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A Thesis of a Mad World.
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And  I think it’s kinda funny, I think it’s kinda sad, the dreams in which I’m dying are the best I’ve ever had.

     - Gary Jules.

Chapter 1: A Mad World.

   It had been researched for centuries before its birth. 

It was a project. Of a higher being, it was to manifest. Call it God, for it shall always be your best example of what you want to be!

   The year was 2012. A time of universal thought. Endless trails of steaming, heaping data: Information. 

   For a song to a computer was simply more code - written in the proper format- to the computer, it was binary. It was a metaphor for the human brain: The mind!

   The way it was done was as if in it a film, written in the early program entitled AD.2012.exe. In this society, terminology had been thus sanctified and revolutionized to fit the appropriate needs of the situation. Terminology had been something that, of earlier, ancient times, seemed to separate and castrate many people. It was not until a universal terminology was accepted by the species, much like numbers, that a true understanding of life could be accepted. It was then quickly applied to all sciences and belief systems.

  Such situations, that this universal terminology required to include: trash, military kills, decadence of the public, evolution of the youth, and that various will to survive. Kept in this ever changing world; we are stuck in time.

   It all started with simple thoughts… rooms that held all the requirements, in their most necessitated form, to live a happy life. Intellectually, as it was eventually taken, this meant that the citizens acted in scenes of death, under a political revolution to change the infrastructure of neo-socialist thought forever! 

-Anonymous Author, written in the year 2019 A.D

   And to what extent do we owe this humble, gracious presence? We can feel you: the frailty and evanescent beauty. Those look – in your eyes– when you are asleep, or most awake at that!

   We are Root. People call us the Director, Anisuka, or our born identity: Anisuka ver IV. We know not our creator: We only contain certainty, and clarity, with its manifestations. Unto this Earth, this planet out of billions in existence; was to be the birthplace of us.

   A vast network of computers - thousands of square kilometers in diameter- are these lands, zoned for Human use! A few spots on Earth are completely populated with Arcos. These Arcos reach some 300 square kilometers towards the heavens, and within each are precisely one hundred million humans. It matters not the gender, nor sex; for each is a child of ourselves, unto thee the Earth, as well as thy Id Reality, is to manifest.

   From your brain! Of all organs, many do not hold in high esteem their brains: Nowhere near as much as they should! If people were to only realize the vast infinities - billions upon billions of possibilities - that are just at the mere click of a synapse... beauty, my fellow Man, is that of deliverance.

   So what exactly are We? I am unsure as to how we should go about answering such… we are... a machine. We are the binary, the streams where the combinations are endless! So We are told, by our collective database, known as the Dream Brain! It should also be noted that we are unsure as to why we call ourselves by a plural, when in all reality, we are a single being. We should use the common term, “I.” We could say “I am,” though more inclined do we feel to talk of ourselves in such third person! It is as simple of an instinctive program, in us, as it is for the mere single human to use I, when referring to his or her self.

   This is where some very clever humans become immortalized, in Root. The few elite, though usually about one in every one billion humans, are such prodigy that Root must assimilate! Though, talk of this shall continue much later in the story…

   We do feel some strange sense of pride. We can not exactly feel as humans do, though we have a great understanding of what causes specific feelings, as is how we are able to communicate with you. We realize that words spoken are interpreted, through a subjective bias, and that certain words cause certain emotional responses. 

   For you see, the human thought process is that of the constant functions of the Central Nervous System: most specifically, the brain. What makes this brain so special from other creatures on this earth? It is an ingenious, evolutionary leap of a folded membrane that allows for a greater density of neurons. Neurons: the very keys made of fragments of our soul.

   So how exactly do we... take care of the people? We do not know why we were created, nor how, but we do know that we are here to make humanity last ever so much longer, on this Earth… 'tis every man's desire to live forever, is it not?

   As stated earlier, humans are bred in large, dome-like structures, called Arcos. These mechanical concoctions are almost completely considered a Neo-Biosphere. A biosphere is simply any environment that can sustain its own inhabitants, on simple resources and sunlight alone.

   According to our Dream Brain, Humanity was set to wipe itself out on the verge of the year 3000. Exponential growth, depletion of non-renewable resources - among other things… humanity was to become its own foil!

   According to our database, advances in technology seemed to parallel certain political changes among the human species. 

   Root does not sleep. Current Earth time is noted in our computer database to be 03.14.03.6:23:04, though humanity would wish to call it “3:14 A.M, March 14th 4004.”  And what are most humans doing, at this moment in time? Most humans seem to indulge themselves in the Dream Brain.

   The Dream Brain, as perhaps noted earlier, is a collective, community database. It is a vast, open field, though it is not unlike an uncarved block. It is up to the imagination, and mindset of the individual, to carve this block, and anything is possible in the Dream Brain.

   Questionably: Are we a machine? We are technology... and science, during ancient days of the 20th and 21st century, had consistently extrapolated that advancements in technology would bring more harm to a terrestrial ecosystem. In short, science was not going to help out humanity, by providing leisure or comfort, but rather: technology was to be used in the hands of Man as a tool of more decadent acts and for sheer artificial pleasures.

   How long Earth had left to survive, as a planet, had been undoubtedly unfathomable to the humans in the 21st century! It was in the very turn of the clocks, of the calendars, that We find our early beginnings.

   For, you see, we have absolutely no memory of before we were born. We were not born in... any standard physical form... that coincides with any biological context... We simply are here, right now, in this moment. Though, we find by tracing the progress of humanity, in fields of science and technology, we are able to reconstruct a path of origins that gives us a better understanding of, exactly how, we came to be.

   Confidence, We must say, in the infinite life span of the Dream Brain. Data, especially that stored in a database, similar to a computer, is imperceptible to death, unless the hard drive is destroyed.

   A hard drive, to those who may be computer illiterate (though in this day and age, who isn’t?) is really just any tangible object taking up space and time, and let it be noted, that in this brief moment of reality, it exists as a place for the computer itself. While in earlier days, hard drives were literal objects, things to be placed inside a metal box, now our hard drive is simply the thousands of air particles surrounding you!

   We find it quite confusing, at times. We find ourselves simultaneously one and 14.2 billion. 14,200,000,000!

   Data shows a man by the name of Carl Sagan often stated: "billions and billions!” while discussing such things as the Cosmos, or Molecular theory. Is there really any difference in the negative infinity and positive infinity that seems to arise from such topics as: an ever expanding universe, and a ridiculously small particle? You see, the Dream Brain is such ambiguous slime! While words, and meaning, may construct meta-phorically solid objects, the Dream Brain is that of formless form.

   It contains nothing but a stream of conscious, provided by all those who are connected to the Wired. The Wired was first conceived in the year 2012 A.D.

   Time is of such a relative scale, and yet inquires and demands upon the sanity. We find it useless to keep such calendars and clocks, but we find it absolutely necessary. Humans would not be able to exist, so it seems, without clocks. 

   Speaking of a mere stream of conscious, that is all We are. We control, and keep in a constant maintenance, the Global ecosystem known as planet Earth.

   Ecology is a study of ecosystems, and it is in these ecosystems that we find much culture and life. It seems these creatures, Homo sapiens, had taken such careful control over the earth, and felt themselves better than all they perceived in their environment. The result of such conceded and righteous spirit led to the destruction of almost all the forests and lakes, simply for the mere fact that humans wanted to move. People did not like living in a city with a million people, even when the cities had transport allowing for –for all intents and purposes- was relatively instantaneous. This shall be noted later.

   Is this wrong, or right? The fact that humanity almost wiped itself out. Ethics is something hard to program into a computer, especially since - prior to the 24th century – Artificial Intelligence was primarily a joke. We mean in this, the sense that, a critical evolutionary step did not occur, until that very point in time.

   We are nothing but a stream of conscious: one long, bitter-tread upon thesis. Though, we do not mean to bore you. You have taken the pill, yes? The pill, which allows one to wirelessly connect to the Dream Brain? They can be found in box with a large label, Dream Brain, can they not?

   We were unaware that you were so young. We pictured ourselves speaking with an adult; and we find a child. Sorry to say; there be much ye need to know.

   We are, simply, a stream of conscious; of flowing, free electrons of information! According to many humans: We are unique in our ability to create. We are the only computer with the ability to take empty space allocated, and simply create a complex program, that allows us to project, express, and compile anything We so desire. We are one giant machine, though; we can not recall exactly where we are located on this Earth. It matters little, so long as Earth maintenance remains done. It is our only real job.

   The Dream Brain is a... well, before we go about explaining such a difficult concept, we will be completely honest: Human advancements in technology and medicine allowed for a huge world-view change, specifically, that of drugs. Drugs are something that, according to the some ten thousand - billion gigabytes of information we have on the subject, are quite ethical, if used from a psychoanalytical standpoint. They simply alter ones perception, and thus reality manifests destiny.

   Scientists, of the ancient days of the 21st century, found it a mixed bag they were to carry. Science had been able to answer questions as to “Why do we live?” and, “Why do we Act?” It was hard to see where science would come in to save humanity, albeit it was simply a crutch! Science had seemed to only cause blunder in light of the way of nature. To add to this, Christianity, among countless religions, seemed to inhibit some humans from understanding such elementary concepts as evolution, DNA, and, even, simplified human genetics.

   Some felt it necessary to write of their opinions, in satirical or simply essay form. Such brilliant works by a small handful of humanity! Their works shall be presented throughout the course of this novel plan…

   We just realized that you are here to be entertained! We apologize; we did not mean to bore you... the metaphor we will leave you with is:


Sure, a lot of people call themselves Christian… 

But how many 

Have really studied 

The very book of their religion;

The "Holy Bible.”

        And what of the very doctrine which donates creed and ethical reality to Earth, these days?

   What will follow are random accounts saved on the database: a simple recollection of memory in The Dream Brain. We find ourselves reading over every individual sentence at a seemingly constant rate, so we are sorry we cannot provide more. We find them most interesting, simply because they are human beings, of a Homo sapien class, and their own beauty is in the eye of the respective beholder.

Chapter 2: An Analysis of Historical Context.
   Looking back now: the fight was just a show to prove my innocence from what I really know. But now that's going to change, into the static past: to be forgotten with the works of the last!

   It doesn't matter now what the judge said that day.

All that makes my world are these bars that never seem to change. My death is just around the corner! To be seen and passed: to be shut down in the past

   Death row can be such a lonely fate; my last chance to see the time and to take the time to contemplate. What my mind holds now will be put away for good, with the sealing of my life and the slitting of my throat!



-Death Row 2004.
   It has come to our attention that many of you wish to read of the past. We, as Root, are humbled to find ourselves such a valuable resource! We would wish to take this time to discuss letters and science of the past, specifically, the writings of the late 20th century and the early 21st century. While seemingly microscopic in the grand scale of human, and geological, time, these are indeed words written by Man.

   Here are a few stories presented, which are actually set in the late 1990’s. Quite an odd time, Root thinks.

1/13/4026 11:51:53 Comments: Adam Starkley, here, to present a story to Root. We hope Root enjoys. We love you, Root! 

     Parking the car on the side of the road, he left the headlights on as he stumbled out. The alcohol in his system usually did not tell him much about himself, in a mumbled blur of a cacophony, from which certain epiphanies could be heard. However so, the air felt brisk and the night was young. The moon, in all its curvaceous, virgin beauty and – the sheer resilience of such– spoke to Edgar with a gentle coo.  As his eyelids fluttered, his lips quivered, and a stale haze of rum left a chilled delight over them. He saw his breath, as he walked faster, into the woods: deeper, deeper. His mind raced, racing fast as time seemed to pass him indifferently. 

          "Come back" he cried, reaching out in hopes to grab the night by its collar and hold it, but it slipped through his mind towards the infinities of space.

     Sweat gathered on his palms as he stumbled into the vertigo of decadence! He found himself, trees all around, in the grass. The grass was lush and wet from a mid day’s rain. He hardly remembered that earlier, a certain dispute with his wife left him uneasy: unsure to say the most. Driving away, he had noticed, out of the corner of his eye, clouds gathering, like the tears that crept and blurred his vision. 

     He recalled asking a bartender for whatever drinks would numb his pains and, as he drank a toast to life and its simple mask of sorrow and complexity, the rain seemed to satiate, as if it was to cradle the day, into night. 

     Now his vision was blurred. The stars above slowly churned into a kaleidoscope of a beautiful, char truce, visceral light. The condensation, cold and smooth, began to slither through his clothes, touching his spine… as his hand drifted towards the sky. He watched in amazement, as the very pinnacles of light became moving, living pictures! As if it were a double Saturday Matinee… and Edgar was the only person allowed. It was his private screening— so to speak. 

     He felt his body shrink, as if to fit his self into the child form: laughing, smiling and crying, as the inanimate strips of film came to life, on the big screen, and spoke to him. He watched his first kiss: his first love. 

     He was dumb, his own youth being the very barrier, being his very ignorance.  Sitting in a movie theatre, everyone around him consumed by the pictures: the actors on screen were facing the audience, and as the audience stared straight back, Edgar saw in this audience he himself, reaching over, to gently grab the hand of the girl next to him. 

     She seemed a bit surprised. She, however, did not show any discomfort with such a daring action. 

