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Cuvinte Tnainte

Aceste ganduri si poezii, publicate pe doua bloguri anonime ntre 2007 si 2009, sunt
o parte din tineretea mea pe care nici prietenii apropiati nu au cunoscut-o. Dupa
vreo sapte ani, in 2015, mi-am amintit de ele si m-am gandit sa le culeg, sd le pun

fmpreund si sd mi le asum.

Fac asta din dorinta de documentare a unor amintiri, ca atunci cand faci ordine in

fotografii si le organizezi in albume. Citindu-le acum, peste timp, unele texte mi se
7

par naive, pretentioase sau simpliste. Dar sunt si randuri unde ma regasesc in

continuare, asa fmbatranit cum sunt, iar pe unele poate le-as scrie si acum.

Amestecam limbile pentru cd voiam sd poatd citi mai multd lume si Tmi placea

engleza, pe care in felul dsta o si exersam, dar uneori preferam sa scriu in romana.

Introduction

These thoughts and poems, published between 2007 and 2009 on two anonymous
blogs, are a part of my younger self that even my closest friends didn't know about.
About seven years after I stopped posting, in 2015, I remembered about these blogs
and decided to put all the posts together and acknowledge them.

I'm doing this for the sake of documenting my memories, just like when you're
arranging photos into albums. Reading them after many years, I find some of the
texts to be naive, pretentious or simplistic. But there are parts that I still relate with,

despite being older, and some I would maybe write again today.

I was mixing languages because I wanted to have a wider audience, I liked English

and this way I was practicing it, but sometimes I just preferred to write in Romanian.

09.01.2016



Ganduri

Intrebarile

Intrebarile existentiale rdman fird raspuns, dar se uzeazi. De la o0 anumitd varsta
incolo, devine oarecum penibil sd ti le mai pui. Auzul lor provoacd un zambet de
superioritate in coltul gurii... acum ne ocupdm cu lucruri mai serioase. Avem griji,
responsabilitati, preocupdri pragmatice infipte cu darzenie in concretul cotidian.
Asta nu inseamnd, bineinteles, ca am fi gdsit un rdspuns la ele. Ba chiar, subiectul

asta devine un pic deranjant. Cel mai probabil nu avem timp de asa ceva.

Resemnarea si capitularea sunt vazute ca un semn de evolutie fireascd, de
maturizare. Este poate un mecanism nédscut din instinctul de supravietuire: pana la
urmd, sunt lucruri care trebuie indeplinite pentru ca specia sd fsi continue existenta
si sd 1si imbundtdteascd conditiile de viata. Pe de alta parte, spiritul practic ne face sa
nu perseveram fn preocupdri care nu par a avea o finalitate. Si parem ca fncepem sa
stim despre ce e viata. Ne autosugestiondm cd asa ar fi. lar puterea autosugestiei se

stie cd nu trebuie subestimata.

Joi, 04.10.2007



Echilibrul

Sa presupunem cd avem un sistem ce se afld in echilibru. Pentru a iesi din aceasta
stare este nevoie de o fortd noud care sd intervind in sistem. Dacd te apleci in fata
pand cazi, fortd generatd de muschii tai, cu ajutorul cireia te-ai aplecat, te-a facut sa

iti pierzi echilibrul.

La ce este bun echilibrul?

Cu totii simtim cumva cd echilibrul este un lucru bun. Dacd un turn este prea
inclinat, se prabuseste. Daca te dezechilibrezi in timp ce traversezi un podet ingust,
cazi si fti rupi piciorul. Masinile sunt proiectate sa fie cat mai stabile pe sosea.
Oamenii echilibrati se observa cad sufera mai putin decat cei ce fac excese. Multe

sfaturi au o legaturd cu pastrarea echilibrului, a cumpatarii, a cdii de mijloc.

De ce?

Din nou o intrebare simpla si poate stupida: de ce este bine sa fii echilibrat? De ce cei
mai in varstd fi sfatuiesc pe cei mai tineri sa fie astfel? Sigur, raspunsul este Intr-un
fel evident: se constatd empiric cd cei ce nu sunt echilibrati ajung sa sufere, se
intdmpld ceva rdu cu ei. “Uite cum a ajuns X”. De la prea mult baut, prea mult
fumat, prea multd munca, prea multa distractie. Excesele, ca sursi a dezechilibrului,
pot fi variate, dar consecintele sunt de cele mai multe ori negative. Dar de ce se
intdampla asta? Sunt niste intrebdri care pe mine, In naivitatea si curiozitatea mea, ma

fascineaza. Si incerc sd construiesc un raspuns.

