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Chapter 1

	 

	 

	 

	Sitting alone in a dark, semi-lit room, staring outside my window and watching the rain gently slap the foggy glass on this cloudy, gloomy, and somewhat cold day. Stuck in a foreign country with a woman that I care much about but do not love. Holding a very clean and well-oiled Walther PPK pistol in my clammy, shaky hands. A half-drank bottle of Jager sitting on the table next to me while I occasionally stare at the floor. Contemplating suicide and thinking of the times I’ve been done wrong by so-called friends, all the money I could have used wisely, all the times I’ve done ridiculous things while drunk and the hurtful things that I regret the next day. All the times my family has ridiculed and physically abused me, and of course, the immense ache in my heart for the only woman that I have ever truly loved but got away from me. Well, I actually pushed her away. Far away in time, far away in distance. How I miss her after 17 years, and though it is almost half my lifetime, I cannot ever begin to forget her. Even now. If I had a cent for every night that I have lost sleep over missing her, I’d have enough to buy my dream Ferrari.

	The only things that stop me from doing such a cynical and unscrupulous decision is definitely not the lack of courage, but reasons of me not being selfish and thinking about the pain I would inflict on other people upon my demise. My elderly mother, for example. She would not be able to withstand the pain after losing her only son. The only son that has taken much care of her, the one that never forgets to call her or send a text, the only one that helps her financially and the one that truly cares that she enjoys her retirement to the fullest. Apart from family, the sweet woman that resides with me. The predicament I would put her in if she were to see my lifeless body on the floor drenched in blood. Her life would never be the same and quite frankly, I cannot see myself ever hurting her in such a psychopathic manner. She deserves much better. Angela is her name. Lastly, with my OCD and how tidy I like to live, the mess that the gunshot wound would make on the floor and on the walls is really what deters me. I freak out with finding lint on the floor, imagine skull fragments and human blood. I can’t fathom the cleanup of all that stuff! Gross. If I go out, I want to go without leaving a mess behind for others to clean up.

	Anyway, my name is Alisdair De Luca, and I am an IT specialist at one of the world’s leading software companies. I am quite the social person and try my best to be friendly to most of my colleagues. That’s right, I said “most.” Some people I just want to punch in the throat and stuff. The job is what many people in the world can relate to. Something that sometimes we have almost no control over and are forced to do because of kids or paying the bills at the end of the month. Not that I have any children, but it truly is a complete and underpaid, dead-end job. The only incentive of working there is the fact that I get a lot of attention from the female sector. Hehe. I guess they like tall, handsome guys in a dress shirt with dark sleepless eye circles and glasses. It is beyond my comprehension what they see in me but hey, it makes me feel good at the end of the day. Everybody deserves a little bit of sweetness in their life. That high without the pill. 

	 

	It is hard to stay faithful as much as it is hard for me not to drink water in a desert while parched and withering away. I admit to flirting but never really make a move to have a proper affair. An affair is not fair, I always say. Although sometimes I do take a little sit down and cannot help but wonder “what if?” or “how and where would we do it?” and “would my partner find out?”, “could I see a future with my lover?” A thousand questions but no answer in sight. I think of karma and rather just steer clear of the dangers it brings. With that said, my sex life mostly consists of surfing through the internet in my browser’s invisible mode and clicking through this vast sea of pornographic clips while letting my imagination go wild. Sometimes at work in the restrooms and restrooms of different floors of the building, too. I don’t give a damn, I have urges! And I am sure you are wondering: yes, my partner and I have sex but truthfully, it is bland, loveless and somewhat undesirable to be honest. I see it as a task instead of a release of emotions, pleasure, or euphoria blading through tension and lukewarm sweat. I do it so that we stay faithful. Sad. Pretty Sad. I should write a book about my imperfect and somewhat dark past, I am sure it would be a best seller. Like those novels that give you lots of raunchiness, deceit, lies, and violence. Yummy stuff.

	I was born in Uruguay to an Italian father and a Uruguayan mother on December 14th, 1985.

	Apparently, Nostradamus and I share the same birthday and quite frankly, I feel as if we were born the same year, too. I say that because I feel that my upbringing was not easy. My father was way older than my mother and was never really around. Probably because of what the Second World War had done to him mentally and physically. First Mussolini, then the Germans and then the Allied Invasion. I guess South America was a way for my father to really get away from all his pain. He was 81 when he passed away on his birthday. I think of him often and still value the little time we spent together. The times I smoked a joint around him while he was sipping on bourbon and diet coke and watching TV, the times I would be at the pool while he played Sudoku and will definitely remember the time we went to an air show at a nearby military base in Sigonella. Rest in peace, Papa. 

