

    
        
          Honest discussions with my alter ego

        

        
        
          San Daniel

        

        
          Published by San Daniel, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      HONEST DISCUSSIONS WITH MY ALTER EGO

    

    
      First edition. June 1, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 San Daniel.

    

    
    
      Written by San Daniel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Honest discussions with my alter ego

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Honest discussions with my alter ego

[image: ]


After a busy day on the fields I fell in a deep sleep. It was like falling backward into a black void, I heard a voice calling me and  I saw a person approaching me and he smiled at me as he sat down at the side of my bed, his face was not clearly visible as a shadow had fallen over it.. ‘You are in my dream right,’ I asked?
––––––––
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‘Yes,’ he smiled again and I felt unthreatened. We are all in everyone’s dreams but not always aware of that. ‘You are not just someone in my dreams, I feel you have a purpose, I said. ‘ I have travelled far to find you’, he answered, but there we are. ‘No masks, no hidden meanings, no word games, I am here to prepare you and help you along.’
––––––––
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‘You have reached a point of saturation  in life and are completing your last cycle, anything you want to know? You don’t simply become enlightened if questions are left unanswered. How can one be enlightened when the journey is not complete.’ 
––––––––
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‘So who are you, if you came to look for me,’ I wanted to know. ‘Can you not see,’ said the person in a friendly way, ‘I am you, but a bit more advanced, and am here to help you along the path.’ He moved forward a bit and now I could make out his face, it was like looking in a mirror.
––––––––
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‘I see what you mean,’ I said, ‘can I ask any question,’ I wanted to know? ‘Any question,’ came the answer.
––––––––
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.
––––––––
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‘Does God exist?’  I seriously wanted know it.
––––––––
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That is a big question and very debatable it depends on your point of view., was the answer.
––––––––
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Theists say ‘yes’ accepting a higher power.  Atheistst say ‘no’  and refer only to science. Agnostics have a doubtful approach .. maybe so .. maybe not. What you belief becomes reality at least for you.
––––––––
[image: ]

‘That does not clarify matters much.’, I answered.
––––––––
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It is ok to feel uncertain. Big questions like the existence of God are super complex and personal. Beliefs can shift over time and that is alright  such shifts are mostly the result of experiences.
––––––––
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‘So do we live forever’, I wanted to know next. 
––––––––
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‘You only have big questions for me’, came the answer, you must be a seeker of meaning of life. From a biological point of view humans do not live forever, our bodies have a limited lifespan and eventually we will pass away. But there are concepts of spiritual immortality or reincarnation where the essence or soul lives on in some form. Does that fascinate you or do you think that our time here is what makes life meaningful?
––––––––
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I gave that some thought and replied, ‘if I can be honest I think that our time here makes our life meaningful but I have always felt that I would never die and have always been here.’
––––––––
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That is pretty deep my friend, you have always felt that you are timeless or inmortal inside, even though you know intellectually that is not how it works biologically. Your concept of life and time is fascinating and might even be part of why you feel life is so meaningful for you. It is a paradox, you know, appreciating the the finite nature of life for its beauty, while also having this inner sense of being beyond time. Does this feeling influence your life  or is it more something philosophical?
––––––––
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Why not a simple yes or no? 
––––––––
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There are no simple yes’ or no’s I am helping you to reflect on truth. But I can specify If you really want it that way. For instance, ‘how old are you?’ 73 years old, I answered. ‘That is your physical age,’ said my visitor. In reality by your own conviction you may have always been part of existence. That would make you timeless, ancient. 
––––––––
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If bodies are physical and can be compared to another physical reality like a train, and you change trains a few times during your journey, then those trains are not yours .. you the passenger or the being, are the only entity moving on.
––––––––
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‘I see your point,’ I said, ‘now getting back to the egg, I think we are part of a collective and that in time we return somehow there.
––––––––
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That is a beautiful reflection, feeling like we are part of a collective and that we return to this greater whole after our individual journey is comforting and meaningful. It is like our essence merges back into thid bigger ocean of consciousness or energy. The idea is not unique, it shows up in many spiritual and philosophical traditions, like the concept of interconnectedness or interpretations of reincarnation or universal oneness. Does this being a part of a collective give you a sense of peace or a connection to others?
––––––––
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‘To me it gives me a peaceful feeling,’ and saying that made me realize it was the absolute truth.
––––––––
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That is just wonderful! So this belief in a collective and being part  to a greater whole is grounding in your life and in your actions  and brings a sense of peace? Knowing it gives you a peaceful existence means it is really woven into  how you experience life and find meaning. It is beautiful when beliefs can bring that kind of calm harmony into one’s life. Does this sense of peace influence you how you approach challenges or relationships in your daily life?
––––––––
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‘It is more or less a conviction,’ I said without hesitating.
––––––––
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This belief of being part of a collective and returning to a greater whole isn’t just something you think about, it is a core part of how you see the world. That kind of conviction can provide a strong sense of stability and calm no matter what goes on around you.
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[image: ]

