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All rights reserved

This is part 4 of a suite forming the book “A Flower To Life” about making a new system from fresh ideas. The suite version is for free distribution, and should remain easily available freely, in integrity of form, forever, even if a transfer of platform becomes necessary, so if you are paying anything it is enforced by the site, not me. I don’t want my creative effort stolen or exploited, but anybody can use my writings if the source is mentioned in evidence, as it is usually done, knowing I will fight anybody cheating me of my work or effect, including by handicapping my exposure, by cracking my passwords to modify my text, or by using AI to steal my intellectual property. Any content from my work used by AI should mention or link the source immediately, or my name, understanding that this is the life effort of my mind that I share freely under certain conditions.

For those who are not closed to spirituality, my work is sacred with my life as free, an in knowledge that should be free. This is for people to read and discover a whole new world of opinions and visions, in a free state of mind, and it is not meant to make a sect or a religion. I don’t want someone of an egotism mindset to get rich by exploiting it after I’m dead, or by boasting the intelligence of some AI programmed to copy or use my content without mentioning the source. I don’t sell it (the version as separated books), I’m unknown and I live at the bottom of society because my life is in big part a protest about the exploitative ways of the system, and the same for my work, and so it would be quite inadequate that my work end-up growing the richness or glory of some else.

I put the best of my life in this as a “modern” monk, I don’t want my effort to be used contrary to what I want in life, but selflessness is not nonexistence, so dissociating my name from my work would be the equivalent of discarding a big part of myself that existed in reality. Alternatively, you could say my work is my soul as an attachment to my mind in reality that will follow me all the way to afterlife, and this is no ordinary boast, you’ll read the miraculous symbiosis take form as the trip of my intelligence within the perfection of everything.

Also, while the insecurity of my life and work requires that I make regular uploads, no previous version can be used in a public way than the last one I uploaded, and this applies to the whole series. Also, only me touched the text up to the Garden 4 signature edition (included), which should mark the success point of my work, somewhere around 2023. Furthermore, absolutely not a single word was passed into an AI program, it is non-machined pure loner human, nothing copied from anybody, even my path of understanding is my own, I don’t read except myself and ordinary news, I play games and I evolve by reading and correcting myself and fighting the devil. Other versions can be made in the future, which may involve AI, or other people or entities, but the signature is only me (currently doing 3.9, new covers and synopsizes at 4).

Finally, it is written for people around 15 years old or more, and if you proceed you accept to tolerate normal colorful language, some level of hostile speech for reality, afterlife retribution violent speech, and content that could be confounded for racism, or sexism, or homosexuality, by certain masses of individuals. There won’t inciting to violence, or indirectly by the philosophy, there will be a few distasteful moments, but there won’t be horrid speech or torture, and no pushing into insanities. But my work is based on arguments, and that can hurt way more than insults, so you agree that when dropping said book, you relinquish any hostility against me and take the perspective that you’re playing a role in society and reading a fictional character, so that we can work constructively in reality.
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WOMEN

––––––––
[image: ]

I met that girl when I visited a strange poor area in a vast city. The first time I went there I got lost and walked for days, always following the directions from people who sent me in all kind of places that lead to troubles before I finally ended up in a poor area with houses made out of garbage spread out in a big park for children. The streets are deserted, under a gray, burning sunset with a cataclysmic view that feels dead because there’s nobody, except that girl. I know we are together from long ago though, so I must be back from some adventure, and I’m not happy about the turn of events for us. We will have to make do with a garbage house, and that first dream is a struggle along with her to pass the winter in there, we’ll sleep enlaced in a bathtub for comfort.

~Doesn’t sound like a supper idea though.

For another part I’m in a cheap apartment in the same place, I can see it from my balcony. I won’t see the girl but I know she is there in the adjacent apartment. I pass this dream preparing to move out and I do it by giving maximum troubles to the proprietor until he quit the place. When I finally get out, I see greenery for the first time in the place, and there is a sign of life too in one of the garbage house as some gypsy family is starting a business. I turn around and see people in the apartment building, along with cars entering the parking lot. I feel the building is mine, I know I can enter it and go anywhere I wish, and everybody will be very happy to see me.

~You have no idea what happened in between those 2 dreams.

No idea, but I’m sure it’s multipart, I think I dream of places the same way I can dream repetitively of people.

~They’re not common though.

No, they’re very rare. There may be a few ways to have the same feeling though, like if you gain conscience later in a dream and start remembering the first part. But I never felt that, I wake up and remember or not, but I don’t scratch the confusion option for some, even if I’m totally sure that some are multipart.

~This one sound like a continuation of the same dream.

I know. Next part I pass in the area in a car when I suddenly pop on a bench beside a super girl in front of a school. I know her from other dreams by my easygoing attitude toward her, she has changed her appearance but I know that she is my love and it is my place to be with her. We are together on that bench for some moment before we both decide we have work to do, and it seems my part is to walk around the place and see how it has changed. Apart the school there’s not much sightseeing to do, but there are still a few garbage houses, so I make a lap around the school, there are two benches, one near the front entrance, and one at the other side, near the back entrance. I sit down a moment on the back entrance one, watching kids and ado get out of school for home while darkness begins and rain starts falling. I go back to my love on the front bench, and I observe her writing in a book while a girl talks to her, so I leave them alone and come back a little later. When I come back I see she is sleeping under a light rain while there is another girl talking to her anyway. When the girl is gone, I open the book to realize that every page is the story recorded like a movie of a girl, and when my love wakes up, I show her the last story of the book which she hadn’t noticed, explaining that she was sleeping while it got recorded. She smiles while a big man suddenly pops on the bench, and upon seeing my love, he suddenly fall on his knees and start crying, and the last story bursts out of the book in 3D Technicolor as the morphing body and face of the girl; the mouth becomes a little hole, the eyes contorted, the legs become baby legs and it goes on until she is an horror. Then the man disappears and I wake up.

~There’s content for interpretation allright.

There are other girls I meet once every now and then in dreams, we say hi and carry on with our seemingly super important tasks; it’s weird. Some girls have their own types of dreams and I have regulars who are more interested in sex, there’s even leather and chains in some of them, but I should not describe those, don’t you think?

~That sounds hardcore, let’s talk about it, isn’t it a chapter about love and sex?

