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  This book is a lookout from the Bubble. 


  It speaks for the ones who see what others cannot, or will not. Polarization, fanaticism, consumerism… the list is long, but the silence around them is longer.


  To perceive the “unseeable” is to be a modern-day seer, one who walks the edge of clarity and isolation, bearing the burden of vision in a world that prefers blindness.


  Thorn is not just timely; it is timeless. It doesn’t merely tell a story. It offers a lens, a mirror, and, perhaps, a lever. A way to see our world anew, and to feel the quiet tremble beneath its surface.






  2 THE THORN AND THE SILENCE
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  There are chapters in history so dark, so deliberate in their cruelty, that they defy comprehension. The Nazi regime was one of them. It was not a spontaneous eruption of violence, it was a meticulously constructed system of dehumanization. From 1933 to 1945, Adolf Hitler and his collaborators orchestrated a campaign that led to the deaths of over six million Jews, alongside Roma, disabled individuals, political dissidents, and countless others. The machinery was vast: propaganda, surveillance, forced labor, ghettos, gas chambers. It was not madness, it was method.


  What enabled this horror was not only the perpetrators, but the silence of those who knew. The silence of neighbors, of institutions, of foreign governments. Some were afraid, some were indifferent. Some convinced themselves it wasn’t their concern. But silence, in the face of brutality, is not neutrality, it is permission.


  Today, we live in a world that echoes with familiar patterns. Leaders rise who speak not with wisdom, but with volume. They invade, they threaten, they brutalize. They deport the vulnerable, dismantle justice, and violate international law. And again, the silence is deafening.


  There are videos, just as there were in the 1930s, of rallies where cruelty is cloaked in charisma. Of men gesticulating wildly, as if electrified by their own rage, and followers cheering with conviction for dominance, they ignore truth. And again, journalists search for meaning, trying to understand the adoration. But the machinery is already in motion.


  What strikes the heart most deeply is not only the violence, it is the absence of outrage. The silence of leaders who should speak. The indifference of institutions that once stood for justice. The quiet compliance of those who know better, but choose comfort over conscience.


  This silence is not passive. It erodes the moral architecture of democracy as it dismantles the civilizing process. It leaves the innocent, especially children, exposed to the elements. And it teaches a dangerous lesson: that cruelty, if loud enough, will go unchallenged.


  But there is another kind of silence. The silence of reflection. The silence before resistance. The silence that listens, learns, and then speaks with clarity. This is the silence we must cultivate, it is the silence of preparation, not the silence of fear.


  In the pages that follow, we will delve into this silence, naming the thorn as a shield, not a weapon. We will trace the parallels, not to point fingers, but to spark awareness. And we will ask that history demands: When cruelty rises, who will speak? 
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  There are many reasons why people lie. Some lie out of fear, afraid of consequences, rejection, or the vulnerability that truth demands. Others lie to protect someone they love, to soften a blow, to preserve a fragile peace. These lies, though troubling, still carry traces of humanity.


  But there are lies that lack even the pretense of justification. Lies told by those in high office, public servants, press secretaries, elected officials, who speak with the authority of the state and the ease of a seasoned performer. They lie without blinking, without blushing, without the faintest tremor of conscience. They lie as if truth were a nuisance, a relic of a more naïve time.


  What unsettles me most is not just the content of these lies, but the comfort with which they are delivered. The conviction. The repetition. The way they speak as if addressing children, children who still believe in Santa Claus. Or perhaps worse, as if speaking to people they consider intellectually deficient. They close chats when challenged, dodge questions, and continue, undaunted, in their campaign of untruth.


  Their goal is not dialogue, it is domination. Rather than persuasion, it is manipulation. And disturbingly, they succeed. They twist numbers, distort facts, fabricate polls. They defame with ease and abandon truth without remorse. Their allegiance is not to reality, but to whatever serves their interests.