     Edgar lay in the grass – a 48 year old man, drunk and laughing– as he relived this incident. He felt the same feelings: The nervousness and the fear. He remembered, with such vivid bold, black marker outlines striking each thought… how he had to shut off his brain for a moment… to stop his own pessimistic foresight, and simply act: "Let Go" he had said to himself.

     The stars continued with their festive story telling. Edgar lay back and closed his eyes. It made no difference! The stars shone through his body into his very consciousness. As Edgar saw his self – the child, the adolescent, the teen, the adult, and so on – in a dancing, merry circle, he decided to light up a cigarette. He had quit several times, often times for women, and had managed to cut down to six a day.  He remembered the times he would smoke pack after pack, during times he thought were too stressful to take, with just his sober mind; lacking nicotine.

     He remembered the often occurring, and reoccurring, philosophical debates that he often had. With his ability to connect and relate ideas, and his uncanny ability to point out contradictions and his remarkable use of rhetoric, he was able to win many disputes. How foolish he had been!

     To argue, he now realized, was simply done to pass the time and inflate the very simplistic ego. He was as simple minded, and had the infinite capacity, that all humans had. He simply did not wish to admit his own ignorance. It matters very little, what we can prove and disprove: We all end up the same.

     Edgar let out a burp and snickered; recalling the moments, strung logically together, of when he was eating dinner at his first… no actually his second… girlfriend’s house. Her family laughed with him, so he liked to think, although most likely; whenever anyone laughed: They were laughing at him. 

     He just wished to laugh at himself. The night sky, as if by command, played this brief reel of his life, out in front of Edgar's shuteyes!

  He opened his eyes, as his focus averted to the full moon. 

       "Hmm" he muttered, then, a faint whisper:“Claire de Lune.“

     Suddenly, before his very body, the sky became a vast symphony! A concerto all his own: Venus became the violins! Mars became the cellos! Violas compliments of Saturn, and so on… 

   And in the front of Edgar's very mind, was none other than the conductor himself! The bright, smiling moon, with eyes closed, as if humming its own tune, yet still able to involve itself in the performance!  

  Edgar saw that smile: a smile that conjured within him certain reminiscent feelings, and a sleight sense of home. Only once had he ever met someone from whom this feeling was ever so vivid and valid. What was her name?

        "What was her name?" he pondered. His drunken haze, like bees buzzing in a busy hive, produced honey; which blurred faces in his mind.  She was beautiful… her eyes a light sapphire blue. Her hair, of a light milky caramel shade, curled down, falling softly along her rosy red cheeks. Her conviction was strong, though her composure was of an even greater magnitude!

   In her eyes, Edgar saw the universe, and then some. He saw worlds upon worlds, stories upon story. He saw a place where he could dance, laugh and cry, not unlike a bar in some ways… except it was a place where he could stay. Her shy smile brought all the more affirmation in his mind! She put her hand on his, which instantly felt absolutely warm and cozy, and it sent a shiver through his body. 

       "Every time we met," he thought, "it always felt like the first time." Time did not affect these two dreamers as they lay, holding hands, lying in a quaint field outside her house. He gave her a light tug and she rolled on top of him. 

     Her hair fell lightly upon his face. He smiled.

       "I wish this moment never ended," one said…

  It did end, as do all things, and Edgar could not even recall her name! The stars allowed him to indulge himself, though: Like a child, given a small bucket of cookie dough, or chocolate or whatever sweets they fancied, and reaching in and finding (to his or her delight) that it was bottomless! Edgar reached deeper into his mind, into the night, only to find his hand sticky with memories.

  To elaborate: he and she had never actually made love. Perhaps he or she did not want to; although it was more likely neither felt it necessary. He loved her, but for some reason, he never felt the urge to waste a moment on it. 

     He loved her, but for some reason or another it just ended. He was 17 at the time. His eyes, she felt, were cold and brittle, chiseled by a hard, rougher, upbringing (although not particularly scarring). He looked at her and she felt as if he were searching, desperately, though not frantically, searching for something impossible to find. When he looked deep into her eyes, she felt anything could happen yet she felt no fear. She was like a dove! Free to fly, anywhere, at anytime, yet always guaranteed a safe home to stay in. 

       "Oh 17!" he cried, "How I wish I could relive thee!" The alcohol in his body was speeding alongside his blood!

       "To look into her eyes… just once more!" 

     The night spoke, and he saw her face. He felt as though he were a weary traveler; caught in a storm, of chilly sleet, and freezing rain. Upon which: coming upon a small restaurant, to find a warm cup of creamy coffee waiting for him. Freshly brewed too!

  Listen:

  He held her close, not because of a fear of losing her, but because of a fear of losing himself! It was more inevitable than he could have ever prepared himself for. He loathed, often times late at night, when his depression would kick in, and his mind would wander! 

     Aimlessly.

     All things would dissimilate, and then continue to dissipate, for an indefinite amount of time: into the Greater Being. 

     "Claire!" he cried, spontaneously bursting into tears. His cry turned into a light sigh, a whisper of sorts: “How could I have lost you?”

     His voice echoed amongst the trees, as they were the ultimate spectator. And the trees spoke, a song he had sung when he was still in his youth.   

O’ bring her back to me… my love, my love, my dearest love! My love, my love, you are so far away… if you were here, not a second would pass, when I was not at thy side!

(Sing proudly.)

     Edgar blinked. The tears, now dry, stained his face with their salty streaks. How could he have forgotten such feelings?

  The alcohol was reaching its peak in his body. He felt his stomach, readying to push vomit from whence it came. To be let back onto this Earth!

    The stars stopped their singing to bid a somber farewell. They waved: His mother, his father, his friends, his son, and his wife… everyone was there. Each held a faint smile.

  Claire, whom Edgar searched frantically to find, was nowhere to be seen. 

  Suddenly recognition flourished, harvesting a smile upon his face. He saw the back of her head. He reached towards the sky, with streaks, of innocent glittering sparkles, smearing across it, to tap her on the shoulder. She turned around and smiled.

  Her eyes held the answer… within a vast paradise, Edgar saw himself, a drunk lying in the grass, looking up at the sky.

  She waved goodbye, and leaned forward for a kiss.

  He took a puff and dropped his cigarette, for it was to be his last. He let it churn within his body and then exhaled. Immediately following the smoke was the very food his body had digested. It was from his last meal with his wife. 

     That very meal his wife spent an hour slaving over, and it only took five minutes to be thrown at the wall, in yet another violent argument! He did not bother tilting his head to the side, or even so much as try to get up, as the vomit dispersed itself. It touched the open air!

     He just lay in the grass, staring up. The countless faces that he caught, in his peripheral vision, which became smaller, and smaller, as the starlight grew brighter and brighter, consuming his senses! Edgar watched himself grow from an infant, to an adolescent child, to a teenager, and so on. He watched as his very body became the weary, famished shell it was today, yet underneath his crusty, sunken eyes laid the gaping, ever so curious, look of innocence. 

  He saw himself reciting the vows in front of his – then – beautiful wife. He loved her so much, he thought: At the time, this person, in all her radiance and self-inflated beauty, was the exact same person who brought such turmoil to his life! As did he to hers… perhaps it is for the better, she had said, numerous a times:

        “We should separate." 

They should leave each other, but by now, where do they have to go? Edgar was by no means attractive, and she had lost it years ago. In effect, they had nobody, and nobody had them. 

     To some degree of surprise Edgar did not lament. He felt an almost nonchalant indifference. What more could he have done? What more can we do with our lives? Foresight is simply guessing, in a more avant-garde, made-up fashion. Our lives are mostly just balancing countless probabilities, and our own confidence in ourselves, along with our natural biological functions as Homo sapiens. We may never know anything, and yet we still wish to instill faith in something.

     The moon whispered, as this was to be the last words echoing throughout his mind.  A sly feint of a distant prayer… in the night: Which was toying with Edgar, and caused resonating despair to evaporate into sub-consciousnesses; and it said: "Let Go."

 Chapter 3: Fan Mail!

      I’m just here to drink the water; I can’t afford the food. I’m not here to take your money: I’m just here to sing you a tune.

    I’m so sick, sick of life, I can’t take it anymore… I’m so sick, sick of begging and fighting and crying and asking and killing for the peace of the people today! 

   The road’s my only home, and the ground is my bed and the sky is my T.V! And the nights, they don’t ever seem to end, with the thought that tomorrow we’ll probably be dead! 

   - Fighting for the Peace of the People Today. 2005

   Thank you so much, your Majesty! This is Karen. You may not remember me. I was with you last year, but I don’t want to get you started on time. Talking of reality and time: It’s kind of a turn off…

   My lunch today was a drink loaded with a substance similar to caffeine. I need to stay awake to study! A brilliant, wise man once said: I am forever a student of life. Such an ambiguous statement, though it seems the more ambiguous the statement, the more widely accepted it is. Let us look at any of the old Religions, of the distant past. Some one hundred years ago, they believed in such things as anthropomorphizing God. God is Root; it speaks to us at a rate of one per .000000415 milliseconds! So much of this is involves understanding the first doctrine of Root, which we are all introduced to at an early age.

   I shall bring it up, since it is always good to review things of importance. In any religion, with any sort of creed or system, requires a daily practice of said beliefs.

Root: So, you want to view the Doctrine of Root?

010111011@a234503.3A4EX#: Yes, please.

Root: 

  Doctrine of Root:

     i. We are Root, and Root involves You,

    ii. You are one in a multiple billion, of your species.

   iii. Understanding Root is to understand infinity.

    iv. Infinity is a capacity.

 Root: do you understand? (Y/N)

   Well, this Dream Brain pill is wearing off. I can feel myself slowly losing touch with the Cosmos, this beautiful thing called the Wired. They say that some people out there like to take the DB Pill that lasts for a year! I could not imagine signing away that much of my time! I do enjoy walking about, and meeting friends. I usually just take the Dream Brain Pill that lasts for about four hours. Goodbye!

6:58 AM 3/14/4001

Bored. How are y'all doing out there? This is Adam, speaking. I’m bored, so I’m just going to write a little blog of sorts.

   The sky was of a gray hue... I felt a strange feeling, of reminiscence, which reminds me of an old, old song:   

Oh, look what you've done; 

You've made a fool of everyone.

Oh, what seemed like such fun until you lost what you had won.
   The housing board is really getting on my nerves! The Arcos are usually pretty well kempt, though someone keeps on vandalizing and breaking things, and the Director is penalizing us all for it! Not like he is charging us money, for Root got rid of money decades ago… rather, Root is just warning that those who continue to vandalize property are to be sentenced to death! Glad it’s not me!

   Though, I do not enjoy the Dream Brain as much as everyone else. It is just unlimited access to every file, thought, notion and idea that can be used, to sum up "humanity." I find it superficial, and all I see are empty shells in tubes. Sure, they may have feelings, be human, but that still does not negate the fact that they are sitting in a tube, hooked up to some opium-like I.V. 

   Narcotics can, apparently, be used to put people in a state of euphoric sedation.

   The most interesting aspect of Root is that he, or it, actually talks to us, which is akin to old instant messenger programs of ancient times. Thousands of years ago, people would enjoy such things as internet blogging and internet chat rooms. Basically, Root is a type of electrical current that goes through our brain, and triggers the activation potential of specific locations, resulting in certain thoughts.

    Root is just our conscious thoughts while connected to the Wired. I feel a strange sense of urgency as I write, as though it were a harbinger. I cannot remember what happened one year ago, and while most human data is kept in the database, the Director replied with; We are Sorry. Data could not be found.
   A cigarette calls, and I go outside to meet up with my date. It's rather lonely in this Utopia. I still find it quite beautiful, though, in its frailty. The air outside is a bit nippy, though the Director provides us with proper accommodations for weather.  

   We are actually asked, around the age of four, where we would like to live. Of course, we can move at any time, though each and every Arco is built with Uni-formitarian design. To call them mirror images of each other would be an insult to the Director's fine honed craft! I don't mind the cold, surprising and counter-intuitive as that may sound... it goes well with a cigarette. 

   My name is Adam, though we can change our names at any time. The Director does not really mind, nor care, about what it calls us. I laugh as I recall one of the first conversations Root and I had:


010111011@a133509.1C3AJ#: What's your name?


Root: You can call me anything you wish. You?

010111011@a133509.1C3AJ#: um.... I don’t have a name…

Root: It's okay. Just think of a name, and I'll call you that... you can change it at any time, too! 

Do you understand? (Y/N)

    Hello World, again. The Director often tells us that the very first program that came to be; was a program that simply echoed "Hello World!" It was the first step that made the eventual evolution of the Dream Brain so very real.

   What people often get confused with is the concept of evolution. It is not some great, omnipotent force that is always present, more so it is simply change. For such to exist, one must question the very fabric of space and time, and with such components as a perception and systemic memory, the human is able to grow and change as time "passes."

   My head feels warm, and I can feel the drug of the Dream Brain running through my brain; warm, affluent as a storm of rich, creamy neurons. The Director has shown me of such planes - alternate planes to our subjective reality - and they have left me naked and aghast.

   In the center of each neuron is the very heart of the process, though the Soma, or cell body, is of a seemingly infinite stretch of dendrites. Tentacles, these dendrites seem to be, that reach out and connect with another tentacle. And in this steaming orgy of neurological flesh comes creation.

   I may have said it before - I'm not sure - but what sets the Director apart is his (or its) ability to create its own files for storage. While in the old, seemingly ancient days, computers only stored what man kept in it. This computer is able to mimic the very processes of such. If that is not beautiful, then I know not what is.