Yes I’ll talk about sex, but it’s inappropriate, and I’m not here to boast, or to sell, or to be in, or to show how I’m open, or to make it banal.

~We should have a moment of silence for all the victims of banalities, it’s just there, waiting to infest everything and transform great things to junk.

Me I’m a bit banal just because I can, but it’s nothing besides banal people. I seem to be banal but I’m not, you see the non-banality by seeing beyond the banal, and there is no hint, no artifice.

~You try to project banality, but it doesn’t work.

Yeah, people just don’t stop harassing me, go harass some banal type ok?

~Your non-banality attracts people, you’ll feel better when you’ll be among more adequate people for you.

There is this place I just recently visited a second time, I arrive there as darkness falls, I start on a small straight jetty leading to the ocean, like I debarked from a ship, but there are no ships. There are some shops to my left and a big glass restaurant to my right. The first time I entered the restaurant, I had a meal served by a beautiful shorter auburn haired girl and it was love at first sight.

~That’s me, I have auburn hairs.

But we didn’t exchange a single word, I ate, got out, everything is shut down, nobody anywhere anymore and I ended up in a vague, because I don’t remember well, sneaking competition of killing in the dark with enemies I couldn’t see; bombs made craters in the ground, things got destroyed, and I don’t remember how it ended except that I walked freely in the place.

~So much for meeting me...

In the second dream the place changed, I get there while darkness falls again, the restaurant is still there, exactly the same, with the jetty made of exactly the same bricks (“z” bricks), but it is enclosed in city structures with high stairs and corners and flashing signs overhead, like the jetty is in a bubble entering a million years old city, very strange and high tech dirty, but it’s definitively alive. I enter the restaurant and there she is; the same. She gives me 3 white credit cards and I follow her to the cash register while her friend workers are all looking at me like I’m straight out of a dream. I give her back a card, she inserts it and ask my number, I give a letter while she whispers me the rest, and while everybody notices, they don’t say a word. She give me back the card and I get out of the restaurant walking fast to reach a dark stairway, but turning around, still seeing the restaurant, I see the girl is running unbelievably fast to reach me, I wait for her and she jump in my arms, we embrace and kiss each other hard and crazily, I point to a place where I’m going, and she asks me “why are you doing all this?” I don’t know what she’s talking about but I answer “Because I have all rights”. She takes the lead jumping and dancing in happiness overload.

~Wow, I like this, you should do more dreams there.

I dreamt of another town, the remains of an ex-vast city, a sandy devoid zone like modern western that look like it has seen the shockwave of an atomic bomb, there is a feel of old size to it, like the city survived a cataclysm to lose 9/10 its size. It’s foggy and dark, in spirit too, I met a half black woman, half, like separated in two, we almost had sex from the beginning, but we took a stroll half nude instead, Tarzan style, and I visited a strange area I never saw in the city before, a place with almost permanent fog and abandoned homes everywhere. I went there to be explained that it was the site of a toxic accident and that the place was very long to heal. I looked around a bit, dug a few shovelful of dirt, almost had sex with the woman again, and maybe I did as I had to make another type of underwear with a piece of cloth, white this one. Then we are on our way to a school for old people, and I noticed something missing in there, color; the school is white all over. Then we are on our way again, to one of her black friend, and we have green underwear now.

~That should signify something.

The guy is really strange and scary at first, and I’m supposed to get a treasure from him, by passing some test. We’re sitting on the ground in front of each other, he’s trying to approach my face but accidently strikes his forehead on a bramble sticking out from the ground beside me instead, drawing blood. He then takes a bramble from behind him and gives it to me, I plant it on my forehead but it breaks there without drawing blood. Then he turns around and give me a long white tube, I take it and inside is a wooden banister full of engraved graffiti, he tells me the name of a teacher I had in youth (I remembered her name in my dream, but not upon waking up), and that it comes from her. I understand I must go back to the school I visited and replace the white banister there with this one, but the woman is tired so she gives me the keys of her luxury rose car, and the direction to a gardener that can help me drive it. The gardener has a quite strange way to grow his stuff, as I wake-up in front of his stash of foods that are all dried things cut in 4 on the length side, a bag of dried carrots sliced in 4, dried flowers sliced in 4 etc.

~You do that with your carrots, actually.

I do that with many fruits and vegetables if you want to know. But that’s it for this dream.

~That’s it?

There is a complex university I sometimes dream about too, and a hospital, and a castle too. There seems to be quite a few Queens in there, the castle, I never meet the same one, sometimes two, and I always refuse to deal with them; I ignore them or don’t shake their hand. I’m living there, and I’m inventing counter gravity, I think my first invention saved the world or something, but I mainly remember the fun I had building a 10 wheeler that jumped on its wheels always higher before almost flying away... I was experimenting with that while playing all kind of tricks on people around the castle, since everybody is too straight to my tastes, when I met a very beautiful Queen, with a crown and all. I was strolling about in the vast golden courtroom, and she called me from her throne which is on the west side of the place and facing a wall and a chair, there are other people on chairs some distance away too. I sit in front of her, totally flabbergasted by her beauty, and she tells me something to the effect that I don’t read. I answer that I read every night, she answers that it’s true, she says I only read crap books, I answer that she doesn’t make the good ones available, she answers that it’s true, she tells me some kind of insult I don’t remember and I jump on her to say I’ll kill her if she continues.

~At least she was not a princess, you wouldn’t do that to a princess, right?

She runs away losing some jewelry, they’re strange golden pearls, I take one breaking it between my fingers, the inside is white, but the gold is incrusted in the pearl so you cannot scratch it, I don’t know why but it makes me very emotive, there are more of different size laying around where people are seated, they are looking at me while I collect them all, I put them in my pocket and I wake up.

~You wouldn’t act like that in reality.

No, I wouldn’t jump in their arms for sure, but let’s not exaggerate my problem with the royals.

~They must really have done something grave those queens, in some previous dream you don’t remember, because the way it looks, it’s like you’re missing pages of a story.

