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Towards P0INTLESSISM

Every morning, the system runs itself without a call, as if someone, somewhere, had already decided for you, though perhaps no one had decided anything at all. Movement may be the system's natural state.

The button doesn't exist because there is no button, and this stops being a problem the moment you admit that instruction manuals belong to things, not to living. The first impulse is always narrative: awareness arrives late, gluing reasons over the action that's already underway, like a label pretending to explain origins. P0INTLESSISM doesn't tear off these labels in bitterness; it watches how the edges lift themselves when we stop pressing them down with extra meaning.

Sometimes two points land close enough that you want to draw a line and call it significant. Here, that gesture is received with quiet irony: it's called empty synchronicity—a permitted habit for easing the discomfort of open space. Empty synchronicity is the recognition of seemingly unrelated events or elements that coincide in a way that feels meaningful, but without any inherent connection. In the background, the prayer machine runs relentlessly: worries about what has passed, plans for what's ahead, critiques of the present frame, and one more thought promising it will all arrange itself. P0INTLESSISM doesn't break the machine; it lowers its voice and follows what's already moving—the step, the breath, the glance that doesn't cling to its own story.

If you're expecting levels and checkpoints, you'll have to get used to a horizon without markers here. Not because everything is the same, but because differences don't need a stamp to be real. You want a definition: let it be temporary and imperfect, as it should be. P0INTLESSISM is the attention that allows what's already doing to do without the added obligation to justify itself.

If that sounds cold, remember that quietness is not the absence of warmth, but the absence of anxiety about finding a reason for it. From here forward, there is no method; there is the practice of non-interference in what already flows, and a gentle doubt toward every sentence offered as final. The book opens here: not as a manifesto, but as a threshold without a door. Enter if you wish, or stay where you are and notice that the process of entering has already begun.

 




CHAPTER 1: AN ATTEMPT AT ACTIVATION


I. The Unspeakable Starting

Morning. Or at least something that might be morning. Light penetrates through closed eyelids like signals from a distant station broadcasting on a frequency we barely receive. The body lies somewhere beneath consciousness, a weight waiting for someone to set it in motion.

Who presses the button?

This isn't a question for philosophers. This is concrete. Literal. Some systems activate, some processes begin—but where is the switch? You reach for your phone. Who reaches? The hand moves by itself, like a robot that has received a command from a centre whose location you cannot identify. Like a snail waking on a leaf, not asking why it crawls, simply crawling—because crawling is the only protocol the system recognises.

p0000000intless.

That is the sound of starting. The sound of nothing becoming something without a proper reason. An old television takes five minutes to warm up, starting with just a black dot in the center of the screen. Then the light spreads like a wave through water. Then shape. Then colour. Then the image. But who watches? Who is there before the image, waiting for the image to appear?

We are slow and we reach nothing, yet despite this, we travel constantly.

This is not a manual that will improve you. It brings you to the recognition that starting is not a process we control. Every morning, the system reboots without our consent. Installs the day—loads memory. Opens windows we didn't close yesterday. Runs applications we don't know we have. And we watch it all happen, convinced that we're making a decision and taking action.

But perhaps we are merely witnesses to our own starting.

Maybe the question "who starts me" is asked wrongly. Perhaps, there's no "who." It might be just starting. Only a process that runs because it's the only way the system knows how to work, like a Newton's cradle with four balls swinging in a frame. Moving back and forth—movements happen, but the meaning of the movement stays unspoken.


II. The Manual That Does Not Exist

In your drawer, you have a manual for the washing machine. Thirty pages of instructions on how to add detergent, which programme to select for cotton, and why you mustn't overload the drum. There is a diagram that shows precisely where the filter is located and how to clean it. There is a troubleshooting section: "If the machine does not spin, check whether the water has drained."

For the car, there is an entire book that explains the engine, what each light on the dashboard means, when to change the oil, and how to check tire pressure.

For the microwave, there is a sticker on the inside of the door.

For life there is... nothing.

They didn't withhold it. They didn't forget to put it in the package. It simply does not exist. As if the manufacturers said, "Well, they'll manage somehow. People will work it out." And we worked it out. We invented manuals for the ordinary, we invented instructions for excellence, and we created diagrams for success. But none of that came with the product. We added it, trying to assemble IKEA furniture without instructions, imagining where the screws ought to go.

We tighten the screw. It sits firmly. But something creaks.

Everything looks complete. The wardrobe stands. The doors open. We can put things inside. But somewhere in the construction, deep in the joints we cannot see, something isn't quite right. And we feel it. Every time we open the doors, that quiet creak reminds us: "I assembled this without instructions. I don't know if this is correct."

And then we notice that everyone around us has wardrobes that also creak. The possibility arises for:

· Empty synchronicity—a phenomenon indicating that we cannot comprehend the interaction of two or more events. We all have creaking wardrobes, but everyone thinks only theirs creaks because they were assembled poorly. Nobody speaks about the creaking. Everyone pretends their wardrobes work perfectly.