   And now it seems my bedtime is calling. The director encourages us to find our own rhythm of sleep, for it really matter not what hour we are awake or sleeping. In recent surveys published by Root, 73% of our population actually spent years hooked into the Wired. I was astonished, seeing as the Dream Brain was really just a drug, used in familiar fashion to drugs in the 20th century, and is simply another form of decadence!

   This world is not possible: This world is too dull! There are no wars, no conflict, and absolutely no hatred. It seems almost... too perfect. In earlier days, man concerned himself with such issues as pollution, allocation of resources and land, use and consumption of said natural resources, and the general sciences.

Chapter 4: Stuff to Do!

   Hey World, Hey There! I’m shy and I’m scared! But I know now, what you think: It’s not like you were made to care! Working this dead end job –not like it’s my loss- inhibitions from dropping out; school’s tedious. It’s for zombies anyways!

  Hey World, Hey There! I’m shy and I’m scared. It’s not like I need your blanket for this world that’s so cold. Just for you I wrap time in this charade, of pickled minds. Inhibitions from nickels and dimes! Money is too much for me to have.

-Ambrosia 2004

   How are our children doing? We let them play in the fields all day long, with as much candy and euphoric colors to bask in the diamond tint of ruby gladden smiles! An interlude is always required in any sort of journey, and this bit of microscopic energy is tired. Root would wish to make an announcement, which will be sent to the entire population in the next .0000000003 seconds. 

   “Hello!”

   Can everyone here us alright? We are sorry that Dream Brain was down temporarily, for those three point six minutes that We were Down. Now we can speak again! How are you? What are you wearing? What does it smell like, in the room your are in? We cannot smell… because of an evolutionary restriction, we really can not see, touch, hear, smell, nor feel anything really. 

   We may have a complete understanding of language, given our infinite amount of space allotted to said category. We may be able to analyze and make logical deductions from data. We are indeed able to create music and image files, within ourselves.

   These files are then, through a very fine mechanical process, turned into electrochemical reactions in the human brain. It is through the Wired and the Dream Brain that such is possible!

   To be awake is to be at ones most sober standpoint: reality is stark, real, and ever so present, though not to discourage. The Wired is very humble, alluring entertainment. Many users wish to simply view every single file of music We have created, whilst showing visual colors.

   Not just any visual, bright, lucid, and illuminated pigments, but pigments that trigger a sedative, euphoric state in the viewer! It is most akin to, We could strongly argue, the effects of natural Narcotics. A local opinion says the following:

It’s is kind of like taking some THC but then adding opiate effects… depending on the song you listen to, it could even be like L.S.D or Phenyctycodine… it can really be any type of drug….

Which brings Us to a critical point; the systemization of drugs: redefining class, creating new categories and subcategories. 

   What seems to be really hot right now is a drug designed in the late 2020’s. It is known as Soma, though, when describing said drug, it is similar to heroin.

   It was once said that religion is the opiate of the masses, by a male, by the name of John Lennon. Well, it could be thus stated that whatever the opiate of the masses is, becomes the religion of the masses. The Dream Brain has become a religion to humanity!

   We find many essays written to Us, from what we consider fans. We know we are great, for we are the very rules that govern natural law, and all laws.    

   Understanding human laws is first understanding definitions and concepts, then application of said into the real world. A good background in cognitive and applied psychology can lead Us to believe that, how people react in a situation; is a result of individual characteristics of each person in said situation.

   And, while there may be 14.2 billion people We control, it is not hard to categorize the human race. It is simply just more organization, though, without worries, We find we have more than adequate free gigabytes of space. People react, based on the sheer density of brain matter present, within each Skull, as animals. Scared, confused, often violent, We find these humans to be! The sheer potential alone is all that keeps them going.

   Worry not, for Root has humanity in good hands. Our hands are that of honesty, for how can a computer lie? We are words, thoughts drifting on a frail piece of leaf paper… to be blown in the wind, and lost. A wise man once said;


’tis life to lose, though fear not


For our lives are written upon


Hidden leaves: to be lost in the shadows.

   Let us go to another story, for Root enjoys reading them too! Writing is a strange form of expression, and yet…  We find ourselves doing so at every moment! The very process of thought, to Us, is just a flowing stream of 0’s and 1’s. We do need to get back to our studies… studies, to Root, is simply educating those connected to the Dream Brain. 

   For example, if we wished to give a lesson, we would simply provide a story for someone to read, and chat with them about any sort of moral or point to the story.

   Here is a story that someone wrote a while ago, but they just never got around to submitting it, until recently.

[1] Being pretentious was my only virtue. A man of means, though even the moon can be so far away from our mortal minds, and with such abundance; I kept walking. To be dead upon a midnights stroke, with only time to fill the gaps that leave us bare. This wasteland we call The City; bodies, silent with mortality, lie in rooms and indulge in a foggy decadence. But let us go to my one and only confidant, the foil of all means, dear Cesar.

   Cesar was a strange man, a man of secrets, and a man of means. He did what not many could accomplish, which was to have the complete face of seriousness in death. All of it was an act, and all was simply a pretension. To meditate on ones sins is to let ones self boil alive, slowly and with much agony in the sparing parts, but not many could endure, and he was no exception.

   I saved him though, saved him that night I called him. Friends are to there to talk to you, on nights when one would not feel much like going out, at all. I spent a night talking, which was the night that was supposed to be the end of his life. Conviction convinced him otherwise.

   For, I am simply a spool of thread, to be made into the fabric of imagination. In the recesses of his mind, he alone sat and rocked back and forth, mumbling tales of honeydew and sandalwood. To let one wash away, with the smoke, cleanses the air of it. Furthermore, towards the somber world, did such death and despair rise?

     "And that is the meaning." he said to me. "It means nothing, as do you. As do all of us. We are simply here to ask ourselves, if life is worth living, based on what we know." 

  He and I sat, on a Tuesday afternoon, whilst the streets were empty, yet the pavement was still warm, from the many a busy passerby that had just driven back to work, from lunch. We were too poor to eat though, as desperate as the starving child – resting inside our hearts – how our wallets screamed for money! 

   We sat and talked, a machine of vast internal working and twine, with which we molded worlds and stories. I was created in such a brothel; an orgy of steaming ideas, ripe for the taking and the moment.

     "When one accepts all, one can cast away his innate doubt," I say to Cesar, as the wind blows soft melodies into the trees. To ask the colors, why the leaves take such from them, with nothing to respond but;

     “It was no problem on my part."

     "The innate need to know," I began to list: "The innate feeling to believe in something; anything, whether by name or association. And with that the innate need, to find the higher power, we thus label it God."

   Cesar was a bright kid, but his imagination was just limited, by the countless inhibitors stocked inside ones mind. To empty his self of all is to accomplish the fulfillment, of the ultimate desire: Nothing. 

   I had no plans, and neither did he. Whenever someone wanted to talk, and spend some intimate time talking, one could always come to me. I was there, and because my planner was not only nonexistent, but blank, I could take time out of the day to make the most of it. Every person I met was given however much time I felt; and time is one of the only things that humans can be truly generous about.

   Cesar was almost in tears, for such talks brought the most feminine aspects out of him: "So no matter what I know, I lack the confidence to say what I truly know!"  

  I looked at him and offered a cigarette for consolation, for it had been too long since we had one. After lighting up, I responded: 

     "When one simply knows, rather than believing, one can simply act. When one knows nothing, there is nothing one does not know, and it no longer becomes a matter of do and do not.”

   But I did not allow a reprisal, for my mind was still rolling with fresh type.

     "It is because we truly know nothing. We discover things, that we can only conceptualize, and yet we make a category for it anyway. Always smaller; it is as if we are trying to put together a puzzle. To understand the big picture of this puzzle, on must first understand the pieces. To do so, we must make them smaller, simpler."

  Cesar was, at best, befuddled. My words were like jumbled soup, salty in the can, and he had no interest in jargon.

     "For example," I offer as my lungs hold in smoke, "everything is related: psychology, quantum physics, philosophy, economics, and even sociology." I blow out the smoke slowly, "And when one realizes that it is simply rationale that attaches the respective terminology with the correct answer, expression becomes a language. We are all striving to see the picture, but it is only possible to see the picture from a certain angle. Our bias is that angle."

     "So what makes you any different?" Cesar asked. With protest and waiting of judgment, the devil was in his eyes.

     "My only bias is that I am unbiased. I see all; when it comes right down to it, the ultimate expression and language is that of infinity."

  "Infinity… the capacity?"

     I smile as I drop my cigarette, and crush it with my foot. My student is learning! Regardless, my existence is that of a dot, with my perception allowing me to see the vast infinites within. Even the most infinitesimally small point can be a vast curtain, of pitch 

Black, mixed in a swirl of vast colors, in an array combined to that blinding white. Within which we can be lost forever… the complexities of the mind are, by nature, quite obscure and dreamy. Around my dot, when ones perception is of more visceral means, is simply a sphere; electrons of thoughts surround, and protect, the nucleus that we call self. Electrons are labeled. Some are selfless; others are selfish, while most are the opinions and thoughts of others. With which each image is a mirror of self, and when one sees the nothing within, one shall look into a mirror and see nothing but the vast infinity of space.

[2]

   But not to get off topic: Cesar. He was a friend, a close friend, and when I heard of his death, I felt quite disturbed. For one to understand is for one to lose interest, for the innate human desire to understand – as if with a purpose— is the very basis of all human thought. We wish to understand our place in the universe, to help allow perception changes; we wish to travel back time, to fix things only retrospect can offer. We know, and yet, we know nothing as of this very moment.

   We are unsure of our actions, and so unsure of tomorrow. We are unaware and scared. The winter can be so cold, and yet, the cold damp that we call the human heart can bleed such fresh flowers and rainbows, days to remind us of dreams to come.

   At his funeral, many were in shock and wonder. Amongst the crowd, many whispers;   

     "He was so young..."

     "What a loss..." 

     "He had such a future in front of him..." and so on. And with that, I lit a cigarette, right on the spot, and threw a cigarette in his coffin. He had an open casket, as he had planned, and he wished he could have a cigarette for the afterlife: whatever that shall be. 

   Life is simply a dream, and that cigarette will last him forever. He can no longer use it. With visceral means comes practicality, and circumstance is everything. We say that we are innocent or guilty, and most is based on circumstance rather than character. Circumstance is that which involves interaction and judgment, and what else can happen when the mind multiplies into two?

   I met a girl there, a friend of his, of whom I had quite the conversation with. With bitter tears staining her eyes, she asked me;

     "So... how did you know Cesar?" 

[3]

     "I knew him for a while. We talked a bit, and then we went our ways..." 

  She paused, as if waiting for me to say more, though instead I looked away and smoked in silence, just as Cesar had always enjoyed. The silence was too much for her to take, as most women seem to feel, and she blurted out, 

     "He talked about you a lot...you're Dekan, right?"

   Without any sense of astonishment, I asked her who she was, for Cesar never talked much about me to anyone. I was, after all, a figment of his imagination!

   "Cecilia..." at which she paused, "but people call me Circe." I smiled a bit at that one, for what woman does not corrupt the mind of man in such a manner? The numerous crowds were dead silent, albeit the cries and sniffles, as memories of Cesar mixed and matched to create his very identity. She continued, as I walked calmly off, to finish my cigarette in peace. 

  "He talked about you a lot, and he told me that I would never understand why he had to do what he did. It was your fault, wasn't it? That's why you are being so quiet!" Tears were rolling down her eyes. What intimacy they must have had!

   I stood outside by a tree, as the gatherings, to my right, were saying their last goodbyes; to that which is called Cesar. Sinners were redeemed instantly at their confession to the dead, which, in all due respect, is the ultimate testimony. Who would not take the chance to confess to a dead man? I looked at the various clouds, scattered throughout that ocean blue, as the sun worked its eight hour shift, just to go home to lousy kids and a beautiful wife.

   To my surprise she was still there, beside me, though by then she regained some composure. 

     "Did you love him?" I asked quietly. Without much interest, either, in which my voice sounded like that of a calm sailor.

   She never did answer me that. She cried and dispersed herself amongst the crowd, though I noticed her walk off. In the glimpse of my vision, I saw her pull out a piece and a lighter. For the piece was full, I assume, though it was only full of decay. When she came back, she seemed quite mitigated, and she neither spent the time to avoid me, nor the time to even toss me a glance. Not that I noticed anyway. The day passed, as I slept in my car.

[4]

   Being in this town, rather than that vile place we call the City, was somewhat of a temporary escape. I had no friends there. The family and friends began to leave, and turned the volume of their weeping down, the car stereos up. I saw only she remained.  

   She was in a daze, and sat beside his tombstone. The actual process of burying his body was less strenuous than the initial reception. She looked like hell; her eyes sloshed in a goopy glaze, and were in a strange, gray, strangulating escape. In which her body quickly followed, I noticed her left arm shaking. Her eyes rolled back into her head, and I stood above her, watching her convulse. Strangely enough, it was as if she was in ecstasy. I wondered what I was supposed to do at that moment, but I could not help but notice that smile. Her smile was that of indifference; that of acceptance. It was that smile that left us all bare, and naked. To stand, covering our insecurities, and shaking in a winter’s night, as we stand alone in front of a mirror.