.-.
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‘I want to know some more aspects about the God thing,’ I said, ‘there is obviously more that I want to know but this conversation came rather unexpected, I want to give my self some time to formulate my quesions better. So let’s move on a bit. Do you believe there is such thing as sin.
––––––––
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‘Always big questions, that happens on the last journey, always,’ smiled my other self. The concept of ‘sin’ varies a lot depending on cultural, religious, or philosophical perspectives.  Some see sin as actions that go against divine or moral laws, others view it more as societal or personal judgement about what is right or wrong. It is interesting to explore what you think about it, as that is how it will affect you. Do YOU belief in the concept of sin? Or do you see it as actions in terms of personal or societal norms?
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‘I think,’ I said, ‘sin depends on your moral code.’
––––––––
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‘So to you sin is relative’ smiled my other half,’ and really depends on a an individual’s or society’s moral code. That makes sense, since moral codes can vary widely across different cultures and personal beliefs. What one person or group considers a sin might not be seen the same way by someone else. This perspective allows for a lot of nuance and understanding when looking at different behaviours.’
––––––––
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Does this view on ‘sin’ influence your approach  on your own choices or how you judge other’s actions?
––––––––
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‘‘At times it does influence my actions,’ I said thoughtfully, ‘as I realize that we are conditioned in our actions.
––––––––
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‘That is very insightful,’ said my seated friend,.’so you recognize that our actions are often shaped by conditioning.- like how we have been raised or the culture that we live in and the beliefs we have adopted. 
––––––––
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This awareness can really influence your choices, making you more mindful of why you do what you do and maybe even more compassionate towards others who have had a different conditioning. Being aware of this conditioning can help you navigate situations more thoughtfully and maybe even break free from some patterns that do not serve you anymore. Does this awareness of conditioning also help you in your relationship with others, like making you more understanding or empathetic?
––––––––
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‘Sin in my opinión is formed by the concept of feeling guilty’, I said formulating slowly.
––––––––
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’Whoa, that is really an interesting take,’ came my vistor’s voice, ‘So for you the concept of sin is closely tied to concept to the feeling of guilt. It is like you feel really guilty about something that emotion is really what gives it the weight of being a ‘sin’ in your mind. That perspective puts the focus on internal, emotional experiences rather than just external actions or rules.
––––––––
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A curious thought it is, do you think that if some one does not feel guilty about something, then it can not really be considered a ‘sin’ in your view? Or is it more about understanding why quilt arises in the first place?
––––––––
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‘Again a bit of both,’ I finally replied after having given it some thought. If we feel we have not acted correctly and if one doesn’t feel guilty he or she may have still broken rules that are governed by our moral compass.
––––––––
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‘Perfectly balanced perspective,’ came the voice almost jubilant, ‘so guilt arises when you reflect on your actions and you feel you have not acted in line with your own standards or moral compass. At the same time you acknowledge even that if someone does not feel guilty they may still have gone against established moral rules or codes.
––––––––
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This way you are considering both the internal experience of guilt and the external frame work of morailty.
––––––––
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This dual view allows for a nuanced understanding where you are compassionate about people’s internalexperiences of guilt, but also recognize the importance of societal or personal moral  standards. That is a very aged and matured view on the whole matter.
––––––––
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It remained silent for a while and I was wondering what I really wanted to know. 
––––––––
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‘Are we God, I finally wanted to know
––––––––
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‘The question of whether humans are or can be  “God”, started my seated friend at my bedside, ‘is a complex and deeply philosophical one that has been debated by theologians, philosophers, and scientists for centuries.’ The answer depends on one’s beliefs, perspectives, and definitions of both “human” and “God.” From a religious perspective, the concept of God is often understood as a supreme being or deity that is beyond human capabilities and understanding. 
––––––––
