

Consciousness is the silent enemy of artistic production. That’s a problem, because my consciousness tends to be present. That guy is always there, and he annoys me. I wish he could shut up, so I can write a good book. Maybe I can drown him in stupidity. The stupidity of typing without thinking. Other people meditate, isn’t that the same thing? I want to become an unconscious thinker. That would be nice. To become so unconscious that I barely notice what happens. I’m too sensitive, I’m tellin’ ya! Here is a quote from the philosopher Lichtenberg. He said: Mir tun viele Sachen weh, die anderen nur Leid tun. Oh how I feel this, how I feel this in my bones! What’s that? You didn’t understand? Hm, you should learn German then. Okay, I will indulge you. It means: I’m pained by things, which cause others only sorrow. The poetry doesn’t shine through with this translation.

"Weh tun" means "make hurt", and "Leid tun" means "feel sorry". I’m hurt by things that make others feel sorry. Better? Well, you can't translate language. It’s impossible. In any case, I share the sentiment. I either feel existentially or nothing at all. Like those poor girls the other day. That was something that almost hurt me physically. I should add context. Here I am, in the Swedish countryside, I will tell you not where, so you cannot pin down my exact location and send drones to assassinate me — I read that on the internet, it’s a thing. Anyway, they knocked on my door, and when I opened, they started speaking right away. Now my Swedish is the Swedish of an ambitious immigrant. I’m neither an immigrant nor ambitious, but my Swedish is on that level. As they was talking, I’m not proud to admit that it went right over my head. I sort of knew what they were talking about, God and faith, but it ended there. It was odd because I was in the middle of nowhere, in this big Swedish house, which is how I roll, and it helps with writing, as there is nothing else for me to do. If I didn’t write, I would get so bored that I would just return to writing. It’s a surprisingly good tactic, to force yourself into writing. It’s a misconception that writing happens out of joy.

Writing is the last thing I want to do, to be honest with you. What I want to do is to make good books, and the way to do that is to bore myself into writing. The Swedish countryside is perfect for that. My point is this: It was a Tuesday morning, in a small Swedish town, and I felt so very sorry for these girls. No. Wait a minute. I haven’t even told the story yet. My pity comes too early. Sorry, my unconscious is a terrible storyteller. It was strange to have them roaming around here, and they looked secular too. They could have taken the metro in Stockholm, and it would have been perfectly natural. When they were finished with their speech, I informed them that I was inte svensk, not Swedish. This prompted the designated speaker to open an app on her phone and show me how easy it was to byta språk, to change the app language. I was confused as to why she showed me an app but I just rolled with it. She asked me about my own language, and we switched it to German. I still didn’t know what was going on, and in my defense, I’m from the big city, and we don’t exactly have a lot of people going from door to door. She gave me a card with a QR code on it, and when they left, I took a look. It was here that I realized, to my surprise, that they were Jehovah’s Witnesses. Now could I have guessed this from the card, which had a big JW on it and nothing else? Maybe. But I didn’t. I thought they were saving money for the church or something. I thought of something innocent.

But as soon as I understood their affiliation, I started feeling sorry for them. The whole conversation had been strange from the start.

One of them didn’t talk at all, and she just stood there motionless. The other one was doing all the talking, but it all seemed well rehearsed. It was spooky because it felt like there was nobody home in her eyes. You could tell unfortunately that she wasn’t thinking for herself. Up to this point, you may shrug about it, and say, ’it is what it is, there is nothing you can do about it’. Which is the truth, I mean what can you do about it? But there was one thing that made me sad, and that was how she showed me how to change the language of the app. The innocence of it. The naivety. To think I was going to use the Jehovah’s Witnesses’ app in my own language.

They had no sense for the absurdity of the situation, and that made me sad. That here in the countryside these two girls were walking from door to door to talk about these things. I would not have felt sorry for an adult, and if you decide for this path as an adult, Jehovah be with you. I am not a cynic. I encourage people to choose, and to choose whatever. But these girls, I refuse to believe that they chose this. They were raised into this, and they didn't know any better.

