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The Universe Chuckles to Itself

An (almost) serious handbook for cosmic misunderstandings.
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MaKreWe
This book wasn't born from planning. It arrived through timing.
It wanted to be written. I merely happened to be in the right place at the right time.
Whether the universe had anything to do with it can't be proven. It does, however, look suspiciously amused every time I ask.
If you're looking for insight, you'll find it.
If you're looking for humor, you'll find that too.
And if you begin reading without any expectations at all, you're probably the one most likely to be surprised.
For everyone
who has wrestled with life at least once and, in the end, chose to embrace it anyway.

For those
who are still searching for their path and keep dancing all the same.

For the Universe
which never stops surprising us. Especially when we're being particularly serious.
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What is LOOL?
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LOOL is the sound that happens when insight suddenly realizes it doesn't have to be so serious.

It stands for laughter without ridicule, depth without incense, and truth that doesn't need a dramatic entrance.

LOOL reminds us that our best insights often appear precisely when we stop chasing them so desperately. Sometimes, one genuine laugh opens more doors than a hundred explanations.

LOOL. Insight is allowed to laugh.
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How LOOL Came to Be

It was originally supposed to be LOOK.

Then a second L quietly slipped in.

A tiny typo.

It made me laugh.

Apparently, the universe laughed too.

Ever since then, LOOL has meant this to me:

Look closely. Laugh about it. And please don't take life quite so damn literally.
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Humans Make Plans. The Universe Doesn't Wait.
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Humans love making plans.

They write to-do lists, fill their calendars with appointments, reserve time slots for things that absolutely have to get done today, and for one brief moment become convinced that life has finally agreed to follow their schedule.

It's a wonderful feeling.

Unfortunately, it sometimes lasts about as long as a Wi-Fi signal in a dead zone.

It often begins with a message you've been waiting for for days. In your mind, you've already played through the conversation in every possible version. You were witty, calm, charming, and had the perfect response ready for every imaginable reply.

Eventually, you give up overthinking, step into the shower, and decide to give your mind a well-earned break.

Your hair is full of shampoo, both hands are occupied, and your eyes are half closed when, at that exact moment, your phone lights up.

Of course.

Not five minutes earlier.

Not ten minutes later.

Right now.

As you try to figure out whether a smartphone can be operated with a wet elbow, a brief suspicion arises that these devices have an astonishingly accurate sense of exactly when their owners are least able to respond.

The universe reads this theory with great interest.

It files it alongside humanity's other attempts at explaining reality and jots down a small note.

"Interesting thought."

That's all it says.

A few days later, you're sitting in front of a freshly written to-do list. Every task has its place, every little box is waiting to be checked off, and everything feels wonderfully organized. Until task number one decides it's not participating today.

Suddenly, the entire plan begins to unravel. Task two depends on task one, task three depends on task two, and before you know it, a perfectly organized day has turned into an elaborately constructed house of cards.

It's remarkable how many plans can be thrown off balance by a single tiny detail.

The universe glances at the list, nods with quiet approval, and closes it again.

"Impressive."

"You build entire days on the assumption that life will cooperate."

For weeks afterward, seemingly nothing happens. No callback. No appointment confirmation. No email. Slowly, it begins to feel as though the world has simply decided to continue without you.

Then, almost as if responding to a secret starting signal, the phone rings.

A moment later, it rings again.

Two emails arrive, and suddenly two important appointments both decide they want the very same afternoon.

Just a moment ago, nothing was happening.

Now, apparently, everything has decided to happen at once.

The universe watches this with the same quiet composure.

Life, it seems, has a particular fondness for delivering opportunities not one at a time, but as a bundled package.

By evening, the to-do list is still lying on the table. Some boxes remain unchecked. Others somehow took care of themselves, even though they hadn't been on the list in the first place.

The day didn't unfold according to plan.

But it unfolded.

The universe picks up the list one last time, studies it for a moment, and smiles.

"Humans plan with remarkable care."

It looks at the calendar.

Then at the human.

"And yet they keep ending up exactly where they're meant to be."

It leans back, perfectly content.

"Timing was never your job anyway."
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The Perfect Parking Space

[image: ]


There are days when life suddenly seems remarkably cooperative.

You're driving to the supermarket, already expecting to circle the parking lot three times before finding a space. In your mind, you're pushing a shopping cart past endless rows of cars, wondering why everyone apparently decided that today, of all days, was the perfect day to shop here.

And then something unexpected happens.

A parking space opens up right in front of the entrance.

Not somewhere at the far end of the lot, where you start wondering if you've accidentally parked in the next town.

No.

Right by the door.

