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There are books that recount a life, and books that cast doubt on existence itself.
This one belongs to the second kind: a text that does not simply narrate what happens, but questions why something like an “I” happens inside time.
It is not a novel in the strict sense, for the traditional novel seeks to entertain, to arrange chaos into a storyline.
This book does the opposite: it opens chaos, lets it breathe, and waits for the reader to gather the courage to enter.
What unfolds here is an inner journey stripped of mysticism and untouched by self-help.
It is an ontological passage, a serious—and therefore perilous—attempt to traverse every possible identity to discover whether, behind the name, the ego, desire and fear, something remains that can still be called being.
The protagonist abandons cities, jobs, relationships and systems not to escape the world, but to examine the architecture of the self.
Every gesture in this book is philosophical: sleeping under a tree, earning money in Berlin, watching the sea from Galápagos, repeating a new name, losing a free dog.
The plot does not move forward; it sinks inward.
It does not advance; it deepens.
And in that depth the reader will find the true genre of this work.
If twentieth-century existentialism asked about the meaning of life, this book takes a more daring turn: it asks about the ontological status of the self.
Not What should I do? nor What should I believe? but a far more elemental question: What remains when I stop being what the world insists I must be?
The writing therefore flows like living thought, a current circling back on itself—not repeating, but drilling.
Each redundancy is a deliberate incision.
Each scene, an argument.
Each renunciation, an experiment in consciousness.
The One Who Chose to Feel the Original establishes its own form: a philosophical fiction of the self, a hybrid of existential narrative, ontological meditation and spiritual memory without dogma.
A literature that does not attempt to teach or redeem, but to reveal that the self—when it dares to strip itself bare—becomes its own question.
The reader will not encounter a hero, a martyr, or an enlightened figure.
They will find something far more essential: a human being willing to think himself to the final consequence.
And when literature thinks itself in this way, it ceases to be mere literature: it becomes a form of consciousness.
This book has a soul.
And beyond that, it has thought.
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That morning, I lifted my mind toward the sky in an act of reflection. Then I lowered my head and looked at the coffee beside me in a small tavern in some random neighborhood of the world. A place where ethnicities and religious beliefs converged, the entire planet compressed into the same hollow. Some drank tea, others ate toast. The worst of men and the most innocent drank from the same water and, at night, from exactly the same liquor.
The coffee was already cooling, and the book beside me grew more interesting by the minute. I had always loved reading the true sages who had walked this earth. I closed my eyes for a moment, lowered the book, and when I opened it again, through a small gap near the binding, I could see the African sky with a radiant sun. I was in a very ancient zone of Egypt, simply observing the place and, above all, thinking.
Beside my table sat a young woman, also reading. I noticed she was reading philosophy, and the size of her book—and the amount she had already read—caught my attention. I looked into her eyes; she was still lost inside her pages. I returned to my reading and my coffee. She stood up, paid her bill, closed her book, and disappeared into the horizon, knowing—as I also knew—that I would never see her again.
I took another sip of my Ethiopian coffee and ordered an extra cup. In that moment, I had neither the need nor the desire to go anywhere else. The new cup arrived and the previous one was taken away. I continued reading Plato’s Republic, trying to decipher his unique way of thinking. It mattered.
I looked around. The people in that place were so different. One could see a group conversing calmly in German, someone else photographing their plate of food, and others simply existing.
I drank my coffee slowly. It came from a mountain in Ethiopia with a name impossible to pronounce, and although it wasn’t particularly good, it could be enjoyed—always without sugar, with a small handmade sweet beside it, and all of it under my own peaceful state of mind.
I left the tavern, and the sun struck fiercely. It was around ten in the morning. It wasn’t important to remember yesterday, nor the distant past, nor to plan the future. I only knew a few things—for instance, that I already had a ticket to somewhere else, though there was still plenty of time before leaving.
In the distance, I could see the pyramids, and people were already out making money. I wondered if it had been like that during the ancient Egyptian civilization millennia ago. Had this need to sell and accumulate always been such an old game, stretching over centuries? Or was it a phenomenon that shined only today, and perhaps in the future?
I thought: I’m forty-eight years old—will I live to see the changes? Believing that humanity would someday understand the errors of our systems and governments and create new ideas. But as I walked down the street, filled with merchants offering things almost aggressively, I stopped. “I think the problem is me,” I thought. “My own perception of reality is what’s wrong—trying to criticize others for being different from me, when all of us share the same divine frequency of total free will.” I looked around: each person in their own universe, living realities always different from one another—some in chaos, others wrapped in fortune and joy—but beneath every heart, the same human suffering, the same need.
I walked a few more steps and looked sideways at the world around me. The number of languages no longer mattered; the different faces, the broken illusion of societal unity—all of it already fractured, at least here. The Republic in my hand did not match the emanation of this city, Cairo. On the contrary, it contradicted everything the father of thought had believed. Today, everything was a struggle for money, sex, and an unsatisfied search for true love. This was a nest of anguish where everyone believed they were moving forward, yet in reality went nowhere—repeating, week after week, year after year, the same scene, the same chaos, and the same brief dopamine-driven satisfactions offered by happiness, drugs, music, and liquor. And I, here—so everything and so nothing—found myself in an oasis of reality.
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