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This is part 2 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 an absurdity 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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DREAM MYSTERY

––––––––
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I decided to write about some of my dreams, the most interesting, fitting, or repetitive ones, and to talk about the activity, since the way I dream makes me think we’re a bit limited concerning the vision of dreams matters, particularly with these signification books and sites that strictly don’t work with me, even for my redundant simplest ones. The same for those trying to make some sort of psychological healing expertise from dreams. Knowing the type of dreams I make, apart for certain exceptions, I wouldn’t trust current expertise at discovering the truth of me from my dreams for sure, I’ve caught boatload of fishes, small by the tons to gigantic ones (the round one with spikes, just as big as a 3 story building), the same for jewels, all kind, all sizes, even a whole mine, but nothing good ever happened, it was not a sign of nothing except bullshit, so I’m as well do the job myself. Anyway, you see a bike and it means all kind of things never fitting the context adequately, so choose the one best fitting how you feel at that moment, and just forget the possibility that a bike may not have the same unconscious or emotional signification from one person to the next. I guess it works for the simple ones, like a depressive person dreaming of falling in crap; I had one like that as an ado, I made it maybe 20 times, where I fell in darkness, and fell, and fell, and fell, until I woke up. It was not appesanteur fun, even if I never hit the bottom of anything, and it’s not hard to deduct that something bad was happening in my life, but that’s without mentioning that lately I actually made a short dream where I fell from the stratosphere to the ocean, and it was quite enjoyable.

~So you finally landed.

Yeah, after 35 years of falling I finally arrived, and you could actually make the relation that it marks the end of a darkness within me, as it coincided with the culmination of my work, that I saw as saving my soul.

~You’re pushing a little.

Saving humanity’s soul then, giving it a second chance, by finally developing a mentality-philosophy-spirituality that’s life adequate.

~That’s not what I meant.

I really thought that I would see the failure of humanity within my lifetime if I didn’t try to expose a different vision you know, and that was at an epoch where people strictly did not care, Greta was still in some weird testicle and nobody gave a shit about the moon back then.

~Generation passed.

Literally, the millennium generation was barely out the uterus when I started defining and writing my vision, but let’s remember that my goal was writing this book, which has been an extraordinary challenge that consumed the best years of my life, as a super cute and sexy guy made for love, jealous people should consider the sacrifice aspect before dumping my work with hateful spite because it’s free, not publicized by their media corporations, or written by a poor.

~Nostradamus is still publicized to this day, and way more popular than you!

Shut-up. And they should be very thankful that I wrote it in an enjoyable and accessible way that anybody can understand, except bitching assholes.

~They’ll still complain that it’s not standard stuff written by a literary agent.

Yeah, and anybody that got an education or revenue can be condescending, I’m poor, I don’t have an education in writing, and I write the ultimate masterpiece!

~Wow!

The codex of ultimate wisdom!

~More important than the bible itself!

Darn, watch them debark, the hordes...

~Let’s stop trolling and teasing the devil, be humble and unassuming, people of your mentality are supposed to bow and kneel before the devil and his hordes.

I was saying that writing the book in a satisfying way represented my success, peace with my soul, but at the beginning it was an incredibly big and impossible challenge, so yeah, I’ve been in the dark for a long time, and now I land with a splash as I reach the success of my work.

~On a fresh planet, this one is ruined by a reign of assholes.

The worst is that it looked quite fresh. Now, we all like to find a signification to dreams, and me too I do it to some extent, but I try to limit that as I believe there are different levels of dreaming all associated to different brain activities. Knowing what could be possible, current dream knowledge is very limited; you’ll understand what I mean as you read each chapter since from now on I’ll start most of them with dreams I made, and some are quite special, guarantee that I wouldn’t let current experts on the subject decorticate them to their significance. So along with the dreams, I’ll explore the possibilities of dreaming, mental, spiritual, philosophical.

~That should be interesting.

So while I sure won’t say there are no clues of one’s state of mind in dreams, it’s far from top level interpretation presently, I could even say it’s not much better than the horoscope. And the way we’re making an encroaching mess of languages, they’ll probably remain a vague mix of interpretations from different interrelated mind capacities dependent from context, with some simplicity exceptions, and they could even dwindle to total bullshit. The reality of my own dreams would tend to contradict any current vision, because seriously, where do I take the stuff? My dreams are very graphical, some are multi parts, and the signification I find are often megalomaniacal scarily big. Multipart dreams? You could argue that there’s a phenomenon like I make the whole dream in a single shot, like I blink half-awake memorizing part one then go back to the dream, but well, I forgot the part that I wrote about 10 years ago...I mean when you write about a dream and go back to the place years later, you know they are not tricks. And some of my multi part dreams are mind blowing in their potential signification. But how do I know I make exceptional dreams?

~That is the question.

For a simple one, I met this giant recently, a 9 feet guy or something, walking alone in a grey-brown wasteland. I was hidden behind a big grey rock that didn’t fit the décor and upon seeing him from far away, I said to myself “who else than a lone giant, they always end-up alone because nobody can follow them” and I joined his walk in silence. His foot were big bags of cloth tied at the ankle, I could guess they were hurting but he was in good shape, then I made a kind of curve away to decide something, almost deciding to go back behind the same rock that seemingly followed me, but I end-up in front of him instead, and I walked in front of him some time before reaching a ruin. The place felt dangerous, he was going to continue but I told him we’d have to take a break and clean ourselves before going any further, he smiled his first expression and went looking to the right but I spotted a hole in a side wall I didn’t trust, I thought I saw a gun sticking out, but not clearly, so I grabbed him and pointed to a source of water I heard to the left, we stopped there, I took care of his feet, and I woke up.

~I have no idea how to interpret this.

Yeah, I don’t know either, I need a professional.

~And you’ll say he’s bullshitting. At least you cleaned his feet, sounds like biblical signification stuff. Got another one?