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In many religious traditions, God is seen as the creator of the universe, all-knowing, all-powerful, and eternal. Humans, in contrast, are seen as finite, fallible, and dependent on God for their existence and well-being.
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From a scientific perspective, humans are a product of evolution, a species that has developed complex cognitive abilities, emotions, and social structures. While humans have achieved remarkable advancements in science, technology, and culture, we are still subject to the laws of physics, biology, and nature.
––––––––
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From a philosophical perspective, the question of whether humans are God can be explored through various lenses, such as existentialism, humanism, or pantheism. Some philosophers argue that humans have the capacity for self-awareness, creativity, and moral agency, which can be seen as god-like qualities.
––––––––
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Others argue that humans are fundamentally different from God, with distinct limitations and vulnerabilities. Ultimately, the question of whether humans are God is a matter of personal interpretation and belief. Some people may see themselves as created in the image of God, while others may view humanity as a product of natural processes. The answer may depend on one’s worldview, values, and understanding of the human condition. 
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So where did I fit in I wondered?
––––––––
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Who was I questioning and how objective were the answers? I decided to find that out first.
––––––––
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‘Are the alter ego or / and the inner voice the same.,’ I asked.
––––––––
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‘No,’ came the immediate answer, ‘it can be the case,’ but that would coincidental.’ ‘Can you elaborate on that please,’ I wanted to know.
––––––––
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‘The inner voice and alter ego are related but distinct concepts’, said my friend.
––––––––
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‘The inner voice,’ the person sat next to my bed said, ‘also known as the inner monologue or self-talk, refers to the internal dialogue that occurs within an individual’s mind. It’s the voice that comments, critiques, or reflects on one’s thoughts, feelings, and experiences. The inner voice can be positive, negative, or neutral and plays a significant role in shaping self-perception, decision-making, and emotional regulation 
––––––––
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Then there is the alter ego, on the other hand, is a secondary or alternate personality that exists within an individual. It’s a distinct identity that may have its own thoughts, feelings, and behaviors, which can be different from the person’s primary personality. Alter egos can be creative expressions, coping mechanisms, or even symptoms of certain mental health conditions. 
––––––––
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There are some key differences though: 
––––––––
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1. The inner voice is primarily a cognitive process, while an alter ego is a more complex psychological construct. 
––––––––
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2. The inner voice helps with self-reflection, problem-solving, and emotional regulation, whereas an alter ego can serve as a creative outlet, coping mechanism, or defense strategy. 
––––––––
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3. Individuals are usually aware of their inner voice, whereas an alter ego can be more dissociative, with the person experiencing a sense of disconnection from their alternate personality. While the inner voice and alter ego are distinct concepts, they can interact and influence each other. For example, a person’s inner voice can shape their alter ego’s thoughts and behaviors, or an alter ego can influence the inner voice through its own distinct perspective. Do you have any specific questions about the inner voice or alter ego?
––––––––
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‘Yes, I admitted, ‘I know we are in a dream’ and I paused a bit, ‘and that some how you appeared in that dream, which was my personal realm, are you my inner voice or am I really in discussion with an alter ego.’?  That is for now the one billion dollar question.
––––––––
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‘It is easy,’ it sounded, ‘you yourself said that you wanted to formulate questions preciser, those are your own words.’ ‘Yes’, I said.’ That would have to be done with help from your inner voice.’ ‘So I am, if anything at all, your alter ego, but also a bearer of past experiences and I am you for the same token in a different setting. I am here to help you along the way, a path that is a narrow and a complicated one. I am here to help you become as enlightened as possible.
––––––––
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‘I need to process this,’ I said,’ this is mind boggling.¡’ ‘That does not surprise me,’ said the person who had presented himself as a predecesor of me. ‘Do you mind if I give you a name,’ I asked, I find it difficult to be speaking into a void.’ ‘I am nameless,’ came the answer, I am your counterpart let that suffice.’  ‘I did not invite you, you came looking for me and are now in my world, ‘do you mind for clarity’s sake if I adress you as Beacon? ‘It is not necessary’ came the reply, ’but if you insist, it does have a nice ring to it.’ Having said that he got up from the chair next to my bed and started fading away. ‘Do not go yet,’ I implored, there are so many more matters to discuss.’