Remember that girl that had a book about the story of all kind of girls? I met her again recently. I did not recognize her until the end of the dream though, and I just fell in love with her all over again. It’s been a long road under the sun and I somehow ended up entering a school class full of young ado. I didn’t sit down at a desk, but on an elevated long counter in front of the windows at the back of the class; I waited and she entered, older, a bit taller but always as beautiful in all her ways. She came to me, climbed and sat with me, gave me some humoristic piece of paper from her pad, we passed some uneasy time there and she went away to bring back a language dictionary with pieces of paper sticking out. She gave it to me, and when I finally looked into her eyes, she backed up a little and pointed under my butt almost laughing. I didn’t understand right away, it was one of her magic trick, but there was a piece of paper with drawings of some cute animals, and it meant to go in the bathroom. I jumped on my feet and loudly said to the class “I love your teacher!” and from total silence it went to total crazy happiness like everybody wanted to talk to me at the same time, I turned around to face her and asked “what do you want me to do now?” That’s when I recognized her, as she pointed at the piece of paper (go meet me in the bathroom), and I woke up.

~That’s it? Your brain censored the bathroom part!

I met another one, that one was young and a little fat, living with some people. Her boyfriend somehow died, and I popped in her bed.

~You probably killed him in another dream.

She wanted to have sex but I did not, she went away a little and came back dressed to go out. She waited after me but I was studying her from head to toe and all along I was impressed because I felt she would become a wonderful woman, and I was ready for it. She asked for me without a word, it seemed clear to her that I should be with her and I slowly got out of bed, but I woke up.

~Not much of a dream.

Another one is Japanese, a ballet dancer I think. I’m in a cemetery, it’s dark and I suddenly spot her on top of a tombstone. She’s dressed in a yellow robe, I approach but she jumps graciously on another tombstone, so I jump on the first stone, she jumps on another one, landing on the tip of her feet, this goes on a few times as the difficulty increases, until I hit a stone that poses a real challenge. After some hesitation I somehow half jump half walk to the stone; for a moment my legs extended magically and I ended-up on the other stone at a ridiculous angle defying gravity, but I manage to gain back equilibrium; that totally lacked grace, to say the least, and the last part looked like cheating. I notice there is an old man with a beard watching me closely, and he says “interesting”... Next stone is as far away but this time I do a true jump, landing on it but almost loosing equilibrium, which I gain back with a strange yoga move. Next one is impossible, it is clearly evident I can’t do it, but after some time I go for it and do a double flip in the air to land straight on it like a pro. The girl is waiting on the next stone not far away which is large like a table, and she got her small foot on a small rock protrusion in the middle of it, I jump and gently land my foot exactly on hers, unleashing an explosion of laugher everywhere, as there are tons of people watching us now. We jump down under big applauds and I wake-up.

~Walt Disney will try to buy the idea.

Next one is a special day at school where we only play games, but all men must remove their shirt.

~That’s going to be interesting...

I enter and after some strolling around conclude that there are only boring card and dice games. People match themselves and play but I sit down alone in front of some dices doing nothing. I finally decide to get out only to discover that the door is locked, but there is another one at the back of the class, unlocked, and leading to a parking lot where there is something like 10 desks with computers to play games. I sit down at the far right one while others join and start playing. But I’m not happy as my screen is defective and it seems I’ll be stuck with a small 2cm screen on a device looking like a Kodak. The image is blurred at it so I refuse to play, but the teacher arrives and says he’s sorry, takes the scrap away, and gets the normal screen to work, but I still don’t want to play because they are old Nintendo games. A minivan enters the parking lot, parks right in front of my desk, bumping my screen which explodes on the floor (they are old screen). Nobody seems to notice the incident as they are slowly quitting for the main building; it’s probably the end of the class. I’m last and about halfway there when a woman shouts for help, nobody cares except me, and I’m met with a strikingly beautiful, black haired girl. She lost a 2 liter of modeling paste in the previous incident, it probably rolled away when she opened the door of the minivan. I go ask my fellow students to help me find it but they don’t care. So I go back to help her alone, she is with a tall man but that man does nothing and responds to nothing; he acts lobotomized. After some time we find her modeling paste which she gives to the man who looks way too happy about it. She invites me to sit with her in the minivan to talk, I do, and there she tells me she got a secret which is that she is still a virgin at 24, the kind of virgin that want to meets a virgin and fall in love for life. I tell her I got a secret too and that it is that I haven’t touched a woman in a very long time, like I’m interested, then I go on with an explanation on why she had to drop her view, and why I may be the better option, but I won’t write about this as the dream is old and it would feel inadequate.

~I understand.

There is that tall blond girl I keep on meeting too, I’m always very busy doing stupid looking but very important seeming things. I always end-up meeting her at a restaurant table telling her I’m too busy. The last time she wanted to show me photographs, I took the first few ones before telling her I’m too busy, but I noticed she left her name and phone number behind one. Once alone, I said thanks looking at it while being sorry for my attitude, thinking that I would call her and pass some time with her, then I woke up. The weird thing is that I feel bad about my attitude, but it’s just a dream.

~And you don’t remember her number.

No.

~It’s a shame, imagine calling it and meeting the girl of your life...

Yeah, right.

~It can happen, like lottery.

Yeah but hell specializes in bad lucks, like getting yourself assassinated by some serial killer the day of your marriage.

~The worst is that these kind of ironies happen all the time in hell. 

Another one starts me in a car with friends trying to find little fruits. I’m driving the car in a place I’ve been in another dream and I suddenly stop at a steep rising slope of sand; there are rows of fruit trees of all kind there, all mixed from ground level to small tree height, it’s like rows of bushes upon rows of bushes full of fruits growing under the sun on desert sand and climbing the slope to infinity. I fill my bucket with a few strawberries and blueberries as big as a fist. The bigger fruits are not ripe, except for a single strange one growing among pears, it got the form of a small white heart with the texture of a marshmallow, I collect it and I’m calling my friends to come, but they’re on the side of the road collecting dusty little fruits, and they’re frustrated that I stopped them there; they don’t see what I’m seeing, or they don’t want to see since they can’t miss it, they’re almost in it. So I go show them what I collected and lead them almost to touch their face with the fruits rows. Some of them start collecting but then some complain that the pears are not ripe, so I go show them a tree that got big ripe pears, almost brown, but they still say they’re not, but I don’t care anymore. I leave to explore a little and find half a gigantic pear on a kind of pedestal hidden within the bush, it even got a sticker on it, I remove it and eat the pear half. Suddenly I’m in a strange small room with bookcases all around and a desk full of drawers, there are books and paper everywhere, and I’m rummaging through the stuff in a quest to find something interesting. I find tweezers in a small transparent box, and upon touching them I get a flashback of a woman, but I seem to know she is dead. I continue trying to find something valuable while I hear my friends shouting that they’re done collecting fruits, then I’m in a kind of panic digging through piles of papers and books until I open a small drawer full of postcards in their envelope, I quickly go through them like I’m seeking a page in a book until I find a sealed one that got nothing on it, I carefully open it, open the card inside, and all there is written is a big “I LOVE YOU”, I pass my hand over the letters.

