could go back to being the dreamer I was.


Her tender face, her pretty hair, her shameful eye, her palest skin, her world collapses, and her sins, my world collapses, ever since. I never get to dream of her, I flee the dream, to flee from her. True she was, and beautiful. The only one, I loved so much.


To abstain. That is the key. To not engage, to never mingle. To inhale. To absorb. To enter the fire, burning still. To not flee the dark, but to investigate it. Solitude is everything. One finally hears one’s proper thoughts. I like to fall, head over heels, into dark, dark nothingness. Nothingness, I found in you, a most surprising fairytale. A tale of bliss and misery.


One can become the most courageous emperor if one is indifferent toward oneself. To dare the great, to never seize, to walk among the faithful lot. Among the shadows, I am home, among the shadows, I belong. Spare a tear, for those who are, long forgotten since.


Thy every word, within your thoughts, thy every thought is mine. Together, you and I we are, blissfully, oh blissfully.


To help an inflicted mind, one has to listen, and not in the common sense of the word. One has to listen with one’s soul. One has to fall into every word they say. One has to dissolve in the moment. To truly help, one has to become them.


Only the heart can understand an inflicted mind. Where the heart is weak, the mind is generic. Every word is somewhat dry. Yet when the heart is right, there is no limitation.


To help an inflicted mind, one has to see them truly, and purely. In order to do that one has to self-abandon. One has to fall into the other like a crevice. One has to — not absorb — but be absorbed. One has to float in their words like a river. One has to look into their eyes like the night sky. One has to feel their warmth like a warm summer wind. One has to sense their emotion like one senses the earth.


I stayed when she left, in this prison of mine, this prison of mind, this prism of mind, breaks down the world, into rays and remorse, I dream, and I dream, indubitably.


To help an inflicted mind, only an inflicted mind can accomplish. An uninflicted lacks what is needed to unite what is two. Two becomes one, when one is abandoned, one or the other, has to be gone. A misery shared, there’s bliss in despair, there is faithful reunion, of him and of her.


Thy memorable eye, thy memorable sigh, thy memorable word, thy memorable tear.


The sinking feeling when you fall into dream. I always have the reverse when I’m with people. I sink into shallowness. I fall from depth. I fall from grace. Every word I utter is one too many. The only good word is the word not spoken.


Never have I spoken a true word. I could, of course, but they would not. Begin to grasp. We would just be awkward together. I prefer to be awkward by myself.


I talked to them, and they were excited. About what? I don’t know. I let it happen. Like a river running down, like the wind shaking the leaves of a train of trees, so their words sounded to my distant ear. Quite remote, I was never there.


They spoke and spoke, a little more, I couldn’t bear.


He was happy. And I was happy for him. I’m not a cynic. I’m too indifferent for that. Life has not broken me, it has bored me. There is a difference. I want people to be happy, by all means. I just wish they didn’t have to tell me about it.


Blissful melody. Like opening all windows on a quiet summer night. Wind carries me away, takes me away. Alas! Take out the trash. Leave the pieces. Leave me in pieces. Left me in pieces. Belief is virtue. No more virtue left in me then.


I always feel apologetic during and after every word I say. My urge is to explain myself — to myself. Why have I just spoken. And what. Every word feels wrong. So wrong, that I don’t even care to explain what is right. Welcome to the abyss. You may want to leave this place. We all do.


When I, instead of a face, make a grimace, it’s because I have spoken. Every word I say I want to chase with an apology. I have this vision to never say a word again. Or to deliberately say one last word, and then mute for the rest of time.


Absurdities, absurdities. The true absurdity is to carry on. I saw an abandoned house. It was in the forest. I went inside of course, as someone would who doesn’t really care about what happens to him. I looked and explored. It left me underwhelmed. I pictured myself living there.


It’s funny when you reach a point where you no longer care about your fate. It almost becomes exciting in its own way. I went into an empty house in the woods. It was deserted and clearly no one had set foot in it in a long time. Really it was more of a ruin. Naturally I felt drawn to it. I went in, and I saw what I expected. An abandoned house. I pictured myself living there, but it didn’t lift up my spirits. I was still around, and that is usually the part that depresses me.


I walked around the house, and I pictured myself living there. I would do the walls, all over again, and how I would do this? In my imagination I can do anything. I would fix up the house, refurbish it. That’s a good word. Refurbish. Here I would cook, and here I would sleep. Here I would think, and here I would read. I would go outside, too, into the beautiful forest. I would return to my beautiful house.


I walked around the house. The smell was not very homely, but not a bad smell either. It was the smell of an old house that hasn’t been inhabited. I don’t know how to describe that smell. I looked at the walls, and the floor, and then I walked upstairs. I didn’t know if I could trust the stairs, but I didn’t care enough to mind. I tried my luck and came out on top. The upstairs was beautiful, too. In my memory that is, for in reality it looked pretty shabby. Here I would talk to the imaginary girl I would love very dearly. Here I would tell her that all will be fine. Here I would tell her that eventually I will sell some of my work. Here she would tell me that this is ridiculous and it will never happen. I looked outside the window, which didn’t have a window anymore. So I looked outside the window frame. I saw the evening sun flooding through the beautiful forest. The sunset is never more beautiful than in the forest. I had to make my way back. It became dark, and I respect the dark. One should never underestimate nature, for she is mighty indeed. Those who don’t respect her, will soon be swallowed by her. When night is approaching, it’s time to withdraw. I left the house, intending to go back. I haven’t yet, but I’m planning to.


Today, I told a man that I thought a bumblebee was a bird. He almost went mad trying to convince me otherwise. I wonder how you could not sense that this is not serious talk. I’m always amazed by seemingly smart people not catching this sort of thing. It’s almost a stupidity in itself. I know a lot of people who are not exactly geniuses but they would have realized that I wasn’t serious. And I’m not saying people who know me. Even people who don’t. For they have the instincts for it. They can tell when someone is joking. This statement, that a bumblebee is a bird, is so clearly nonsensical, that I can’t believe that anyone would believe that anyone would believe that. I would instantly laugh a little, and so would my counterpart, in this example me. But they don’t. They are smart people, and yet stupid somehow. It’s strange, isn’t it. I guess they may only exist in terms of truth and reality and the factual. They live on the surface, they don’t have layers.


Friendship can be a curse as much as a blessing.


I always thought I knew what was best for me. Now I realize that what I considered best for me, wasn’t even good for me.


One reaches a level where only misery consoles.


When misery is denied, it’s often that we deny ourselves. We try to be who we are not, and arguably this is what created our misery in the first place. Misery is often the sign that the life we lead is not made for us. This is one of the paradoxical facts of human nature that makes us want to abandon all reason in favor of sentiment. Reason says we should be happy, but we feel miserable. Perhaps our reason is flawed.


Before the flower blossoms, it sprouts. Life is created from within. This is the breathtaking beauty of life. Life emerges from thin air, to which it eventually returns.


Misery is painful when it’s contrasted with a reality we feel entitled to. Our thoughts make our misery worse, for they’re a constant reminder of how we should feel. But who are we to determine this? We need to stop telling ourselves how to feel. The fear of being unhappy is a dangerous thing. It keeps us from learning and experiencing what we need to learn and experience. We should not deny our misery, or pretend we’re not really miserable. Misery should be allowed in, like a guest that you welcome into the house. Misery shouldn’t be left waiting outside. In that case, it will never leave, and your mind will always be occupied with it. When misery is not fought, when it’s befriended, good things can happen. Misery is of temporary nature. But not if it’s denied, in which case it sticks around in the unresolved form.


To master this craft of capturing the soul of another, by consoling their mind, is very delicate, and at times dangerous when misused. But it’s powerful, and when used cautiously and respectfully, it’s beautiful. People should not feel lonely, this is a great injustice. It’s an ethical responsibility to console the sad. But support begins with understanding the other. One should not impose, instead receive. The grief of another alleviates when it’s shared. The best way to help the miserable is to feel their misery. Find it within yourself. It begins with the sentiment. A misery expressed must become a misery experienced. Bear in mind, the miserable express their misery because they experience it. You understand them based on their expression, but you must work yourself back to the experience. The miserable person gives some of her misery to you. You take it, upon yourself, for it means that she loses some of it. You must help a person in misery, it’s your ethical duty. Those who look away, contribute to the misery silently. Misery must be met with sentiment. Thought is only supposed to communicate the shared experience. Whose basis remains the sentiment. Where the sentiment is lacking, no commiseration takes place. Therefore when you meet a person in misery, try your best to feel their misery.


Since it’s not your misery, it will fade soon after. But for now you must feel it. Your sentiment and words will resonate in the other person, and there they alleviate the pain.


Heavy thoughts. Light feelings. Recipe of demise.


There is something beautiful about walking in the night. When all is deserted, and the world belongs to you a little more. At day the skies are limited. At night these limitations disappear. You see infinitely. If your eyes were any better you’d see a little more. Why do we feel constricted at night, when it’s day that constricts us? I look at the stars, and I find them beautiful. Isn’t it beautiful that there are so many of them. Why would this scare us, when it’s so fascinating.


It’s beautiful to walk in the night. There is an element of privacy, which pleases us quieter souls. We shall be quiet, as quiet as night. We shall observe and reflect. At night, we are returned to ourselves. Night is our home, we are born from it. During day, we belong to the Earth. At night, we belong to the universe. Our glance is never stopped, it goes on forever.