There is this multipart dream I made where the common point is a lake that I visited for the third time in a few years. The first time I found the lake while making a fishing trip or something, the second one was about some surveillance of the place, I went there and saw how the place had developed, with chalets and a new complex dirt road to go there, I did something but I don’t remember what. The third one, the place seems to be heavily industrialized, the lake is empty, it’s become a sand pit, and there is a kind of town nearby, with strange people. I arrive by the forest, or I escaped from another place, and as I walk in the woods around I spot someone following me. I try to hide, but the person got a dog and I get caught, but I have an ax, and I hit her for a deep wound every time she gets near me. This happens a few times as I enter the big industry which is separated in two parts and overlooking two gigantic basins, one is filled with water, the other empty. As I visit the place I hack at my follower every opportunity.

~Why, what did she do to you?

What do I know? It’s probably because she had a dog.

~You think? At least people will know what happens when they creep on you.

I end-up climbing a steel ladder, to pass over to the other basin, and as I walk the bottom of the basin I finally land the killing blow, and there she lays in front of me face down with about a dozen deep wounds, I don’t know what happened to the dog, I guess I forgot about it somewhere along the dream.

~I’m sure you killed it.

I walk away from the place, and almost reach the town when my vision switches to seeing myself raising from a basin full of blood as some kind of giant blood super hero, my arms up with my palms to the sky, like I’m super powerful or something. I’m all made of blood globules, no skin, no muscle, no tendons, just millions of different size bubbles of blood attached together by hemoglobin, or sticky red stuff. There are a few dripping grapes dangling here and there, but my muscles look like muscles, and I’m actually not ugly. Then I see the other basin full of water, there is a ledge immediately in front of me, I walk to it, and there I know that to die I just have to plunge in the water; I decide against it. As I turn around a girl tells me with a fond smile; “I knew you wouldn’t do it”, and I wake up.

~A blood globule giant super hero, wow.

It’s probably about a metamorphosis in my future. Makes me think of a few experiences I had when I was a kid where my heart grew as a bubble of blood that would fill my whole room, choking me to death, and I would end-up waiting in the light, yet, my will to live always surpassed any ecstasy I had being in the light. 

~That’s special, kids don’t experience these things, there’s something fishy with you, are you sure you’re not undead?

Someone told me I’m already dead lately, but I think I’m fine. What I know is that I can die easily, I just have to stop breathing...

~You’re such a humorist...

You got a few conscious options to die, but the ultimate goal is to stop all movements from your body. Simple isn’t it? Just get hit by a truck and you won’t move anymore. But that’s the easy and lazy way to do it and it’s permanent, you don’t want the “permanent” part, unless you do? What if you’re in a cage and want to die? Just lose your breath and you’ll eventually die, and don’t laugh, it works. A simulation of emptiness can work to get rid of air, but for that you’ll need excellent reasons to die and be motivated to do it, thus creating a strong and sustainable depressive effect that will go toward a successful death. If you’re happy or if you want to do it for fun, or even a “quick decision”, it will not work as your motivation to live will stop you long before reaching death.

~You just died a few times and you’re a connoisseur now.

Now that you’re spread out, don’t move; no itching, no tension, find a no movement and no effort solution for everything; your eyes are moving? It’s a sign you’re not dead. Do that until you feel like floating in your stasis position, until you don’t feel your weight anymore, like you’re separating from your body.

~Like you’re an angel.

This effect may be gotten while experiencing “Transcendental travels” too. I see those as unconscious warning of impeding possible death enabled by the dreaming process (in my opinion). Ignoring this warning should bring you death. I did a few of those too, but I didn’t go very far, and I suppose the freedom works in function of the memory you have of your surroundings.

~Darn, you’re really into death matters, are you sure you were not strolling around as a spirit?

It looks like it sometimes, but no.

~You would do well as an an Adams family guy, you should start sleeping in a tomb.

I really considered it, to sleep in peace of my neighbors, but I’ll do better in a padded cell, to protect myself from the insanity outside...

~Can’t just be a normal crazy that enjoys chaos and noise aplenty.

So long transcendental voyages probably end-up in the white light, but you don’t end-up as a ghost this way.

~There’s reincarnation in your spirituality, maybe that’s a true spirit experience, where you either reincarnate your body, or ascend in the light.

What I know is that I wouldn’t float very far from your body while you’re still alive though, death awaits, and if your body is no good anymore, then reincarnation is not supposed to bring you back into another down to earth human... So to me transcendental travels are better seen as a warning to wake up.

~I can’t believe people miss the point that much with you, you’re super interesting.

Back to full conscience dying now. Always get air in normally but expel it slower and slower passing a longer and longer time at the natural end of your expelling. Each one must feel like the last one, and that’s how you’ll shut down your mind that’s always trying to bring you back to full activity. Doing that I succeeded at believing I could go to the full extent of dying but didn’t because I got scared, I don’t want to take the risk anymore, anyway it’s probably useless to even try in my current state, since, as I already said, there is a state of mind that must come with it. In fact, if you got the right state of mind, you won’t even (almost) think about controlling your breath, it will come naturally, or maybe it’s just me.

~It’s probably an ease you gained in youth, if it happened a few times.

Death is emptiness; did you ever crash on your bed out of exhaustion saying “I’m dead”, without moving a single thing for a while? It’s exactly the right attitude you need to die, except you must feel so empty and dead that even your breath is an intruder to your emptiness. Evidently, I discourage anybody to try this, I doubt it’s possible for most people anyway, unless you got an overwhelming will to die, like a final depression. My situation may be special too, because a strong headache will almost put me in the mood where I got to breathe manual, and that’s what happened the last time; I was in a really bad mood, from many negative feelings, and a headache too.

~You seem to have big a problem with those.