~You found love among books in a land of magical fruits.
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Everybody likes to have a vision of love, one that probably justifies the sexual path they have taken in life, to begin badly, since the stance I’ll take won’t be the most easy and it will probably be a little frustrating for some, particularly knowing the importance I give to love.

~So the previous chapter on your mentality is important.

Yes, and thanks for still being there, you have proven invaluable for you small commentaries.

~You pretty much already had things wrapped-up before I debarked though, I should have been there as a real person all along.

You’re right.

~Here are my links, with new added ones from the previous chapter.

~Ideology (Beginning of book 1)

~Morons (1D1)

~High conscience (1J1)

~Perfection (1G1)  

~Communist lodging (2TT2)

~Injustice comparison (2DDD2)

~Mind tree before (3-3)

~Psychopathy (3A3)

~Change (3K3)

Thanks for doing that.

~I’m thinking of making an emoticon update of your work, is that weird?

Probably yes.

~I’d study the best emoticon kit and put some here and there everywhere in your work.

You can do that as your own version, but I’m not sure suggesting that much what emotion people should feel will help.

~It’s just that the new function of a voice reading your text is kind of machinal, and it doesn’t even make the difference that I’m a girl, talk about stupid AI.

I don’t think that qualify as an AI. And asking that guy to speak like a girl when he reads your text won’t sound nice, but it won’t sound as machinal.

~I want my own voice.

People must not forget the chapter just before, there is only one intelligence here, and I experience the conscious aspect of this intelligence, ok?  Now, this conscious aspect can be different of opinion than the aspect devoid of it and it is genetics, like when I sleep, so I may fall into something unbeknown to me trying to fool around personalities, or I may discover a tendency, that I’m entitled to develop in a way that satisfies me. I’ll play with my intelligence as much as I want, and if it becomes as big and complex as a planet then I’m ok with that, I’m not stopping, but I must exist as a living, so let’s not go unrealistic with the head inflation.

~This chapter is a fight for true love though.

Yes, and fights are not peaceful nice things that talk girly.

~It is written by a young man with testosterone, I get it.

Yes, and I’m looking 10 years younger whatever the testosterone, why do you think?

~You don’t have a life?

I mean, I’m still horny even then, but I’m more serious than anybody in what I stand for, so what’s wrong?

~It’s in the mental.

Could be... This chapter will probably be the only real battle for true love that will come to exist, or the last one, or both.

~Big claim, it’s not like connoisseurs haven’t written a line about that...

For true love, not love like in “Love thy enemy”.

~I confess that I don’t read harlequins.

We’re not writing a love story, even if there is going to be bits of one here and there.

~We’re going to be big critics of everybody’s love style.

Yes sir, there’s humor to be found there, and there’s all kind of weird falling in love on TV lately too, that’s worth a laugh, and it always feels so far away.

~Do people still think love is important? What percentage do you think still believe in true love?

Not much, even if everybody will say yes, even hippies are into love, but we’ll be talking about true love, that’s different, and we’ll fight for a straight definition of it, so a lot of people will have troubles dealing with that.

~They can go watch their big brother of love, staged the whole thing for competitive stupidities, put a bunch of Miss America and Mr. universe under scrutiny and make them do all kind of clown and bitch stuff for show, then morons educate themselves by looking at the dynamics of how it goes, and they end-up in a mile long lines to fuck an ado on only fans for the glory.

Wow, you’re started, the love we’ll talk about really doesn’t work like on TV and I-phones, in fact, we’ll give war to this love destroying bullshit for the money, show, and manipulation.

~Because politician sure won’t help with love, or sex, they got to spend millions in Angelica Jolie jewelry to keep their bitch in line, while those pimps of luxury fuck young prostitutes and reap taxes from the porn overload.

Sex is the most important thing to most people, and while everybody may want to think he’s got “THE” ultimate view of sex and love of the universe, often to justify their experiences or attitudes, whatever these can be, the fact remains that there is only one logical definition, and that’s what we’ll fight for.

~It’s a sensitive subject though.

You bet, particularly with morons involved. But I’ll still explain a lot of what are the handicaps to true love, and what’s wrong with most other views. For now I’ll just say it’s traditional but different while being entirely logic.

~Think about it, it’s different, and it’s logic, and it’s tradition, that should work!

I still doubt many readers will go to the end of this chapter, since we’re talking the elite of love, true love, the true stuff.

~When you think that even Jesus love is considered inappropriate in your work.

Before starting I’ll immediately put the points on the I’s and the bars on the T’s so nobody is mistaken about my problem with the anti binary and anti true love FAFFA hippies revolution that mass manipulators are trying to contort into peace and love.

~What’s FAFFA again?

I’ll let the pros in acronyms guess that one, for some time.

~Females After Friendly Fantasy Activities.

Not at all. There is no problem with true love or binary sexuality, perverts are the problem, or the media industry of the whole world as interconnected sheep through social media that’s manipulating humanity and keeping it blind to the real situation. And me I can’t embark in their game, their competition, their subtle war to binary sexuality that’s more effective than direct verbal assault, because I’m a loner and I’ll never ever end fighting their manipulation that are everywhere and being implanted through all entertainment.

~They decided the man and woman concept doesn’t work.

Exactly, what they decided work is dick girl bestiality, so as they’re trying to eliminate good and evil, they’re trying to eliminate man and woman, to replace them by a super production of creeps, for whatever reason, probably because of some secret psychological study produced by some spying institution. So that’s where the twisted psychology of the porn overload is headed, they’re encouraging that along porn and prostitution, while giving war to man and woman and their binary sexuality, by making stupid love shows of binaries, by making of love a twisted absurdity, and a super difficulty.