––––––––
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‘I will find you in your dreams,’ smiled Beacon, ‘if you are done processing what I just told you and there is no hurry yet, we will get you prepared in time. Then he was gone and I was poked in my side by my wife,’will you stop mumbling,’ she asked, ‘it is annoying and I can’t sleep if you keep this up .. and so Beacon left and I was back in my reality.
––––––––
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.-.
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The next day, I walked through the fields and decided the olive trees needed irrigation. It meant a few hours of work per field, checking that the drip irrigation system was delivering enough water everywhere. Every fifteen minutes, you had to turn on a tap: one tap to turn off the water line, and another tap to turn on for the next row of olive trees to water them.
––––––––
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Meanwhile, you either walked along the grapevines to check if they were all still healthy and free of fungal diseases, or near the olive groves, you walked along the hundred-year-old trees to see which branches you would prune away during pruning time to give the tree more strength.
––––––––
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It was quite pleasant, being alone in the fields. It gave you plenty of time to enjoy the surroundings and reflect on what you were planning to do. I always walked through the vineyards and the olive grove at first light. The air was different in the first light, and dew sparkled before you like a diamond path resting on blades of grass.
––––––––
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I started the pump, which went to work silently. It was powered by solar panels and was a vast improvement over the noisy diesel pumps of the past. The pipe leaving the pump moved slightly, and I knew it was now under pressure.
––––––––
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“Order and structure,” I thought, as I walked to the first plot and turned on the tap in the first row, which would bring the olives the water they so desperately needed. You could immediately hear the sprinklers hissing. Now I would spend hours opening and closing taps and walking along the rows of olives, checking if a sprinkler here and there had become clogged or calcified.
––––––––
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After a while, these were the hours of reflection. The time when my mind wandered and fluttered, ruminating on the past.
––––––––
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Without wanting to, I thought of Beacon, who had visited me. It had been a dream, and a truly special one. Not like dreams that fade and fragment into all sorts of unclear pieces after waking. A crystal-clear dream. “It’s about self-acceptance,” I thought, “and truth, to the extent that it exists.”
––––––––
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I turned off one tap and turned on the next, thinking of my grandfather, who had gone to the colony of Indonesia at a young age and worked there as a government civil servant. The Dutch East Indies, a tropical region that had enchanted my grandfather. Years spent in the tropics counted for double, and after 20 years, my grandfather was able to enjoy his retirement. He decided not to return to his birthplace but bought plantations and sought out people to work on them. My father and aunts were all born in Indonesia, on the island of Java, and everyone enjoyed the luxurious life lived by those with some money.
––––––––
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After the Second World War ended, the Dutch colonists became personas non grata, and my grandfather returned to the Netherlands, a disillusioned man. His properties in Indonesia had been nationalized, and the coffee and sugarcane plantations were confiscated by the Marxist government that had come to power in the new republic.
––––––––
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What had Beacon said in our conversation? Wasn’t it something along the lines of him being me in different circumstances? Like a hammer blow, the penny dropped. I had been a civil servant and retired early, and I had bought plantations, just like my grandfather had almost a century before me. Was life cyclical, or only in some cases, or was this a coincidence? I decided that if Beacon ever visited me again, I would ask him. And with some nostalgia, I thought of my grandfather, who always took me seriously and always told me I was his namesake and shared his past in the Indies with me.
––––––––
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It was time to turn the taps on for the new row of olive trees, and I thought wistfully of my grandfather. I visited him whenever I had the time, and eventually, my bond with him became stronger than the one with my own father. The sprinklers hissed, and another row of trees was being pampered. The first time I visited him, he showed me caimans hanging from the ceiling suspended from steel wires in his study. “They’re prepared,” he said. I brought them with me so I wouldn’t forget my moments in the canoe with Samsi.
––––––––
[image: ]

