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Introduction






What has sanity
ever done for you? What has it ever done to you or about you? Why
does it seem to follow you around? What does it have to do with
you? It’s believed to exist. That seems to be its excuse, what’s
yours?

Human language
has one ongoing justification – It represents an attempt to
understand what you or somebody else is talking about. It might
work; nobody’s too sure, and it’s too easy to disprove.

If you’re
talking about meanings, a simple word like “I” might mean
something. Do you have any rational idea what that word means? Can
you put it into words? Should you? Would you?

If these were
rhetorical questions, you’d have an easy, self-serving, and
hideously glib answer handy. You may not. You may not want to
answer at all. You may actually be sane, just mercifully unaware of
it.

One thing for
sure – The description of “I” may not be too accurate. Sanity has
an inexcusable tendency to relate to reality. That’s hardly
helpful. Consider reality. How much of it do you want to relate to
at all?

Reality is
often tactless. It doesn’t seem to care. What if you suddenly
became fascinating, and it didn’t notice? As you can see, a
relationship with reality can be a problem.

More to the
point, it’s a problem you may have to solve or even live with
occasionally. Inconsiderate, isn’t it? Somebody’s version of sanity
insists you should, especially when it’s the last thing you want to
do.

This book is dedicated to the noble proposition that all you
have to do is look sane. Better still, it’s all about how to do that and take a
lot of cheap shots at everything. There are practical examples and
everything!

To quote the
political mystics and the finance sector and other rather tatty
furniture, “So there!”







Civilization and Servileization






There is a lost
civilization on Earth, and some idiot keeps finding it. You
couldn’t ask for a more lost civilization. Obviously, it’s trying
very hard not to bother anyone.

All that dogma,
disorganization, pedantry and total lack of objectivity are
perfectly capable of staying lost for billions of years. Why
intrude? They seem fully occupied. It’d be impolite. Yet someone
insists that they’re essential. The world (and you) must be buried
in futile nitpicking at all costs, it seems.

Even more
helpfully, the world is blessed with equally avoidable cliché
aspirations. You can be a two-dimensional version of somebody else
at huge expense, if you try. It’s the main reason for suburbia.

You can spend
your entire life trying to be a 12-frame shot from a 60fps movie,
mainly because that was the only image that penetrated what you
unwisely call your brain. You can live like a furniture warehouse
while you’re at it.

You whimsical
overachieving bastard, you.

To add to the
glitz, you must be part of a hierarchy. Chickens have pecking
orders, and they’re doing fine, thanks for asking. Some level of
servility is involved, of course.

You have the
right to grovel to some mindless spud-faced cretin like your life
depended on it. It might, if you’re enthusiastic enough. You may
trundle obscenely from one place of rampant hysterical imbecility
to another, from one farcical unrewarding career interlude to the
next.

Eventually
you’ll be saluting chicken feces. You will have attained a level of
civilization which has made you an existential nonentity. You’ll
have a degree in servileization, too, invaluable in your efforts at
non-existence as an actual person.

The world will
be your coffin. You will achieve the conformist Nirvana of never
having been yourself in any context at any time.

You will then
claim to be sane and able to prove it.

Point made?







Lead
on, O mighty broken-down societal shopping trolley






Seen a society
anywhere? You might have seen something rather absurdly pretending
to be a society. As everyone knows, the main purpose of human life
is highly stressed paranoid expensive squalor for no reason at all.
It’s exciting; you can watch your money sail past, while what it
buys rots down before your eyes.

Some people say
it’s better than sex.

Some don’t.

Better still,
you get to share this fabulous experience with billions of other
highly socialized idiots. Behold the mighty collective ignoramus.
Marvel at its moronic grandeur. Watch it bestride this psychotic
sewer we used to call a world like a rampaging dunghill.

Then do
something else; it can get a bit dull.

Many people
don’t know that squalor, even mental squalor, isn’t compulsory.
Mental squalor can be avoided, for example. Like the rest of the
collective stupor, it’s an acquired unconscious behavior. Try
breathing. It might work.

Don’t bother
with the collective idiocrasy. Consider: Of course you want to wade
about in trivial bullshit. Naturally, every turgid little nuance of
someone else’s putrid, noisy existence is worth any amount of your
time. You might miss something. Every recycled formularized pile of
trash demands your attention.