~An evil absurdity of the worst kind that can definitively spread in a world of morons in “love” with gods and divas.

It’s the new millennium, and evil freeing itself fully and showing the extent of his power, the last brick of his manipulation is in place, it’s time to assault good and sexuality and make a perversion of love and humanity. The devil is ready to indoctrinate humanity that not only greed is good, but evil is good, because he selected and brainwashed humanity to see its happiness as dependent from it. So the concept is that there’s something wrong between man and women that all the cumulated psych science is too imbecile to spot, that nobody in this world is able to discover or acknowledge, so they decided to destroy the concept of binary love like it’s evil.

~This idea can only have arisen from the sickest brains commit to evil in the world.

Yeah, and we’re in really deep shit if I have to explain these things, the brain of humanity must really have degenerated for real.

~I guess it’s just the continuation of the work of perverted brains trying to normalize and spread their ways, by making it believe that everything will be allright with binary people eliminated and FAFFA hippiness and porn all over the place.

It’s total bullshit, the work of retarded morons and frustrated craniums of mass manipulators, and who are the most retarded of society?

~Innocents.

Yes, kids, that’s what they’re after, stupid moronic kids gone nuts watching porn, to form them to their standard as an infinite overwhelming production of mentally and sexually sick fucktards.

~It seems nobody in this system can manage his sex without making hell on earth, only you, you’re the winner, with your big brain, your nice body, and your big balls that you manage like a pro.

They’re encouraged to be degenerates and fuck and fuck and fuck and fuck, and keep their brains retarded to basic instincts, so what do you think? That’s all what they have as a brain, a whole lot of bullshit that turn around their sex.

~How do you know that? You don’t socialize with them.

It’s evident in their freak face, or in the hypocrisy of their sick brains.

~Someone got to make them face themselves, I’m with you, kick their ass.

You were pretty much enthusiastic about that in previous chapters.

~It’s like you’re doing the contrary of all what this stupid society asks and you’re super, you even have a contrary ideology!

You don’t understand, it is the only ideology, hell is wrong, get it? It’s a fucking ego trip raised to planetary competition, and to cheat and manipulate they twisted everything, and this is not only continuing more than ever, we are living the culmination of this, the success of hell on earth from cheaters and egotic pedophiles, that’s all, in 100 years it will be one clusterfuck, seriously it’s all based on that, and we are kept stagnated at the roman epoch, and if they can they’ll make a gigantic brothel out of humanity.

~That’s what all those big cities are, big Sodom machines to make a brothel out of humanity.

And it will work with the selection of sheep groomed to enjoy moronism as a mass, while self inflating their pride thinking they’re good or evolved because they follow trends, recycle, or drive an electric car. The truth is that binary people are more dangerous to a mentally and sexually degenerating society, so they’re made the enemy, the source of all problems, to continue division, and emphasis the attention on sexual activities, so people don’t make a revolution that could reduce the ransacking of the “elite”.

~Why did they baptize those most representing the ideal of true love as binary machinery anyway?

Good point, it’s part of the manipulation, with the enemy as binary stuff, some program that must be shut down. The other aspect is that people with personal problems are better for the economy, the more FAFFA and love failures the better the economy of hell. The success of the destruction of love is still dependent from invested morons who forever refuse to understand and fight for sense, the logical path, they refuse to face the truth of themselves and reality, and they’re ready to destroy everything to not lose some self-esteem by admitting their wrongs. The main problem between man and woman, is competition, which is a driver of hate and division that evil need to reign, and the rich developed the whole world as a competition of egotism over everything, they made a system that developed the mentality of humanity around it, they selected humanity for it, to the point that profits decide the path of humanity, which is the most absurd evil insanity, and they’re so completely insane that they’ll destroy true love, man and woman if they have to, to continue with it, in their great competence at deciding how the world is supposed to work. And all media corporations of the world are helping, contributing and covering the most perverse crimes that can exist, and in the light of this insanity, I can only reinforce my hate for this system to ultimate point, rich aristocrats driven by greed developed a system to serve evil, and they categorically refuse to acknowledge it because they’ll be to blame for the failure of the human adventure.

~They just want to last as long as possible in their richness.

It’s still the result of worsening the natural survival drive instead of taking a different path with our conscience, the transfer of the pleasure (survival) system to the reward system, as we already explained, but we’re not social competitive animals, contrary to what the current psychology is at, we’re humans of conscience and we decide our destiny, we set our limits, the pattern of our evolution, we do our own selection.

~It's strange that all those intellectuals out there still don’t understand that.

They do, it’s just evil that contorts everything, and morons who gobble everything mass manipulators babble, and the youth with things to prove that’s a competition ground for the most experienced manipulators. And the competition takes pyramidal form, so at its most fundamental division you got man vs woman, then you got groups bitching each other within these 2 main categories, all the way to the individual, and that’s how you make hell.

~You can throw other ingredients in the recipe too.

Yes. And it’s been so long that the dynamics go all the way to the reproduction strategy, but it’s still a choice. With competition as the fundamental we decided to condemn ourselves to, we can choose to develop a gay humanity, or a humanity where women and men take an attitude to exchange different aspects of violence ignored to the other so everybody feels a winner, or develop all kind of bias to gain advantages, like a sex taking the attitude to be hypocritically victimized to self reinforce a belief that the other sex is problematic, or by pissing-off the other sex, as an intern hypocrite competition of intelligence where the winner cherish the victory of testing the other by succeeding at initiating violence, it may even give wild sex results. But it’s all psychological bullshit that developed from living in an evil system that exacerbated the egotism and competition drive of people to the actual contrary use it had as a natural drive, survival, which, in the end is about intelligence, and ultimately conscience. Life developed conscience as a survival tool, so we can survive beyond the planet with foresight, or farsight, if we make a good use of our intelligence. But there’s always a better or worst way to deal with anything, and evil uses conscience limitedly on that aspect, and now it’s not about the species survival, it’s about self inflation within a system that forces survival problems to exploit people for individual greed, which has nothing to do with survival anymore, while making it a short term competition thing, instead of a global long term survival thing. And now the vast majority of the life energy (money) of humanity doesn’t flow for the success (survival) of humanity, but for the luxury and stupidities of individuals and their family dynasties, and condemning humanity to it we’ll fail the whole story of god and gaia in the name of retarded self inflated people. Furthermore, the egotism competition forces injustice, which makes it so that humanity will destroy itself internally psychologically all the way to man and woman, and externally in jealousy and envy, and the only solution evil will want to consider is division equality in its competition game of cheat pilers, like raising a society of dick girls, or precisely controlled and made of 25% man, 25% woman, 25% gay and 25% metrosexual, competing between each other and over everything, which will just worsen things.