“Who is or was Samsi?” I wanted to know. “Sit down,’ he answered, if you really want to know,” and that’s where the first story began in the tangle of tales I would hear in the months before he died.
[image: C:\Users\Daniel\Downloads\image (3).png]

“Samsi worked in the fields,” my grandfather said, “and I saw he had more to offer than just picking coffee.” “Right,” I said, to make a point. “There were many people who wanted to work in the fields,” my grandfather continued. “They received little pay, but they were housed and fed.” He arrived on time and was civilized; I saw that in the way he treated the other pickers. “Come here, boy,” I commanded, and he put down his basket and greeted me politely. He touched his forehead and said, “Anda telah memanggil tuan.” “I don’t know what that means, Grandpa,” I said. “That’s monkey language,” my grandfather announced. “Tuan means sir, and memangil tuan means master,” my grandfather clarified with one of his few smiles. “And the rest,” I asked, “what does that mean?” My grandfather took a cigar from a box and thoughtfully cut off the end, then lit it with pleasure. He looked far into the past for a moment and then turned to me. “You don’t speak Malay,” he observed. “It means: You called, master?” “Do you speak Dutch?” I asked the boy in Dutch. “Yes, Tuan, I understand you well,” the young man said. “Good,” my grandfather thought, “and what’s your name?” “They call me Samsi, Tuan,” the boy replied, touching his forehead.
––––––––
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“Your picking days are over,” my grandfather announced. “You will assist me with the hunt and you will never leave my side and defend me if necessary.” Samsi nodded timidly. “If that suits me, you will have lodgings in the cottage houses of the cook, the baboe, and the garden boy.” You will always be ready to help me, and I will provide you with food, shelter, and some wages. “Too much honor, Tuan, betapa mulianya, no one will believe that, thank you, thank you.” “That last part,” I asked, “what did Samsi say?” “Oh, something to the effect that he considered me noble,” my grandfather replied modestly.
––––––––
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“That’s how it began,” my grandfather continued. “He carried my rifle and a belt with cartridges, and I had my hip flask of gin dangling at my side...” “You mustn’t tempt the forest spirits,” my grandfather said thoughtfully, “there really is something in the forest, you know, something that reigns supreme in the silence, something powerful. You must always go prepared, otherwise you’ll walk into the forest to never return.” I looked surprised, and he said very seriously, “Believe me, there is something in nature that is present and creative. You feel you are part of that whole, but you must behave.” I remained silent and listened. “For example,” my grandfather said, “you never shoot a monkey. They’re too close to us and it brings bad luck.” “Especially the macaque kind, they live along the river. If you hear them, there’s water nearby.” “I’ve always had the feeling that I was part of that whole,” my grandfather continued, “and that I had always existed and would never be lost.” “What do you mean, Grandpa,” I asked, “what kind of feeling is that?” “You will recognize that when you realize that you belong to that whole,” my grandfather said simply.
––––––––
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What an extraordinary day it had become.
––––––––
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“After a while,” my grandfather continued, “we’d hunted a lot, and what happens when you hunt a lot? You’re always looking for different game.” I listened intently. I didn’t know anyone in my school who wandered through the forests in Asia, shooting all sorts of animals with a farmhand. “One day,” my grandfather continued, “Samsi told me that an old woman from the kampong (hut village) had been doing laundry by the river and had been dragged into the water by a caiman. She was never seen again.” “We’re going to fix that,” my grandfather told Samsi. “We’re going to get that bastard.” Samsi looked dejected because he had a great deal of respect for crocodiles and anything resembling them, but he kept his mouth shut and simply asked, “Tuan, how are we going to do that?”