  I recall the chilling words attributed to Goebbels or Stalin: “A lie told often becomes the truth.” And I wonder, are we now living in that reality? A world where repetition replaces reason, and conviction masquerades as credibility?


  The Psychological Toll


  To live in a post-truth society is to feel disoriented, gaslit, unmoored. It is to question your own perceptions, to doubt what you see with your own eyes. At times, you feel like you're losing your grip on reality, the victim of a confusion manufactured around you.


  This erosion of clarity is not accidental. It is strategic. When truth becomes unstable, people become easier to control. They retreat into bubbles of curated information, into echo chambers that soothe rather than challenge. The result is a kind of civic vertigo, a spinning sensation where nothing feels solid, and everything is up for debate, even the most basic facts.


  I’ve seen friends withdraw from conversations they once engaged in passionately. I’ve watched neighbors grow silent, unsure whether their words will be twisted or dismissed. The psychological toll is cumulative: a slow corrosion of trust, a quiet despair that settles in the bones.


  The Civic Consequences


  When lying becomes institutionalized, democracy itself begins to fray. Public discourse turns into theater. Accountability becomes a performance. The press, once a watchdog, is often reduced to a mouthpiece. And the citizen, who should be the heart of the democratic process, is treated as a target to be manipulated, not a mind to be respected.


  This is not just about misinformation. It’s about moral erosion. When leaders lie without consequence, they model a culture of impunity. When truth is treated as optional, justice becomes ornamental. The civic body weakens with the lack of integrity and not the lack of law.


  And yet, the manipulation is often fragile. The lies are delivered with such condescension, such theatricality, that they resemble bedtime stories told to children. The assumption seems to be: They won’t notice. They won’t question. They’ll believe whatever we say. But some people do notice. Even when they don’t speak, they feel the dissonance. And that dissonance is dangerous, it breeds cynicism, alienation, and eventually, rage.


  The Invasive Lie


  In my garden, I’ve seen how invasive species behave. They don’t announce themselves with violence. They creep. They spread. They choke out native plants with no brute force, they do so with quiet persistence. They thrive in disturbed soil, in places where balance has already been broken.


  Lies behave the same way. They don’t always arrive with a bang. They slip in through repetition, through distraction, through the erosion of language itself. They wrap around truth like bindweed, suffocating it slowly until only the lie remains visible.


  And yet, even invasive plants can be uprooted. It takes effort, vigilance, and sometimes pain. But the soil can be restored. The native blooms can return. The garden can breathe again.


  A Personal Reckoning


  I remember a moment, not long ago, when I heard a public figure speak with such conviction, such apparent sincerity, that I began to doubt my own understanding. The facts I knew felt suddenly unstable. I felt foolish, naïve, as if I had missed something obvious.


  But then I paused. I returned to my notes, my sources, my own lived experience. I spoke with others who had felt the same disorientation. And slowly, clarity returned, not because the lie disappeared, because I refused to surrender my mind to it.


  That moment taught me something vital: truth is not always loud. It doesn’t always win the stage. But it endures. It waits. It asks us to remember, to resist, to reclaim.


  Closing Reflection


  What is noticed here is not a call to despair. It is a call to vigilance. To civic courage. To the quiet, persistent work of truth-telling. The thorns we face are real, and they wound. But they also remind us: beauty without defense is vulnerable. Truth without protection is fragile.


  Let us be gardeners of clarity. Let us uproot the invasive, tend to the native, and refuse to be lulled by the lullabies of power. The tapestry of the lie may be vast, but it is not indestructible. And we, outside the bubble, still see clearly.
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  The Seed Beneath the Surface


  Fanaticism does not arrive with a roar. It blooms quietly, like a weed mistaken for a flower, fed by fear, watered by grievance, and rooted in the soil of belonging. It offers certainty where life is uncertain, identity where one feels invisible, and purpose where despair has settled in.


  But beneath its seductive petals lies a thorned stem. The fanatic does not simply believe, they need to believe. And in that need, they surrender the capacity to doubt, to empathize, to see beyond the narrow garden of their ideology.