· Gamified religion: imagine we turn life into a game. We create avatars in a 3D virtual world, such as Second Life, or make our own space in Roblox. We announce the time and place of a virtual mass. And we stand, lie, walk there uttering p0000000intless. Perhaps that would make acceptance easier: everything is a game without rules, everything is thought without meaning, everything is starting without a manual.

There is no quick-start guide for this. There is no "First Steps" section. There is no red light that comes on when something is working incorrectly.

Or...

Or there is. Only we don't know how to read the signal.


III. Driving Without An Engine

Every day we drive a car. We turn the key, the engine starts, and we drive. But when someone asks, "How does an internal combustion engine work?", most of us have no idea. Something about explosions, something about piston movement: petrol somehow becomes motion. But the details? The mechanics? The chemistry? The physics?

We don't know.

Yet we drive.

Every day.

And it works.

Of course, some people know. Mechanics. Engineers. They can open the bonnet, show what's happening, and explain every step of the process. But we are not those people. We drive. We press the accelerator. The car speeds up. We don't know how. We don't need to know how.

But what if the car breaks down?

Then we are helpless. We open the bonnet and stare at metal, plastic, and wires, as if reading books in a language we don't understand. Perhaps we can check to see if there's enough oil. That's about all we can do. The rest? We call a mechanic.

And now imagine living life the way you drive a car. It works. Somehow. You drive. You go to work. You return home. You pay bills. You eat. You sleep. You wake. You drive on.

But when someone asks, "How does your life work?", you also don't know.

Partly motivation, partly routine. Some energy somehow becomes motion. But the details? The mechanics? The chemistry? The psychology?

We don't know.

Yet we drive.

Every day.

And it works.

Until it breaks down.

And then we are helpless. We open the bonnet—whatever that means—and stare at an interior that is a complete mystery. Emotions like wires. Thoughts like pistons. Feelings like fuel. But how does it all work together? Where is the ignition? Where is the clutch? What actually drives the whole thing?

There is no mechanic for this.

Or, we are all mechanics working on cars who have never seen an engine.

Everyone drives as if they know what they're doing. But nobody knows. That is the greatest secret. There is no class of people who understand life, whilst we do not. There is only a heap of people equally good at pretending. Perhaps some pretend better than others. Some may have a better poker face. But underneath? Underneath is the same confusion.

This is the territory of P0INTLES.

That space between knowledge and ignorance. Between driving and understanding the engine. Between living and understanding life. P0intless draws into itself all that is marginal, routine, everyday—turning the key, pressing the accelerator, paying bills—as well as that which is magnificent and astonishing—the fact that we exist at all, that we move, that we function without understanding how. It is impossible to determine the semantic or metaphysical boundaries of its reach precisely.

In that space, in that territory of ignorance that functions, strange things happen.

What does a diver at the bottom of the ocean feel when he realizes he is paragliding?

Reread this sentence.

What does a diver at the bottom of the ocean feel when he realizes he is paragliding?

It makes no logical sense. And that is precisely the point. A diver cannot fly. You cannot fly at the bottom of the ocean. But in the mind, in that inner reality where we live most of the time, everything is possible and nothing makes sense. We drive cars without understanding engines. We dive without knowing we're flying. We live without understanding what that actually means. These are all the same actions—movement through a medium we don't understand, using mechanisms we don't know, towards destinations we cannot explain.

And now what? What do we do with this knowledge?

A course—how to do nothing.

That would be the only honest course of action. We would sit and do nothing, learning that this was acceptable. That we don't have to understand the engine to drive. That we don't have to understand ourselves to live. That driving is sufficient. That is just the continuation of movement—the only thing we actually need to know.

Because in the end, all we have is movement. The engine either works or it doesn't. Life flows or it stops. You dive or you fly—the difference exists only if you insist on it. And perhaps, just perhaps, the whole point of P0INTLES is to stop insisting. To drive without the need for understanding. To live without the need for meaning.

To continue moving.


IV. The Button Without The Possibility Of Being

Let's try an experiment.

Sit down. Close your eyes. Try to find the place within yourself where decisions are made. The place where "you" sit and control everything. Where is it? Is it in the head? Where precisely in the head? Behind the eyes? Between the ears? Does it have an address? Does it have coordinates?

Now try to raise your hand. Who sends the signal? Who presses the "raise hand" button? Try to catch the moment before the hand begins to move. That microsecond gap between intention and movement. Who decides?

You cannot catch it.

The hand rises. But "you" didn't press the button because you couldn't find the button. You cannot find the control centre. You cannot catch the beginning of the action. You only see the result. The hand rises. And then, retrospectively, the mind says: "I did that." But did it?

Or did the mind take credit for something that happened anyway?

Every morning you wake up. Who wakes you? Not the alarm. The alarm is external. But before you hear the alarm, something has already woken. Some process has begun. The body is already transitioning from sleep to wakefulness. Who initiated that transition? Who said "it's time"?

You might say: "The brain." Very well. Which part of the brain? The hypothalamus? The reticular formation? And who switched on that part? Which neuron was first? And who switched on that neuron? If you trace the chain backwards, you come to a point where it is lost
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