Almost as if someone had reserved it exclusively for you.

For a brief moment, you feel like the star of a wonderfully successful day.

Maybe today everything is simply going your way.

With that pleasant feeling, you get out of the car, lock it, and head happily toward the entrance.

Only then do you notice the sign.

Closed today.

Staff Training Day.

You stop for a moment, looking from the parking space to the door and back to the parking space again, as though the situation might somehow change if you stared at it long enough.

It doesn't.

The parking space is still perfect.

Only the store has apparently made other plans for the day.

The universe watches the scene in silence.

It waits until the human is back in the car and has driven a little way down the road.

Only then does it speak quietly.

"Interesting."

A brief pause.

"Humans are remarkably quick to mistake an empty parking space for a personal promise from fate."

It flips through its invisible notebook.

"When really it was..."

Another small pause.

"...just an empty parking space."

The universe leans back with quiet satisfaction.

"You always supply the rest yourselves."
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I'm Just Popping Into the Hardware Store
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There are certain sentences that sound completely harmless.

"I'm just popping into the hardware store."

Nobody pays them much attention.

Least of all the person saying them.

After all, they only need a screw.

Or a wall plug.

Maybe a tube of silicone.

Ten minutes.

Fifteen at the most.

With that optimism, they walk into the hardware store.

The hardware store doesn't answer.

It simply waits.

Twenty minutes later, they discover a lamp that would actually look rather nice in the hallway.

Shortly afterward, they stop to admire a plant, even though plants were never part of the original plan.

A little later, they're holding a tool whose exact purpose they couldn't explain, but which somehow looks remarkably useful.

Just to be safe, it goes into the cart.

You never know.

As the shopping cart gradually fills up, the original mission quietly begins to slip into the background.

By now, the screw has become nothing more than the reason everything else was allowed to happen.

At the checkout, almost everything ends up on the conveyor belt.

Except...

the screw.

That's the one they forgot.

The universe glances over the cashier's shoulder.

"Well now."

It seems genuinely impressed.

"Humans somehow manage to drive home with twenty new ideas..."

It studies the receipt.

"...and still come back next week for the screw."

Me:

"I'd like to file a complaint."

The Universe:

"Of course."

Me:

"My plan didn't work."

The Universe:

"Which one?"

Me:

"The perfect one."

The Universe:

"We get a lot of those."

Me:

"So what happens now?"

The Universe:

"Now the interesting part usually begins."
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I'll Just Clear Something Up
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There's a towel that's been lying on the bathroom floor for three days.

"Could you please pick that up?"

A perfectly harmless question.

Or so it seems.

After all, it's only a towel.

Five minutes later, the conversation is remarkably no longer about the towel.

Or even the bathroom floor.

Suddenly, the fundamental level of appreciation shown over the past several years is under review. Questions arise about who always takes care of everything, why one person had to carry the suitcase alone on that vacation, and why the phrase "It's fine." has never actually meant that everything was fine.

Somewhere along the way, a comment originally made back in 2022 makes a surprise appearance, having apparently waited patiently for just the right moment to return.

The towel remains on the floor the entire time.

It would probably like to hang itself up.

But it doesn't dare.

The universe watches the scene, then shifts its gaze to the utterly overwhelmed piece of terry cloth.

"Curious," it says at last.

"How often a piece of fabric gets blamed for things much older than its most recent wash."
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The Great Crawl
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Or: How We Somehow Manage to Comment on Evolution

There probably isn't a single baby crawling contest in the world where everyone involved is chasing the same goal.

The adults seem remarkably united.

A bright yellow rubber duck is waiting at the finish.

That's where the baby has to go.

So they clap, wave, and tempt their little contestants with stuffed animals as though the future of humanity depended on the next five feet.

The babies, on the other hand, appear far more relaxed.

One crawls off with great enthusiasm.

Another discovers its own feet and spontaneously decides that this is a far more important project.

A third simply sits still, calmly observing the room with a level of composure many adults would probably envy.

And then there's the baby that suddenly stops halfway across the mat.

Not because of the duck.

Not because of the cheering crowd.

Simply because of a tiny piece of lint.

Small.

Unremarkable.

Apparently of overwhelming importance.

While the adults at the edge of the mat wave and encourage with ever greater determination, the baby studies the tiny intruder with the kind of dedication one might reserve for the discovery of a new galaxy.

For the little piece of lint, it's probably the most significant day of its entire existence.

Meanwhile, the competition carries on.

At least the adults believe it does.

The babies are busy discovering their world.

Sometimes crawling.

Sometimes backwards.

Sometimes not at all.

And sometimes the most interesting path doesn't lead
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