~All minorities becoming equal through the power of representativeness, selection, and indoctrination of the youth, which is totally unrealistic anyway, it will take a trillion years with the ways of the country competition where poorer countries will never have the means to “evolve” that way.

There’s no evolution here, only mental regression, it’s a ridiculous game of cheaters that breeds massive injustice, so they will never attain this utopia of absurdity. The only winner will be evil, rich family dynasties of perverts having all the advantages, they’ll continue making the selection, continue enslaving and exploiting humanity for their luxuries and insanities to the ruin of the planet and humanity, and their legacy will be one of hate, injustice and division, all the way to afterlife, even if they’ll fight with all the bullshit of the world to keep being the people imprinting history the most.

~They sure wouldn’t want humanity to shame them.

They’ll fight to continue their hegemony to the ruin of everything.

~They’ll never admit that the problem eating humanity and destroying the planet is their system of egotism competition and extreme injustice.

They’ll bullshit, contort, and twist, absolutely everything, good into evil, to persist, and it’s been verified way before Egyptian times that with sufficient competence in subtle manipulation you can make people believe practically anything. 

~Except you, what makes you so special? You don’t read nothing, you’re a school drop off, you’re alone, and you’re a poor.

The secret is all over my work.

~At least now I understand how manipulation is the top brick of evil, and how everybody gets had in hell.

So practically all the problems people have are displaced effects of the egotism competition one way or the other, of winning and losing, of cheating, and the whole society is based on this, and it will consume humanity, unless we acknowledge it and make a good system before it’s too late, if it’s not the case already. But the chances are slim the way the rich aristocracy is incompetent, it will take them a million years of bitching competition babbling, with a perfectly divided system, they’ll even make sex type only leadership political parties, since to those manipulative morons the problem is equality that they confound with fairness, and they force humanity to their vision as great leaders of bullshit who cultivate denial of their inadequacy.

~And you got to speak their way.

That is, if they ever want to stop the mentality of doom they condemned humanity to, since to them a good system is out of the equation right from the start, they can’t lose the face that much for their exorbitant cost and what they did with humanity, they can’t be such a failure, so they’ll continue with the smile and self-assurance, to adjust their hell by changing things with costly and inefficient measures to their beloved system that they’re the most indoctrinated to as the only way for humanity, while enriching themselves to be of the superior class of gods and divas who debark from spaceships, from another inaccessible planet, to make speeches and get applauded.

~And eat the best stuff and fuck prostitutes.

So we’ll have to make a system that puts competition at its right place, and that’s not based on a supreme type on top, that emphasizes true love, that will permit humanity to live in peace of harassing egotic crackpots and their competition to exploit every aspect of life for their glory and profits, where we’ll be free of their forced publicity and their self-inflation competition.

~They’ll be against it, like for humanity among the stars they won’t believe it can be done, at the worst they’ll twist everything so your work end-up as a religion serving their system.

Evidently, competition is not the only hate generation principle encouraged by leaders of the ego-god(s) ideology, everywhere in my work when I write about divide to reign it’s about hate distributed by politicians, or the best most egotic manipulators of the planet, to reign by keeping humanity subjugated and bitching over everything.

~Anti-hate hate generators.

For now, all those hypocrites act like they have no idea, there’s something wrong between man and woman, binary people are the problem, let’s flush them and manipulate the youth in all kind of alternatives and brainwash them with porn, like it’s peace and love, it's the end of all problems, while things will just worsen the more people ignore it, because it’s a world run by competitive egotic crackpots mass manipulators who keep people divided, and their brain is sick from the intro to the generic, so they’ll persist to the end of humanity, and they made their system so tight with austerity, so precise in the required “leadership” parameters, that they condemned all generations to make it work precisely how they built it.

~They enslaved humanity to their system to its end.

Yes. And I mentioned “generations” instead of “humanity” because they’re trying to hypocritically suggest into new generations that all the rebellious attitudes are a X generation problem. Again it’s divide to reign bullshit, to continue their pressure selection, the competition of who’s the most behaved or submitted sheep that suck their dick, while they make their image reform party to falsify history.

~Everything to be absolutely sure that humanity is condemned to their ways of doing thing, poor sheep, it’s so disgusting.

Every generation will play their role, take the spot wanted of them by the system and its media corporations, so everybody can point fingers at everybody else. What we’re dealing with here is absolute evil, they groom generations to be violent, or mentally deranged, or sexually insane, and I doubt there is a greater crime of evil in the universe, so they should reap the worst the universe has to offer.

~In theory.

Every generation must compete to serve the devil and its ego-god(s) ideology, all those divisive sexual revolutions are just the usual strategy of winning time until too late, they use the drive of the youth to prove something, or to do better than their ancestors, against them, and the drive of morons too, and those morons, and many more frustrated groups not as visible in the competition, will do all what they can to make the bullshit work to be special in history, it will be a pride thing, before they wake-up in a situation that’s even worse. But they’ll be old by then, and new mass manipulators with things to prove will decide the problem is something else, but surely not the ego-god(s) ideology, it’s the last thing they’ll ever want to consider, like the truth that they’ll only face when their face crashes on the bottom of the precipice. And me I know I’ll be rejected and hated right from the first page of my work because I defend true love and binary sexuality, and I can’t fight against a world of mass manipulators connected through media platforms and using AI for their agendas without losing my mind.

~Wow, that’s quite a knockdown, are you sure there’s something else to say? The fight for true love seems already won, at least for you. 

Then I’ll just sit down beside my enemy and talk about the subject casually, while his babbler is out of order.

~Ok.

I still got to mention I’m middle line, to prevent some manipulators from putting extremism ideas in my vision; in doubt just assume I’m not stupid, allright? Extremism is where the evil is, but even then, there are uses for it, as there’s a best use for everything; you could say pushing one’s limits can be seen as extremism, and visiting extremes is important for many experience aspects, and being middle line permits that. The same for competition, it got many critical uses, it doesn’t exist for nothing, it’s just that evil uses it to its own end. So somewhere around middle line of competition is where people will rejoin, not at extremes, and it’s not supposed to be applied to everything people do, that’s another extreme where you lose the planet, life, and you become an enemy of existence.