Neputinta

Echilibrul este o stare din care se pseudo-iese. Nimic nu poate parasi echilibrul de
tot. Poti sa cazi, sd te rostogolegti, insd panad la urma tot te opresti, reluéndu-’;i starea
de echilibru. Si cu cat cazatura a fost mai violentd, cu cat ai cdzut mai de sus si te-ai
rostogolit mai mult, cu atat te va durea mai tare la sfarsit. Dacd momentul in care te
dezechilibrezi sau clipele pe care le petreci in aer nu sunt dureroase, atunci
momentul inevitabil al redobandirii echilibrului poate fi. Desigur, starea asta
redobanditd nu este mereu la fel de evidentd precum cea de dinaintea caderii. Daca
vedem un acrobat pe sirmd, cu totii vom admira echilibrul in care se afld. Daca
acesta cade jos, nimeni nu se va mai gandi ca el se afld, din nou, in echilibru. Inss
acolo jos, cu oasele rupte, acrobatul este intr-o stare de echilibru mai stabild decat cea
initiald. Concluzia ar fi cd este bine s fim echilibrati pentru cd altfel riscam o

redobandire violentd a unui echilibru pe care nimeni oricum nu il va mai sesiza.



Sa fim deci echilibrati?

Ne-ar fi mai bine, dar ce fnseamna si fim echilibra’;i? O constatare simpla ar fi
tendinta de a deveni astfel odatd cu fnaintarea in varsta. Atractia fatd de excese se
transformd cu timpul intr-o respingere a acestora, intr-o retragere intr-o lume cu
repere cunoscute si scdderea pand la disparitie a apetitului pentru experimentare in

afara lor.

Conflictul

Pentru multi tineri echilibrul inseamnd monotonie, lipsa experimentdrii si a
exceselor, ce duce la o viata poate lipsitd de multe nepldceri, Insa neinteresanta. O
blazare, o capitulare, un semn de infrangere. De partea cealaltd, se sustine (de multe
ori pe un ton superior) cd o atitudine echilibratd este un semn de maturizare, de

intelepciune. Existd insa Jocul.

Jocul

Un corp asupra ciruia nu actioneaza nicio fortd este in echilibru. Insi aceeasi stare
poate fi atinsa si prin actiunea unor forte ce se anuleaza reciproc. Ba chiar, aceste
forte pot fi nedeterminat de multe si nedeterminat de mari: atata vreme cat ele se
anuleazd reciproc, corpul este in echilibru. Insa pe masura ce fortele devin mai multe
si mai mari, este din ce in ce mai greu de mentinut starea prin generarea unor forte
care sd le anuleze. O singura greseala poate face ca intreg corpul sd se dezechilibreze
brusc si violent. Cu cat fortele sunt mai mari, cu atat jocul devine mai riscant. Dar

atata vreme cat este jucat bine, poate oferi satisfactie.

Intuirea propriilor limite in evaluarea fortei rezultante si atingerea acesteia poate
duce doar la 0 micd iesire din echilibru. Iar odat3 cu aceasta, se obtine si o crestere a
limitei. Incet incet, ne putem juca cu forte mai multe, mai mari, mai rapid variabile in
timp. Desigur, acest joc este obositor si nu este pentru oricine. Multi renunta fnainte
de a incepe. Insd el reprezintd calea prin care putem trdi, experimenta si exagera,

péstrandu-ne in acelasi timp starea de echilibru.