Like hell it
does.

The Great
Shopping Trolley of Life is a true masterpiece of total lack of
objectivity. It’s a mental dust-gathering exercise like no other.
It’s also total garbage. Happiness happens in the mind; Even an
orgasm has to find its way there eventually.

therefore you are societally obliged to clutter your existence
with everything but mentally useful and enjoyable things. Trillions of dollars are
spent creating irrelevance on this basis. Each day is thoughtfully
buried under a lot of things to do, as the years ooze past. Better
still, you have to perform absurd financial gymnastics for no
possible reason. It’s almost as much fun as self-vivisection using
a backhoe.

It’s the logic
of “the world”, again, intruding with an ongoing shopping list
written by someone else, as usual. Normality, somehow, has become
whatever normality can inflict on you. Who knew poetic justice
could get so bitchy?

Are you young?
Lucky you. Prepare to be drowned in bullshit. You need structure,
aka your custom behavioral straitjacket. Your education, if nothing
else, is an introduction to humanity and all the social skills you
could ever need to despise.

The equation
is: Input, kids, output, god knows what. A happy infant can be
turned into a quite justifiably hyper-paranoid teen in just a
decade or so in a pointlessly hostile artificial environment. What
an achievement.

Education is
expensive by definition. Too expensive by far. This is where the
shopping trolley gets its sadistic kicks. You have to pay for all
of this, with your tattered emotions and years of your time. By the
time you’re 17, you’ll have spent about 80% of your life in a sort
of personal war zone.

This is also a
time in your life when you have incredible sensory capacity, and
this existentially stinking filth is what your senses have to deal
with. Patronizing, tacky images. Idiot noises. Stupid social
events. Uninteresting people rotting away under every platitude.
Noticed any sanity rattling around? You won’t.

You learn to
survive every murderous second of high school, sort of. You learn
that your worries will be systemically ignored by just about
everyone. Then, if you’re a real masochist, you go to college, get
a degree, and hope to whatever you believe in that the person you
think is you still exists. (It is possible.)

This may be why
so many people try so hard to vindicate their version of the famous
and truly neglected “inner child”. That child is still wondering
why they’re getting lumbered with a world of obsessive
fecal-brained idiots.

That kid still wants to have all that fun. Kindergartens were
invented by kids on that basis. Childhood is where you learn
how to learn. Good
education emphasizes “learn through play”. It’s also where you
learn how to enjoy things, and perhaps why.

Happiness is
one of the most legitimate and understandable aspirations of
sanity. Therefore a whole lumbering society is constructed to
prevent it. The shopping trolley, banal wardrobes, hideous makeup,
and ridiculous social interactions sail on regardless into the
simpering twilight.

Like every
shopping trolley, the wheels don’t work. You have a large space to
be filled rattling along in front of you with X choices unless you
create your own. You can spend ridiculous amounts of misled time in
a barren unnecessary wasteland simply deciding what you’re told you
want by people with less neurons than a house brick.



Practical imbecility


The last place
people look for anything is in their own minds. After all, what
could your mind possibly have to do with anything? Anyway, it’s
sort of weird in there and you haven’t noticed much going on. Just
that odd rattling noise.

Your mind is
also the thing that connects you to this trashy, unhygienic theme
park of a world. So you’re not sure if it’s a good place to hang
around. It could be risky.

What if there’s
someone in there?

Much more
importantly, you live in a big, ridiculous, non-existent society
pleasantly situated in a decaying world that doesn’t believe in
minds. Why could you possibly need a mind? Other people get on fine
without one. Faced with such persuasive non-logic, you see the
error of your ways and refuse to even acknowledge having a mind.
Certainly not one of your own.

You’re another
absurd 20/30/40/50-something who never quite found your way out of
grade school, like everyone else. You have to prove it every time
you’re in front of a camera.


Congratulations.

You have
finally attained total disconnect and irrelevance to yourself.

Everything but
you is now running your life for you. From borrowed behavior
patterns to slavishly copied opinions, you have effectively
devalued yourself out of existence. Some charming seductive
demographic algorithm may put you in a glass case.

Better still -
External perceptions matter so much more to you than the bit of you
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