	I was raised in Montevideo in one of the more middleclass neighborhoods of town. It was quiet and of course, you would hear of the occasional settlement of debt where some junkie got wacked or a nasty argument between couples and maybe some cars driving by fast. I mean, really flying down our street. Like those Vin Diesel movies! But nothing compared to what you see in other major cities around the world.

	We lived in a modest home. It wasn’t a palace but nor was it a complete shack either. It was a nice 2-bedroom dwelling my mother was able to secure for us by herself. Never another man, boyfriend, or husband after my father in my mother’s life. Even after his passing. Bless her heart. She would work multiple jobs, night shifts, and even weekends to make sure my life was as comfortable as any local kid my age. Still though, we lived humbly and with not much to show for.

	This sweet lady, however, was very strict and disciplined me harshly sometimes. Cruel some would say. Now that I am older, I don’t really blame her as I was a spawn of something sinister when I was a kid. Maybe I still am. The point is, if I was catching a beating, it was because I did something very wrong. Like the time I stole 870 pesos from my mother’s secret stash to buy some Jurassic Park toys when I was a kid, or the time I questioned my mom’s dignity in my teen years. Boy, I got my ass handed to me. There were plenty of other instances too. Many, many, many.

	Apart from living like a professional boxer no arms, I was a very sick and accident-prone little boy. Even my mother’s colleagues and family friends would suggest that I see a specialist in child behavior or maybe that I wasn’t fully “there.” I’d get cut, burned, bruised, hit, bitten, pushed, slapped, punched, fallen, and stung as a child. Either it being while playing outside with friends or at school or at the hands of my own family. I will not get into my family though. They don’t exist to me anymore. 

	Accidents? Boy, have I seen and felt pain coarse through this body of mine. Like the time I fell from a Jungle Gym at school and started urinating blood or the time that one morning in primary school when a seesaw split my thumb in two. I was rushed to the hospital with my clothes and skin draped in blood. I still remember the look in all of my classmates’ eyes as I was being taken into the ambulance. The ride home after the surgery was even worse. I remember falling from a basketball goal and landing right on my head. I felt the pain days and maybe weeks after. How about the time I climbed an old wooden ladder just to have one of the steps cave in, and introducing a large, rusted nail to my calves? I almost caught tetanus. Many other things as well that I think about.

	Sickness? Yes, that too. I’ve been close to death many times due to my many ailments. Like during a Tuberculosis outbreak at school when I was 11 or the time I ate a tainted piece of venison at a restaurant. I smelled like a dead person that time. How about the pandemic that hit the entire globe in 2025. The Lucian Virus. Trust me when I say it was nothing like the common cold you catch in the fall or winter seasons. It would make you bleed from your eyes, dehydrate your body completely within 36 hours and make you hallucinate as if you took 10 hits of acid. You’d throw up and get the trip show back on the road. Many people died but I guess it was intended by nature or governments worldwide to depopulate this infestation we call humanity. I’d rather just stay firm believing it was created at a secret government lab rather than mother nature trolling our species. Who knows?

	Anyway, here I am standing tall and with a lot on my mind. I cannot play the victim because I as well have done many things to hurt other people. Especially former women in my life. I’ve had many affairs, I’ve lied, been violent, stolen, and even made promises that were soon forgotten and never kept. I only pray that they all can forgive me, because I surely can’t forgive myself for what I’ve done. I will always let karma hit me and turn the other cheek. I try my best to be a good person though, even if I fail despite of all of my efforts. Frankly speaking, I do not have evil intentions or wake up saying to myself:

	“Fuck the world, I will do some harm to somebody,” type of thinking. I guess the bad I’ve done in my past are just mistakes that I thought were a great idea at the time. I guess you can say that most of it was selfishness. I like to help others and help them celebrate when something good happens in their life or console them if something negative happens, too. I cannot say that I am the envious type or that I am what a lot of people call a “hater.” I do my thing and go on with my life. Also, I am not a big fan of gossip, nor do I consider myself a hypocrite. If I don’t like you, I don’t like you and I will not try to sugarcoat it. Aside from all that, I believe that I am a clean and organized person who loves to vacuum, take care of the dishes, dust, mop, and improve my living space. I work hard for my living and regard lazy people as mentally inferior. Cleanliness is godliness. Those are my virtues and fuck you if I don’t conform to your definition of virtues. Just kidding.