~He won’t repeat it every time he talks about something, so remember; he’s not stupid or extremist.

Another problem with me is that I’ll express my opinion about all the wrong attitudes with everything, but people willll get over it if read my work with an open mind, but they won’t if they do things to continue into the same egotism competition mentality, and the same with me; I won’t be nice with drug addicts if they got an attitude that’s a problem to the ideal or direction I’m striving for, but I’ll be way more tolerating if they don’t cause problems to others with it and still strive for good ideals, maybe except cocaine people.

~Even if they show borderline or good people taking cocaine in movies?

Yes, it’s all bullshit, it’s a drug that totally serves the devil, and everywhere you see it it’s like evil that’s just waiting to scrap all your good plans. Another example could be alternate sexualities, I’ll give em war if they’re in a competition mentality, but I’ll accept them if they still encourage the ideal of things whatever they’re not the greatest reflection of it. So you can bet I’m on my great horse against the gay revolution, because not only they don’t care about the ideal of things and are in a competition scenario over the youth like they want to make a homosexual humanity, but they’re demonizing binary sexuality, and for that they’ll be very lucky if I still manage respect in the name of social peace. So that’s how I’ll be appropriate, people read my work and put their thinking straight, then we’ll be appropriate to work on a common ideal, the life-universe ideology, even if they are not a reflection of it; they do it for the future. But they still must show something for it, about what they can realistically change, like for rich people.

~There’s a place for gay people in afterlife.

If they behave well with their particularity. But there is none for binary couple haters.

~Maybe they’ll even be given the choice to become heterosexual.

Who knows, and I’d chose that option if I were them.

~Why should one prefer to be a homosexual?

Just ask kids at gay festivals.

~I understand, we got to make binary sex festivals that lasts 3 months too, and make them total fun with colors and trumpets.

And they need an enemy, so that kids think they’re good and fighting evil while having fun.

~Or they’re the future and they’re fighting retards.

Now the interesting thing is that it seems you can’t stop a momentum once media corporations are encouraging it, and they never make mistakes in what they brainwash and bullshit humanity into, so alternative sexualities who make sense in their mentality will have to fight and stop spreading this binary sexuality hate thing, even if I doubt it will entirely succeed, the weirdoes will just take a bigger chunk out of them and love, by bullshitting babies if they have to.

~Wow, a fight against media corporations, and they start defining generations with cartoons, so it’s going to be ugly.

Not only cartoons, it’s all the TV people who do consensus manipulation, they act like a gang watching and studying each other.

~While the whole planet watches Walt Disney cartoons in awe.

There’s parenthood and technology too, and it’s not precise actions, it’s how they’ll generally express their egotism mentality and how they’ll displace their frustrations in the competition, but they’re all in admiration of the gods and divas that manipulate them, on TV at least.

~Where people like you are not, they wouldn’t want to make you a god for sure, think about it, the unleashing.

I should repeat again that egotism is a natural survival drive mostly equilibrated by family principles in the less advanced work of god (animal world), but what the ego-god(s) ideology does is encourage that drive into high conscience, which has the completely contrary use (the more conscience, the less egotism, or more of an outlook toward others), makes it rise to the surface, develops it as a cultivation, so it’s forever impossible to make humanity, or intelligence, or god, or life, evolve beyond that, so it stays right down here on the planet and disappear from the universe.

~And gods and divas will have reigned all the way.

It can take a long time, but the hope of spreading the work of god in space can be lost quick by ruining the planet for the priorities and megalomania of a bunch of barbarians in pretty attires who pass their time doing stupidities, fake believers who never believed in that potential in humanity, but gods and divas can still reign for 10 000 years to continue developing their perversion of humanity.

~And they’ll leave their lying idealization behind.

As usual, and a big movie of life disrespect for the universe of good spirits to watch for eternity.

~What it this generation thing anyway?

As it is it’s mostly a tool to divide by raising an image, but personally, I’m just some guy born at an epoch in a shitty reality that tries to manipulate me, in a different epoch the tools of manipulation will be different, and I try to warn people who are younger than me into what machination from the devil they’re embarking themselves into, because the devil failed to hypnotize me with his pendulum made of bullshit, if we remember how they talked about hypnotism as a tool to manipulate people by indirect suggestion.

~Practically no TV or internet, no cell phone, no influencing friends, so you escaped the entropy of the devil.

I grew up before falling in the stuff, when you think that TV was practically non existent when I was young.

~And now you’re a rebel, not a stupid sheep, a villager with a diploma in electronics and programming, some military background, and a knack with plants, among other things.

So while the leading generation forming machine is media corporations, it’s still a long historic process where each generation competence at love will contribute to form the next generation, while technology and the tools of manipulation develop under competition pressures.

~And now it’s I-porn and I-phony botox me too selfie AI revolution.

Close enough. That being said, true love is the more profound reason for socialization, and as I already explained, it’s a challenges of it, or let’s say a good proof of competence at the sport, or the ultimate proof of people’s capacity for it.

~This is reflected in nature a lot too, where social behavior is related to the raising of offspring; giving the example.

What doesn’t work here is not only the love failure production rate, or non-love reproduction, it’s the exemplarity of family that has degenerated, along planting kids in front of TV or I-Phones, and thinking they’re doing their parent job while they could be replaced by robots, as they drop their kids at the kindergarten to go make a shift of prostitution to pay for lodging and drugs.

~Maybe that’s exactly what they want, such incompetent and loveless parenthood, practical psychopathy, so that they’ll accept more and more that kids are grown by the platoons, or by machines.

One things, for sure, they never wanted love to work, those who decided how things should work in hell.

~They were all a bunch of egotic maniacs. And the whole love vision of this society is so inept, that you would have gotten more appreciation and affection and good feelings as member of a tribe in the woods.

Yeah, well, I could arg...

~So inept that you’re growing a fantastic person, a beautiful mind beyond psych science comprehension alone in rotten apartments, with far more competence than they’ll ever achieve with their science, so inept that you’re living all kind of dangerous situations that shouldn’t exist in a society that qualifies itself secure, civilized, prosperous, evolved, and advanced.