Vineri, 05.10.2007



Grani’;ele

Dimensiunea infinitezimald a unor granite ma sperie. Granite intre senzatii atat de
diferite, intre concepte atat de diferite. Separate de un pai. Fara graniceri, fara control
al pasaportului, fard indicatoare. Spatiu comunitar. Si treci fara sa iti dai seama dintr-
o parte in cealaltd. Trebuie In permanenta sa simti aceste muchii ce serpuiesc de
fiecare datd altfel, sa le intuiesti prezenta atunci cand te apropii de ele. lar daca ar fi
doar atat, ar fi bine. Granitele Insd, desi nu isi fac simtitd prezenta in mod direct, se
camufleaza ca fiind zone de maxim interes in cadrul teritoriului unde te situezi. Te
atrag inspre ele. Fata morgana: te apropii, le atingi si gata. Ai trecut. Esti in alt tinut,
in alt teritoriu, altd lume, cu alte legi. Iar dacd vrei sa te iIntorci, previzibil,
comportamentul lor se inverseazd. Nu te mai atrag, ci te resping. Pentru cd granitele

se hrdnesc din dorin’;a noastrd de a le traversa.

Sambata, 06.10.2007

Puzzle

Un puzzle de 1000 de piese este asezat pe masd in fata ta. Dupd cateva zile de truda
ai ajuns la ultima piesd. Eziti. Tentatia de a-ti incununa efortul este mare. Iei ultima
piesd in méana si te uiti la locul ei din cadrul puzzle-ului. Sd pui piesa acolo ti se pare
cel mai firesc lucru din lume. Ar fi de neconceput sd lasi tocmai acum puzzle-ul
neterminat. Nu te grabesti, incerci sd savuzeri aceastd miscare. Indrepti piesd spre
locul ei. Si totusi, ce-ar fi sd nu o pui? Sa o lasi pur si simplu deoparte? Ai putea sa
faci asta? De ce ai face-0? Doar te-ai hotdrat sa faci acest puzzle si acum gata, ai
reusit. Este evident ca te descurci sa pui si ultima piesa. Deci ce rost mai are? Nu dsta
era scopul, sd vezi cd reusesti si eventual cat timp fti ia sd termini? Scopul a fost
atins. Poti sa consideri fard nicio problema ca ai terminat. Si totusi, trebuie neaparat

sd pui si ultima piesd, sa vezi puzzle-ul complet. De ce? Ej, asa...

Friday, 26.10.2007



Drivers

What drives you, my friends? What drives you, besides chasing little pleasures,
instinct and routine? What am I missing? Passion? That I can understand, but very
few have real passion for something, and even fewer a long-lasting one. So what is
it? Why are you so determined? What are you hoping to achieve? You want a house,

a car, a pool, is that it? Professional satisfaction? Pride? Is it pride? Tell me.

I know, I know. You're simply enjoying it. You enjoy going out with your friends.
You enjoy spending time with your girlfriend or boyfriend, you enjoy, maybe not
always, but you enjoy what you're doing at school or at work. And there are a lot of
things to enjoy. So many, that even with the most hedonistic lifestyle you'll probably
explore just a small fraction of what's out there. And then, there is the peace. The
peace with yourself, the peace with who you are and what you are doing. You are

enjoying that too.

Of course, you know about the bad things in life. You have your problems, your sad
moments. You have your tragedies. But you get over them. Sometimes it's hard, but
you hope you will always manage to get over them. Because you enjoy life, as
simple as that. But are you truly enjoying it enough? Or what drives you is just

chasing little pleasures, your survival instinct and your routines?

Thursday, 15.11.2007



Scurtcircuite impersonale

Sunt precum un fulger si pot apdrea oricand. Nu e necesara o predispozitie sau o
stare anume. Singura conditie este s fii treaz si sa te gandesti la ceva. Nu e vorba de
vreun moment meditativ sau contemplativ. Sa zicem ca te gandesti la vreo treaba, la

ce vei face in ziua respectivd, cu cine trebuie sd te vezi, ce trebuie sd cumperi, orice.

Cum te gandesti tu asa, nu mai dai atentie faptului cd tu esti cel care se gandeste. Ti
se pare cd sunt un fel de ganduri impersonale. Obiectul este cel care conteaza iar
subiectul rdmane undeva asa, mai in spate. Si te depadrtezi, si te departezi. Tot felul
de idei, mici rationamente si concluzii. Pareri, impresii. Despre ceva ce pare a fi
interesant, despre ceva ce pare a fi plictitsitor, despre cineva cu care nu esti de acord,
despre cineva care crezi cd are dreptate.