	At the end of the day though, I just wish God would give me a sign, a purpose or means of doing something permanently good for my fellow earthlings and my planet. For our species to be recognized in the cosmos as an exemplary set of beings. A prime result of evolution steering us in the best direction possible but life on this planet feels like we are hauling ass on a dirt road with a car with no shocks or suspension.

	The truth is, kind-hearted people with good intentions never prevail. Only the wicked, the selfish and tyrants achieve their evil desires with no regard to the repercussions successfully.

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	 

	 

	The world. Planet Earth. Home. It truly is an incredibly magnificent array of organisms, combined with lifeless mass, that amount to this gorgeous system that in my opinion, is perfect. A structure that has endured harsh conditions throughout its lifespan of roughly 4.5 billion years. Despite all the violent occurrences that nature has bestowed upon the planet, there is a factor that exists on our home’s gentle yet enduring visage. A flaw that was a creation of many years of evolution and one that currently has the earth on its knees. A conscious disease that seeks to kill all the earth’s wonders without any regard of its complexity or importance. A virus that does not care about the fellow inhabitants or the continuity of any species. This illness is only about 200,000 years old and despite its relatively young age, it has managed to bring the planet to the brink of its downfall many times - and still counting. To think that this ailment is 0.00444444444 percent of the earth’s age, is absolutely flabbergasting. Such a minute figure.

	Of course, I am speaking about humans. And boy, have we completely fucked this place up. The only true place we can call home. The only planet within hundreds of thousands of light years than can sustain such a complex number of life forms as our own. It is astounding how beautiful this planet is and how ugly we make it on a daily basis, nonstop; all 7 billion of us and growing. All I do is worry about the most serious issue that my kids will probably have to inherit, face and fix by themselves. They’ll eventually do so but hate us for not taking action a long time ago.

	Now, I am sure conservatives or right-wingers are a rat hair away from a stroke because of my supposed left, commie, liberal agenda, haha! No, not at all. I stand firm on saying fuck politics and politicians. Both left, right, up, center, and down. But I’ll have a quick laugh now at their expense. Plus, we all know that people that are usually voting right-wing don’t read many books. LOL. Don’t take it personally, it is just a joke.

	As I grow older, I only seem to realize how primitive we still are and see the resemblance of our species to that of other mentally inferior primates. I am ashamed of the things we create in the name of religion, money, land, and pride. Animals behave in a much more civilized manner than humans do with way less cerebral capacity, if you really think about it. I read an article of a scientific experiment carried out it the late fifties that studied the connection and the relationship between other highly intelligent species and homo sapiens. In this experiment, a woman was to spend as much time as possible with a dolphin and thus be able to compile a thorough analysis on its behavior, lifestyle, biology, and problem-solving skills. It is alleged that the woman and the male dolphin became incredibly attached and dependent on each other throughout the experiment. Some speculate that bestiality was often an occurrence between the two when no other eyes were present. These are just rumors, of course. However, when the experiment was concluded and the woman was no longer a daily presence in the dolphin’s life, it is according to multiple scientists that the dolphin killed himself because of the grief of losing his human companion. Sure, it is tragic and morbid article but the fact that an animal can love to the point of its own destruction proves my point: animals can love more regardless of biology compared to my own kind. You hear of romance related suicides in humans but not in the animal kingdom. Especially an animal for another type of species.

	Anyway, I care very much about the planet, the environment, animals, and our future as a race. I do not have any children simply because of the instability I see in my life as well as on our planet. I wish all of my fellow world citizens would think the same. Especially, the ones in poor countries, heck, even the ones in very rich countries, too! Hey humans, if you’re poor, uneducated and can barely feed yourself and live in a hostile environment, here is a tip: STOP HAVING BABIES! Facts do not care about your emotions and to be completely factual, this is one of the root causes to all poverty, prostitution, crime, war, pollution, overpopulation, famine, and diseases. How selfish of you to bring a child to the world only for him or her to suffer or become a person that perpetuates evil and harm. Of course, some more than others but you as a parent will also suffer with the life your offspring chooses. Few are the parents that are genuinely proud of the achievements of their kids. If all the parents in the world say that they are proud of their children while interviewed, then they are either truly naive or just plain lying to themselves and others. Let’s take a very unbiased look at our humankind for a moment, shall we? I will anyway even if you said “no.”

	Let’s start with tyranny. The backbone of every person you would consider truly evil. Since the dawn of mankind, there has always been a person that prays on the weak. An individual that takes advantage of other people, societies, or situations for their own nefarious gain and with zero remorse of how the other party is negatively affected. I see a pattern in our history books that humans easily forget: history repeats itself. If we don’t pay attention to history very carefully, we are doomed to a never-ending cycle of bloodshed, deceit, hate, and exploitation. I sit down sometimes and really think to myself of the cruelty some people have imposed on others and even themselves. I guess it is human nature - and by “human” I mean the monkeys that we really are.