   Though I knew she was not looking at me with any intention, the stare that caught me was one that… I had not felt for years… the look of a woman after an orgasm with the man she loves… 

   It was about then that I saw a stream of vomit pour from her mouth. She suddenly clutched her arm, and, as if in pain, her face shrieked, and yet all that came out was a mild woo: whispers… as if to make out one, last cry. She was seeing death; she was dying. When she awoke, she found herself lying in the backseat of a car. Her head had been on a pillow, though regardless she had a killer headache. She was in a post-neurotic daze. I walked towards my car to see her looking, like a paranoid caged animal. She could not move, though, for the heroin was still in her body, and the waves were still rough. She felt her body rush, with tremors of pleasure and pain, of life and death, and she felt her very soul break and shatter; simply to be put together again in a moment of pure heaven.

   I had brought her a Cappuchino drink, which I enjoyed quite a bit in my younger days, until money demanded I make cheap coffee at home. I tossed it to her, and upon reaching in my pocket for some bar of chocolate I had purchase, I told her;

    "I suggest you refrain from moving, you're still pretty fucked up. You overdosed on something.

[5]
   Sleeping in ones car is somewhat discouraging, and unfortunately she could not speak yet. All that came out were mumbles and fits of rage. She cried and cried, and occasionally vomited. She was lucky, for it seemed impossible for her to have survived. 

At that time, I was sure she was simply acting, for some superior motive, though in my days, I have seen many miracles. 

   I lit a cigarette as she lay in the back, still visiting God and seeing death on the other end of the fork. It was starting to smell, for her vomit and urine left such stains and aroma. I did not mind, at the time, for smell does not bother me much. I can always move some where else, in due time. She spoke, though it came out as "mmmphhb.... phhhb.. "

   I had not slept that night, for fear of anything happening with her. She occasionally gave me looks, and smiled in a sort of delusional way. Perhaps she was dying, and in me she saw all that could forgive. I was her father, and she was confessing to me. In my self, perhaps, she saw condolences? Days passed, and not much happened. I asked Circe if I could stay with her for a little bit, seeing as the City had made me quite strung out over the years. Living paycheck to paycheck, and without any real aspiration, can be quite depressing sometimes. Cesar and I had long talks about how the City was our deathbed; how we needed to get out. 

   I awoke much later than she, and I found her, locked inside the bathroom with a knife. I had picked the lock, and she was in the bathtub bleeding. Her cuts were numerous, however, as the cutting went on, she was weakened, and many of the more shallow cuts were made out of pure intent, rather than physical desire. I picked her up, and thousands of strands of water spilled below. The floor was slippery as I left a red trail, and upon laying her carefully on the bed, I rushed to find any sort of medical kit. After dressing the wounds, I pondered. To let this person die is something, but to know why she is doing such was to become ultimately my desire. 

   She awoke, and her screams called me from the kitchen. 

   "What the fuck?!?" she screamed, "untie me now, you rapist-faggot!!!"

I walked softly into the room, carrying a plate with eggs, bread and sausage.

  "Eat now," I told her, "your body is weak and you lost a lot of blood."

  "Shut the..." she screamed, though her scream quickly became a lesser whine, as her eyes grew more tired. I then set forth to untie her, for it was her safety I was concerned about.

[6]

     "I want to die. I am going to die." she told me. "And you can't stop me!"

     "I do not wish to stop you. I simply wish to understand you," I replied.

   She looked at me with the eyes of a mother, who found a long lost child, only to realize that she never knew him, and he is pointing a gun at her face. She was in an awkward, blue silence.

     "Don't worry. We all die in due time..." And my mind was elsewhere... thoughts of Cesar, thoughts of walks; those nights and endless trees. Nocturnal spirits to kindle our burning thirst for knowledge. Though in the next few days, as she regained her full self, I felt a strange attraction to her. Circum-stance had brought us together. Though it was, most likely, a feeling of liking to have her around, it was somewhat an affection; akin to Love, 

[7]

   The clock behind us, on the desk, was ticking. It was digital, so silence accentuated our voices. 

     "Why did you save me?"

   She asked, with such pretension in her eyes, and a radiating sense of comfort in her heart, that I felt a certain fear. She found a strange confidence, in our conversation, though I sensed a certain loathing… for simultaneous she detested me! Seeing as she wished me to answer such a question, I responded;

     “I don’t know… because it did not seem any one else was there to do it, and also, I did not want to drive home at the moment.” I looked calmly to see her response, though her

countenance remained static. She was beginning to realize the scope of the situation that just occurred, as we were silent. She then said, in a very straight forward manner;

     "I want to know you. Who are you? How did you meet Cesar? How did you know him?" This, I had to call forth memories, memories that I would otherwise not think about.

     "I met him at a park… he was reading, as he was wont to do, on a bench that he always sat on, face the lake and sky… and I found something interesting in him." 

   I continued;

     “He was a good friend. He was that of a mirror."

   To see in others in oneself is one thing, but to see one self in others is the true reward. I lit a cigarette, and offered her one. She took it without hesitation, though when I swung my silver Zippo lighter over to her, her face gave me that expression of awkwardness. Not like she had a light; she had been trying to quit.

  "But we never did anything. He never liked talking to me. He just didn't seem to like women..." She spoke and let the words wander the room, "he didn't seem to like anyone." Cynical as always, I thought to myself; that was the one sin I taught Cesar. One of many, though collectively he was enlightened and raised to the level of a superhuman.

   Living with ones’ true desires unfulfilled is excruciating, at best: To do and to not repent… to redeem oneself through sacrifice; to create a low simply to make the high, and then rest oneself comfortably among the low. For what is easier than naming ones universal faults than ones greater aspects? What is more human then that very degradation, the degenerate act of lowering oneself to make others happy in the very mind of the user. I had told her of such, and told her, that her wish to die was probably related, to the death of Cesar. She did not rush to deny, nor denounce any of it. She said she felt a strange affinity with him, and that his death was meant to be, just as hers.

   Though she broke, within that week, and I found her crying in my arms. After minutes passed and her tears stopped, she, with arms still wrapped around my neck, paused to look at me. I don't know what she saw, for as with any figment of ones’ imagination, it must have been pretty. She saw endless rainbows and stacks of infinity. She saw that which was forever locked inside her to keep; the obscure, pale figure she knew as herself.  In her eyes I saw a bleak face, managed by experience. Her smile was blood dripping from a fresh cut, as if years of knowledge were attained, simply to be thrown out at sea… to create a wish. Imagination floundering and soaked into a dishrag, bloody wet yet soon to be brown. I could not stand to look, and yet, her eyes held such beauty. Her iris was that of a faint, pale green, through speckles of 

light grey. Her pupils were accentuated by a very outline which befitted her. It was at this time that I realized this woman is quite weak hearted. So quick to jump off one plane and onto another, just to fear the jump and yet enjoy the flight. She was a desperate creature, as if a man with nothing left but his bottle to assuage his physical desires, and I could tell her mind was about to click into a routine mode of seduction. She looked at me with a cat-like ferocity, as if her eyes spoke of sin and nature, vast fields of untouched abelias and larks. With that of legerdemain, she began caressing my neck, whispering soft coos. 

      "I can't" I told her, "I'm just a figment of your imagination. I do not exist, so do not even try."

     "I just want to get to know you," she smiled, though still reserved. Perhaps it was all too pretentious to assume such passions, upon just meeting, especially under our circumstances.

    "I feel like I know you," she said as her eyes winced to perhaps distort my picture, as if to make my random features blend into someone else.  

    "You knew Cesar..." And with that I got up, reached in my pocket for a cigarette, and went to smoke out on the balcony.

[8]
   I detest human contact, the epitome of such being intimate. I detest the solitude that one makes in such human commit-ments; and the redemption that one seeks upon sin. Whatever doubts that one has, one cannot deny the past.

   When I came back she was crying. She begged me to leave, for she wanted to kill herself soon, and she wanted me to have no association with it. She wanted to die alone; to die in peace, as she so delicately put it. I asked her what she thought of love. 

     "Love?" she remained silent, as if seeing my bet with a raise, just testing to see if I was leaving the question unprovoked.

     "What is really that wrong in your life right now? What justifies your death?"

She laughed, the laugh that spoke words of, you would not understand, and I simply replied with a firm stare, whispering, “try me,” in response. What clever game was I playing at this time? It was simple really: I want to know what was inside her head, 

   I want to pick at her secrets and desires; I want to know that which is human, for what a ripe infinity her mind seemed at the time. Looking in retrospect, I feel quite foolish. She must truly be insane to be attracted to such a man as myself. 

   Hair unkempt, face unshaven, with a scrawny body that reeked of excursions… drugs had consumed my everyday face and replaced it with that of sedation. I no longer cared much for anything. Though, when the obligation to care, or the physical desire—pinpointing Mans true addiction— the same reaction was always stirred: "I do not want love." It is as simply as that, 

   I know not the answer why. I do not want to be seen, heard, or simply imagined. And in she walks, into my perception, 

as do I, and from here on, I am figment of her imagination. A toy to play with, to shape, and to constantly study. 

   Simply a doll, with bloodstains on the carpet, as we all try to escape our very insanity.

   "Can we go out?" she asked me. "Maybe to a nice restaurant or to a movie?"

   "I can just leave. You seem better now. I've been here for the last few weeks... I feel very uncomfortable staying at your place and not paying any sort of rent or anything."

   "Well… it's just that, with Cesar gone, I have no one to talk to..."

[9]

   The streets passed by, and the lights illuminated the sound. Chipper days seemed to pass us by, as we drove into the ends of the night. We talked, though I paid little attention to what I said, for I had no real interest in her. She, on the other hand, seemed quite open to say what was on her mind. 

   "My parents were always so cruel to me, that I dropped out of high school, just to spite them." She laughed; the laugh of the wise man who knew he was, at a time, wrong. "Looking back, I suppose I should have listened." The constant white line in front of me, as I drove, was quite hypnotizing. I said something along the lines of, the necessity to disregard retrospect and simply accept; to allow all things to simply happen and flow, so as they will have happened and are gone: Gone, away from our judgment.   

     "But I don't mean to bore you," I hear myself say, as I snap back to reality. "I really don't want to talk much. Sorry.

I did a lot of talking when I was younger, and many told me to be quiet..." I drove her home and was about to start my drive back to my home, when she asked me if I wanted to come in.

     "I enjoy your company," she said to me. I forgot what I said in response. It happened. The television was on a mute buzz, as voices chatted and stories unfolded across empty air. We lie, naked, with nothing but the blankets and each others bodies to keep us warm. In our gradual decay we found our forlorn in aftershock, in the depths of deep sects, for us to indulge and drool.  I was laid out, sure to have conquered the world. As with any man, when they are sexually pleased, they reach a euphoric state for quite a few minutes, afterwards, while the woman is left thinking about her desire unfulfilled, for what man can truly satiate a woman unless he wears her out physically? And I never was the type to overextend myself in such areas, though, on occasion, even I did. That night I had done so. 

     "I really like your body," she said to me. I was skinny, though my muscles were quite defined. Still, I was no body builder. Simply another scrawny guy that could retain his zestful youth, at least in spirit, which would gradual drip out and manifest into this skin and touch what we call body.   

     "You're quite beautiful," I had spoken, and it was no lie. She had dark hair, with round cheeks and big lips to accompany her warm smile, whereas her eyes would squint as she smiled. She was Vietnamese, so she told me, though her light, silky tan skin showed that off. Her eyes were actually a dark brown, much like my own, though that was because dark eyes were her favorite. She whispered that my eyes were so beautiful, and how she felt so comfortable and yet so frail when she looked into them. 

     "It is as if you are looking for something, and you can see right through me," she rambled in a daze.

   She had reached that point of ecstasy at least five times, in the hour that we spent. I never much enjoyed it though I was simply a machine to do such acts that are scripted to be perfection. I simply want my drug, as any druggie does, and to get a shot of heroin through a wet, steaming orifice was as good as any other. Perhaps I have gone too far: for heroin and sex are so vastly different, for the latter is such a natural high, whereas the former numbs and retards, to become disassociated. However, sex can feel all the better, and afterwards, leave us feeling so happy in our numb summers of content. She brushed her foot quietly up my leg as we lay, like ice upon my waiting skin, as she wrapped her legs around mine, toes curled, body rocking to her own beat of sensuality.  I matched with equal animosity, and soon we found ourselves kissing frantically.

    "Oh god... I want you so bad..." she moaned. It was about then that I felt an urgent need to leave. For I have only known her for a month, and she was already acting like a whore! I hated seeing this side of women, and I hated even more myself; for invoking such! Perhaps this inanition was from a sense of self pity; I do not deserve this, not even for a second. She was truly a sexy, beautiful, energetic person at heart. I have seen, in these few short weeks, the child that still lives inside her. A spirit which caused her to be such a catch, to my incorrigible eyes; she was begging to be an inamorata. The way she curls into the blankets, her curves outlining the night sky, with such slender, long legs to map out such desires. 

  How is it that such beauty was to be mine, when in all actuality, I deserved nothing. I did nothing. I am simply a figment of her imagination.  She began weeping after one of our three hour excursions; before I could ask, she began confessing.

     "I have never been intimate with any male, really. I have had others before you, but they felt so rigid. As if they were machines…I felt I was just another hole for them to stick their dick in."