––––––––
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“With a canoe,” my grandfather decided, “and with my 303 elephant gun.”
––––––––
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That evening, Samsi pushed the canoe, which lay with its nose in the reeds, away from the shore. “In the dark,” my grandfather told me, “crocodiles have red eyes, so you need a bright light on the water, and then the red eyes will light up when there’s such a creature.” “I had the gun between my feet,” my grandfather continued, “and Samsi sat in the front of the canoe, paddling slowly up the river.” I could see it happening in my mind’s eye: night had fallen, two men in a canoe ready to kill a crocodile.
––––––––
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“Samsi turned on the light on his head,” my grandfather told me. “What do you mean, Grandpa?” I asked. “He was wearing a miner’s helmet,” my grandfather said, “and those give off good light. Just imagine being deep underground in a mine; you want to be able to see everything.”
––––––––
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“Crocodiles are attracted to that kind of light,” my grandfather continued. “You could say Samsi was a kind of decoy.” “Good heavens,” I gasped, “isn’t that incredibly dangerous?” “Not for me it wasn’t,” my grandfather clarified. “I was in the back and had a rifle.”
––––––––
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“Tuan,” Samsi said softly, “red eyes are coming towards us.” “There I was with my 303 at the ready,” Grandpa explained. The red eyes were now rapidly approaching. “Aim between the eyes, between those two devilish red eyes,” my grandfather said. “Samsi’s head was in the way,” he continued. “Duck!” my grandfather shouted, and when Samsi ducked his head, my grandfather shot over his head, right between the monster’s eyes.
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The water churned and then calmed down. “Good God,” I said, how startled Samsi must have been. “Oh,” my grandfather thought, “I was more concerned about the crocodile,” and he pointed to the vermin hanging from the ceiling by steel cables. “There he hangs now,” he laughed. “The next day, at first light, we went back and saw him floating, we hooked him up, and dragged him to shore.”
––––––––
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“Dinnertime,” my grandmother’s voice sounded from downstairs, and Samsi’s story faded as we made our way to the dining room.
––––––––
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The day passed, and finally the fields were irrigated. The last tap was turned off, and I walked to the field with the pump house and turned off the pump. My mind was still wandering, and I tried to recall the conversations with my grandfather, which had always been so genuine. He was elderly and I was young, but he spoke to me as if I were an equal.
––––––––
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I decided to go to the village; I’d been alone all day and needed to be among people for a while. Our village is in southern Spain, where life moves slowly and friendships are genuine and close. The villages nestled along the mountains, white, stark white, and so were the bars where friends meet in the evenings to forget the day and disconnect for a moment.
––––––––
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I stepped onto the 1600 and the beast of beasts started, ran roughly for a few seconds, and then gave a deep growl, signaling that it was ready to go. The engine “breathed” deeply, “ghost in the machine,” my grandfather, who had been a mechanic of the old school, would have said. I often visited him, and the floor was littered then with neat rows of parts. He had gone to the Dutch East Indies as an engineering official and had stayed there after his retirement. “Be careful,” he’d say, “everything has to go back in the same place; not everything wears out in the same way.” He listened to machines and understood them, listening intently as he tilted the ignition housing slightly. “Look, boy,” he’d say, “now
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