Yes, they really make my breathing more of a conscience thing, and they can actually degenerate my organs to practical shut down too; I can’t eat, I want to vomit, just from a headache, I really feel like dying. As for the last time I had such a white light experience, I don’t know if my heart stopped totally or the breathing for that matter, all I know is that I woke-up in the light, without ever having a rewind of my life. I have no control of anything while that happens, I’m just bathing in total whiteness feeling absolutely wonderful and gaining back conscience; I can take notice of how incredibly great the feeling of peace is, ecstasy, like the contrary feeling from which you started dying existed from nothing. I can feel I’m kind of waiting in suspension, but mostly I pass my time asking myself if I can stay a little longer in this wellbeing before breathing again. Everything becomes this big question; do I take a breath or not? Then I do it, I take a big shot of air and automatically wake up like I was sleeping out of breath. It may seem easy to come back but I’m sure you can easily pass too much time in the light, not deciding, and truly end up dead, and I guess that the conscience choice of coming back is far from being available to everybody, or you can easily make a heart attack trying to die or coming back.

~What if the light is yourself becoming a spirit?

That’s an option. Just recently I understood that these experiences, and this piece of text that I wrote 15 years ago, were really more like spiritual experiences than the science that says it’s brain cells dying. You see, I was conscious in the light, thinking, and I was waiting, I have absolutely no doubt about those facts. So what I think happened is that my conscience really took spiritual form, and I could think, while waiting for a body to be available for me to integrate back into. My body was in a dying situation, but while in the light I consciously decided to make it breath, then it was ready for me to integrate again.

~So if you really died you would have stayed in the light.

Yes or no, I may have remained in the light by the illusion of still having a body, even if there is none anymore. Alternatively, the light would have ended, and I would have remained a sleeping memory in darkness, and if the light comes back, it means some external entity decided to associate a new body to my conscience and it is now ready to integrate.

~You could have stayed a long time in this light, you enjoyed it.

Definitively, but life is the thing, even though I felt incredibly bad in reality, even though I was experiencing ecstasy spiritually, I consciously decided to go back to life.

~Do you think evil people enjoy ecstasy like you when they die?

They better not, I don’t like when evil get away with it, or enjoys the good stuff, and I have known of the extreme opposite feeling to this extasy, that would be more appropriate.

~Do you think that’s what hard drug users experience? 

I’m sure not, you can’t confound a white light experience with drug use.

~People die from consuming fentanyl, and they get resuscitated all the time.

I’m sure they don’t die from enjoying the white light, if so they would continually speak about their trip in the white light.

~I suppose so.

I was around 10 the first time it happened, and again a few more times until I was around 15. The last time I was around 22 and I did it somewhat willfully. I haven’t been having transcendental or deadly spiritual activities for a long time though, the timing seems to coincide quite well with a monster spasm problem I developed; I tend to stop breathing for a bit before switching to profound breathing when I fall asleep, so maybe I developed a kind of failsafe and when I pass too much time without taking air, then I get the stupendous spasm. They can be extraordinary, I once jumped over a feet high barrier on a 2 level bed in a dormitory, and woke up while falling, before crashing hard on the floor and hurting myself. The weird thing is that I practically hadn’t slept for 2 days in a row, and I still wouldn’t fall asleep for hours, but then I jumped to my death when I did, and I just climbed back in my bed like nothing happened and fell asleep right away. In the morning I really could not understand how it could have happened, I actually thought I levitated over the bars and woke up in the air... Maybe my heart even stops and that’s why the spasm are so strong, like the machine to revive people under cardiac arrest is on overdrive and I jump a meter in the air from all the megawatts. I just hope my batteries won’t fade with time, for now, I gotta get a magnet to test something...The darn magnet sticks to my chest! Just kidding...

~Fool...
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This first (second) chapter was a kind of personal chapter, I wrote it first to be done with it, and to know if I would be able to write the whole book too.

~That’s a lot of “to”.

I saw it as some self-help too (he too). When I transferred from paper to computer, this chapter ended up as a hundred pages ugly thing I was not sure I wanted published, so I didn’t take this decision right away; I just put it away like it didn’t exist and chapter 3 was chapter 2. As I wrote I quickly saw its influence in the whole book, so I had to implement it since it’s a part of my story and it somewhat explains many things. Still, it limited too much my enthusiasm at trying to get the book published, and not being able to judge well the matter, I decided to split it in two; doing so eliminated the more descriptive part of my youth, which should be enough. I readjusted everything and implemented the rest. That’s why I’ll start at age 17.

~As of the Flower Edition, Mr. decided my presence would be further appreciated, because I’ve shown borderline behavior, he said, and my general psychology fits his quite nicely, he thinks, and me I’m fond of the type, so I keep the job.

Yes, but don’t stress over it, I don’t need more than comments, punch lines, just a presence to help along with the perspective a bit.

~Yes. I would suggest a few links to important subjects in your previous chapter, I took the liberty of gathering a few ones, if I may.

~Ideology (Beginning of book 1)

~Morons (1D1)

~High conscience (1J1)

~Perfection (1G1)  

Thanks, excellent initiative.

~I’ll add a few ones each chapter.

Cool. First, I’ll be sorry for the honor finger as my cover page, I did that 15 years ago, and these days everybody if flipping everybody else, superstars are all involved in flipping honor fingers around, except for racism purposes, so seeing all those blokes I must distance myself from that immediately. This will happen with many things in the future, as self-inflated people turn everything their way, to make bullshit out of it, since that’s what they do with everything they can use to manipulate themselves a media updated style.

~The honor finger problem is settled, it represented your revolt, but moronic people are gone on a honor finger spree to look brave, so that tainted your idea.

Yes, and this lesson applies to everything, manipulators profiteers will twist everything for an advantage, so we should be careful who makes sense in using concepts and why.

~And it’s surely not those who are best served by the system who are in a position to be revolted.