It’s one thing to read about it on the internet, it’s another thing to face them at your doorstep.

After the encounter, I talked to ChatGPT to learn about Jehova’s Witnesses, as well as to console myself. Unfortunately, ChatGPT, that bugger, made matters even worse. It drowned me in pity for those girls. It said things like: "Changing the language of the app is the only tool she had to communicate with you“. Jesus! Or it said: "There is nothing you can do, but the way you treated them as humans already planted a seed in them.“ Oh that’s just sad. It added: "They are used to being rejected and attacked, so to treat them as humans already makes a difference".

Jesus Christ, stop it already! It’s not my place to make their choices, nor do I have any right to even consider that, but this was something that caused me pain rather than pity. It must be terrible to be trapped in your own mind. There is a quote from Simone De Beauvoir, where she says: When an individual is kept in a situation of inferiority, the fact is that they become inferior.

That’s the injustice of it. We make people inferior by the way we treat them, and then we laugh at them for being inferior. Which is adding insult to injury. There is so much oppression in the world, and we should always think of the people who suffer from it. They are real people, but they are the victims of their circumstances.

It’s embarrassing how old powerful men behave.

What happened to the wise old man that rules with circumspection? Why do powerful men have to leave with a bang? During my time in Saint Petersburg, I met so many young people who were just that. There was this barista in the coffee place, where I used to read my books. I was the only visitor, and he had nothing else to do, so he played a football game on the console.

He was the manager of an English team. It was funny to see, all in Cyrillic letters, with Russian commentary on. This guy did not want to invade Ukraine. I remember all the young people who identified with Western values, asking where I was from, and enduring my enduring (and sometimes endearing) Russian. I remember the Victor guy who I met at Nevsky prospect, and who was immediately making plans on how I was going to be his third best friend. He was just cracking jokes about the world, and Germany, and yes, the Nazis came up. I remember that guy called Sergej, who served me lunch every day at this little bistro, together with some way too sweet Mors, which gave me sugar shock every single time, and yet I ordered it every single time. He had told me that at age 25 he had never been on a plane, something which was mind-blowing for my spoiled Western ears to hear.

Then there was this young waiter who spent his whole lunch break compiling a long list of all the places I should visit in Saint Petersburg, with many footnotes and anecdotes, and I listened and smiled through all of them, knowing full well that I wasn’t going to do any of if, because I’m just not the type. These are just regular people with regular lives. It’s not their war, and this should always be considered too. But obviously the people cannot be fully excluded as they elected their leaders. My neighbor for example was an elderly woman, who was very excited about having a German neighbor for a month. She tried her entire German vocabulary on me, which consisted of around five words.

She was about an inch away from introducing me to all sorts of female family that hadn't found any takers. This is how much she liked me. But you know whom else she liked? Him. She was a big fan, and she told me all about it. Does it make her evil? I don’t think so. And yet she would be partially to blame through her vote.

But the young people that I mentioned did not want this war. Nor do they want it today. One should always be fair and not judge all of them at once. I feel sorry for the normal Russians, who have no part in this, and who never wanted a part in this. This has nothing to do with Ukraine. I still feel sorry for all of Ukraine, and all Ukrainians. Here in the West, we always take the high ground, but we have no real sense for these situations. Some people are saying: why are the Ukrainian men coming here, shouldn’t they be fighting for their country? Well, that’s easy for you to say, but who wants to die for their country? I’m sure that some people want that, but I’m also sure that most people don’t. We have spent centuries dying for our countries, and how about we don’t do that anymore? Some days you just want to leave the planet. Maybe to Mars, has that become an option yet? Then again, should it be an option? What are we going to do on Mars? Everything we need is not there.

The conditions couldn’t be worse. I genuinely can’t see a scenario where living on Mars is better than living on Earth. I would argue that even if we turn Earth into a living hell, it would still be a considerably better place than Mars.