Freaking prosperous. But who am I right? I minority, not even a statistic like all those people who depress and suicide and live all kind of grave problems in this superb society, a lot yes, due to love failures, incompetence with children, growing people, and it’s too late, they systemized the incompetence. Yet, it’s true that the difference between what I lived and reality makes it so that intelligence should completely dissociate itself from this way of being human, and if I’m doing this you can bet it’s known, but now it’s explained with a final pile of paper.

~So they’re sure to go to hell if they play innocent, right? And god and gaia, or the global intelligence, got it all within a single brain, even the UI can read your work through your eyes, so it’s judgment day assholes!

But first they’ll say I have a micro penis.

~One big micro penis, a lot of girls would open their mouth over that one, and sing...

I DIDN’T HEAR YOUR SEX JOKE!! They’ll say I’m sexist while it is not true, they’ll say I’m against sex while it is not the case, they’ll say my vision of love is retarded while it is logic and idealistic as a vision should be, and they’ll probably add that I’m sexually repressed and frustrated, because I won’t be nice with other views that monopolize the subject.

~You’re an homophobic bigot somewhere too, if you’re a normal guy...

I’ll talk about aphrodisiacs too.

~Wow, who doesn’t like aphrodisiacs?

The first thing I remember of my life is a chocolate dream; I opened an empty old fridge and in the butter compartment was a half eaten chocolate bar in a blue and white wrapping. And I woke-up there not touching it.

~Maybe you ate the naked half in another dream...

I would never forget the image from my old dream, and as I gained conscience of chocolate later in my life, I was never able to understand where I took that dream.

~Why didn’t you just eat it like any child would do in its right mind?

Maybe I did, and chocolate lost its romantism with me. Later in my life I would see all this publicity about chocolate being associated to sex like it’s an aphrodisiac or a replacement for sex or whatever, and I would develop a pub war about it, associating the thing more to something brown and negative, tasting sugar, than anything else. The pressure increased, scientists got involved to find the positive property, and I dumped television, for more than that, evidently.

~Pub made shit out of chocolate for you.

Stop bullshitting me, or I won’t eat your products, but chocolate is only one tiny example in the vastness of bullshit that pedophiles of the mind produce in hell to fool innocents into buying things or embarking in trends, for a tremendous amount of useless exploitation, garbage and pollution production. And I very well know that I’m the only victim of these battles, someone got to train I could say, at least I’m writing the result of the training. So when I went to any kind of store selling food, and looked at their big display of chocolate, I saw wrappings, all kind of cute wrappings; little pub bars of shit. I absolutely know it isn’t, it is food, it’s just a chocolate story, and I prefer to define my reality than being defined by bullshit providers.

~Oh, ok.

Just don’t take me for a moron, or a robot with guaranteed reactions. There are people you wouldn’t worry about seeing them recite a rosary on the fly, it’s the ancestor of the cell phone for some, but me it means something terrible is about to happen.

~Let me guess, you throwing out the thing and creating a grave commotion.

Ah, religious ceremonies, there was a pattern then, when I changed the messages of prayers for something more satisfactory; some people react like that, they fight, they defend, they parry, they test, and it can take many forms and most end-up worse than wasted. I decided to fight for principles and concepts instead, stuff that’s not supposed to be variable in signification from one person to the next, and that’s in part why I’m stuck giving a definition to love, and this logical definition should remain true and the right one, if I’m to make a system that makes sense. As for chocolate, I could have gone nuts about beer pub instead, little bottles of pub piss, but in the end I revolted against invading pub everywhere under all forms. So I knew chocolate was not an aphrodisiac, it’s just a younger me fooling around, pushing the issue along with the pub, as I began my war with PMIBBD.

~You don’t like to feel polluted in your brains, like.

Yes, and why should I have to remove pub? The default is supposed to be no pub, but we’re in a free (Capitalistic) country... In fact, in my right mind, I believe we should be paid by publicists for watching enforced pub, we should be paid the wasted time in our life, for harassment through repetition, and for their brainwash and twisting of everything, I could say the same of religions too, and singers...

~Calm down, they don’t sell as much chocolate bullshit on TV anymore, you can buy a new one, and I understand that hell owes you lot of money for forcing you to see stuff you don’t want to see, but chocolate bars, common, then you wonder why people think you’re intolerant...

It’s always a matter of breaking my fundamental rights, or my right to grow-up fine, or my right to health and sanity. And if you force me to work, be it at a job, or to fight what’s bad for me, or endure what I hate, or waste time or money or energy to keep my sanity, then compensate me, it’s the same concept as for pardon.

~So we give you a free chocolate bar after you go through the alley of chocolate.

Or remove the alley. But I’m just joking, it’s a food store.

~I was really scared there for a moment, but I was just joking too.

Not!

~Not! Freee chocolate!

Just know that if we’re talking evil, then you better stop it, because pardon won’t work if your intents are not to change, and I stand for intelligence, not only my own. What’s more, all the tools were there to make thing work correctly, it’s just evil that doesn’t respect life, the human, and intelligence to the point of condemning everything to its mentality.

~It's just you, everybody is fine with the way things work.

I don’t have to repeat why humanity has developed like that, but we’ll see when everything will be ruined if the short sighted and mentally limited selection in denial will enjoy the result of their way of doing things.

~They’ll wait for too late to wake-up. 

At the worst I’ll be the nemesis of the ego-god(s) ideology in the universe, and I’ll be very powerful.

~You even require free knowledge, and nothing conditional on digital.

My funny bad trip about chocolate lasted a few years, but many things become insignificant when view and time expand, so one day I decided it was enough and I reconciled with chocolate, and now I’m vegan. I abandon sometimes, in games a lot, particularly if the fighting brings nothing real positive, I almost dumped my quest for this book a few times you know, and I’m not done, there are accidents that are critically hard on motivation. But it’s hard to know the best time to let go or choose fights or increase feeling of normality, and sometimes people walk a very thin line between success and failure, and failures sometime lead to the greatest successes... I believe in myself to some variable extent, but I don’t much believe it will give a positive effect on this reality, so I’ve been considering abandoning a few times.

~It’s supposed to be your responsibility, and
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