I like the night, for it doesn’t pretend. The night shows you the reality of things. You cannot pretend at night, for the night is omission. It removes the added elements. The night is a reminder of who we are not. It serves as our conscience, and many people can’t stand that. The night takes away our illusions. We must trust our night personality more than our day personality. At night the external factors vanish, and the internal factors reappear. At night we realize who we are at heart. Night should lead you, not scare you. Day should scare you, if it scares you at night. Never fear the night, for the night is beautiful, and what is beautiful never lies.


Night omits the lies of day. When it scares you, what you become at night, you should be scared of day. Clearly you are living in a house of cards. Tear it down. Let night be your guide. When night begins, be extra careful, for it’s here that the truth makes its way to you. The lies of day are revealed and ridiculed by the truths of night. Those who drown their souls at night, are corrupted. Their minds have become the yes-men of a world that glorifies the body and nullifies the soul. One should never betray one’s soul in this fashion.


At night I find, my blissful fate, in agony, yet sympathy, to all the souls, abandoned are, a lonely soul is never lone. It’s one of them, and two of them, and three of them, and four, and five of them, and six of them, and many many more.


Through the night, I find myself, reflecting in despair, yet find some little hope in there, in every thought I spare.


We must apply our minds to the dark. We shall wait for night, to start painting again. Thought paints best, when day has ended. The strongest minds are those who see their thoughts.


Thought should never be suppressed. The only thing that should be suppressed is that which suppresses thought.


As the world does, it steals our thoughts. Our prayers are pathetic, we pray for little things. We should think when others act, and when they speak, we should be silent. We are minds, not brains, whatever they say.


At night, we see it, all so clear. That thought alone should reign the world. Thought is something glorious, for thought and night, are siblings still.


Our thoughts go deep, our hearts undeterred. Our truest and truest, finally appears. The soul never cries, she whispers at best, and only is heard, when thought is at rest.


I always feel caught in a lie. It starts with me introducing myself by name. I always feels like I’m introducing a fake persona. Most people have one. I have hundreds. Ironically, the one I’m not is the one that introduces myself by name. How does one live so eccentrically. Bare a thought for me. It takes considerable strength to wear a mask that itches.


So he wears it and wears it, it’s wearing him down, and all he can think of, is tearing it down.


I’m never myself when I’m with people. It’s almost as though myself couldn’t speak. When I speak, I speak as another. Myself has no voice. It only has thoughts.


To speak of things that shouldn’t be, spoken of I mean, of things that no one cares about, the never ending spleen. To ask what you don’t care about, to answer with a lie, and why a word exchanged it is, it’s never any wise.


I listened to a guy talking about his band. I asked about their next gig. I hated myself when I did. Their next gig is on Monday, for those who were interested.


They had recruited a new bass player. Yes. He told me that. I have no idea why. I had known this guy for five minutes. But he figured this was a great piece of information, which would enrich my day. I briefly reflected on how I could return the favor. I could tell him about my favorite paper format. I reckon it’s A5. A4 is overrated. It’s not handy at all. A5 should have been the world standard. It’s a lot cuter, too. Then I figured, I could tell him in what order I do my grocery shopping. Because, that’s the interesting thing, I always start with the beverages, as I tend to forget them.


Reaching the heights. Tired in spirits. In other news. The eternal spiral.


What’s the difference between diving and plunging? It’s the level of control. In that sense, I should say I’m diving.


One who dives is in control. He enters the depths, yet in controlled fashion. One who plunges has lost control. He falls into depth. But where does control end. Is it a gradient, or a border? Does one lose control suddenly or gradually? I reckon, it must be sudden. It feels gradual, but as long as you control it, you’re diving. Until you’re no longer in control, and the dive becomes a plunge. This is of abrupt nature, so it’s not a transition, but a transgression. There is a frontier between the controlled dive and an uncontrolled plunge. Yet this frontier is not visible. Often one only recognizes it after the fact. One gradually loses grip, while staying in control.


Until, suddenly, control is lost and one begins to plunge. Once control is lost, it’s hard to regain it. This is why one must be careful that the dive doesn’t become a plunge. Then again, when you increase the speed, when you dive faster and faster, you develop momentum, and this momentum increases the risk of a sudden loss of control. This is called playing with fire. One can dive into the depth of Earth, but similarly into the depth of mind. It’s there that one discovers a world hidden from reason and abstraction. It’s called immersion. One immerses in the depth of one’s imagination. But this is still the controlled process of diving. There is a level of control which is maintained. At the same time, it only becomes exciting when control is given up. The exciting part about imagining is not the diving but the plunging. One should fall head first into one’s fantasies. The reasonists are arsonists, they burn our imagination down. We must fight them by imagining harder. We shall turn the dive into a plunge. For only when we plunge into our images will the images become real. They become vivid and colorful, a second reality within. The true capacity of an image can only be released in the plunge. To plunge into one’s imagination, is the ticket to one’s madness. Yet it shouldn’t be rejected based on that. A little madness is the ingredient that makes or breaks the artistic dish. One needs madness to be a genius, otherwise one remains a mere talent. Madness is just another word for genius after all. The mad are mostly the geniuses that don’t create. But the creating madmen are the ones we aspire to. Madness begins when the frontier is crossed. The true power of the images is hidden to those who remain in control. Only when the images are allowed to take over, will they realize their full potential. But this requires a level of submission, and sacrifice, that cannot be reached as long as control is maintained. To plunge into the depths of mind is the privilege of madness. Control is a burden, it limits our potential. We must not worry about the consequences, for we are explorers and we explore our minds. There is so much to discover in our own thoughts, but we must be willing to let go of ourselves. Images are never stronger than during these moments of self-sacrifice. Only those who let go of the existing, will discover something new in the process. Divers are in control, and control limits us to what we already know.


To find something new, we must sacrifice the old. We must cease to be what we are, to become something better. To give up control, to live up to ourselves. To give up, to live up, in layman’s terms. Who is layman and what are his terms? We must plunge, not dive, for diving is controlling, and the depths should not be controlled. The images will never be stronger than when they’re in control. One must let the images think, instead of thinking the images.


Soil is light, air is heavy, silence is prayer, prayer my friend. I see a figure, coming toward me, wondering, should I hail them. The figures are so vivid, I can’t bare the fact.


Spiders. They are well worded in English. Equally well in German, where they call it schpinne, with the hard German „sh“ sound: shhhhhh-pinne! In Spanish it’s called, araña, and that’s great, too — arrrrranja! As always the bloody French step out of line. They call it araignée, pronounced arenyé, which annoys me. The word is way too beautiful. It sounds like the chef d’oeuvre of a symphonist, or the name of a young duchess born into a royal family. This is unacceptable, and I demand that the French find a better word for it.


The strange feeling of hearing yourself talk. Especially when you say things that you hear for the first time. You go: hmm, so that’s what we say in public? I hear people talking about inner monologue, but what about inner dialogue. At what point does it become clinically relevant? I am probably past that point, so I consider myself a pioneer. I’m pioneering for the world of science. The item of science is myself, or I am creating life. Like Dr. Frankenstein. I read this book recently. Mary Shelley was 19 when she wrote it. I’m quite impressed by that, her style is beautiful. My style is deranged. Two schools of thought, I guess. One can be talented and one can be insane. In either case, it’s important to nurture one’s natural disposition. If one is insane one needs to become more insane. It’s an artistic approach, I’m not sure if it leads anywhere. Fission is underrated. It’s fun to have friends in your house, and your head is just an extension of your house. So it’s like having friends around.


I heard myself talking again, and I learned quite a lot. For example that I’m into Persian food. I did not know that. So that’s something I learned about myself today.


So yes, it was a good read. But I didn’t know that Frankenstein created a second monster, after the first monster had killed Dr. Frankenstein’s brother. Can we talk about this for a moment? This seems like an awful decision. If you create a monster that kills, should you create a second monster of the same kind? Now morals aside, I’m just not convinced of Dr. Frankensteins sanity. Maybe he was one of those pseudodoctors who do their PhD in marketing and then call themselves doctor on their doorbell. Must have been one of those. Cause I want to believe that a doctor that creates a killing monster — would not create a second one. Be that as it may, he did, and since the story doesn’t continue from there, I fully expect that Dr. Frankenstein created two serial killers. Then again, the manhunt must have been rather easy. On the photo fit, they could have just said: „We’re looking for two non-humans, it’s pretty simple actually, if you see two aliens with square heads, it’s those two“. Which leads me back to my question: why would he create a second monster? It’s clearly a bad call. Another question I have is: do the monsters procreate? Can they have a monster child? I can’t decide if I find it cute or terrifying if they could. I think I find it cute, though. Having a cute little square head monster around. I also wonder, they don’t have friends, do they? So I guess my question is: who’s coming to their gender reveal party? I said this jokingly, but this is the problem with me, I now feel genuinely sorry for the Frankenstein family. I am sad that they don’t have any friends. I wonder how they manage the day to day. I guess they would be like Bonny and Clyde, which is nice. Is it a love story, though? It’s pretty much an arranged marriage, isn’t it? The male monster wanted the female monster, but did anyone ask the female monster what she wanted? How does Dr. Frankenstein sleep at night? Knowing that he created two killing monsters — honestly, I think the emphasis should lie on the „two“ part. The first time was sort of an oopsie. It happened. But the second one? He really should have known better. I mean, seriously, the first one killed his baby brother. This seems like a serious lapse of judgement. I really want to double down on that (as did our dear Doctor), and say that creating one killing monster is bad enough, but creating two of them is inexcusable. In fact, he should probably be arrested for this. This guy belongs in a prison. It’s what he did, and even more, what he’s apparently capable of. He did it not once, but twice, and chances are, he will do it again. He will create more killing monsters. This is not something society should allow. I know, freedom and everything, but we need to draw the line somewhere. Here is a guy who is apparently able as well as willing to create killing monsters. Do I really need to explain why a guy like this isn’t fit for society?