	Let me use those limey bastards as a prime example of tyranny just to get my point across. I have met many Brits that are incredibly proud of the history their kingdom has and what it has done. But I wonder to myself if they would say the same if they were the ones on the receiving-end of the whip? They pride themselves with their heritage despite all the blood, bondage, rape, disease, and death the crown has so proudly rendered on innocent indigenous people of many corners of the world. From stealing land, to bio-piracy, to genocide, and last but not least - racism. A majority of Brits stand proud of their nation’s doings. The biggest mass murder of all of humanity’s history. They can bring up the Beatles and Oxford all they want but no positive contribution the UK did or has done will EVER make up for what the country did to other nations. Ever.

	Please don’t feel singled out though, Brits. I am also looking at you, United States, Mongols, Japanese, Arabs, Romans, Germans, Spaniards, French, Portuguese, Belgians, Dutch, Israel, former Soviet nations, Maoist China, Turks and Egyptians. I am sure I am missing a few more nations with lots of carnage on the books but I like the most notable ones to be on the list, so the pompous Brits don’t get butt-hurt.

	Besides, tyranny doesn’t just occur between nations or ethnic groups. I see tyranny every day of my life. Something as common a poor housewife with kids, working her ass off to be the best mother and wife, while the husband is doing coke off a diseased-infested table at the strip club. I see women lying and tricking men into relationships only for money so they can buy that nice Gucci purse they saw on a bitch they can’t stand. How about those hookers that are forced to sell their bodies for the benefit of their pimp? Forced child labor anyone? Yes, all tyranny. But wait, it gets better.

	How about the way governments treat their own citizens. Yes, the people that pay taxes, people that work hard and abide by the rules. If only you would know how governments do not give two shits about their fellow country folk. All you flag waving nationalist would look so silly like those people from the funny online memes if you really knew what the government thinks about you. You know, the dying inside on camera memes? Only if they knew about the experiments many governments have conducted on their own people, the amount of population control actively happening, the chemical and radio frequencies that are blasted into our fragile bodies. Fuck, the list goes on and on, but enough about tyranny though. Let’s lighten the mood. Hehe, Not!

	Let’s talk about pollution, deforestation, and the irreversible change we are causing here on our home planet. Incredible right? I remember when I was a kid, we used to have big events at school for Earth Day. We were taught about water conservation, recycling and the dangers of pollution. We were taught to reduce, reuse, and recycle. I wish that was still taught in schools not only in the developed world but also worldwide as a mandatory subject. Especially in the third world! I lay in my bed thinking about how careless we are with trash, most notably plastics. Let’s leave the plastics aside. The real damage doesn’t come from the private sector alone but from industry and the worldwide military complex as well. All the nuclear tests conducted on land but also in our oceans, the amount of carbon monoxide and dioxide produced by the automotive and petrochemical industries, toxic waste byproducts from other industrial plants, and accidents related to hazardous materials. Like the ones on oil rigs out at sea, plant explosions or the deadly fall out from power plant incidents such as Chernobyl and Fukushima. No regard to the long-term effects on humans or animals and the environment whatsoever. Only profit, profit and more profit. Let’s see, what good is all the money in the world when we no longer have water, soil, or a habitable planet. You can’t buy those things with money. Humans only act to solve a problem once it happens. We very seldom think ahead and take preventative action.

	As a teenager, I remember watching one of my favorite SCI-FI movies of all time and getting hit with a phrase made by the main antagonist that resonates to me till this very day: “Humans are like a virus. They multiply, move from place to place destroying their environment while depleting all resources. They then move on to do it all over again elsewhere.” I am paraphrasing of course but it was along these lines.

	It makes perfect sense to me. The only 2 species on the planet to have this behavioral pattern. A virus and humans. I have come to lose all my faith in humanity as you can tell from my pessimistic perspective. I much rather be liked by your dog and be trusted by animals than by people. As one very wise man said, “I prefer alligators over people because I know what to expect with an alligator. Humans smile at you first.”