Exactly, for gods and divas it’s pure manipulative bullshit they associate with not giving a shit, and that’s what I’ll do when their head rolls spiritually; flipping them an honor finger.

~Where you have the last word, since they are in big part the cause of your revolt.

Exactly, my honor finger is for them, extreme unfair people and the system that makes and serves them. That being said, what’s happening as my present situation develops will be intertwined with my work since it will happen as I write, and there won’t be many adventures if I’ll pass the time writing. Not super nice and easy too, as you know, particularly since the first part is about how I hate this system from my personal experience.

~A whole chapter of disdain, in the war against bullshit.

Which comes naturally in the battle of good vs evil btw. We’ll start by my immediate vicinity, me, so let’s take a look at all the shit of my life for a start.

~That should lead you to define your basic rights.

It comes with the job. This chapter will start as some sort of biography meant to ultimately expose my frustrations and what I hate. Besides, what can I say to people who will want to know my youth and past? Still, I won’t go into details about some unpleasant facets of the first part of my life; big poorer families are never easy, even if the rich will say it’s worse for them. Then there’s fading memories, and there’s nothing much interesting to say about kid’s stuff, and as a young adult I passed already too much time thinking hard to understand the world, and explain my life to myself too. I’ll still make it so people understand my youth was not the happiest of my moments, but without having to dwell in it for the rest of my life.

~Maybe a lot of people should do the same.

Then there’s the fact that while my parents got some responsibility in making the revolted me, they had ideals and their lives has not been easy. What’s more, I don’t want to mess up my brothers and sisters live too much too.

~The problem of sensible people, explaining difficult things without misunderstanding; it’s less troubles to shut up than to grow an empathic brain that will satisfying everybody...

Yes, particularly making evil satisfied of your opinions, that’s complicated. What’s more, it’s super easy to attack the brave standing in the open, for the mass media manipulated consumers of superficial bullshit doing holier than thou stuff as a denial of their own crappy attitudes.

~Nicely said. It’s a matter of fighting the source of problems, not preserving them by displacing your frustration at the wrong targets. 

Still, I must give enough content for those who will want to judge me from the troubles of my youth, since as you know, you can justify any unusual mentality, or frustration, by putting it on that back.

~You’re like throwing a bone to psyches...

You can discredit a lot of work by saying people suffer from a mental development retard from some trauma in their youth you know, all scientifically proven, in numbers too, since psyches have total credibility these days and know everything about human attitudes... But we should be careful of people who explain everything from a troubled youth and a mental problem, I don’t like my life devaluated because someone kicked me when I was a kid, and to me, psyches are too involved where they should not, trying to find problems in fine people, while not enough where they should; evident scary behavior. They should be competent there, before thinking they’re good enough to mess up the lives of people who don’t cause troubles. I won’t say they don’t have some competence for evident mental problems, but I said evident; for what is not evident I wouldn’t trust an ordinary shrink blindly for sure, and that tells a lot about my opinion of the pseudo justice system which gives them automatic credibility like they’re bearers of truth about the state of mind of people while a lot of their affirmations are worse than wrong, more like criminal, and good for prison for mental prejudice, probably, and spreading mental pejorative bullshit to masses too.

~With big connoisseur terminologies...

Then there is the fact that a lot of what I’ll write will be too heavy for light hearted people already at the limit psychologically, it seems, so I’ll have to canalize and emphasize if I don’t want my complex looking yet simple philosophy to be dumped right away because of a too heavy personal story that will give an aftertaste of self-pity to my whole work. Luckily, I’ll be “limit” enough in my revolted attitudes and unacceptable ways of expression, probably a sign of something wrong with me, to reap rejection and a lot of bad feelings, but sorry, I’m not the kind to accept, tolerate and pardon anything, I’m an amateur of retribution, it’s kind of fundamental to me, and if I can’t have it while alive, then I’m gonna package it for some afterlife scenario. Being a fighter surrounded by morons should generate enough bad feelings so people forget the pity stuff whatever my difficulties though, and don’t worry, I’ll go as far as I can to help my point through people’s minds and keep it there.

~It’s better to be pissed-off than depressive, they say...

Yes, but it’s mostly a lie in hell, unless it’s part of your job, it doesn’t work and my life is an example; the nail that refuses to reinforce the construction is hammered harder, twisted aside, or discarded, that’s more appropriate if you’re truly special, or revolted. People’s frustration all end-up displaced at the wrong places anyways, but I’ll try to remedy that by doing the shrink me too, hashtag that, someone got to attack the real source of this sick reality’s problems.

~Mentally sick reality full of healers and psyches...

We prefer to pay tons of psyches to adapt people to this life inadequate reality, the governments and media institutions ideal for their workforce, their social media dependent expendable human resources, than to pay people to develop a nice independent personality not for show.

~So much social that people will soon believe they’re into socialism instead of capitalism...

To me a rewarding job can be anything that works toward the betterment of life, but that can’t work in a system based on profiting competition; there is always an opportunist that got a profit to make, even misery exist as systems to profit some stasher...

~What can’t be exploited can’t exist...

These are some reasons why I’ll skip going into much detail of my youth, even if people will miss some good adventures, and what to say about school? School in a high socialization emphasized system is harder for independent kids, or kids with true general explorative tendencies, so was it easy for me? As for my parents, they have better and worse sides, I could put an emphasis on either but it’s hard to judge such things; epoch mentality is at play, I developed differently, and I didn’t make a family right out the door too. As I grew older, I can almost thank them for some of their attitudes I didn’t like.

~Everything is relative.