All roads lead back to myself. If only they didn’t. I want to take another road.


In tiredness one makes the worst decisions. But what if one is always tired. It’s hard to look at yourself objectively, when subjectively you are so tired. My mind always has a funny idea. Then it tells me its ideas and I laugh. Like a lunatic.


A picture well imagined is a picture well painted. You see so much with that inner eye. I love to see things that don’t exist. To see what isn’t real, is to see truly. It’s a privilege to be delusional. An animal couldn’t be delusional.


I love the pictures that are not real. They are my preferred thing to look at. It’s beautiful to walk through one’s imagination and see imaginary things. It’s impossible to paint a pretty picture if you can’t imagine it.


The pictures you paint were images first. When creation is not preceded by imagination, it lacks the imaginative element. It doesn’t create images. It merely describes them. But true art creates images, not descriptions. As the words are uttered, the image emerges. If there is no image attached to the words, you can always tell. The words remain words. If the words were born out of images, then the images shall be reborn whenever the words are conceived.


When the form requires a medium, but the medium has no form. When formlessness and shapelessness are not expressible in proper form.


My words are spoken without conviction. One day I believe in one thing, the next day in the opposite. I cannot help but feel discouraged. All has slipped away from me. The convictions that I had collapsed into doubt. Doubt is my conviction now. But I don’t even doubt. To doubt one has to care, and care I do not. I let it happen, more than anything. World is passing me by, like the clouds on a plane. I heard this expression the other day: „Explain it to me in plane English“. And ever since I’ve been wondering. What is plane English? It feels like the English spoken on planes is pretty similar to the one we speak down on Earth. I could not wrap my head around this expression. Perhaps it means we should speak politely as if on a plane. Or it means one should speak English as if one spoke to a non-English passenger on a plane, i.e. we should use simpler language. Yes, that feels like it could be correct. So I guess to say something in „plane English“ means to explain something in simple words.


I was at the airport the other day, and once again, I realized what I don’t like about airports. It’s the sheer number of people. It presents me with sheer terror. Flying is the safest means to travel, but perhaps it should be less safe? Then again, I wouldn’t want to be on one of those unsafe planes.


Nature is my only bliss. It’s myself that I can’t seem to appreciate anymore. The feeling of letting go what has let go of me. The feeling of I. No complaints. Behind the horizon there is lurking an eternally long shadow. As I look down on the ground, I see my shadow disappearing in space.


To live in nature is so beautiful that one wonders why people live in cities.


My mind’s not racing anymore. It’s sort of creeping around. I find myself looking for a genuine thought.


Thought is the depth of speech. If there is no thought in speech, the words sound hollow. One hears it when there is no thought in speech, which is usually the case. That speech includes thought is the most seldom thing in the world.


Of all the vain things you can look for in life, truth seems to the silliest. I don’t think I benefited from finding it. I would have happily stayed in the realm of false. I loved nothing better than these false truths of mine. I looked at them, in awe, for they were beautiful, and so true to me.


I believed wholeheartedly in my dreams. Who cares that they weren’t true. They were true to me. I’d rather love the girl that I imagine than to despair over the girl that exists.


I want to believe again. Not in the real, but in the unreal. The unreal is so much prettier than the real.


To see the ideal, when looking at the real, to tip toe that balance, to never waver.


To believe in something, without wondering if it’s true, is beautiful. To believe, wholeheartedly, in the untruth.


One doesn’t impose on the ideal, for it’s not real, and it’s not supposed to be. As soon as one realizes the ideal, it becomes real, and therefore uninteresting. Perfect we are only, if and when we don’t speak. Her as much as I. We are ideal. The only love I believe in is the silent one. The one that never speaks, the one that stays ideal. To enter the real is to burn through the love. The real is never any good.


The ideal is something one can believe in. Believing is not knowing, and the ideal is not reality, which makes it a double negative. To unknow the untrue, is to know the truth from inside. There is nothing like believing in a beautiful untruth.


The ideal can never become real. One has to be clear about that. One leaves the ideal where it is. In idle imagination.


To love the one that doesn’t exist. To not love the one that does. And to never mix the two. Yet to look at the real and see the ideal. This is beautiful. I never want to leave this inner world of mine. If only I could unknow the things I have learned. I want to blur my vision, I want to enter the fog. When the mind is suspended, the soul comes alive.


I am not real either. The difference between her and me is that she is the real who portrays the ideal, whereas I am the ideal that portrays the real. The real me exists as little as the ideal her. I only love her ideal which doesn’t exist. She sees the real me which doesn’t exist either. Which means that we don’t see each other. She sees a shadow, and so do I.


I live in thought, and there I perceive. But when she looks at me, she is everything. Yet of course she is not, and I know that. I want to love her for the ideal that she is not. To capture that moment, when she glances at me.


I was in thought today. When I looked up. By mere chance, she was looking at me. A girl so beautiful, I cannot describe. Her glance was everything. She was not real. None of it was. I made my point. She looked at me, as if she saw in me, another one like her. But she didn’t, as none of this was real. I didn’t care. I kept her glance, and I keep it still.


She was ideal. At that moment, she was perfect.


What beauty is to the world, the ideal is to the mind. The ideal is the height of mind. To reach up, this is what it comes down to. To become a painter in the mind.


Trembling is good. When the trembling stops, so does the music. Pure thought is either the best or the worst thing in the world. It depends on what you think about.


Trembling is a motion, that once started doesn’t slow down. But to tremble is beautiful. There is nothing like a trembling soul. When the soul is steady and calm, it’s not lovable. The soul needs to tremble, for trembling means she’s breathing, and a soul not breathing is a soul not alive.


To be steady is to be ugly. Only the boring have a steady character. It’s the trembling souls that sing the hymns of tomorrow. No, they hum them. They hum the hymns of tomorrow. A trembling soul thinks in melodies.


Tremble, hence, and tremble well. The soul is made for greater things.


Misery is a blessing, never forget. Only the miserable reach the heights of man. One never feels more alive than in times of trembling. The real tragedy is to feel no more. The Stoics are delusional. To tremble is the salvation of man.


I saw a girl trembling, she was trembling throughout. I have an eye for these things. Ever since her. A trembling soul, affects me instantly. I am at once trembling along. For if I tremble a little more, she might tremble a little less. Trembling dissipates when others tremble along.


I did not know who she was, or why she was trembling. It was beautiful, yet anonymous, as I know the difference between reality and ideality. That makes me a dreamer, not a romantic, for a romantic is one that constantly mistakes the two. I know where reality ends. One can live well, when one is willing not to realize one’s ideals. To protect the ideal from the real. Only a powerful mind can play this game, but once started, it becomes addictive. One is limitless in the spirit.


Why she was trembling, I don’t know. By all likelihood, it was something mundane, and nothing to worry about. Yet it wasn’t the cause of her trembling, or even the circumstance, no — I was simply drawn to the fact.


My thoughts are written in delusion, albeit beautiful delusion. That’s what it’s all about. In illusion one says nonsense, but one feels good about it. I’m always amused by the sheer nonsense of it. When I speak real, I make sense, but how boring it is. When I speak ideal, it’s all nonsense, but it’s beautiful. If only one could make sense and speak beautiful at the same time. But this is impossible, because to speak beautiful is to be nonsensical. To be sensical would be to speak normally, not beautifully. Yet to believe in my ideal thoughts would be madness, and the only thing madder would be to believe in my real thoughts. One should not believe me altogether. Instead one should dismiss everything I say and call me a fool. It’s what my neighbor does anyway.


I had an argument with a guy today. He said I was talking rubbish. He wasn’t wrong, but that’s not the point. The point is that he said I was talking rubbish. He looked at me, all smug, thinking he had hurt my feelings, but joke’s on him, I don’t have any. One shouldn’t talk to people. It’s never a good idea. One is always so confused afterwards. I never say my thoughts. What I think and what I say are distinct. I wonder if this is psychologically relevant. Then again, if I said what I thought, I would have had to agree with him, because I was talking rubbish. So it’s good that I responded that, no, he was talking rubbish. I wanted to give him a taste of his own medicine. It was such a childish thing to respond that it confused him. It’s like when a child asks you why the sky is blue, you ask it why the trees are green. It would be quite perplexed, because not just did you not answer the question, it wasn’t even an answer but another question. I consider this an effective strategy to deal with nosy children. After all who are they to doubt the system? They should learn early that it’s about accepting the world the way it is, not about changing it. Only idiots think they can change the world. Next time a child will ask me why the sky is blue, I will tell it that God made it blue. That will teach them a lesson. Free thought needs to be suffocated early. Where was I? Yes, the guy. He called me out, saying I was talking rubbish.