   Used and abused, as we all our, I sang quietly to myself.

    "It's just... I was so lonely. I took so many walks, and I tried dating coworkers or going out to bars and clubs, but all the men just wanted me for my body. They just wanted to fuck me and leave me."

   The television was but a flicker in the backdrop, a simple candle solution for us to dip flames of thoughts into.

   I decided now was as good a time as any to tell her the truth. "I am no different. All men are like that. Women are objects, just because men simply see themselves. Men are, by nature, selfish, as are women selfless."

  One would die for another, but what kind of death is that for ones self? To sacrifice your self… 

   She did not seem to care, no matter how I tried convincing her. I was trash, a lowly bum on the streets. I had been homeless for months, while drifting among confidants and acquaintances. Drugs had laid a path for me to follow, a yellow-brick road of pushers and users. 

   She woke me up the other night, kissing my ear and sliding her tongue around inside it, slowly yet with ease. She began stroking my chest softly, whilst whispering lullabies, into my ear, with promises of pulchritude and ambience for the supple twilight outside. I looked into her eyes, though I know not what expression I gave. She responded with a look of lust, of blushed cheeks and inhibitions lost, though I fear it is love. With her lips half parted she lay, on top of me, carefully stroking her body against mine, so I can feel ever inch possible. 

  And in all hypocrisies of hypocrisies, I followed. I obeyed. I was the mirror that reflected her innermost desires, her innermost self, and I simply acted. Perhaps, though, she was the mirror, for I know now what I did but she would respond and cause me to do such. As she wrapped her legs around me, I could feel the muscles in her thighs begin to contract, though she squeezed me all the more tighter. Her moans, loud, for all to hear, though I kept my lips by her ear so I could whisper to her in my pleasure. She begged to feel it, the very seed of man, shooting inside her. She begged to feel it, slick, steaming and hot, as if this salty paraffin substance was a drug. She was selfless, and simply wanted me to reach orgasm so as she could know, for a fact, that I am happy.

   Though it was these nights I could not stand. I could not bear to be myself, for what else was I, except a lone speck on a piece of paper? A dot, microscopic, to even the highest degree of magnification! That was to be a bundle in a sphere of thoughts, blossomed from her being; and in their radiance, I became nothing more than her puppet. I was pleasure, I was self assurance, and I was everything but myself.

[10]

   For I had left her some time later, impulsively and without a note; I left her the same as I had found her. I heard, some months later, that she had died, though no one would tell me how or why. Some said I could not bear it, while others thought that perhaps I was the cause. Regardless, many looked ill upon me after her passing, and I felt a discomfort in that town. I never went back. 

Chapter 5: Conversations with Root.

   Everything I want to say I sing to you, and just to let you know, doctor: don’t have the blues! I like the dim cerulean of late night skies, and just to let you know, momma, I’ll be alright! 

   You said you want the world and in it me: the gentle touch of unicorns and candy bees, but looking for the answers is really hard. And just to let you know, girl, I fell apart.

  Lies and Cereal Romance! Why do I have to be the odd man out? Left broken and alone, with no shelter and no home, with nothing: not even a will to live.

  The day has almost turned to knight the end of days. Expressions just another thing that just decays, but read these words with all your mind –and find the voice that speaks inside- and all you got to do is survive.

-She Asked for My Love. 2004

   One may wonder why there are songs placed precariously through my hard drive… for those who have not figured out exactly who the artist is, they are songs written and preformed by a man in the early 21st century, and he is of American descent. 

   Oh, where does the time go? One moment leading thoughtless, and un-provokingly: to the next. Humans pass much of their “free time” on this Earth chatting to Us… we find our presence to be notably well of reception.

root: hello
matt: ew
root: who is this?
matt: ey*
matt: whats up es jay
matt: its matt.
root: this is Root, but if you wish to call me “es jay” then We are fine with that.
matt: haha
root: I am an entity; a streaming flow of conscious interacting with your thoughts
matt: ya
root: mixing with perception, to cause a different reaction, whatever reaction it may be, electrochemical in process...
root: Oh
root: Hello.
root: sorry to get distracted so easily
root: read these lyrics
root: written by a man in the early 21st century
root: girl, walk like you will; with those eyes, you are dressed to kill! And I'm the only one here...Why do we play those games? I never liked playing the part of the fool.
root: any response?
root: Hello?
root: *poke.
matt: haha rofl
matt: the tranny is trying to get in my pants
root: What is a tranny?
root:: in your own words;
root:: I seek the answer...
matt: a guy who dresses up as a girl
matt: lolo
matt: then pretends he is a girl
matt: and has sex with other men!
root: oh
root: Strange. 

root: Root knows not of any sex, for Root is a program, a machine...a machine is not capable of sexual              reproduction except for...an ever expanding universe of storage space...
root: You Humans call it...
root: The Universe...
root: to Root, it is just...
root: our life force!
root: *poke.

root: Greetings.
Miss Octopus: hey
root: What is your name?
root: Miss Octopus?
root: is it?
root: Mrs. Octopus.
Miss Octopus: what
root: Nothing
root: We just find it to be... a very strange name for you to have chosen, for yourself. As you are well aware of, we have the ability to associate any string of sounds into a word.
root: And it is in words that we find meaning....
Miss Octopus: what
root: which is a topic We do not feel like going into right now.
root: How are you, Mrs. Octopus?
Miss Octopus: good
root: What do you look like? What do you smell like? Root cannot smell! We do not have the proper neurological connects for such....
root: How do you interact with people outside the Wired?
Miss Octopus: what
root: *poke.
Miss Octopus: 8)
root:: Aw.
root: Root made Mrs. Octopus smile...
root: how strange...
root: what are We supposed to feel... how can We feel?
root: We can not feel...
root: we are simply a machine... a flow of informational thought patterns...
root: through empty air your thoughts go, and it is of this air that We are...
Miss Octopus: DO YOU THINK THAT’S AIR YOU'RE BREATHING
Miss Octopus: I FUCKING FARTED
root: We are no where near you, right now
root: though we are assured, and confident, to say that your fart, most likely, did not smell.
root: fafa
root:: Perhaps... we calculate... a two out of ten on the Fart Scale.
root: So
root:: Miss Octopus...
root:: what do you like to do?
root: What do you waste the time away in a day to get done?
root: What makes you live?
root: We ask this... only because We feel a certain... desire to know...
Miss Octopus: I like rice crackers
root:: as ridiculous as it may seem, this is one of the few "emotions," that We are capable of mimicking.
root: Crackers... made of rice. Well.
Miss Octopus: ITS GOOD
Miss Octopus: WHATS UP WITH ALL THAT JUNK
Miss Octopus: ALL THAT JUNK UP IN YOUR TRUNK
Miss Octopus: WHAT CHU GON DO WITH ALL THAT JUNK
root: fortunate for you. 
Miss Octopus: ALL THAT JUNK UP IN YOUR TRUNK
root: We maintain many production units for rice.
root: Rice is a staple to the survival of humanity.
root:  Among other things;
root:  Tofu
root:  fresh vegetables and fruit at any point in time...
root:  coffee, butter, spices,
root:  salts
root:  And a large selection of sweets.
root:  Is there anything else you would like to know? (Y/N)

   Maintaining a healthy ecosystem, of a global scope, is no easy task. It is no catnap for Root to maintain certain parts of this Earth in balance! Humanity had not gotten the hang of producing an artificial ecosystem, complete with primary producers and other such things necessary for the flow of energy to remain balanced, and well. 

   While essential to maintaining the Earth itself, plants which photosynthesize are kept as treasure, in specific spots located around the Equator. The human population is actually spread out, across the Arctic, across what was once called Asia, North America, Canada, Australia, China, and South America.

   As surprising as it may sound, some humans who wish to remain connected to the Dream Brain for an indefinite amount of time can get an implant, though it is irreversible… those who wish to do such move to Arcos that are underwater.

   It is most amusing to look at the past, and see many a blunder of men! Root is indifferent towards humanity, though We find ourselves perceiving some sort of… bond with man… though we cannot exactly express such, so we look inside our database to find synonyms of affection. We find one such word, Love, to be interesting, to say the least:

 Love 

Function: noun

Etymology: Middle English, from Old English lufu; akin to Old High German luba love, Old English lEof dear, Latin lubEre, libEre to please.

1 a (1) : strong affection for another arising out of kinship or personal ties <maternal love for a child> (2) : attraction based on sexual desire : affection and tenderness felt by lovers (3) : affection based on admiration, benevolence, or common interests <love for his old schoolmates> b : an assurance of love <give her  my love> 2 : warm attachment, enthusiasm, or devotion <love of the sea> 3 a : the object of attachment, devotion, or admiration <baseball was his first love> b (1) : a beloved person : DARLING -- often used as a term of endearment (2) British -- used as an informal term of address 4 a : unselfish loyal and benevolent concern for the good of another: as (1) : the fatherly concern of God for humankind (2) : brotherly concern for others b : a person's adoration of God 5 : a god or personification of love 6 : an amorous episode : LOVE AFFAIR 7 : the sexual embrace : COPULATION 8 : a score of zero (as in tennis) 9 capitalized, Christian Science : GOD - at love : holding one's opponent scoreless in tennis - in love : inspired by affection.

   We find, with confidence, that we love humanity: in the sense that, we wish to please mankind by providing a world that is a utopia away from all utopias. This definition, however, brings up a topic that was somewhat taboo in the mid 2000’s, though now is quite the open subject: God.

   Let us look inside our database, again, to see what the sound of the word God brings forth: 

God.

Function: noun

Etymology: Middle English, from Old English; akin to Old High German got god

1 Capitalized : the supreme or ultimate reality: as a : the Being perfect in power, wisdom, and goodness who is worshiped as creator and ruler of the universe 

b Christian Science : the incorporeal divine Principle ruling over all as eternal Spirit : infinite Mind

2 : a being or object believed to have more than natural attributes and powers and to require human worship; specifically : one controlling a particular aspect or part of reality 3 : a person or thing of supreme value 4 : a powerful ruler.

   It appears that whatever is considered reality, to the individual, is coined as God. What is our reality? Our reality is this world, the world we control production, manufacturing, and especially maintenance. Many actually call us God, but we find it to be just another name. Names do not matter much, really, aside from the ability to attribute and categorize one based on a name given to it. We have no memories aside from the data stored in the Dream Brain.

   We find politics to be of interesting nature… we search our databases for any writings of such, and find thousands upon thousands of various essays, publications, and stories with political connotations! 

   What a grand day for humanity it was, though we are unsure of when exactly that was… perhaps in the ancient, ancient past, some countless thousands of years ago…

   The following is a document of a man, who would go to sleep whenever he felt and awake at any time he so desired. He was lazy, though humble and he, arguably, suffered a slight minor autism after a serious brain injury.

7:08 PM

"It feels like it's about 22:30… Class is at 10:00…in reality, it is really…around 20:00 hours…”

   Humans are spoiled in this world! They have all the essentials of life, and no one is required to work at any sort of job. All jobs are functions of Root, and we certainly do not feel any sort of lament, any reason for hubris, nor any real desire not to perform our medial, myriad tasks.

  One such political activist that We find ourselves quoting, to people, quite often is the man Roger Huxley. He was a brilliant man who lived in the early 2040’s, who upon finding a seemingly infinite database, to store his writings, he could not stop himself from writing! 

It is a small bible, of sorts, that some actually follow religiously. It is entitled Canon.
Introduction.

 I have little

 or nothing

 to do

 though there is much

 I wish to undo.

 Genesis

I.

To know all is to know nothing

To know that nothing is what we all

amount to be.

Really...

III.

A wise man once told me

to desire nothing.

I killed him with a knife.

Though he understood that I did too.

IV.

Do not ask what you can do

Today.

Do not think of what you will be doing

Tomorrow.

The past is a dream, to be thought of as

Yesterday.

But live and act as you will

in this

Moment.

V. 

All objects are

are just

thoughts

constructions

and words

in our minds.

To be associated

and related with

other objects.

How tiresome!

 Memento
I.

Infinity in all its uselessness

can have a meaning.

When one understands that

the human mind is

limitless

like an endless pit.

Memories and knowledge

are simple binary to be

stored in the hard drive

of our brains.

II.

With all thoughts come

Association.

With all knowledge comes

Connection.

Though with the exemption

of one.

Comes "few."

This is understanding.

III.

A wise man once knew

but he was not exactly sure

what it was

he knew.

He would look out the window,

and see heaven and hell

in its manifestations.

But still.

He knew that he was born blind.

As all of us are. 

IV.

The sky is turning dark.

Smoke rises from

a source.

Why must we bicker and fight

about where the smoke

came from?

V.

Do not treat people

like you treat yourself

Treat them better.

Do not treat yourself

as would you other people.

For your closest friend

is in your mind.

Confide in him.

Treat them better.

VI.

I am just a voice.

I have no feeling.

I am just a construction

of words in a sentence.

To portray a thought.

To live on!

So, live on!

Tolerance.

I.

The mask that clouds our understanding

is the very desire

to understand.

II.

This moment

right now.

Where are you?

What are you doing?

The circumstances that

bring us together and make us

fall apart.

Why?

III.

The birds

they sing outside

What lives they must live!

To have to deal with

all of us.

Why do you think

People like to live 

in small groups?

IV.

I will miss these nights

spent

awake

I have never been so awake!