	Anyway, I consider myself a huge fan of history. I’ve loved the subject ever since I was a kid and started to really become aware of how history shapes, forms, and destroys civilizations. One thing that we can all agree on is that we will never stop history from repeating itself. We are doomed to repeat history and are doomed to continue to let it repeat itself as a species. A couple of things that history has taught me is that the victor writes the history books, however, there is an incredible amount of knowledge and perhaps truth that we are missing, since we do not have any of the knowledge possessed by the people that lost wars, died out, or suffered immense cataclysmic events. Can you imagine the untold truths and know-how that we have lost? Maybe for all eternity? With that being said, the common denominator of all the wars and destruction caused by man comes down to greed. You would say money, but money is a double edge sword, a weapon that is completely harmless unless it is picked up and used the wrong way. Greed sees no rank, no family, no friends, no diplomacy, nor does it care who gets in the way of it. It will destroy and consume all things in its path in order to gain satisfaction. Imagine history without greed. Just really, sit back and think what humankind would be without such an emotion. The emotion of greed for land, money, popularity, sex, and most popular among greedy people: POWER. The ability to control fellow organisms and the earth alike. History books would look like a pamphlet you would pick up at a hotel resort close to a beach somewhere if greedy people never existed.

	I see the evils of the world and continue to ask if there is a god. I would ask him few other questions too. One of them being why he continues to let evil prevail so extraordinarily. I continue to ask how those people that commit atrocities can sleep at night. How are they able to look at the mirror and brush their teeth or comb their hair and not have the slightest feeling of remorse or regret. Heck, I have to sacrifice a goat, recite 30 hail Mary prayers and all kinds of other shit for me to get even 6 hours of good sleep, if that. It astounds me how evil doers don’t have eye circles and constant lethargy with all those negative vibrations bouncing around their skull. Imagining people who rape, start wars, kill and murder, live in filth and sloth, bankrupt countries, kill animals for sport instead of need, deal drugs, pollute and steal are happy with their lifestyle. They get sleep and wake up at any time they feel like. What an accomplishment really and what a cruel God if there is one.

	Out of all the evils in the world that I can gladly say I am not controlled by is envy. Envy is perhaps the second most dangerous of the cardinal sins based on all that I have seen so far. I do not speak to a lot of my family because of envy. I’ve let go of lots of friendships because of the envy they have felt towards me. I have seen and read in many instances how envy leads to murder, deceit or both. I stand here with my head up high and a clear head. I can look you directly into your eyes and honestly say that I am not greedy or envious. Many of my close friends have material things that I perhaps will never possess or had women that I will never be in bed with and lastly, have talents or skills that I have not acquired nor ever will. Some have united families and great reputations and great careers, but I still stand firm with never feeling jealousy of their points over me. I instead congratulate them and help them celebrate rather than pretend in order to later sabotage or hurt.

	Apart from envy and greed, our monkey assess cannot begin to fathom how important this planet is. Not only to us but to animals, plants, our future generations, and our reputation among the cosmos. Just imagine if we were ever visited by a non-terrestrial life form and they see how we care for our own home. From Chernobyl to the great plastic patch the size of Texas floating in the Pacific. They would see us as how we would see a crackhead flying an airplane. I loathe what we do to this planet every day. All for profit, greed, and disregard. Trust me, if I could, I would build the world’s largest recycling, water, and air-purification chain of companies around the world. In every city, town, state, country, and continent. That is something worth selling your soul for, wouldn’t you agree? Again, only the power of a God would be able to reverse and prevent what goes on here. Only the power of a God. Let’s talk about what we do to animals. Any better? Not really. Household animals do not count as us caring for animals because they had no conscious choice to be with their owners. Unless they followed you home or showed up at your door, being accustomed to being fed by you.

	I am more inclined to talk about how industry treats animalia. From chicken farms to fur traders to poachers. We don’t see animals as fellow inhabitants of this planet but a mere set of products that are there to be consumed and profited from. The way we treat our oceans and their inhabitants such as seabirds, sea turtles, and many varieties of fish suffer because of our way of life. Hunting for sport instead of hunger is something that I do not understand and find wasteful. Don’t get me wrong, I am well aware that in certain habitats, invasive species must be reduced in order to keep the balance that nature intended to have. Like a certain wild hog population in the Midwest or alligators in Louisiana or gigantic snakes in the everglades. I would justify their slaughter to give other species the opportunity to thrive. Just the other day, I read an article about a large herd of about 500 wild horses, mysteriously dying in Central Asia. Some scientists speculate that the horses were poisoned on purpose due to the expansion of crops for a nearby city. Some believe that their government created a virus as an experiment for military applications and some even believe that is a biblical sign of the end of days. Whatever it may be, it is quite plausible that it was man-made. Unfortunately, the biggest invasive species of the planet does not have a natural predator and only seems to be propagating exponentially. Imagine if a superior race of beings hunted us for sport. Or stuffed us and kept us in the foyer along with other human heads on the wall. Sick, right?
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