I was saying that the moon proves the existence of God. I was referring to the works of British logician William-John Hammersmith who had originally developed this theory in the late 19th century, which of course I made up on the spot, as I usually do, which would prompt some to say I’m a pathological liar, but that’s not true, because my lying is not pathological, it’s intentional. I lie by choice. I responded that, no, he was talking rubbish. Which confused him, because he hadn’t really said anything. But since I said it with a straight face, he felt that the battle was on. He responded by saying that, no, I was talking rubbish. I was so close, really so close to saying No, he was talking rubbish, but I felt like it would have ended the conversation. So I said nothing. He then said, that the moon was created from debris of the Earth, and that it was scientifically proven. I was cheering inside, because I felt this could be the beginning of an exciting nonsensical debate, one of those I so utterly enjoy, for it’s the one time in conversation that I get to use my head. I said that this cannot be proven. I said this with the matter-of-fact tone that actual idiots employ. He shook his head in disbelief and said of course it could be proven, and then he explained it with a bunch of pseudo-scientific arguments which I only halflistened to, as I was already planning what to say next. He had spoken for a good minute or so, it was quite scientific, he talked about the materials of the moon, he employed quite a few numbers, and I figured a good response would be to say this: Let’s agree to disagree. But he got all worked up about it. He said, no, there is no discussion here, you’re talking rubbish. I said, with stoic confidence, that if God didn’t exist, the moon couldn’t possibly exist either, and I was particularly happy with my choice of the word „possibly“, because it made my conviction sound so convincing. He said that God could not exist, yet the moon would still exist. I said, no, that’s impossible. He said, why is it impossible? I said, because if God didn’t exist, the moon wouldn’t either. He couldn’t believe it, and he was looking around in disbelief, trying to see if anybody else heard this. Unfortunately, there was no one around because I would have loved to play this game with a whole group of idiots. He said, there is no connection between the existence of the moon and God. I said, with a smug face, you should read Hammersmith then. He said, it doesn’t matter if you found another idiot that shares your idiot beliefs. He got angry. I got angry, too, because what he had said last felt like a direct insult toward me. And Hammerton. Hammerton was also insulted, and I thought it was unnecessary to bring him into this. I said, that Hammertown had proved in a series of axioms that it was scientifically impossible for the moon to exist if God didn’t exist, because otherwise, i.e. if God didn’t exist, the moon wouldn’t exist either and this is called Hammersen’s Theorem, which is as accepted and proven today as Noether’s Theorem. This had the desired outcome, it put him right over the edge. He said that I was an idiot, and it was the stupidest thing he had ever heard. I said, that’s a little harsh. I added that there was no reason to become insulting, and that we simply held two different opinions on an issue, and that in a society we must accept each other’s opinions without condemning them. But he got up and left without a word. I was disappointed, because I felt I could have done so much more. For example, I could have said that if the Earth had two moons, there would be two Gods. This would have been perfectly in line with my reasoning. I could have also said that the moon was shining brighter than the sun, and that frustrated me. I would have loved to have him explain to me that the moon doesn’t shine. I feel like there was additional potential surrounding the moon landing. I should have definitely come up with arguments why it didn’t happen. All in all, I give it a 3 out of 10. I could have done so much more to keep this conversation alive.


The other day, I talked to a man in a store. I wanted to get advice on the products. I always dread asking sales people about anything. It’s not that I don’t get the information I want. It’s all the other information that I don’t want and that I get anyway. If only he could give me the particular piece of information that corresponds with the particular question I asked. Yet that never happens. One is always trapped in a situation. The sales man was all enthusiastic. Little did he know his enthusiasm was his most solid argument against purchase. He was excited, and I guess I should be less cynical and compliment him on his excitement. Yet I was annoyed by it. After all, we cannot change who we are. The product I inquired about (and here is where his enthusiasm becomes questionable) was a pan. I needed a pan for cooking. All I wanted was a cheap pan. All he showed me were the expensive pans. I wonder why, since I had specifically asked for a cheaper pan. He explained to me their heating behavior, or whatever words he used, he basically told me how quickly they got hot. I said that I favored a pan that would get hot quickly, because that would save me some time in the kitchen. He nodded enthusiastically. He understood what I meant and I gained confidence in the more expensive pans. I wanted to be favorable toward this kind man, yet at the same time I couldn’t help thinking what a waste of intellect it is to become an expert on pans. Will he one day indulge in memory and think back to all the pans he sold.


In the same store a guy approached me, in one of the aisles. Something must have made him think that I was working there. Maybe I seemed competent to him. I learned that it’s impolite to interrupt people, so I let him speak. He told me, what he was looking for. A pot of sorts. He had specifics, which surprised me, as to me a pot had always been a pot. For him it appeared to be much more. He spoke for 30 seconds straight. When he was finished I told him I didn’t work there. He looked at me, clearly annoyed that I let him speak for that long. But I didn’t make him speak to me, did I?


Whenever I enter conversation, my only thought is how to escape it. Conversation is not to be had, but to be fled. Once conversation has begun, it’s hard to get out of it. The more people talk, the more they get into it, and at that point, all is lost. Never should one willingly enter conversation. If unwillingly you end up in one, only endurance and resilience will carry you through. But sometimes it’s just not enough and conversation lies on our shoulders like a heavy weight. It’s hard to pretend one is interested when one isn’t. It’s like falling asleep, while trying to stay awake. My eye sight becomes blurry, I can never follow for long. Not because I don’t listen, but because I don’t have to. One can sort of guess the rest of the story after two or three sentences.


Thinking and doing should never be mixed. The mind needs protection from the idleness of the world. Nothing corrupts the mind like applying it to the real world. Mind needs to detach. To say one thing, to think another, that is wisdom.


To speak earnestly, is a mistake. One gains so little from it. Thought is not something to be verbalized. It is something to dwell on in secret. Only a mind that keeps secrets is a mind worth caring for. One should never listen to people who speak from the heart. It’s important to keep thought uncorrupted. Thought is sacred, and the world is not.


I have no intention of being understood. In fact, it is my particular goal to be misunderstood. When I’m understood it means my disguise has failed. This may seem like an original thought but it’s not. I read it in Pessoa. His book of disquiet. I really don’t know what to make of it. On the one hand, it’s beautiful and highly readable. On the other hand, it’s awful und unreadable. I have read many books, never has it taken me longer to finish one. I read it over a period of 7 or 8 years. This is how long it took me to finish it. I was both impressed and unimpressed by it. I’m sure Pessoa would be glad about this paradoxical statement. I assume he was also both impressed and unimpressed by it. There is something about that book, I don’t know what it is. It is neither mundane nor poetic, but an odd mix of the two. One could say he describes the mundane poetically, but that’s not it. The better way of saying it is that he describes the mundane, and then there’s poetry. It’s hard to capture his style. There is an element of Kafka in it. For the life of me, I cannot say if I love or hate this book. I almost want to say I do both. It’s one of the best and worst books I’ve read. It’s great because it’s full of quality. It’s bad because it was such a drain to read it. Nothing happens in this book. It’s the premise of the book, yet the drain of it drains me particularly. It’s like getting bored of watching a waterfall. Or walking through the most beautiful woods, but for too long and your legs get tired. Or like one of those deserts that taste incredible for three spoons, but then you still have the whole plate to finish.


Desire torments the heart. I’d rather be undesiring than desiring, for desire always aims for the unattainable. At least mine does. But to desire is also beautiful. So I’d rather be desiring than undesiring. Or I’m not sure. I want to desire, but I don’t want to obtain what I desire.


It’s beautiful to desire what you cannot obtain. It’s beautiful because to obtain what you desire doesn’t make you happy anyway. A wise man knows that desire is just the negation of what you have at this moment. Whatever you will have then, you will desire something else. It’s human nature.


I’d rather despair than desire. To despair is beautiful, to desire is not. Desperation is the most beautiful state. It’s so vivid and exciting. I wish I could always be desperate.


There is beauty in detachment. To get lost in yourself is exciting. I like listening to my own thoughts. They never bore me. I find myself to be good company.


Truth is limitation and one should never limit oneself. Therefore, logically, one should not pursue truth. Instead one should avoid it like the plague. What’s the point of knowing the truth, if it takes away all the fun. It’s better to believe in the untruth, and consider it true. It’s not those who find truth that the world admires. It’s those who put it in question.


The untruth never disappoints. The truth, on the other hand, disappoints all the time, and only a fool would seek it out.


Truth and dream do not coalesce. I just want to live in the dream’s untruth, and never wake up to the truth of life.


Truth lacks intensity, which is why one should omit truth. Intensity is the only thing that matters. But truth degrades and deflates intensity. Truth is an abstract thing, and to become abstract is to die a death premature. It’s important to stay away from anything resembling truth. „Beauty goes hand in hand with stupidity“ — Virginia Woolf. One should always remain blissfully and beautifully unaware.


The innocent alone can capture the world’s beauty. Truth consumes innocence, it doesn’t leave it intact. Innocence is belief in the untruth, and loyalty to it. The innocent do not want truth, they want to be protected from it.


Innocence needs to be maintained, with the truth well outside the scope of things. There are plenty of people caring for the truth and let them deal with it. In innocence one is forever child. One never loses the intensity of youth. The intensive life is the only life worth living. But in order to keep the sentiment fresh, one needs to protect one’s innocence.


Innocence is the purity of the soul. Life should not be lived, it should be stalled. We shall protect our innocence, that’s the first and only responsibility we have. It is beautiful to remain innocent, and way beneath the threshold of maturity.


One should live intensively, not extensively, and that is to say, one should feel alive, yet never actually do a lot of living. This is the way to keep your innocence intact.


Intensity and innocence, to mix these seemingly opposite sentiments into one, it comes down to that.


Innocence is bliss. It needs to be protected. The innocent are eternally young. They never grow up, so they never grow old. Love is childish and so it should be. Innocence is not to be wasted on a troublesome world. The world has to be denied and dismissed. Innocence is a choice. One chooses innocence over everything else. Only a beautiful life deserves to be lived. And innocence is the way to keep beauty alive.


The beloved should eternally be what she was when love first awoke. The very feeling, its intensity, can be captured, but only if innocence is well and alive.