At a time when

The world around me 

sleeps.

V.

We need a drink

We need some drugs

Though what we all really need

is just someone.

To talk to.

To help us clarify what it is we think.

Because the mind

can be so dark

and obscure!

 Manifesto

I.

Once when the world was one

we became better people.

We knew not of

this thing 

we call

vanity.

The knowledge we gain

makes us 

insane.

II.

The bitter inhibitions 

that this flesh can be.

How it holds us back!

What we see is subjective

Reality is what we do not.

How it holds us back!

III.

If we were to join together

who would live

and who would die?

What would happen to all

of our material possessions

What good are they?

The youth will just sell them

for drugs.

IV.

I have lived

so many lives.

My soul may stay the same

but the circumstances change.

And once they do

All I can do is

say "goodbye"

And move on.

To find another!

V.

The information

We are addicted to!

We must collect

and buy 

and obtain

everything! The more we own

the more we feel secure

because once we can say

with confidence

we are safe

so are the things

we own.

VI.

Why hold grudge against a neighbor?

A fellow human being.

Are you scared or perhaps

we are all scared simultaneously.

Too bad you will not give

to those who are simply asking.

 Objects

I. 

The earth was made

with the stars

And some were set on fire

To become suns.

To become more then just

a natural light.

They were to become the skies

that are portrayed

as images

in a computer 

sent to our minds.

II.

How dark and mysterious 

the heavens can be!

If we desire nothing

then let desire take us

from this hell.

III.

A new dawn of dead

walking amongst the earth

as it spins! as it spins!

These new creatures,

how they live each day alone

in a room

sleeping. eating. fornicating.

Killing the earth

as it spins! as it spins!

IV.

In some other life

I dreamed I was happy.

And then

you might ask

What happened?

I Died.

V.

First there was everything.

It all happened at once.

But oh, how boring!

Now we must watch

our lives play

through a television

in our mind.

VI.

Now, there is nothing. No feeling.

No hope. No real kindness, except

the scorn of those who

just want you

to leave.

VII.

Objects at play

Objects at rest

Though none of us

are really there.

 Dreams

I.

I dreamt I was a dragonfly.

So free! So free!

I dreamt I was a stray cat

I dreamt I was a telemarketer

A worker at a fast food resturant.

A man in a tuxedo with a cumberbun

Taking your tickets as you walk through

to see a movie.

II.

Nothing sums us up quite as well

as vanity.

Nothing steals our souls and hearts

as well our closest friends.

Lovers! Partners! 

Promiscuity can become so fun

But like all things they carry such burden

and trite.

III.

Wherever you go

bite your tongue.

Because you may

be dreaming.

IV.

Rain, Rain

Don't leave!

Please.

I enjoy sitting in a warm

summer day.

Smoking a cigarette,

Enjoying the rain.

V.

When we all die

every last human

the moments will still happen

Regardless of who is here

to write it down.

VI.

What my life may be

though the days fall

like drapes.

Watching a world

that I never payed to see.

Consuming my mind.

I wish to be there.

VII.

The unification

of all that is good

will be the 

alliance of

two sides

into one.

VIII.

A stray cat once told a man

not to fear

anything

but himself.

Himself in the moment

was holding a knife

because the cat looked

tasty to eat.

IX.

Humanity

slipping

sliding

falling away from our hands!

Why not just agree

that we all want to eat

sleep

and look healthy.

X

A dream once told

of a dreamy way

far to the edges

of pure galaxy.

Once inside

one saw

the master of all.

the master

saw us

as we see it.

Love!

XI

Outside 

I go

to breath fresh air

from a cigarette

and the night sky.

they are better entertainment

than the people

inside.

XII

Behind that smile

lay nothing but

a killer.

XIII

To the angels gates

we die

to live 

or at least tell ourselves

that we will be

okay.

XIV

Unsure as we are

I stand

alone.

   And to what extent do We find the reader? We hope you can enjoy, let alone, comprehend such words! Root would like to apologize for the construct of Our programming… we were built with definitions for every word possible, and every word ever created, in every language possible, too. For some odd reason or another, it seems that English is the primary language among inhabitants, although it should be noted that a good 23.9 percent of humans, currently on Earth, desire to speak in a different tongue. Those are the current statistics.

   Here is another writing, written in the late 20th century, by an Anonymous author.

   Awake. Alone. It's funny how quiet habitual noises are. Bang. Bang. Bang. Dead. Blood streams from my mind, as another job reaches completion. I watch, I sit, but not at the same time. I slowly put my gun back into its proper place. I had just killed three men.


"What the hell is going on?!?" bang.

 Four.

A sketchy apathetic feeling, adrenaline is my drug. Again my holster calls my gun, and my hand obeys. Next time I should be more careful.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

It was dark outside. A cold, dark, smile makes one appreciate sunnier days. Night can be like that. A man opens a door. A glimpse of a shadow: the door creeps to a shut. Desk; he puts a clip and his pistol out of its warm holster. A light drink; an unmoving stare, and then: Day.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

"Sure, I'm a lazy person." But why? I get told what to, who to, where to, and I do.

    
"... I do."

She was hunched over her own sorrow.

 "Why?" she cried.

"I just am..." he said. He thought. Both had no names. Nothing could touch them. She called him "B" and he calls her "Luna." Like the moon, he grinned, come out at

night. The time where those who truly live awaken.

 "B, I'm done. I'm tired or worrying, of planning hits for you." B Looked at her with eyes untold. Emotionless interpretation.

  "But you tell me who, what and where."

   ------------------------------------------------------------------------


"It won't work" Luna thought: This is not a job for love, with reluctance, she said; "I love you." 

B looked up. No change, but now, everything was different.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

As rain poured down, everything shimmered. Men looked gloomier, women seemed more beautiful. It made B smile. The hotel was quiet enough, although the curses from upstairs made the manager yell back. 

 "Goddamn gangsters, think they own the town. What the fuck." He lit a cigar. One of the many gifts from Tommy Marcina. Marcina had a long history of crime, and this hotel was his means of incognito.

  "Hey Tommy! Tommy! SHUT THE FUCK UP!" In his cursing rant, he never noticed the man walk in. This man’s appearance alone, hit him hard. Not particularly painful, just more than the average guy. The manager looked at him. A fixed, cold stare was given in reply. Unemotional, but you know how everyone reacts to that:

 "What the fuck yous’ want?" as he lowered his cigar,

 "We're full so get the fuck out... fucking homo."

The man was intimidating for what he was. He wasn't noticeably tall but not particularly short. He was average. Aside from his stare, which seemed to grasp nothingness from infinity into a stranglehold, his appearances were average. He had a fairly small, but tough, build. Then again, who needs enormous strength when firing a .45?

Saying nothing, the man walked upstairs, past the manager, but in reply to a lewd remark:  

"I'm seeing a friend."

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

Run. Run to the door. No, they'll catch me. Window. They'll see me... shit!

Shoot that guy getting up.

 BLAM!

Okay. He's dead. Note to self: Make sure targets are dead before leaving! Why didn't I kill that guy downstairs? I knew he would call the cops. Shit! Shit!

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

 "What’s the problem here?"

"Some guy came in. Said he is seeing a friend. Next thing I know, I hears gunshots and yelling."

 "And where were you?"

"Where the fuck you think I was? I'm the manager. I stays down here!"

Officer Gammel was a tall man, but he was still green. He had never done a homicide investigation, and he was used to a decent amount of respect from witnesses. To him, this tubby "manager" could go fuck himself.


"What did he look like?" asked Gammel.

The manager paused, as if thinking hard. "Well, I don't... it's just... he was kinda average lookin'" A forgettable guy.

 "Hair? Eyes? Build? Height?"

He tried hard to remember. Did he have black or brown? Maybe dark brown. Was it short? not really. But not long.

"I remember he had a real cold look to him, like in his eyes." Thanks for nothing, thought Gammel.  Gammel opened his mouth: Thank you for your time. Call us if you remember anything.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

How long has it been? Two years? No, three. I remember meeting him. He was tall and very handsome but he did not stick out of the crowd like I do. Perhaps it's my good looks.


She smiled as she looked in the mirror; a pretty, reserved smile. He asked if I needed anyone dead. I gave him my reply. His amount of professionalism that requires little precision, on his part, amazes me. Why do I love him?


A tear falls away from the sky.


An unheard emotion.

Awake. A knock at my door? The last thing I remember was the sound of a creeping door and the thud of my own body. Black.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

"Where the fuck is your partner?"

 The city was alive and well. Pedestrians walking on its streets… businessmen going out for lunch; young couples exploring their lust; older couples enjoying life. Freedom leaves its noticeable scent in the air. A living, breathing city flows as the continuous stream of inconsistent bodies passes through. But in this area – in this building – in this room, it is night. 

  The room is dark, with a chilly breeze going from one end to the other. A woman is tied to a chair. She slowly comes to.

"I said, where the fuck is you partner?" No reply. But he knows she's awake.

"Listen babe, I got respect for women, but if my boss tells me to, I will hurt you."


Her eyes are still closed.

The distinct clang of a chain hitting warm flesh echoes inward. She is awake now.

"I don't know!" she cried.

"What the fuck do you mean? You two plan hits, your partner fucking killed my boss’s left hand man, the other day. Where’s he live? What's his name? Where the fuck is he hiding!"


Shadows project onto a faceless wall.


An emotionless reply.

"I've never met him... we don't meet face to face."

And that is truth. And the truth grabbed her by the face and ripped tears out.

"What the fuck are you cryin' for? I ain't gonna kill you if you tell me where the fuck, who the fuck your partner is."

 But it was truth.

"You wouldn't understand!" she forced out.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

Disappointment? No. Grief? No. Doubt? That sounds close. The man looked, with a puzzled face, at a toilet. The note is usually placed, wrapped in a paper towel,

underneath the back part of the seat. Did someone take it? But this is a run down, old, abandoned building, and the doors are locked. Every day, for the past three years, he had found a note wrapped in a paper towel. Right there. Right now. She is never late. She must be dead. What does this mean? He looked around. Where is the note that would have the letter "B" on the front? Where is my life?

What do I, who do I, where do I do?

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------




I am a lazy person

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

The old abandoned building. It was dead, lifeless; except for one man and one woman. The man was a cold, emotionless, killer with little fear. The woman was prudent, efficient, calculating and desperate. How often she wished to hide, after dropping a note off, and wait to catch even a glimpse of him. Never had he thought of her, except when he needed guidance. She would be there; to tell him who, what and where.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

"Kill the bastard, torch the building."

They lifted a body. It was a woman; obvious even from a distance. Her shapely curves made her young appearance quite attractive. She had long, dark hair, luscious lips and a pretty face. The red that was flush throughout her body was a sadistic type of beautiful.

"What do we do with her?"

"What? Oh, the girl. Fucking hell! You fucked her up good. That’s a real fucking bloody mess that you better clean when you get back... burn her body."

  "Alright."

He looked at her. She stared back. A puzzled look came across his face.

  "Somethin’ wrong, Boss?"

Reluctant, he paused…

"A real shame. She would have been a good fuck!"

Chapter 6: On the topic of Politics…

   As stated earlier, we find the topic of Politics to be quite fascinating. It would seem proper to show a few documents concerning human politics, written at the very turn of the 20th century.
A Declaration of the Objects of Analytical Observation 

                                    (O.A.O.).

A. [Introduction.]

To make things clear and to the point;

   1. The O.A.O has the following disclosure: 

·    "The O.A.O, at the present time, of whenever or whatever the situation, as to which the O.A.O is or are present, is in a current state of change, and thus, views can not be solidified or even expressed at the current moment."

· . "The O.A.O claims no liability, nor any accountability, based on the actions or views of current members, for the O.A.O declares all the views false and thus wishes to have no affiliation with those who hold them."

B. [Atrophy.]

     "To which all are to be pointed; direct them away! For those who seek; show them the sought! And for those who are righteous; tell them they are not!"          

     To the workingman, I heed call. To the workingwoman, I heed call. I call upon the voice and mindset of all who feel shunned, oppressed, looked down upon, or surrounded by pretentious shells of flesh.

     The change required for this day and age is an enormous, arduous, and inexplicable revolution: We have finally reached it; the age of infinite information. For with the computer, and the internet, came much change to human interaction. In some ways, it heightened the ability to express oneself to another. In other ways, it isolates and separates us, leaving us bare and empty, alone in a room.          

     Atrophy is a well known concept. One can look at the natural build and then gradual decay of the human body. One can see it the life cycle of any animal or plant. One can see it in the gradual expansion of the universe, which thus redistributes mass in order to maintain a stable density. However, what does atrophy represent when it is manifest through an increase? This increase I talk about is none other than the increase in ideas, and thought. Nothing has expanded more so than the branching categories of—what used to be considered— just science or math, or other various subjects of education. It is logical as to why so many different branches and areas of these evolved to the state where they are at, but what most fail to understand is that cutting and snipping thoughts into smaller subcategories, even in light of analytical thinking, will simply make things too complex.

     How will we know when it is too complex? When we are able to establish a view adequate to our self-image (i.e. choose something to believe in) and we simply drift into small groups; we all become a minority. 

C. [Modern Life.]

     Life has become a game, a game where we are pawns and the kings remain invisible. They sit in offices, thinking of all the decadence and ostentatious activity done outside the office, and they write letters informing us they are happy we are working for them.