  The Fertile Ground: How It Grows


  Fanaticism: The Blind Devotion Fanaticism is not a dispute, not a rivalry, not the fervor of football fans. It is a human tendency to worship a person—often deeply flawed—with closed eyes and a silenced mind. It arises when individuals abandon discernment, no longer caring what you, I, or anyone else thinks. The leader becomes a mirror for their need, not their conscience. Questioning fades. Hesitation vanishes. Common sense is sacrificed at the altar of loyalty.


  Even the educated are not immune. Degrees do not inoculate against emotional hunger. In fact, the most dangerous fanatic may be the one who cloaks their devotion in intellectual justification, who defends cruelty as necessity, and who mistakes volume for wisdom.


  It is not ignorance that sustains fanaticism, it is emotional allegiance. A longing to belong so deep that truth becomes irrelevant. The fanatic does not ask what is right but who must be defended. And in that defense, they abandon the very principles they claim to uphold.


  The Global Bloom: A Virus of the Mind


  We see it now, spreading across continents like a virus. Fanaticism is not confined to one nation or ideology. It blooms in the North, where fractured democracies flirt with authoritarian nostalgia. It blooms in the South, where populist fervor masks systemic decay. Likewise, it blooms in cities and villages, in parliaments and pulpits, in digital echo chambers and whispered conversations.


  It is a contagion of certainty. A mental epidemic that erodes empathy, corrodes reason, and glorifies power. And like any virus, it mutates, adapting to culture, language, and grievance. But its symptoms remain the same: intolerance, cruelty, and the belief that justice is negotiable.


  The world has seen too much pain caused by the insanity of fanaticism. Wars waged in its name. Neighbors turned against neighbors. Children being taught to hate before they learn to think. We cannot afford to romanticize it, excuse it, or normalize it. It must be named. And it must be removed, by truth, by courage, by the quiet resistance of conscience.


  Beauty and Blindness


  To the fanatic, the bloom is beautiful. It is the promise of restoration, of national pride, of moral clarity. But beauty, when untethered from truth, becomes camouflage. The petals hide persecution. The fragrance masks decay.


  And yet, many do not see. Or choose not to. They believe that if injustice falls on someone else, it will never reach them. That the thorns will only pierce the undeserving. That loyalty will protect them from consequence.


  This blindness is not passive, it is picked. A refusal to look, to question, to feel. It is the quiet cruelty of indifference dressed as patriotism. And it spreads, not through violence alone, rather through repetition, ritual, and silence.


  The Madness of Devotion


  There is no way I can understand how a person, some even educated, can, without receiving anything in return, choose to be blind to all the moral fractures a leader may have. There is no excuse. Not unemployment. Not illness. Not emotional distress.


  To support people with a lack of principles, to decide to side with and defend those who support a criminal, is to surrender one’s moral compass. It is a civic madness, a refusal to analyze, to empathize, to react against injustice. It is the belief that persecution, if directed at others, will never reach me. That silence is safety. That loyalty is virtue.


  Siding with, protecting, and defending those who lack morals  is a choice, a choice of life, a choice of behavior. This is a personal decision that leaves me astonished, wondering: what kind of person is this person? I continue trying to make sense of those who seem to possess morals, yet still side with what is not moral. This contradiction is not just puzzling, it is dangerous. It reveals how fanaticism can wear the mask of civility, how ethical clarity can be blurred by allegiance.


  But history has already taught us otherwise. Italy. Germany. Spain. And elsewhere. Fanaticism is not new, it is a repetition. A mental disease that numbs the conscience and glorifies power. It is the incapacity to doubt, the allergy to nuance, the worship of their certainty.


  Let’s look at this as a mirror. Let it reflect not just the past, but the present. And let it remind us that the most dangerous fanatic is not the one who shouts in the street, but the one who smiles in silence, convinced that injustice will never knock on their door.
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