Innocence makes a soul beautiful. No one can resist an innocent soul. This goes for both men and women. There is no distinction in the soul. A soul is not male or female, a soul is only beautiful or ugly, innocent or corrupted. The soul, once ugly, will not go back to being beautiful. That’s why it’s so important to protect her beauty. Innocence is the way.


Beauty is the most delicate land, which only allows the innocent to enter. There are many young men and women who early on inhabit the land, but ultimately, they have to leave it, for they have depleted their innocence. This is an irreversible mistake, and it leads to eviction.


Innocence sacrifices the world to the soul, and the soul will be grateful for that. One gets a higher reward, if one is willing to abandon the world. One should never sacrifice oneself for the world, for this is the path to corruption.


Instead one should commit to oneself, and take upon oneself all misery arising. It’s beautiful to suffer one’s misery in style.


Innocence is the self untouched. One needs to make sure that the self doesn’t get broken. The world is quite good at it. The self is protected by protecting one’s innocence.


All things precious are destroyed by a world so ugly. A beautiful soul does not belong in an ugly world. It belongs in a beautiful world. It’s the world of dream. There, and there only, good things can flourish. Beauty, innocence, and love. That’s what it’s all about. And thought. I forgot thought.


I stumble through life as though I just learned to walk. It’s a slippery slope. One walks, without progressing. Today it snowed and the ground was slippery. I couldn’t think, as I had to focus on walking. I hated that. The last time I had to focus on walking was as a toddler. I wish I still was. As a toddler, I would not think about any of these things. I wouldn’t think, period. It was blissful. I would simply exist. The toddler life is the life. It only goes downhill from there.


I always hoped that one day I would realize my potential. Today I realize that a potential is better not realized. Instead of realizing one’s potential, one should realize the absurd. It’s about defining the most absurd scenario imaginable and doing everything in one’s power to realize it. This seems counterintuitive at first, but I’m convinced that this is the way to go. To dismiss one’s potential early on, and to choose the absurd, is unique. It’s here that one truly starts to realize something. Otherwise one realizes what many others have realized before. Which means that one doesn’t realize anything, one reproduces, or recreates. To define something absurd, e.g. to be an absolute non-success professionally and instead become the best at something completely stupid (and that is surely absurd) leads you on a path untaken. If anything, it’s exciting. To dismiss your potential early on, which is often just a golden casket, and instead to go for something absurd. One should realize an absurdity, which one fills with life by dedicating to it.


One should never go for one’s potential. It’s a clear failure to do what millions have done. The earlier one realizes that potential is a devil, the freer one gets. Potential is not our friend, it’s our enemy. All potential needs to be dismissed, and instead one should identify the most absurd possibility, and choose it. The more absurd the possibility, the more likely it is to be true. For the absurd is too bad to be untrue, and the fact that we understand it as absurd proves that. The absurd says to us: look, I am absurd, but at least I admit to it. Whereas the potential is a crook. He’s selling us something we don’t even need. It’s tragic when it takes you fifty, sixty years to realize that. At that point, your potential has transformed into a reality, within which you no longer have anything to escape to, besides memories. Potential should never be realized, and instead one should realize the lowest available option. This alone leads you on a path untaken.


If one makes failure one’s goal, then it’s easier to succeed. It’s an accomplishment to fulfill one’s potential, so one should choose an easy to reach potential. The endorphins will be available more timely. It comes down to that. To set the bar low, for otherwise you may not be able to pass it.


One should go for the absurd. This sounds absurd perhaps, but I believe in it. It’s failure to become like everybody else. No one in their right mind would question that. A potential is the shared vision of the many, and to realize this is not to realize oneself. Our potential has to be discovered, and it’s more effectively discovered by choosing the absurd. On that road, you couldn’t possibly be misled, since the road itself isn’t leading anywhere. It’s impossible to move to the wrong place, if the road has no destination. Just like that the absurd couldn’t possibly lead you astray, as it doesn’t lead you anywhere to begin with. Therefore, it’s a measure of one’s ability to set oneself free from the standards of the world. And nothing is easier than to get entangled in those.


One should always go for the absurd. The more absurd an option seems, the more likely it is to be true. Because if the absurd is even considered, it cannot be wrong. Why consider the absurd, if there is no truth to it. That would be illogical, and it must mean that there is some truth to it. This logic was of course completely absurd, yet it made you think and that’s the point. If one chooses the absurd, one chooses to choose. And that’s the most important choice of all.


One should choose the absurd. It’s like jumping in at the deep end of choice. To choose the absurd, is like sharpening the knife by using it. One can no longer take the easy route now, for one has chosen the absurd, which leads to absurd consequences. But the consequences of one’s choice lead to the mind being used and trained. The easy way makes it easy to forget that one has to choose and decide. The absurd doesn’t allow for that, as it throws you into pandemonium, and there you have to learn to think for yourself.


To choose the absurd is therefore not at all absurd. It’s quite ingenious. It’s a way of stripping yourself from all external pressures and principles, which do not belong in you after all. They should be removed, the earlier the better. Only when the external elements are gone — and you will find out, to your surprise, that this is the majority of elements —, can the truth emerge. You will find yourself in the absurdest of situations, which is good, because now you can start to navigate. The absurd is that which liberates you from external circumstance, and therefore it should be selected.


Is it absurd to go for the absurd? Not at all. It’s very smart actually. The earlier you start failing, the higher your chances of success. The youths should do everything in their power to avoid early success. As soon as the young find success in the world, they should let go of it, and move on.


The worst thing that can happen to an artist is early success. This will completely ruin him as an artist. His art will stagnate and never develop. There is nothing better than obscurity for an artist. Van Gogh, for example, desperately wanted recognition. Yet his early paintings were awful. He was shockingly bad at drawing people, yet all he wanted to do was painting portraits. It was good for him, that he never got recognition for it, for he would have continued to paint portraits, which he wasn’t any good at. Instead he remained obscure, he turned a little crazy, and yes, he cut his ear. But ears are overrated anyway, eyes are more important. His eyes he still had, and he developed. So he began to paint what made him truly unique. His originality, ironically, was not original at all. It took him years to find it. He found it, within him, and his late paintings are the ones that made him a genius at last. None of this would have happened if he had been a success. Van Gogh had to become absurd to become a genius. If he had stayed ordinary and realized his worldly potential, he would have amounted to nothing artistically, and we would never even utter his name today.


To go for the absurd is to choose early on. Choice is what it’s all about. Choosing wrongly is better than not choosing. Choice must always be made and prioritized. One needs to liberate oneself from the circumstances, which is done by having a proactive way about living and choosing.


To choose the absurd is to the set the rules straight early on. One doesn’t choose the absurd because absurdity is the desired outcome. One chooses the absurd in order to prove that one is not afraid of anything.


Choosing the absurd means one is willing to choose. Nothing will stop me from choosing, and to prove this, I will choose the absurdest option. To prove that life and fate have nothing on me, and that the last thing I intend to do is realize my potential. Potential is a burden, and nothing else.


To choose the absurd shows strength. To be intelligent, yet to not choose the intelligent path, instead to choose the dumb path and see where it takes us. A smart person will learn so much on that path. To not go for the beautiful lover. Instead to go for the ugly lover, for chances are they have a much better personality. To not amount to anything. Instead to amount to nothing. It’s nice to amount to nothing. One is so beautifully unimportant to the world.


Yet for those who find it absurd what I’m saying, this proves my point. When the absurd is chosen, life becomes unique. Of course one has little to show for, but at least it happened by choice. It’s better to choose failure than to reach success by accident. To stumble into success is an embarrassment, and it’s better to walk knowingly into failure.


The absurd is the best choice. One can be bright and brillant, but by choosing the regular path, one highlights one’s deficiencies. Spiritually, it’s such a loss to do what everybody else does. For the unique there is only one acceptable way: the unique way. And the absurd road is certainly unique, for no one in their right mind would consider it.


Only the chosen few choose irrationally. The absurd teaches us to rely on ourselves. Since in the absurd there is no reference we can use for orientation. Independence is not a result, it’s a reward, or a decision. One chooses to be independent long before becoming it. Potential, realized or not, makes you dependent. That potential may be money, or a job, or family, or a house, all of this becomes your master. You are now in the hands of your potential. You depend on it, its achievement and possession. This is weak. It should not be encouraged, and it should not be pursued. Instead choose the absurd, for then and only then you can free yourself from your potential and become whatever you want.


To choose the absurd is to choose yourself. On this trip you only bring yourself. This is the ultimate choice. Scary as it may be at first. Never forget, you are by yourself anyway.


Boredom is the retirement home of the wandering mind. I’d rather succumb to illusion than to persist in this dull reality of mine. I wish I could plunge head first into insanity. But I can’t even do that. My mind is too sound.


People say one should adapt to the circumstances. I disagree. I think one should fixate on one thing, and commit to it, no matter what. This is a way of taking ownership. To fixate something, and to live for the thing fixated. This schools the eye in ways unimagined.


To fixate is to observe. It enables you to drill into the heart of things. Fixation is the heart’s decision to wander no more.


When one fixates, one doesn’t see beyond, but beneath. And the ability to see beneath distinguishes the eye.


Fixation is abandonment of self. For only those who abandon themselves, can truly fixate. To fixate one thing, one must disregard every other.


Fixation is a way of seeing one thing, and one thing only. Yet this one thing has never been seen this way. It’s to be a pioneer. One becomes the sole expert on a particular item, while becoming absolutely useless for everything else.