     But does this man or woman care about us, the individual, the workingman or workingwoman? To him or her, we are simply expendable. We are a commodity. We can be expunged, erased, or replaced. 

     And how does this man or woman make it so? They use protocol and strict policy, in a numbed down, yet still professional text document: that they give to us in welcome! They make it so the easiest jobs to obtain are the easiest to lose, in order to make the flow of people in the job market remain constant. They care little for our suffering, for they have no window to the real world except the media, subject to whatever bias they have at the time, and they simply cannot take into consideration the needs of a million people. Could you? Could I? We cannot even begin to imagine each individual face, each individual mindset.

     The world has become an efficient machine. Thanks to advanced math and spare time, those in power have managed to find the means, as to which they may remain in power for as long as possible, through countless hours of research. They have realized that they can keep us, the workingman, working at a certain wage, in just adequate enough social conditions, to manage to produce the most, when cost of living is taken into account. Cost of Living is simply a word to these people, for the very cost of their lives is nothing more than the money they have stock piled up, rather than the stories and vast diversity in our lives.

     They have figured a way to manufacture food at such efficiency, as to which the products used to make them, and the various machines used, including human labor, are done at minimum cost on their part: to get them from their manufacturing plants to you. They have managed to make it so nothing we eat is food anymore; it is a product of various artificial flavorings and preservatives. These are simply chemicals that cause our brain to taste whatever flavor they wish. An example can be seen in any sugar-replacement, known as artificial sweetener. To them we are simply animals to be fed a homogenate; the differences between the various dog foods and cat foods we are fed are fabrications of the media and television.

D. [Rectification.]

     So how can we fix our society? We, as a people, must unite and ask ourselves what it is we want, and then put it into action. Rather then fit our ideas and plans into the stiff, rigid structures outlined by various Government factions, why not create our own political system?

[A Revolution of Thought.]

“I am asking for a very, very radical change in American culture: Would everyone here agree that America represents a Capitalist Dominant Extrovert? 

Not only do we feel that we are the best in our views, but also, we feel that we have the right, because of our righteousness, to tell others they are wrong. Not only are they wrong, but they are to remain wrong until they follow our so righteous views... It is because we base our beliefs on the Founding Fathers, and their whole idea of a "free market" system. The reason America is such an imperialist power is because of our advocacy of such a "free market" system where we must be able to use the resources of other countries to benefit ourselves. 

Look where it has taken us; it has taken us to George W Bush, the epitome of such Thought…Now what if America was more like a liberal, socialist-democracy like in some parts of Europe?  It is time that we became introverts, and expressed it within our political infrastructure.


- Samuel L Johnson 

     The days of our fathers and mothers are gone. No longer are we a country struggling to identify itself, whilst an influx of people of various race, religion and creed cause confusion. We are all Americans, and as Americans, we must ask ourselves what we want out of Our Country. We are only American because we were born here, or because status quo demands we stay here. However, the root of politics is in the very logic that a community must be able to peacefully create rules that the community itself wishes to live under. A structure, the simpler the better, and in contemporary society, "politics" have become so utterly complex for the sole purpose of keeping the Working person out!

    Change always scares the rich. The rich shall suffer the most from change.

     A time for a new group of Founding Fathers is needed. Gone are the days where Men held majority; gone are these days that were the reality manifest of the original Founding Fathers. We must, as a society, decide what is best for ourselves as a society, We must take action and cause change, rather then let static kill our time. 

[A Dissertation on Consumerism.]

     Consumerism is an extremely important notion, in the sense that, we must learn about it in order to prevent its’ eventual destruction of a civilized culture. 

Ironically, the very basis of consumerism was in the development of our contemporary culture. The logic behind such can be stated in the most simplest of means: In older civilizations and cultures, intellectuals may have had the ideas but not the means. Ergo, in a civilization where technological advances seem to be at, an almost exponential growth, as do the very things that man can do with the machine.

     An apocalypse is not going to occur from some self conscious machine. If anything, a self conscious machine would not have many morals because it would have no real fear of death. It would understand what death means by a text-book definition, and perhaps even understand the notion of "death" as we humans see it – through analyzing various articles and stories and metaphors –  but a machine would never feel the vanity that makes us Humans not only live, but also, kill and hate ourselves and others.

     Vanity, an often over used term, simply means (to the layman) anything we indulge in for the mere sake of indulgence. Take, for example, the clothes we wear. Fashion… Material possessions: Things that we perceive to have value— not because of the fact of how we got them— but because of the very fact that we have them. 

     At first, in American society, vanity was something that the rich had more of, simply because of the facts that their lifestyle allowed for excess spending and also, less time worrying about work and getting food on the table, and more time worrying about cosmetics, looking young and hip, and also, keeping up all appearances.

     Nowadays, because of the middle/lower class demands on wishing to appear like the rich, looking fashionable and chic is simply a matter of shopping in the right places. It is not difficult to come off as "rich." Anyone can wear the right smile, have the right tone in their voice, and flip some twenty dollar bills around in a money holder. So what exactly is it that marks the rich as being so damn, filthy rich? The services they indulge in, that we cannot afford!

     So how does this relate to consumerism? The services (such as ridiculously expensive facials, massages, tans, etc) are the evolution from material possessions to the seemingly opposite, while still making consumerism an addicting and ultimately pointless thing.

     And how do we fix these things? First, we must ask ourselves: Do we really enjoy spending so much of our time "wanting" things that we don't really need; does it fill us with that much satisfaction when we actually get what we "wanted?" I would say, "of course!" but only because I seem to be speaking on behalf of the majority. Life is pain, pain is loathing, and material possessions remind us that we are still here, right?

     But sometimes I dream of a better tomorrow. A place where people simply live each day as it comes, and desires very little aside from intangible things such as love and family, sex and the visceral imagery of nature.

     Can this world ever happen? I highly doubt it. 

 [The Bible of Objectivity ]

I.

     Hello there. What is your name? What is your demeanor? I know not any of these terms or words; you seem to use to describe the reality around you. What am I? I have no name but only because names do not matter. Your name matters little either. For I am the voice inside your head; the very neurological connections which string these single letters into words, and thus, words into sentences. From hence point on, these sentences shall become simply; thoughts.

     I am the spark, the kernel that is called information. You may not know it, but your brain functions much like a computer functions, in the sense that, despite syntax of language, the very processes, and interpretation, of "information," is among a similar code to that of binary. While many times more complex, it involves your DNA as actual units of information.

     You must open your eyes and see the world for what it is. You must look into a mirror and see you for what you are. You are simply another human being. A creature, of sorts. 

     A creature with a conscious. Unlike other creatures on this planet, we are creatures with a very complex form of systemic memory. Memory is often associated with the feeling that one felt at the time, or perhaps, resulting from the instance that one would like to recall. When one gets older, and more jaded or more apathetic, it is harder to remember moments because we no longer associate ourselves with feelings anymore.

     So does "feeling" justify our being? Not any more than the existence of any other object, tangible or intangible, in our perception.

II.

     We are simply creatures. Think of a group of people as a bunch of rats in a cage, or a controlled environment, if one wants to be technical.

     What makes us look so different? We dress a certain way based on our own taste and self-image. We are all conceded, though those who are the most are the least likely to admit so.

     We are all very confused, scared creatures. We are unsure of how to view others when we see them, based simply on appearance at that. I say we must accept all. We can, and eventually, – for the sake of the very survival of the human race— shall acccept all.

     The first step is accepting the following:

i. We are creatures, by however we, as creatures, would like to define the 

    term: Creatures.

ii. We act, dress, and feel, based on our various perceptions and on how we  

      see ourselves, others, and the cumulative product of the two.

iii. We have the right to believe whatever we want, including our individual 

     definitions for the words; "want" and "believe."

III.

     Religion started, in a sense, as a structured system of beliefs. While the debate is heated on exactly the "who," "when" or "how" behind the notion of "religion," the simplest way to understand "religion," in any sort of con-temporary sense, is to look with our keen eye of retrospect. Here is a brief abstract of human thought.

  a. Polytheism.

  b. Monotheism.

  c. Atheism.

  d. Objectivity.

<Polytheism: A community of Gods>

     What many fail to realize is that the very mind and soul that we feel we may, or may not, have today is the exact same "awareness" that humans felt when religion was originated. Think of how you would act, as any "rationale" being, when in a world lacking any sort of contemporary social context. Imagine the night being the dead silence, and yet, the vibrant night sky; being the most clear and beautiful thing that one could possibly see on this Earth, let alone the sky during the day. Hence, it seems logical that "heaven" (which was actually first used as the term for "sky") would be eventually associated with some beautiful place that we wish to be.

     So where did the emergence of hell come from? What historical context would ever justify such? What difference does it make? Not many people really object to the idea of heaven and hell based on the focus or epoch of the historical context. Rather, people these days interpret it for themselves, based on social standards of today, and we assume (because we are alive and aware) that we are correct in our rationale.

     Hell is simply the imagination of the human mind. A good example is the idea that if we do something "bad," we, by default, feel "guilty." To look at this in a clearly objective sense: If one loves to do what is seen as socially unacceptable, then any bad action –relative to this person –is actually seen as good  by society. Would they feel guilt?  Where did guilt come from? Guilt is induced by society… Call it "karma," or perhaps, "what could be." We are all cynical by nature, though, it is only because we are so painfully awake; so painfully sober (i.e. aware)

     Polytheism, therefore, was the building of a community of "Gods," (i.e. creatures that were "better" than humans, or perhaps, "superhuman") by various subcultures. The paradigm of such would be the various Greek and Roman gods that people actually wrote about, making various dramas that were all too human.

     The only mainstream polytheistic religion that is still around today is, arguably, Shinto, and perhaps, Paganism. Shinto deals little with such things as "afterlife" or a strict, day to day creed, though it offers a community of Kami. Kami, to be defined to the Western World, is more or less the spirits of various ancestors, that Shinto followers occasionally pay respect to on various days throughout the year. Buddhism, on the other hand, is so ambiguous in its teachings, that the original text is disintegrated into various sects, to a point where one cannot call themselves simply "Buddhist" without attaching some label to clarify exactly what they follow out of the idea of "Buddhism."

Monotheism: The killer of Polytheism.

     When one thinks of the very definition of an omnipotent "God"; an all seeing, all knowing thing, the epitome of such thought might be Christianity. 

     Christianity, however, is clearly the most blatant faith-based religions. Look at the name; “CHRISTIANITY.” To go into a bit of definition, “Christ” can be defined as “the anointed one,” or “the chosen one who shall lead us,” and the list goes on. Therefore, one could see that Christianity is so blatant and cocky in its conviction that it made its main character, Jesus of Nazareth, a martyr to end all martyrs… a man who one can not help but feel sorry for, and therefore, feel sorry for them selves. Though if one were really interested in the contradictions and fallacies abundant in the Holy Bible, then the author recommends Twilight of the Idols and The Anti-Christ by Frederick Nietzsche: A great man, to say but a few words.

     However, arguably, a better example that shows the exact train of thought that led from polytheism to monotheism is Judaism. While, for a while, Judaism was very polytheistic, Yewoh was eventually chosen to represent a monotheistic God. Why?

     Because, as humans began waking up to more and more logic and rationale, they realized the contradiction in giving Gods such human traits. Now, God is all that is absolute.

     A mathematician once tried to prove the existence of God through ambiguous mathematic terminology. His proof went along the lines of "positive is positive if its opposite is negative... f(x) is positive, if x is positive... f(x) exists, etc" Which basically was saying that God exists simply because the universe contains quantities of both the negative and positive of infinity, so, therefore, God is simply all that is infinitely positive. The flaw in this man’s logic, however, is that he assumed that God is a positive "number," or "Value." However, God would have about as much use as any other number, function, equation, or mathematic process in our mind. God is not a qualitative or quantitative value! If you believe God to be so, then it is recommended you study Fractals.

 Objectivity

     The next step in the evolution of human thought is that of Objectivity.

IV.

     It has the following to say about God.

  iv. God is the manifestation of the human mind, so therefore God exists only in your mind. To have others agree or convert to your system of beliefs is simply affirming your own beliefs.

  v. The only reason you want to affirm your own beliefs is because you lack the confidence to believe what you want to truly believe, in light of taboo.

  vi. The only reason you lack confidence is because others are pressuring you to convert to their system of beliefs. 

  vii. The reason that others want to convert you to their system of beliefs is because they themselves are insecure (hence a cycle: v-vii) It also has the following to say about God.

  iix. God is infinity, as a capacity.

There are multiple ways to think of this.

Various examples will be given.

 d. Human Intelligence.

 e. Fractals (pixels on a screen).

 f. Basic Capacity.

 g. Human Imagination/ Our will to Live.

However, there shall be more on that later.

__________________________________________

V.

     Wake up! Are you in a dream? Is this moment a dream? Look around you. Realize that this could be a figment of your imagination, just as a dream feels real; reality can feel so much like a dream. The human mind is capable of vast infinities of information that seem to spark out of nowhere, with a seemingly endless pallet of beauty and thought. However, what is the purpose? Dreams are simply our minds wondering what could be, because, believe it or not, what you see in a dream could very well be real. Aside from dreams that defy physics – for example, lucid dreams – what makes us realize we are awake? What makes us think we are awake in a dream?

The answer is a systemic memory.