I’ll start by saying my parents brought many good moments and adventures to my youth like how to build and care for a king home from stuff around, no small feat; it is exceptional, it’s just a shame I wasn’t there to help them finish it like they wanted; it’s just that those granite blocks needed too much sweat and it never felt like home. The man aspect had me doing a lot of wood related activities, not only woodworking, running in the wild too, fishing, hunting, trapping, but the later activity got limited after a bad adventure to the mountain of struggle: “la montagne du calvaire”. Maybe a bit local as a name, but it’s totally appropriate, and not an experience available to many young men. Just reaching the place was a struggle, a trail there becomes impracticable after a year; you build a strong trapping camp only to come back to it crushed under a violently snapped arm sized pine tree, then try to sleep around a dancing crazy fire you have to fight all night to keep alive in a violent snowstorm with heavy wind crashing trees all around; a night of terror you don’t forget.

~That’s what happened to the camp then.

Yes, the terrain forced devastation like a spell on the place. We visited a lake for fish, our food, but it was a dead lake, so we’d have to do with river fish, another difficulty, and less game too. With the camp intact we still could have passed lots of time there every autumn, but that camp took a year to build and it was almost a day walking extremely rough terrain getting there, and the turning storm proved it would remain an unsafe place, really, that night was like sleeping with mortars raining all around, the creaking of those big trees, the smoke of the fire never giving us a 5 minutes break, it’s as close as you can get to a war feeling I suppose, all natural. With the cold settling in we returned to the pick-up abandoning chainsaw traps and everything, I almost broke a foot from the incredible messed-up terrain covered in snow, and once we got the pick-up started, the thick snow almost made it impossible to return home, worse, at a place I had to debark to let my dad do the stuntman because the dirt road collapsed down a precipice and the road was not large enough for the pick-up anymore.

~What would have happened if he had tumbled down the ravine?

We would have died frozen there.

~To think you’re a villager...

I think my father had intents of returning there, but probably came to the conclusion that it would not be worth it, so we never went back there again and he lost his trapping ground; no human will possess this land. Seriously though, whoever gave this crap spot to my father is an asshole, my opinion. I really think it’s a shame, because the forest was one of my father’s passion, one he transmitted me. Quebec’s high forest is one difficulty to walk through though, you don’t walk much before hitting very bad terrain, and you better move; mosquitoes are a violent sort here, but it’s a paradise for wild animals.

~That was a bit of an extreme.

Yes, it’s just to say forest activities I liked very much, even if I was not in a state of mind to appreciate fully. But isn’t it strange how such bad trips end up so good to remember? My dad and me made a 6 hours 3 wheeler trail through some of the most beautiful terrain and sights to a recluse lake system where we built a big chalet along with some uncles. I have many unforgettable adventures in wild life, it’s like another part of me I can forget about momentarily while I’m in town, but it always come back, nagging me with memories of feelings and vague immersive smells, like an image of the sound and flow of life; the loudest silence, you don’t ask an I-phony embedded person to understand such a thing, you need other sensitivities, but maybe if you like it to be surrounded by the most beautiful green carpet, high in a day without wind, you’ll hear it. That’s when I understood the earth was a living thing, that air, water, earth and animals formed a whole. Gaia is a nice name, and maybe I’ll go back to it someday, to have some peaceful time, if technology is around too.

~You were a bit of a scientific too when younger.

Absolutely, and this interest remains to this day. I think I won’t die in the forest though, as strange as it may seem. I did devise a big complex plan to die in the forest, only to devise another weird one to die in the ocean, and then I decided intense fire would be best.

~Seems like these options are related to elements, you think about death a lot?

Always, I mean, if you talk spirituality you talk about death, and I prefer to decide than to let other do it in my place, and I want no cultists to end up doing self-serving ceremonies with my body, particularly since I invented my own spirituality and wrote my own book on the matter, it would be ridiculously inadequate for anybody to trample my will in such a scenario.

~You could give it to science.

It’s a nice option, but that too would be inappropriate for me specifically, and people will understand once they’ll be done reading my work. I believe that in the end it doesn’t matter the way people die though, because to me it’s about your cell’s identity. I trust the natural order of thing, I’m sure there is an aspect that end-up good for life, and an aspect for out there entities, and if I’m to decide, then it’s the UI as my personal and exceptional priority, since I’m alone with it, and my problematic as a human forces me to this priority.

~I’m sure every entity will want a piece of you, except humans serving the devil in hell, where it’s the contrary, except for your creativity probably...

Be careful, that could pass for narcissism, you know, thinking I got something special that’s not mongolism, that I’m not an actual expendable human resource...

~Like all those people who made human history? Like Michael Jackson?

Sure that I’m laughable stock beside a Michael Jackson or a Tiger Woods, they’ll say. It’s not like I need that much attention, but for now it’s grim, I got 0 follower and I’m not on a track with my attitude and means to bash in the self-esteem anytime soon. That’s one problem with psych sciences, they should be going for those developing extremes instead of demonizing normal needs and attitudes, seeing everything as a hint that you’re suffering from this or that.

~And now you got to be perfect, but be careful, perfection is probably a hint that you’re a narcissist...

To go back to family dynamics, it’s hard to get people to understand context and times when you start talking about everything, and there are many people who like to remove context to twist everything, like people don’t notice... It was not small city family 2010, it was big poor village family in the 80’s; my grandparents were working in dirt roads with horses and axes, no asphalt, no television, only Christianity. All the while the supposedly more intelligent proud city people elsewhere were “peacefully” making a sex revolution of anything goes they called “love”.

~That was your grandparent’s epoch.

Yes, at my parent’s epoch, city people were spreading HIV and feminism.

~You know scientists say it’s from the chimpanzee, right?

Right... The way I see life its spreading is still related to some attitudes, even if the chimpanzee has no relation to these attitudes. And I’m giving lots of credit to the chimpanzee here; humans got tons of psyches and scientists who can always prove humans are not responsible for their troubles.

~I wonder why the chimpanzee waited all human history before giving it to the human...