Just think about it, Mars has no air, no water, and just overall, no amenities. I mean the point of going to Mars is not to sit on rocks all day. You also have to spend your life there. I would love to relocate to Mars just so I could leave a cool message on my answering machine. "Hi there, thanks for calling, we are no longer in 123 Avenue Street, Pasadena, our new address is Mars, yes, you heard right, we’re on Mars now, where we enjoy the nonstop sunset that the atmosphere blesses us with, and also, we sit on rocks all day." Elon Mars, sorry, Elon Musk wants to bring humanity to another planet so it can survive. But that’s my point exactly, why not survive on this planet? Can we not treat this planet properly, so we dont have to make emergency plans? I’m so afraid of what happens when Elon Musk grows older. He falls right into the pattern of powerful men developing ever stranger ideas. Maybe he will invade Microsoft. I don’t see how bringing humanity to Mars is a better plan than preserving Earth. But maybe Elon Musk has the personal goal of fathering children on multiple planets. That would seem exactly like an Elon Musk goal to have. I don’t know what happened to this guy. He was pretty original with his companies, but it all went south when he gained access to the internet. I really blame the world wide web. The internet made him crazy. People who call Twitter "X" are a strange bunch. When someone talks about X, I always take a good amount of time to process what they’re even talking about. I only verbally acknowledge the letter "X", but I don’t have an immediate response to it. It’s an empty letter spoken into an empty brain. I don’t trust people who call Twitter "X". Those are the people that fought for toilet paper during corona. It’s the dependent thinkers, not the independent ones.

It’s the unfree thinkers. Everything is changing, Twitter has become X, Google has become ChatGPT, nothing is what it used to be.

People are using ChatGPT for everything, and that’s a shame, because before only their thoughts were unoriginal, now their style has become unoriginal too. I don’t know where we are going as a species. People like to complain about AI replacing humans. There is this meme saying "AI is supposed to do my chores, so I can do my art, but now AI is doing my art." Well, I hate to break it to you, but if you’re artistically outmatched by an algorithm you should probably worry about your art, not AI. I mean it’s not good if your organic thoughts sound like they are generated by ChatGPT. It’s also not good if ChatGPT is better at formulating your thoughts than you are. Those things should concern you, but on a different level. If we cannot think without AI, we cannot think period, because processing is not thinking. Those who use AI for cognitive ability are going to evolve themselves into idiocy. All the people using ChatGPT don’t even realize how generic they sound. It’s a crazy world and the less one participates, the better. It’s preferred to use ChatGPT for less serious things, e.g. medical diagnosis. For that, it’s actually quite good. I have avoided cancer on multiple occasions just by consulting ChatGPT. You can also ask about Nazi Germany. Hannah Arendt coined the term "banality of evil", and to this day, it remains the best description of the Nazis. If you understand Hitler, then you realize that his whole speech consisted of Parolen and Phrasen, buzzwords and slogans. It takes a particular personality, or lack thereof, to be seduced by him. But this was a time that was not rooted in itself, and here was this guy who offered a way out. Unfortunately, Hitler himself was not rooted in anything. He only screamed platitudes, and he got very successful with it. When one considers Hitler evil, one actually raises him to greater heights than he "deserves". Hitler should be considered banal, and flat. There is a quote about him from Hans Frank, the SS guy in charge in Warsaw, and I’m not sure we should quote Nazis on Hitler, but in fairness, they were close to the source material. Said guy, in any case, remarked that Hitler would always talk about art, when in reality he had no relationship to it. This sums up the man well. Hitler always talked about things, to which he had no connection, and this included the country he led. At the end in the bunker, he said that if the Germans cannot win the war they have proven themselves to be the inferior people and they deserve to go under.

Well that’s some psychopath shit right there. No single person should have power like this. The Nazis were banal and flat. You can see this in Göring, who behaved like a school boy in Nuremberg, with his stupid sunglasses, like a chimp taking the hat of a visitor. Everyone who has dealt with him knows that this manchild should have been nowhere near power.