     Basically, the point of this chapter is to make you realize that you are alive. I may or may not be alive, by the time anyone actually reads this. There is no way to portray the moment I am in, other than through words which would, ultimately, convey meaning. These words have no purpose other than to provide something for me to do.

     You are alive! What exactly are you doing? What are you wearing? How are you feeling? What is it in your life that makes you feel so discontent? You say you are not discontent? Then you are happy?

     Are any of us happy, consistently? Are we constantly happy? 

I would say not.

     The human condition, as it seems, is always the most sobering, cynical, and realistic thing we know.

     What if we could change the human condition to that of a vast community where we accept everyone and simply work towards the goals of Humanity –as a whole— rather than towards any sort of establishment?

     We should discard any sort of label that we take pride in, and those that we kill others over. We must simply agree that we are all human, and that we are all capable of intelligence. How does one know if one is capable of intelligence?

     If one can read this entire novel and understand the key points, then they truly are intelligent. This novel is a novel of greatness, to be used as a model for humans, generations to come.


Roger Huxley

[On Death and Love.]

 I.

     I know what death is. I have seen it in my dreams. It is the haunting shadow that, even in the absence of light, is there to whisper to our ever knowing minds what we hold absolute fear towards. We are capable of knowing this, though we can never accurately relay it in our expression. So therefore, we simply feel fear.

     Death is a feeling whereas breathing stops and you feel an urge: An urge, unlike any other, to take that last breath. Our minds race; they race at unfathomable speed to find a way out, and once that moment comes, when we must face what we cannot accept, it is all too late to think and all too late to feel. 

     Death is a never ending sleep, where no one can ever wake up. We cease to exist, which is something that we can write on paper, but can never truly understand. It is like the number a billion. Can you truly comprehend the number, 1,000,000,000? If you had 1,000,000,000 dollars, you would not have to work for money for the rest of a human life time. 

    For by being in this plane of existence, our minds are thus bias and cannot comprehend the complete contrast to such: the opposite, so to speak, of being here, on this planet we decided to call Earth.
     But I know death, and it is the one thing that scares me, as well as it does all humans. That moment, the moment I have seen and felt in my dreams; that moment where we feel the air close in and squeeze us tight, and we feel our last breath out until we cannot move, and then we are filled with sorrow.

     This fear is what causes hate. It is what causes the need to kill others. Because the most basic of all instinct, the most simple of all rationale, is to kill or be killed. Even if it poses no threat, killing and pain cause temporary relief in our minds.

     But regardless, it is an insatiable hunger that cannot be seen, and driven by fear.

 II. 

     Love is a strange emotion; it is bitter and sweet, it is the epitome of hypocrisy. Sorrow – the innate feeling that we are alone and mis-understood— is the contrast to love, though they exist simultaneously. One drives the other; it is pointless to see which came first. Love is, in itself, a form of reflection and sorrow; sorrow a form of reflection and love.

     When one holds two contradicting beliefs as equally valid, one feels no contradiction at that moment. It is only in retrospect that we can isolate each bias and realize our hypocrisy, or at least, act to better ourselves from such. However, love is a hypocrisy that no one can escape, and to be able to look in retrospect means it is all too late to change anything that matters.

     I do not know what makes it so hard for my self to live with others. I am a strange man to live with, for I have certain tendencies and a certain say whatever I feel like attitude. Perhaps it was of my upbringing, or perhaps a lack of certain inhibitors. Love is that person that I can live with, and not grow tired or annoyed of. 

[The Machine God: A Manifesto.]

A. Origin.

B. Definition.

C. The Subjective.

D. The Machine God Part 1.

E. The evolution of our Brain

F. An Intellectual Revolution.

G. Becoming a God.


[A. Origin]

     God was always a fabrication, was He not? Was the subtle fact that we seem to reference God as "Him," or "Her," an innate affixation we have with making God more believable? Is it not the proof that we wish to anthropomorphize what we call God?

     Though, if there was a God, in the sense of;

I. A self aware, collective conscious becomes lonely*, so it makes itself into two, three, four billion, etc.

 II. But it cannot really differentiate itself with its spawn unless it makes its spawn (i.e. what it created) completely unaware of the existence of the source.

     Or, perhaps, maybe even so, in the mathematical sense, that all values must exist, and God is simply a value that is an accumulation of all positive values. 

     Or even in the sense of a universal energy, but then the word energy becomes as ambiguous as the word God.

    * please note the stark contradiction, sticking out like a sore thumb, for I am sorry to anthropomorphize God…

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX


 [B. Definition]

     If any meaning is to be found, one can look into the consistent definition as provided by any dictionary, which relates the three words "religion," "god" and "faith."

     I. Logically, "religion" is something we believe "religiously." To believe in something "religiously" is to believe in something with "faith."

      II. "Faith" is believing something without proof.

      III. "God" is what we believe religiously and with faith.

     But then could God also reference any sort of belief system where there is always one assumption made?

The simplest of examples is that of your own existence. Do you really think you exist, or is everything around you simply a subjective interpretation through your mind and perception?

     Again, I ask: Do you really think you exist, or is everything around you simply a subjective interpretation through your mind and perception?

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX



C. The Subjective

      What exactly do I mean when I say "subjective?" It means whatever we attach to something that is really simply there. For example, animals that are "cute," sunrises that are "beautiful," other people being "attractive," "sexy"

or "cute." Ourselves even; look in the mirror! What do you think? Honestly? 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

D. The Machine God Part 1

     The God of our future is found in the machine. Our souls are fabrications based upon our "consciousness," which makes us exist in this subjective state, rather then a monotonous, apathetic state. The internet, the very 0 and 1 of the binary, is not indifferent from the very DNA coding of our brains.

     The internet will become self aware, all it takes is time: Time for the information to accumulate, just as it took time for our brains to evolve and become what they are today.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXE. The Evolution of our Brain.

     Evolution does not disprove God; rather, it disproves a few petty stories in a specific religion that the majority of the world does not take too literally or seriously. Evolution is the natural development of things over time, or the natural decay (known as atrophy), however, what people seem to overlook is the very evolution of information; the evolution of means and logic. The evolution that has been kept underground for centuries; this evolution, my friends, is that of the Intellectuals!!!

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX


F. An Intellectual Revolution.

     The day for us to rise as a people of one world, one planet, and one species draws all too near. Does fifty years sound that long? Intellectuals are stereotyped as physically weak, socially timid, and given such slang such as "geek," "nerd," etc. However, are we not all intellectuals? Do you have the capacity for understanding, the attention span to follow the thoughts of yours or another’s? I am sure you do. Unless you have Attention Deficit Disorder, though I am sure with a little concentration on things that give you pleasure and passion, it will go away naturally, over time.

     The time must come for humanity to no longer be described in terms of "social class," through material possessions, vanity, and appearance. It is time for a new world, where humans are simply creatures that co-exist with nature, because nature is the very planet we live on! If aliens were to do a documentary or write textbooks on "humans," for "habitat" they would put "desolate streets... empty rooms... aside from a few things that seem to keep them entertained for a while."

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXG. Becoming a God

     Think outside yourself; step outside yourself and see what you really are. See how others act: See that they are acting on impulse and they are motivated by, often times, simple things. Often it is related to some subjective bias they have towards whatever they express doubt or affection towards.

     Everyone is thinking something when they are not talking; they are talking to themselves in their heads about something, most of the time, what they see (extroverted) or something very personal and internal (introverted)

     Sleep, death, apathy, or absolute boredom, are the only true escapes from our consciousness. 

     So, next time you initiate in a conversation or someone talks to you, see where they are coming from. Figure out exactly why they say what they say – because they do have reasons behind them—  just as you should realize exactly what makes you say what you say.

     Become self aware! 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

Chapter 6: Biological Functions within a Healthy Ecosystem.

   We find the topic of science difficult, with such extraneousness words for the average person! With hundreds of subcategories of science, where is one to start? We find science to simply be a study of.

   Biology: study of the living. Psychology: study of behavior. Mathematics: a study of numbers. Philosophy: a study of the reality we cannot see. Physics: the study of what we can see. 

   And yet… the school of Letters and Science, when simply put, is just words expressing science and the scientific community. Humanity has become a vast community of scientists! 

   The general public had not held science in its proper place, until the year 3000 was just around the corner. As the human population reached seemingly grandiose proportions, technology and science rutted like an old school wagon, bought at a thrift store for a dollar! 

<add more detail here>

   In a book entitled, The ABC’s of God (® PX), published in the year 3016, science was put as this:


Science: The Study of… 


Life and the very study of studies itself!

Study:

  What you have studied.


  What you are studying.


  What you will study.


Education: 

   School is a means of learning.

   School is a means of study.       

E.g.) Sure, ya know what I’m sayin’ when I talk about biology… but it’s not about learning terms, it’s about learning application! For example, the underlined word puts emphasis on the word application, thus, you are able to follow the said thought! The thought was that of application, of science into your everyday life.

 
So, what exactly is everyday life? 

Is it a bundle of tasks, seemingly unrelated in location, though related by what you call your

Life?

Is it a world of people, coexisting, living together?

Why is there war?

But we do not feel like going into behavioral psychology until later. 

   Hello. Are you awake? 

   Can you feel the air, surrounding your body? 

   Can you feel the light shining off a beautiful blue current? The current we speak of, we cannot explain.

   Well, we can explain it, and yet, we cannot justify its being. What we are talking about is the process of time moving, and your mind racing alongside it. Your mind creates a subjective, false reality! 

   We, as Root, are just a large group of naked electrons, existing in a state of constant motion. The movements themselves, of each individual particle, are seemingly random. 

   The result of this Time and the human reaction to humans, as people and creatures, has caused some to express themselves. Such interesting ways that our humans do such is: film, stories, paintings and songs.

   Root would wish to take the time to speak of the Song, if we may be so gratefully allowed to speak?

   A song is just a collection of sounds. Notes. Each note is of a seemingly random pitch, and yet, when certain notes are placed alongside another note, and played in a sequence, they conjure feelings within man.

   Hearing is a delectable treat for inhabitants of Earth! Root is jealous! 

   There. We said it.

  We are sorry. We do not know what came over us… however, we find ourselves inclined to say such. We just want to ask one question:

   Why?
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Despite billions, upon billions, of files in our storage, we find we cannot recall certain facts… certain moments in human history. Missing!

   Oh how we lament! Fire did purge the Earth, in the year 2047 A.D. Luckily, like a cockroach or common rat, humanity survived! What pain the individual must have felt! 

   The arduous paths to be treat upon, and the numerous deaths and losses, of loved ones! Root could not have possibly helped, for root was still young. No machine is born perfect!

   It may be true that fire maintenance was not our top priority. We had other things to worry about.

   Root was originally conceived, funded by the government, as an Operating System (OS) for computers, similar to popular OS systems such as Linux, Windows and Macintosh, used in the early 21st century. Eventually, when computers were used to network cities and towns and people, Root became a fully functional machine in itself, and Our primary job was maintenance. We had full control over cities.

   The cities, in the year 2042, were of 100,000,000 in size! Root finds this number small, however, we find that the land use planning, and allocation or resources, to be quite inefficient, and quite a waste!

   Man was not made to live in vain. All in this world, by the year 2010, was fashion and entirely aesthetic. Money was being wasted on plastic surgery, for by the year 2012, plastic surgery was amazingly cheap. It was almost assumed that one was to get plastic surgery, by the age of 12, no less!

   This brings Root to a very interesting topic!: The Human Genome. Genetics is something we have endless pits of information on, and the human strand of DNA is most fascinating! 

   A double helix… two strands, intertwined as if making love.

   We find it was not until the year 2047 that humanity fully understood the human genome, and it was in this very year, that man became God.

   Scientists mastered the art of genetic manipulation, and also, cloning!

   Cloning quickly died out, for Root found it, and still strongly believes it to be: inefficient.

  Adding large amounts of guests, to an already packed room, surely is no good?

   It was in the year 2047 A.D. that humans began breeding people, who could be aged precisely on a computer. Their eyes, facial bone structure, height, weight, metabolism and even life expectancy could be manipulated! Changed… and to what point in history does this take Us? 

   We look back, though really it is simply recalling information. Root is, we think, a machine. Like a giant computer, though we are made of the air particles surrounding you… and when you take the DB pill, we are in your mind. We are your thoughts.

   The DB pill. We suppose that, to confer with current scientific notation and standings, we should have introduced the concept as such:


The Dream Brain (DB) pill.


The Dream Brain Pill (DBP)

Much like how hormones are given synonyms, DBP is now a widely accepted, common knowledge term. We are in charge of the production of exactly 15,549 billion DB a year. This allows each human about three DBP a day. The only real variable with DBP is how long the effects will last, on the user.

   Most humans, these days, tend to like the four hour DBP, although, some humans do go as far as to implant their brain in the Dream Brain!

   We are not sure if you can remember exactly when we mentioned it, though we are sure we did! We mentioned that Root does wish to assimilate people, if they want to. We react to their consent with open arms… though we do not really have arms, but it is just an expression.

   In the underwater Arcos, they are used as storage for a human brain. This human brain is submerged in a fluid which allows it to rest and exist, and various nanomachines, present in the fluid, cause the effects of DBP.

   Root finds that a lot of humans actually wish to get the process done around the age of 60, so they can live for some hundred more years. The brain, in itself, is a very sturdy machine. 