Fixation expresses the wish to fixate. The mind fixates what the heart dictates.


That’s why one should fixate the right thing. It doesn’t have to be an object. It can be anything. The mind decides. It can fixate a sentiment, or an impression, or an idea. Anything can be fixated, and herein lies the choice of the fixating mind. It must fixate, but what it fixates, it can choose.


The mind chooses what it fixates, and this is the element of choice. Yet when it finds something worthy of fixation, then it should fixate it with full attention. The object fixated doesn’t have to be physical. A thinker should fixate an idea. A dreamer should fixate the dream. A lover should fixate the beloved. And a madman should fixate all of the above.


Only those who fixate have a chance of going deeper. To be a pioneer, one must do what nobody else does. And this is done first by not doing what everybody else does. This is how pioneering starts. To abandon the world, to fixate a particular thing. No superficial mind has ever changed the world.


To fixate is not to conquer. He or she who thinks that misunderstands the nature of fixation. Fixation is not taking. Fixation is giving. One gives the fixated object undivided attention. The fixated object becomes what used to be me. I only exist in relation to the fixated object.


Fixation is not conquering something. It’s being conquered by it. To fixate is to capitulate. One capitulates to the fixated object. You are a servant to the fixated item. By capitulating to it, one conquers in a different way.


Those who fixate are different. Everything else is generic compared to their work. Their every word rings more truly. Their very gesture embellishes. Their very appearance makes everyone love. To fixate is to become devoted. And no one is stronger than the devoted mind.


I am constantly surprised by my own thoughts.


My heart is silent. I have gone for the unattainable. One too many times.


I hear a lot of people dwelling on their lost childhood. I cannot relate to this, which is probably a good thing. I don’t want to go back to childhood which was as underwhelming as my adult life. All times I can think of were similar to this one. So at least I’m not tortured by memory.


There is something in a soul like mine. One should call me a strange mix of a young boy and an old man. I’m both characters in Hemingway’s The Old Man and the Sea. Why is this book considered a classic? I read the whole thing. And when I say „the whole thing“, I mean the booklet. I don’t understand why it’s considered a classic, as it seems pretty average. But maybe that’s just me. I wonder if Hemingway is one of those writers who’s considered a classic writer because no one has read him. Anyway, I am both the young boy and the old man. An intricate mix of the two. When I think of myself as old, I realize I feel pretty young. It’s the other way around, when I consider myself young. My age evades me.


I always want to leave as soon as I arrive. I never feel like staying. Not that I can’t find rest. I just get bored easily. It’s my biggest social weakness. In a given social situation, there are three categories of people. One, the majority, which is succeeding at small talk. This I call the social bunch. Two, the minority, which is failing at small talk and always looks a bit helpless. This I call the awkward bunch. And then there’s me, not making small talk and killing conversation with my indifference. There is something missing in me, a gene perhaps, or the social cells in my brain.


I am, for example, an expert on not registering somebody’s name, when they introduce themselves. My head, in that moment, completely blanks out, so that, throughout the conversation, I’m always half-aware of the fact that I don’t know their name. Which feels weird, when they tell me about their newborn, or their upbringing in rural God-knowswhere. It feels like a strange mix of intimacy and anonymity. It’s strange to know their child’s name but not theirs. Even though I don’t remember asking for their child’s name. I feel like if I had asked this I would remember. Then again, I don’t remember their name, so can I really trust my memory?


So the night progresses, and one is trapped in this endless loop of endlessly looping conversations, that are only interrupted by the occasional change of faces. One has the same conversation many times, and this is simply torture. None of this is newsworthy. Words can be said, but they can also be not said. I prefer the words not said. One should cultivate a culture of not speaking, for when one finally speaks up, it will carry more meaning. Both in terms of message, for the threshold of speech is higher, but also in terms of impact, for those who speak less are listened to better. This is an observational fact, or actually theory, because I don’t know if it’s true. Whenever I find myself playing the conversation game, which they all love so dearly, and I hate so dearly, I find myself in disbelief over the people who fail at it. I don’t mean to offend anyone, but I genuinely wonder how you can be bad at small talk. It’s so easy, just ask them anything, so they can pour out their nonsense. The hard part is not to start small talk but to end it. That takes a master indeed. Or a mistress. This was something I learned the other day: a mistress is a female master. I felt pretty bad, because in my head the word ‚mistress‘ had a different connotation. I then learned what a female dog was called, and I couldn’t believe it either. I had used this word incorrectly all my life. When referring to dogs that is, not to women. There I used it correctly. That was a joke, I want to emphasize that. Back to my ramblings. I don’t understand how you can fail at small talk. Just ask them what they do for a living, that will buy you at least five minutes. Ask them where they come from, another five minutes. I reckon I could teach people how to succeed at small talk. Perhaps this is a career path. I would have a lot to say on the matter, for I’m emotionally uninvested and this allows me to be objective. I think the most important thing is to not care. Those who care are vulnerable, so caring should be avoided. Generally in life, but particularly in conversation. One should be indifferent. Let’s see, what else? One should ask open-ended questions that allow for conversation to flourish. For example: how do you feel about Mao’s long march? This is, in my experience, a great conversation starter, because either they know about Mao and it becomes an interesting discussion, or they don’t know about him and you can make up a ludicrous story. So win-win. One should ask questions that seem personal, yet they’re generic. When they over-share details from their life, e.g. about their newborn child, one should aim to make the conversation more awkward to pay them back. One should ask strangely specific questions, like what was the birth like, or what was the birth weight of the baby. One should ask multiple questions about the decision process on the baby’s name. Ask for alternative names they considered, and arguments that led in favor of one or the other. This is all valuable, for it teaches them a lesson: not to share stuff like this, for this is not a conversation topic. Not here, not now, not ever. You need to turn the situation upside down, yet with skill and patience. You need to finely balance the line between the appropriate and the inappropriate. Let’s take another example, for in my lectures one gets fed a lot of examples. When someone tells you about their job, you ask them for the amount of toilets they have in their office building. You need to do this with a straight face signaling genuine interest. They will not realize that you’re not serious, for they will find it unlikely that you’re so openly antisocial. When they tell you about what their job includes, you must ask very specific follow up question regarding those daily tasks. For example when someone says they’re operating a machine, ask them if they do it with the left hand or right hand. If they tell you their job includes paperwork ask them about their favorite paper format.


The rules of small talk dictate that one keeps it shallow and general. Therefore, naturally, one has to do the opposite. One should be very specific about a minor detail and ask repeated questions until the conversation partner gets as annoyed as you have been from the start of this conversation. It’s called entanglement, and it’s beautiful, for it brings the two of you closer together. Since all conversation is imposition, one plays the game best by taking it to its extremes. When someone tells you their life story, one needs to push this further, and ask for even more specific details, to a point where it becomes uncomfortable for the conversation partner. This is called: giving someone a taste of their own medicine. Next time, they will be wiser and not share these details. You’re doing a service to mankind. It’s ridiculous to show anyone pictures of your newborn. Newborns are objectively ugly, they’re only pretty to your delusional eyes. Don’t make us fake a reaction to this goblin baby of yours. And again, this has to be emphasized, no one made them share this. In fact one would have been more than pleased not to hear any of it. Once they talk about themselves, one needs to drill down into details, one step at a time. When someone talks about their vacation, it’s an immediate „fire at will“ moment, because nobody wants to know about other people’s vacation. You should first ask about the destination. They will tell you. Then you ask about the amenities in the hotel. They will tell you. Then you ask about the hotel personnel. They will tell you this, too, while starting to get a little confused. Then you ask them if more men or women were working in the hotel. They will tell you, while wondering where this conversation is headed. Then you ask what the average height of the employees was and whether they believe it was representative of the country’s average height. This is stupid, but clever, too, because you’ve lured them in. You are slowly becoming more absurd, not suddenly. If it was sudden, they would know that you’re not serious. Their brains would pick up on that. It’s the abrupt change from serious to unserious that creates the funny sentiment in the brain. If it’s gradual, the average brain doesn’t register it. Now they are trapped in the most awkward conversation, that they have unknowingly been in from the start. It’s a behavioristic way of holding up a mirror to someone. It’s the only way they will learn. They will now tell you if they think the hotel staff’s average height represents the population’s average height. Now here we come to a crossroads. There are multiple paths that can be taken, depending on your preference. You could now make up a story, why you asked this, and lecture about absolute nonsense, yet with a straight face. They will suffer, yet they cannot leave, so they join the hell which they themselves have brought upon the two of you. Such a story could be, that you recently saw a documentary about the correlation between population height and service staff height, the latter being lower indicating that they’re smaller, shorter, connected to a sociological theory, originally based on darwinistic ideas, introduced and well explained by Mr Hammersen, a famous sociologist from 20th century Britain, that essentially service staff, due to being recruited from lower social classes have a lower average height, and therefore the discrepancy and deviation of service staff average height in comparison to population height indicates the developed or underdeveloped status of what’s called the Hammerton index, essentially — long story short, for we don’t want to be here all night — stating that the lower the discrepancy, i.e. the closer the average height of service staff and population, the more developed a country is, i.e. the higher the social transparency, or permeability, to use „jargon“, whereas on the other hand, the higher the discrepancy the lower the permeability, the more distinction and accordingly vertical distance between the different classes, which of course is absolute nonsense, but that’s not the point, the point is you want to look at their stupid face while you’re saying all of this. So that’s one option. The second option and third, depends on whether you consider this conversation a sprint or a marathon. If considered a sprint, you just take it further, and make it even more absurd. For example, you ask them if they believe the hotel staff has dental care as part of their benefits, or if they think that the taller someone is the faster they rise up the ranks. At this point you essentially kill the conversation. The absurdity is not resolved, and it’s coming to its natural conclusion. They either laugh it off, or answer particularly short, indicating that they no longer wish to have this conversation. Which is what you wanted all along, so that’s a win. The other scenario is if you consider the conversation a marathon. In that case, you should ask something harmless, that will get them right back on track of not recognizing that you’re a lunatic. E.g. you could say something like this: „It seemed like a great place to visit“. Now they will continue their story, and you can re-start the absurdity any time. What is the point of all of this? As in every good story there are multiple lessons. First of all, you teach them how bad it really feels to be on the other end of this conversation. If they have any decency and social aptitude in them, they will learn from this, and become less obnoxious next time they talk to a stranger. Secondly, and this is more important, you get to entertain yourself. You exchange their entertainment for yours. Finally, and here comes the real upside. There is a chance they’re just trapped in a social situation. If they are, an actual conversation may result from this. Through loosening the bonds of convention and conversation, one tests the waters and by any luck finds a little gold. If not, on the other hand, if they really are as boring as they seem, which is more often the case, then it’s no loss, neither for you, as they provided nothing of interest to you anyway, nor for them, for they will continue to bore people forevermore.