If it’s really the way it happened, what can be more perfect than a recluse tribe of black savages exchanging blood with chimps to reap responsibility? While they never changed their ways...

~Maybe they did in the 60’s, they got wind of the revolution, and group sex on acid went a little overboard in the jungle.

There have been cannibals in the jungle for a long time, and they never caught HIV.

~They caught brain diseases though, but maybe it’s all about fucking, and fucking animals sounds way worse than pedophilia to me.

The ego-god(s) ideology is based on manipulating people to self enslavement, by messing with their mind in all kind of ways, so they end-up no better than innocents, their conscience limited so they are happier. They want people to see themselves as intelligent animals, so animals are going to get fucked more and more, dogs first.

~There’s already an expression in your place for that “Fourrer le chien”

I’m not sure about all the fourrage de chien, but I’m certain that bestiality is on the rise, and with the quantity of sick perverts always manipulating and trying to make a sexual revolution out of every new generation, eventually it will be normalized like prostitution, and people will even think they’re evolving, making society better, more tolerant and all.

~You’re surely exaggerating.

A bit, I doubt you’ll have presidents into bestiality, I’m just talking psychological effects of seeing people as animals and cultivating ignorance, added to the pressures of media corporations that are trying to put sex into everything, and the entertainment industry’s need for perverts.

~Sure that they make a real emphasis on it with series in the context of old time.

Yes, like all those stories of kings having sex all over the place, like people are supposed to take example from the past, while it’s total bullshit, they project a completely false vision of the past, on practically all aspect, it’s part of the image reform party.

~The famous image reform party.

Yes, people of the castle epoch were extremely dirty and full of lice, the concept of sewers didn’t exist so they shat everywhere in the castle, and the odor was pestilential, they actually thought that maladies entered the body through skin pores so they didn’t clean themselves, some passed years without taking a bath, and you’d think it was a nice and cozy environment for love and sex?

~Maybe with a gas mask and sunglasses.

In fact they were so dirty that they caused the bubonic plague.

~Wasn’t there sewers in the roman empire? And what about the Egyptians? They filled their pyramids with shit?

I don’t know, I read somewhere that they discovered a sewer line under a brothel in rome, clogged with the cadavers of babies.

~That’s bullshit.

Why would they make that up? 

~So gothic people forgot the sewer technology.

Seems like it.

~Seems like a big important thing to forget.

You’re right, those castles and palaces are big architectural buildings, they even diverted waterways to make gardens and artificial lakes, but they didn’t have the brains to think of sewers.

~That’s exactly it, how can anybody say the contrary? They never thought about sewers.

My point was that anything sexual, whatever the insanity except death, is forever more under pressure for acceptance and tolerance, and even if they skip pushing a generation to up the ante, it will still continue to increase because that’s the most important thing to most people, particularly morons, and the rich and media corporations want to exploit it, make the biggest mess possible of it, to finish-off humanity and the palnet in the biggest show possible.

~Overdrive the economy, transform all life to money, and transfer a maximum of it to bitcoin crooks.

Yes.

~And sex sells, I’m sure they’ll soon plant automatic Viagra dispensers in schools.

And I tell you, it will become more and disgusting because they’ll make a competition of it and they’ll never stop the pressure and manipulation, they’ll make a complete perversion of the human species, and it will increase proportional to the loss of hope of humanity.

~The more humanity will be doomed, the more perverts will thrive.

It’s all a machination to profit from innocence, everything is patented so everybody is a fool from their struggle to succeed in hell, they all develop a messed up brain of deficient or twisted understanding because manipulators deceivers are competing over everything, and ultimately it all amounts to keeping people ignorant, or innocent, of what’s really important for as long as possible, all the stuff I will write about in my work, the fundamentals, to make this horror of a system continue its development until everything is ruined.

~Hell is a place where everybody is a fool.

It’s a pyramid of foolishness, and what’s the best attribute to be fooled?

~Innocence.

The ego-god(s) ideology is based on mind and physical pedophilia, and the more it will persist, the more people will need to be evil to thrive in its systems, as a selection process, until the human is a monster that sees itself as normal, evolved, and good, and it all start when masses fall for a manipulator and make him god, instead of getting themselves an appropriate leader.

~And now there’s a million of them.

Anyway, the only thing that changed after the 60’s is sexuality, which never stopped getting more deviant and insane, with glorified cities always proudly upping the ante. I’m just pulling my side of the rope btw, because everything happens at coincidences.

~Everything is about coincidences.

Yes it’s all about coincidences, all my work, just coincidences; why would hell spend trillions every day to make everything coincide in a pile of bullshit, and I shouldn’t have the right to use coincidence my way? And is it really coincidences? At some point people have to ask themselves why everything always fits so perfectly, why everything is so perfect in fact, or why so many things persist on staying the way they are.

~It’s like forgotten, but HIV is still spreading at almost 2 million new cases a year.

And sex crackpots are going to be so happy when they find a cure...

~It will be like a brand new Viagra, they’ll probably name the new generation after it.

Let’s continue with the quick run through the worst of my feelings about my youth, since surely psyches won’t miss the opportunity to deduct it anyways as they draw their artists representation of my brains.

~They do that in the washing machine, everybody psychological.

First, it seems I didn’t even want to try this world from the beginning since I started badly by being forced out with forceps. To make things worse, I landed in a party day I would end-up not liking at all.

~That started the drawings bad...

So I come from a village where the lowest speed of internet just got to the place, to give you an idea (2005). My father was a woodworker, he worked at a wood industry, hunting, trapping, fishing while he continually worked on and around the house. My mother took care of the house, farm animals, and a garden, a plant expert, and a painter, both were very versatile people.

~And here you are, a villager that has things to say.

Sounds pejorative.

~What’s a villager in the grand scheme of things?

Allright then, it’s the villager that go on a quest through the whole fucking kingdom to get the message across.