Heydrich was a Nazi robot more than a Nazi man, and the only sad thing about him is that he didn’t die sooner. Goebbels was a cringe fest. He was a ridiculous person, talking about future Germans, while being a short, awkward looking man, who was humping, which in fairness fit well to Hitler’s twitching hand. Reichspropa-gandaminister, minister of propaganda, I mean that in itself should have been a clue. That’s not a good minister to have. That’s like having a minister for water contamination and air pollution. And his speeches, wollt ihr den totalen Krieg, do you want the total war? Well, I hate to break it to you, but your mister has already declared war to all cardinal directions. I mean what the hell were they doing in Africa and Spitsbergen? Then there was Himmler, arguably the most pathetic Nazi of all. In Latvia, he witnessed a mass shooting, which he found so unbearable to "his men" (yes, his men, how about the people that were shot), that he ordered to find a more "humane" method of committing mass murder. Let that sink in. What a loser. And what a shame that such a loser could raise to such power. Hitler, in his strange depraved way, at least had a tiny amount of charisma; Himmler had none of that. And all the others were "only following orders". Like Eichmann, about whom you can say nothing, because he remained nothing until the end. He actually, as pathetic as it sounds, only followed orders. That’s the mind-blowing part, that these people would follow such orders, while doing no thinking for themselves. Höss is another example. He was the commandant of Auschwitz, so not exactly uninvolved in the holocaust. But when you read his reports, it’s just emptiness, nothingness, and "following orders". The more you learn about the Nazis, the more you realize that there is nothing to learn. It was all built on nothing. Hitler would have never stopped his crimes because nothing would have succeeded them. It’s shocking that one person can talk a nation into committing genocide. Not all Germans became Nazis of course, and we should always remember those who fought back. We still hear the echo of Sophie Scholl’s words right before her execution: Such a splendid, sunny day, and I have to go. But what does my death matter if through our acts thousands of people are awakened and stirred to action? And isn’t it beautiful, and heroic, and tragic, at the same time? Above all, we should remember those who were murdered. Their lives were cut short. I recently read the diary of Etty Hillesum, and it must have been one of the hardest things I have read. There are things in her diary that haunt me in my sleep. Like the passage where she writes that today they found out that the train ride was for free. That just breaks a person, and it hits you out of nowhere.

There are moments of devastating poetry. For example, when she says: Several people in a cramped cell; isn’t it then our duty, amidst the foul smell of our bodies, to preserve the scent of our souls? It is so utterly sad, and yet proof that you can always maintain your dignity. No one can take it from you if you don’t let them. I’m always amazed by modern Germans comparing themselves to people like Sophie Scholl, or thinking they are her spiritual successors. I just know I would have never possessed the courage. I think few of us would have gone into open resistance.

With the French, I’m not surprised that so many fought the Nazis. The French are in their most dangerous form when they come in groups. But Germans are just not the type. Unfortunately, we become very weak in these ethical dilemmas. We try to intellect our way out of the problem, but beyond that, there is no real strategy. Germans are not inherently brave; we are inherently cowardly. When all other options are exhausted, we may become brave, but simply out of a lack of options. Bravery is never our go-to choice. We prefer standing in the back, being uninvolved.

Germans have no intuition, and that's one of their most remarkable traits. Germans are also not good at being accountable and owning up to something. This is showcased by the fact that the author is currently switching back and forth between "we" and "they". It’s hard to say "we" because that would make me accountable.

Germans hate mistakes, and they hate making mistakes. They hate it so much that you really have to break through barriers of denial and finger-pointing to get an admission of fault. A German will never say ’I was wrong’. Instead he will give a dozen reasons why the circumstances led to a situation, in which a particular decision was made. This is how a German owns a mistake, essentially by not owning it. We turn personal action into circumstantial fact, and then we talk about it in a technical manner. But we hate mistakes, and even if we pretend we don’t, we still do. For us, whether we admit or not, it’s a sign of inferiority. Bad work. Poor results. Lack of quality. Missing aptitude.

Missing skill. Not good enough. Bad. This is why we have a hard time owning our mistakes, because it would mean that we have to hate ourselves. And that’s just more than our fragile souls can handle. When a mistake is committed, something in the German soul cringes. It’s like a tremor that
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