Any road I take leads back to myself. I find myself crossing a horizon which I long thought behind me. One runs in circles, yet in a straight line, and that’s the curious part.


One resolves the conflict of dream and reality by no longer comparing one to the other. Most people abandon dream in favor of reality. But one could easily take it the other way around. This is my new goal, and mission. Yes, I call it a mission. To abandon reality in favor of dream.


To abandon reality in favor of dream requires the opposite steps. The reality people reject dream scenarios, but the dream people reject reality. Dream must be cultivated. Whatever fuels the dream, needs to be nourished and developed, everything else abandoned. Dream is like a beautiful behemoth, that you need to feed all the time.


The dream people choose dream over reality. Reality needs to affirm dream, or cease altogether. When reality collides with dream, reality, not dream, should buckle. Dream should never buckle, it should reign like a tyrant.


Anything that empowers dream is approved. Anything that impoverishes dream is rejected. Dream becomes the sole criterion. The dream people do not care for the reality people, for the reality people are poor in spirit and heart.


In reality, one becomes bland and generic, but never so in dream. One turns into a dreamer, and is there anything better? Once in dream, the world changes in front of your eyes. One never sees things less clearly than in dream. To see things clearly is to not perceive beauty. Beauty is in the seer, not in the seen. I wish I could claim credit for this observation, yet I believe it was Santayana who said it.


One should not see the world for what it is. In that case, there is no point in looking at it. One loses purpose if one rationalizes the world. One should irrationalize it instead.


One should never compare dream to reality. Instead one should focus on dream and remove reality from the equation. Reality has no place in dream, and if you take it there, you spoil them both. You spoil reality, by comparing it to dream, and dream, by comparing it to reality. There is only one way to resolve the conflict. You have to sacrifice one or the other. But which one to sacrifice, this is your choice.


Reality has no place in dream. If one tries to turn dream into reality, one will inevitably fail. Where there is dream, reality cannot be. When reality becomes a necessity, dream needs to be halted for the time being.


There is a reason why they’re called the dream people, this term exists for a reason. The reason being, that all dream people, while separate and different, are alike.


It’s nice to lose one’s pretensions, it makes life easier. A dream. That bears no resemblance to real life. To dream is to seize. And to seize I want. Oh stupid ramblings. Relieve me from my voice, and let me dream again.


When in dream, I am in heaven. It’s when I wake up that I despair. Consciousness is a burden. One should never grow conscious to begin with. Life is never lived more blissfully than in the unconscious state. When one exists without being aware of it. Dream is just another word for that state. When in dream, I’m no longer myself, or in dream I finally am. The only thing that makes the dream painful is its lack of reality. Only when you compare it to reality, will the dream turn sour. But the lesson here is not to stop dreaming, but to stop comparing dream to reality. One needs to find a way to live in both dream and reality without making them interfere. For they don’t interfere, they only collide.


A dreamer feels all sorts of things, but never hollow. Hollowness is not a feeling, it’s the absence of feeling. The hollow feel themselves no more. The cure for this is to reengage in dream. One needs to bring back dream, and this is done by abandoning reason. Reason is perhaps the most overrated thing in the world. It takes away all the joy. In dream, one finds another world, the world of unreason. One feels as if controlled by a higher power. This is self-abandon, and self-denial, only here life becomes beautiful. This is the spiritual, the subjective component of religion. It’s like gently falling down into a cloud, which carries you like the softest cushion. The rational people are often just unhappy people who rationalize their unhappiness.


To create beauty in the world. Only the most delicate souls achieve this. For they materialize something which in itself is not material. To materialize the sentiment into art, one needs to have a strong and immediate connection to dream. One needs to be able to dream intensively, as if on cue, meaning one has to have the capacity to bring oneself into dream.


Dream is considered the realm of the hopeless. Yet the truly hopeless are those who abandon dream. For they no longer have a home in themselves. They seek for dream, but all they find is thought corrupted by reality. Thoughts evolving around things. They are hopeless, not us.


When two people love each other, they make each other dream. Love is one dream in two. When it’s a single dream, it’s unhappy, but still better than no dream at all. One should always prefer unrequited love to no love. Love is a capacity, and if one has it once, one will have it again. It’s a good thing to be unhappy in love, much better than not being in love.


Unrequited love is superior to a love well returned. The latter is good for the heart, but not for the art.


There are those who say you can be a great artist and a great lover, but this is a myth, and a lie, for one can only be one. A great artist can at best be a failed lover, and if he has it in himself, he never becomes a lover to begin with. Only then will he supply his art with maximum potency. A great lover, vice versa, cannot be a great artist, as he prioritizes his love over his art. Love and art are inconsolable. One can either be a lover or an artist, never both.


Now there are those who will disagree with this, and to those needs to be said, that they’re just plain wrong, for this is a thing as sure as death in Texas. I believe that’s the expression. One cannot be both a lover and an artist. This is why all artists are unhappy. Because they want to be lovers, but they know they can’t be, for they would no longer be artists. And there is only one thing an artist wants more than his love, and that is his art. Or her art. If they’re a true artist anyway. A true artist will never not choose their art.


One has to choose between art and love. Even if an artist becomes a lover, he’ll never truly be a lover. He’ll only play the lover while continuing to be an artist. Vice versa, someone who chooses love, is abandoning his art, for he truly has become a lover now. Love needs to be encouraged in an artist, but it needs to be single, not double. The worst thing that could happen is that his love is returned. If this happens, the artist needs to flee at once, and never return, for at this point his art is at risk.


Picture this, your love is returned. She, or he, but I will say she, since I’m a he, she returns your love, picture this, you say, ‚I love you‘, she says ‚I love you also‘, you correct her, you say ‚I love you, too‘, and she looks at you funny for correcting her, see, now everything is ruined, both the love and the art, and that’s why love should never be returned.


A true artist can only love one. The girl or the art. But the artist will always choose the art. In fact, if he chooses the girl, he’s not an artist. Not anymore, and probably he never was, for his art was only the placeholder for the girl. Hence, and this is a logical conclusion: any artist with a lover is not an artist. This goes for man as well as woman, there’s no distinction. It’s my conviction, that the artist shall never have a lover, otherwise he or she’s not really an artist.


Love, when realized, kills the dream. The only way to protect the dream is to not realize love. One needs to make sure that love stays unrealized. For the feeling that results, one of unhappy love, keeps the love vivid. One must never realize love, one must keep it unrealized. It’s the difference between looking at a beautiful orange tree and picking the oranges and squeezing the juice out of them. The juice will be gone, the tree will be bare, and the impression will be lost. One needs to look at the orange tree, lovingly, longingly, yet never touchingly, and instead one needs to capture the impression. This alone is art. And it distinguishes the artist from the lover. A lover touches to feel alive. An artist touches not to feel alive. To restrain oneself, to keep the sentiment for oneself, to use it to create, this alone makes the artist.


An artist doesn’t engage. For to not engage is to capture the dream, and to remodel reality, to make it more beautiful, and to create within reality a second, more beautiful reality, for others to admire. This and this alone is art.


True art doesn’t capture reality, quite the opposite, it refrains from it, and what it captures instead is dream. Art captures the dream which it then turns into a reality. What’s the point of capturing the real world anyway? We all see it. We don’t need to capture it. Just look out the window. In writing, realism is unreadable. Dickens, Zola, Mann, who wants to read that? Give us the dreamers instead.


I discussed this theory of mine with a man. He disagreed with me and an argument arose. He mentioned a number of great artists who were great lovers. I said this couldn’t possibly be the case, for if they were true lovers they couldn’t possibly be artists. He didn’t follow my logic. I reiterated my point, to which he disagreed, stating that true art doesn’t exclude love. This made my world shake a little, for I had strongly built on the hypothesis that true love simply wasn’t possible for an artist like I. But I wasn’t defeated yet. My argument went as follows. If true love is achieved, then love is the item selected, and art is therefore degraded.


I talked to a girl, who told me she was interested in the arts. I wanted to encourage her, so I decided not to share any of my views, which I know to be extreme and mostly incorrect.