~The world is in terrible danger, yeah, yeah, the prophecy of your village is happening right now.

Put more drama into it.

~But you arrive in town and it’s a whole fucking orgy of sex degenerates building porn hubs, the good kingdom was all bullshit.

And the cannons on the fortress are English cannons.

~Continue with how life was in your gothic epoch.

I was the son of a family of peasants, passing my free youth time in the forest, filling buckets of little fruits, working around the house and cleaning a lot, particularly mountains of dishes and that damn white floor, and that’s in part why I never felt at home, because I was locked in the basement except for chores it seemed, and the only place I was allowed to run free is outside. But I always had some dangerous plan going on I must say, so I was run by the stick; both my parents had their size and spot.

~You didn’t go that bad.

No, I’m pure blood... So I passed lots of time locked-up, often in darkness. I didn’t like my birthday too, it was the birthday party of another type, a dead type at it, everybody had gifts, no special for me, except that I had to go to the church to kneel and pray. I was not very appreciated at school too. I hated anything I wore, and most of it was gotten from green bags... Green bag underwear anybody? Me! Me! And then, one Christmas you get a beautiful shirt, deep blue satin, but it just didn’t fit with the rest so I desecrated it with my ass, sorry mom, at least I passed a few seconds in my life feeling like a rich...

~I’m not sure...

Green bags horrors like meter long stretch shirts, and brown pants from old people who went to the church way too often, all excellent for school enjoyment, learning humility through humiliation. But we were poor so what can I say, and while my mother was super good with a sewing machine, I guess it was more interesting sewing girl dresses, logical, clothes didn’t last long with me. I didn’t like my haircut too, and the worst nickname in the pool stuck to me. We had enough foods, but it was stashed and wasted a lot, so I’ve eaten a lot chicken grain and crude eggs (by myself). I don’t remember any affection either, but that was specific to me, and that’s mainly where I developed a real problem, being treated like the black sheep of the family, an old expression for types in my situation, for tolerance and acceptance; the freaking black sheep of the family, a load of troubles and an example of what happens when you don’t listen. I was absolutely not hyperactive though.

~But listening to authority was a real problem.

Maybe younger, but today I don’t think so. I must say it was not hateful harassment, my parents were in a difficult situation exacerbated by the ways of their youth and beliefs, while I was way too curious. There’s probably some mentality where I was supposed to do more and take more heat too.

~Like you’re special, but not mongol.

I can repair anything, instead of breaking everything, as I deliver more, and I need more, and the best, to deliver my best...

~Sounds like the track to megalomania, if narcissism is too much...

So my parents both came from very large hard families in hard colonization time, had children too early on full Christianity, without any knowledge on how to best raise children, while being poor and dreaming too perfect.

~In their context.

I hated them for some time because they were hard with me, even if I tried not to, but at some point the past wouldn’t matter to me anymore, even if there was still a cold, so things went smoothly for some years. Yet, at a critical moment they kind of blundered it all by worsening my situation instead of supporting me, my mother more specifically, and then all kind of lights went on in my head, like during all that time my brain deducted all kind of things and just waited the right moment to expose it all. So yeah, my mother, that I saw super rarely, once a year, since I’m the black sheep, managed to treat me like I’m a problem for the little she saw of me, and my father couldn’t much help. It all took form thanks to some shrink that used my family to try to incarcerate me gratis, a freaking psychopath functionary, but I discovered and understood only later how he played behind my back, my mother too, so that ended it all. Without a friend already, I saw the coincidences of my problems as an opportunity to stop this useless family business. I eventually understood their probable situation enough to stop lamenting over it, times change anyway, so you can’t lament over such things constructively forever, even if I do have to justify.

~A part of any judgment activity.

I won’t justify to defend their ways, I’ll find justifications to understand, for me, for them too, and for some principles, but at some point there are things that I have to stop tolerating if I’m to stand for myself, and putting me onto troubles without me even knowing or understanding what the heck is going on is one of them, if I catch you messing with my life behind my back you’re done, whoever you are.

~Let it be known.

Back to my youth, I will add right away that yes, it was somewhat my fault if they were hard with me, I didn’t always listen, I was a difficult young man, I was not the good example I was supposed to be, I intoxicated the family to evacuation by accident, in chemical reactions fumes which were worse than tear gas, I made bombs, bolt grenades, lighted fires, stole motors from neighbor to make bogeys, stole vegetables, car parts, climbed hydro towers, threw wires over phone lines, put rubber glue on pieces of cardboard which I threw on roadways, threw rotten eggs at doors...

~You really had a life going there...

A true “p’ti criss”. I didn’t have the right attitude, and I’ll prove it with this book; you too will want to kick me with some insults and lock me up... And it’s like natural, it’s a gift, I mean pissing people off with my stupid looks! I say it’s my fault but is it? I mean, I’m not your classic cry all the time type, but just making a fast rewind on the subject, from today’s eyes that got determination or intensity as their day to day survival tactics, I still can get emotive really fast. I did bad things, but what really attracted so much troubles to my life is a totally wrong opinion of people about me, it’s ridiculous, painful, a fantastic stretch of injustice. You’ll never have the whole of it in my writing, but I tell you it’s scary, and what I lost that I chose to replace for better adulthood appropriate to my new style (the me adult style...), what attract problem people to me like flies, is my candid demeanor, the way I decided to experience things to keep a bit of joy in my heart, and that was necessary to become me. Or you could say it’s to have the freshest eyes available for every situation instead, because fresher eyes truer data, no?

~Is it like the eye of the tiger?

No, you don’t have those in the animal domain...
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~You had to do a lot of wild forest stuff.

I’m not Tarzan you know...Forcing me to the church is really not being sensible to my style though, for one.

~You would not have made a good Jehovah witness kid.

No, or maybe, I understand how it works; you just take your kid and drag him along, like my parents dragged me along to the church, and I embarked, even if I hated it.

~Being a responsible kid, like.

Going to the church and kneeling and learning how to do the robot, and then back home I get punished and go kneel in the corner for an hour, upright! So I have time to think about my sins, but in fact I ponder the conflicting strategy of kneeling for a punition, versus kneeling for a prayer, versus kneeling en masses; that’s gonna be a lot of inappropriate kneeling for me in my life, so I guess I’ll have to fight a lot sources of kneeling, yep, in my candor, but my pride in doing so shall remain secret since those people are dangerous. I shall learn to defend my candor, even use it as a weapon if necessary, and my family will be perfect to test that...

~What do you mean?

Playing roles, and I’ll eventually have such a success that I stopped it altogether for family, but I liked the vengeance part. I always found that the most disappointing aspect of my family intrinsics was my failure to have a brother or sister as a friend, being the pariah of the family, even to this day, and a big part is on my mother who manipulated the rest of the family away from me. My brothers and sisters were all like the police; if I did something wrong they would immediately run to mommy and I’d get punished, and no amount of possession could stop them, they liked it, unlocking me every morning was like a big responsibility, but never a good morning, maybe a message; mother said to do this or go there, no problem, I always do as asked until I’m free, but I passed the waiting time making nigger plans, just so you know...

~You successfully used the “N” word.

I’m officially a writer. Truly, it was at the time and still is today; I always have bigger things to deal with. I don’t do jobs for the sake of having a job or fitting in; I must feel that I help toward what I see of the future, or help the betterment of life as I see it today. I can work to get in a comfortable situation in a system that’s worth it too, or make things better in it, but my priorities will be very different if the system is going nowhere where I want it, and you won’t have me with arguments that historically failed for sure.

~Ok.

So that’s what I’m currently doing, dealing with this weight I always felt on my shoulders, and it’s a lot of complex work, my destiny, which, in theory, should make my life most enjoyable...But yeah, if the situation is enforced, like for my parents, then I’ll bow until I find a crack to continue on my path. But I experience the reasons of my path, I want to know the why I’m going in a direction, and I make the effort as an innocent at it, I embark, go with the flow in my heart, until I’m hit by the reality, then I’ll decide anew, because my experience is the one that counts most for me. And while my past is not always super fun, I just stash it as data (related to emotions yes...), I have nobody positive to me to share it with anyway, and I jump in my new opinion, and let’s see what happens...

~You can’t be terrible like Hitler anyway.

I really got educated the hard way about human behavior, I remember when that nail ended-up planted in the ass of my brother, I supplicated him not to run to mother, but he stood there taking like an eternity deciding his next action, then started the baby crying transformation procedure as he ran to mommy like I just tried to kill him! He sat on the darn nail before I could warn him, yes I planted the (small) nail in the seat, but it’s not like it looks, I was not making bloody plans, really, I was making an invention, and he just choose to sit on that particular place, why don’t nobody believe me? That was kid stuff, nothing grave, and I was older, but yeah, at some point I started to enjoy throwing bees at the idiocy of some of their attitudes...

~Throwing bees?

My older sister liked me more though, there was this history between us in the old home, with the English house jacked on the mountainside overlooking, where I made my chocolate dream and where my beach balloon became the sun... I think that place imprinted us with a kind of connection. I broke a lot of her stuff and she managed to tolerate it, until I broke her Walkman; an expensive piece of technology for the time, with many little gears and a motor...We fought a lot but always temporarily and while mother didn’t mind us fighting, the problem is that this sister left home quickly; she won at a big intelligence thing at school and left to study microbiology. What’s weird is that she won a top computer for the time, but she left it to rot at home, it passed years on a desk in a locked room like a trophy nagging me, while my sister was away, and me who was all in electronics and making inventions I reaped zeros in computing, whole zeros, not knowing it would become a passion, to the point of getting a diploma.

~So you got a diploma in the only thing you had a 0 in when you were young, that’s a weird way to do the smart ass.

So what does it means if I’m a zero? Do I really care what this system thinks of me? Where did it fail with me? Because to me those 0 were wanted, rebellion or revenge or something. I actually dealt with psychological effect I must say, I tested stuff, because I knew that a bad score would get me in troubles with my parents, so let’s do it beautifully, stamp 0 on my bulletin, and it worked, they didn’t even mention it if I remember.

~Maybe they were scared you’d do it for the whole batch of courses.

The thing is, what nobody knew, is that I knew it was a passion when I did that, it’s just that nobody let me play with that useless computer at home, and nobody let me open one at school, I want to open it! So fuck you, 0 is my score for this course, and today you could even see it as premonitory, because I’m in love with life, but I hate how the devil makes things work, I hate this reality forced upon me that I’m totally powerless to affect my way, it will get 0 of me.

~You can’t open it, it’s too bunkerised in secrecy.

And like my parents, don’t think it goes unnoticed among the cheaters.

~And now the system, with the help of your work, will better define your type of personality to fine tune its pressure selection process, so don’t worry, you’ll be the one and only.

My mind still saw the light assholes! As for my sister, I don’t know if I’m 100% right in that bit of a story about her, but it looks like it. She missed the worst part of my youth, or the fact that she went away exacerbated my troubles, I even remember missing her, maybe I even became worse because she was not there, I don’t know, I hope she’s fine, but personal connections are off; they have become global...

~I say probably most people you have known you, liked you a lot in their own way.

I don’t agree, and find a way to show it with some sort of competence, so I can notice. Beyond that to me it’s middle line, the most complex vision, people have their own half of deciding their attitudes, and reality’s half usually sets the base, and there is only so much time. Sometimes I wonder if this sister could have been my greatest ally if things had gone differently, computer and microbiology, and me I studied electronics, programming, and I invented the life-universe ideology.

~Let’s make a family dynasty...

As for my brothers, they liked
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