I talked to a guy today, who claimed he ran a successful business. I was impressed with the statement alone, for I really have no business with business. When people talk about business, I don’t even have a mental association. He claimed he ran a small financial enterprise, which made me respect him even more, for the word sounded quite fancy. I always respect business people, because in my view it’s important to respect them. One should always respect people that use words one cannot make sense of. This is why I respect foreigners more than the people I understand. I always give them the benefit of the doubt. Perhaps, after all, they discuss business, or financial enterprises. In any case, the financial business man told me about his enterprise.


The business people give me a good vibe, and most of all the financial industry. They have this beautiful combination of confidence and authority, and at the same time, they have science and numbers, so I know I can trust them.


I always trust business people. I am a good people reader, and I can tell they’re confident, so I know I can trust them.


They wouldn’t speak like this if they were not so confident. They would speak differently, and I would pick up on that.


One should always trust business people who have numbers to back up their claims. Otherwise they could make up anything, and they might lie to you. So I feel re-assured when numbers and data are introduced, because then I know I’m on the safe side.


I read about the financial crisis the other day. If I remember correctly, it all started with people losing their faith in the financial industry. I don’t understand how this could have happened, for I always trust the financial industry and so should they. It must be a society phenomenon. The term ‚financial crisis’ is a bit misleading because it implies that there was something wrong with the financial system itself. It should be coined the „people’s crisis in regard to the financial system“. This is a better term, albeit a bit long, because it captures the fact, that the crisis was with the people, not the financial markets. It’s important to make that distinction in order not to confuse cause and effect. The cause was the people’s confusion. The effect was the shaken financial markets. One needs to make sure to prevent a similar crisis in the future. In my view, the financial markets should not be dependent on the people’s moods and swings. They should be independent, and the same goes for the financial business people. Back to the topic, or I should say back to history, for this is something I only learned about recently, and I’m excited to write about it. Back then, the people, for some reason, which is not entirely clear, lost their faith in the financial industry. I’m theorizing a connection to the dawn of social media, since this falls into the same period. It must be connected to the internet. During that time, people lost their faith in the institutions, which had a devastating effect on the economy, and namely on the financial system. It was labelled the financial crisis, but again, this is not a good term, for this was, in its root, a society crisis, which only spilled over into the financial markets. There it grew bigger and bigger, but the root of the problem was in society. One bank after another got seriously damaged, some even collapsed, and this shows you what happens, when the crowds are at the helm. They really tear down even the most established financial institutions, which is a pity. The financial markets collapsed, and it had terrible consequences for all of society. We need to trust in the financial industry, and this was a clear example of what happens if you don’t. If you stop trusting the institutions, you reap pandemonium. It annoys me that there are so many people in society who think they know better than the institutions. You saw where it led you. I cannot feel pity for these crying citizens losing their houses, for they started the whole thing. When they lost their faith and brought down century-old institutions, they brought it upon themselves. Maybe this is reaching too far, but this has an old testament vibe to it, doesn’t it? When the sheep leaves the flock, it shall be punished. Next time, they will know better, by not turning their back on the good old institutions. They will think twice before they revolt, for they saw where it led them, into losing their houses, mortgages, their possessions, and their money. He that will not hear must feel. What are the lessons of the „people’s crisis in regard to the financial markets“. Firstly and most importantly, we need to protect the financial industry from society. I cannot overstate how important it is, that the people do not have influence over what’s going on in the financial markets. The financial market must be independent and autonomous. It’s important that society’s behavior cannot shake, let alone bring down the financial markets, and that the financial markets should be understood as fully independent of the society’s moods and swings. The oscillations of the financial markets are clearly an effect of the oscillations of society, and therefore, logically, one must remove society from the picture, in order to stabilize and protect the financial industry. Secondly, one should do away with the old myth that society knows better, because it doesn’t. The financial markets know better, they are full of smart people, who have studied long and hard to get where they are. They know what they’re doing. Let them cook. Society needs to back off and let the financial markets take care of themselves. They always do. There is no need for us, as a society, to impose. Society, and that’s the link with social media, has developed a tendency to want to control everything, and this has produced negative effects on the whole economy. The financial industry needs to be protected from society, and also from any political influence, since politics are just the extension of society into government. Both politics and society need to stay well away from the financial markets. In my view, the financial system needs to control itself, and all external links need to be severed, and this is for a simple reason. The financial system has in its own interest its growth and money generation, and therefore the more we leave it alone, the more it can grow. Which we all benefit from, because the growth in money, through taxes, and dividends (if this is too technical, I apologize), the growing system will pour out money for all of us. But this only happens if and when we let the financial industry cook. After all they are great cooks. And we are, to employ this picture, the hungry guests, who will greatly benefit from the cooking of the financial industry. Long story short: the financial markets need to be deregulated completely and removed from any political influence, so they can be independent of the moods and swings of society, and instead need to be largely, if not fully isolated. The freedom of the people working in the financial markets needs to be ensured, in fact, it should be limitless, for limitless markets equal limitless growth, and money for all. I don’t understand why, as a society, we haven’t come to this simple realization, that whenever society interferes in the financial markets, the markets suffer from it and we all do, whereas when society leaves them alone, they flourish, and who knows what happens when we regulate the financial system further, it may in the end be completely regulated by politics and society, and then we might as well just get rid of it.


One never hears one’s thoughts while talking. Talk and thought are enemies. Those who think need to make sure to not talk a lot. But the world talks, hence it doesn’t think.


Talk and thought should never coalesce. What one says, should not reflect what one thinks. Instead it should reflect nothing. Thought is not to be shared in talk, it needs to remain thought. Thought may become art, and express itself in the written form. The fact that books today reflect talk not thought is the reason why they’re unreadable. There is no thought in books anymore. All other art forms are talking, too. One never finds thought in art anymore. Only idle chatter. Thought has all but vanished from art. The world belongs to the talkers now, and unfortunately so does art.


Talk should not express thought, it should only express talk and nothing more. He who says what he thinks is a fool. Only those who say what they don’t think have understood the game. What one thinks needs to remain in thought. Silently, and delicately, it should pour itself out. Into deliberate action, and the way of life. Into art and theory. Never into words. Talk is for the mob. Thought is for the mobsters. Whenever you meet someone who says their thoughts, you need to take to your heels. For people who speak their minds, empty it in the process. A mind is not made to be emptied. It’s made to be filled and to never say a word.


I believe it was Pessoa who wrote that he always gets mistaken at his workplace and that he takes pride in being understood as a good workman. This is music to my ears. One should do everything in one’s power to be seen as the person one is not, while your true self stays hidden in plain sight. This is the way to go, for this ensures that thought and art stay well beneath the surface of idle chatter.


Talk and thought have no business with each other. When talk enters the room, it’s each for himself. Talk is like your shoes, while thought is your clean and cozy home. Just like you take off your shoes before entering the house, you take off your talk before entering your thought.


Talk needs to remain outside of thought. And thought outside of talk. The world calls those who talk their thoughts wise. This is a great misconception, for they are not wise, but stupid. One needs to talk the talk, not the thought. The goal is to say one thing and to think another. We should say what we don’t think, for this ensures the purity of our thought. Those who talk should never be trusted, bottom line.


Those who say what they don’t think, prove their worth, through their capacity to split thought and talk. This is a skill not easily learned, and not accessible to all minds. Most minds simply don’t have the capacity to think something different from what they say. Most minds don’t have the capacity to think, period. To think one thing while saying another, is a sign of intelligence. For it requires a duplicity of mind which most people struggle with as they barely have one mind, let alone two. A person who has two minds is intelligent, and if history has told us anything, it’s that you can’t go wrong trusting the intelligent people.


I mean this quite seriously. Whatever you think, you should not say that, and instead say something else. This is a way of controlling both your talk and your thought. There is intellectual beauty in this dichotomy. As well as a level of control over yourself and the others. No one should of course control the others, but if one wanted to, this would be a good way. It is also quite entertaining, for one is so detached from one’s own speech, that one can take it to any extreme. It turns the world into a playground, and reality into a simulation of sorts. The situation becomes increasingly absurd, and the whole event is something to witness.


Talk has no place in thought, and thought no place in talk. Those who think the words they speak, are fools, and beyond help. One should never think what one says, for what do you have to fall back on. If your thought turns out to be incorrect, would you want to know? It’s better to stay cozy in thought, while the talk can be anything. This allows for maximum flexibility in conversation. One says whatever one has to say in a given situation. Thoughts and morals stand in the way, and the more they can be skipped the better. Picture a world where you can say anything depending on the situation. You could rise up the ranks and slide down the hills, for there is nothing holding you back. At the same time, your values stay intact, for you don’t include them in your speech. Morals and convictions have no place in our talk anyway.


The lesson to be learned is to achieve a maximum flexibility and leniency in regard to one’s words. Talk should be largely, if not fully devoid of thought. He or she who brings thought into talk, truly brings a gun to a knife fight.


I will give an example, which will illustrate what I mean. The other day there was a guy who told me about a movie. He tried to convince me to give it a watch, when I dead-stopped him mid-sentence. I said: ‚Let me stop you right there, I’m not watching a movie with Meryl Streep, that’s where I draw the line‘. He was baffled. He couldn’t understand why I would think that way. Little did he know that I was barely listening. I had been thinking about something I had read in a Paul Valéry book. I couldn’t come up with the exact words and that kept me well occupied. However, this would have been a rather awkward thing to mention at this point of the conversation, since it wasn’t at all connected to what he was saying. So I decided to say something else. If I had spoken my thought, I would have ended up talking about Paul Valéry which would have made the situation awkward. So my ability to detach my speech from my thought pre-saved me from this predicament, which would have presumably arisen, had I spoken my thought instead of my talk.
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