Si apoi apare scurtcircuitul. Realizezi, iti amintesti, intr-un mod foarte abrupt, ca tu
esti cel ce are acele ganduri. Tu, in carne si oase. Nu “pare a fi interesant”, ci “MIE mi

se pare a interesant”. Da, da, tu. Or is it just me?

Duminica, 18.11.2007
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Viata ca un backtracking

Multe probleme se pot rezolva printr-o metoda brutald, dar sigura: prin incercari. Se
exploreazad spatiul problemei panad fie se gdseste o solutie, fie se ajunge intr-o
fundatura. In cel de-al doilea caz, se face un pas inapoi si se incearcd urmatoarea
posibilitate. Daca problema are solutie, sigur va fi gdsita prin aceastd metoda. Este o

metoda sigurd, simpla si se numeste backtracking.

Cu totii aplicdm aceastd metoda zilnic. Fie cd avem un dispozitiv nou si fi exploram
metodic meniul ca sd gdsim o functie anume, fie ca jucim sah si incercdm sa
simuldm cum va decurge jocul dacd facem anumite mutdri, fie cd incercam sd iesim
dintr-o cladire pe care nu o cunoastem. De cele mai multe ori nici nu ne ddm seama,

este una dintre metodele cele mai intuitive cu care lucreaza §i inva’;é mintea noastra.

Pe langd aplicatiile ei de zi cu zi, folosim fird s stim aceasta metoda si pe termen
mai indelungat. Incercdm diverse posibilititi, diverse configuratii in vietile noastre,
tot Incercand sad ne apropiem de o solutie, fie ea si partiald. Atunci cand solutia pare
de neatins in configuratia curentd, facem o schimbare. fncercam o altd configuratie si

continudm sa fnaintdm. Ne mai oprim, ne mai intoarcem, mai avansam.

Si totusi, cu cat variantele sunt mai multe, cu cat numarul actiunilor ce pot fi
intreprinse creste, cu cat spatiul problemei este mai mare, cu atat dezavantajul
acestei metode devine mai evident: este foarte, foarte costisitoare. Din punct de
vedere al complexitétii, mai prost de atat nu se poate: complexitatea backtracking-

ului este exponentiald. Cu fiecare decizie in plus, timpul de rezolvare se dubleaza.

Ce bine ar fi, sau mdcar interesant de incercat, sd putem simula un backtracking la
scara vietii. 5d putem vedea In cateva secunde unde am ajunge peste 10, 20 de ani,
dacéd alegem sd facem actiunea X acum. Si, pe baza acestei viziuni, sd intreprindem
actiunea sau nu. Stiu, implicatiile unei astfel de posibilitati sunt greu de imaginat si
cel mai probabil viatd nu ar mai fi asa cum o stim noi acum. Probabil o sd spuneti ca

ar fi mult mai neinteresanta. Si totusi, cateodata ar fi atat de bine sa putem face asta.

Marti, 20.11.2007
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The death of Generation X

Clothes, music, slang, jokes, brands, hats, shoes, stores, clubs: you name it. They all
get old and die along with the generation that embraced them. A few survive a little

longer and even fewer have a long lasting impact: but they all eventually fade away.

The clothes that you now consider to be cool will seem ridiculous in a few decades.
The hairstyles you now think are hot will be considered to be retro, at best. The
shoes you wear will look like vintage curiosities, the clubs you go to will only
appear in some old photos. The music you listen to is getting old and boring. From
raw, fresh, brand new underground music it becomes mainstream "good quality"
music and then... old music (maybe the next generation will still appreciate some of
it). Your devices will end up in a dusty old museum. The way you dance. The way
you eat. The way you live. Your kind of parties. Your kind of movies. Your favorite

seaside resort. Your accessories. You.

Wednesday, 21.11.2007
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Petrecerea dureaza cinci ani

Polivalenta este o calitate draga mie. Dar uneori poate fi o pacoste. Pe de o parte sa
iti vezi de scoald, teme si proiecte, poate sd ai vreo pasiune ciudatd, precum
matematica, fizica, informatica sau chimia. Sa fii olimpic, sa excelezi la ceva, sd ai o
pasiune reala (nu “calatoriile”) si capacitatea, placerea si determinarea de a o urma.
Sd fii responsabil, sd fii de incredere, sd discuti despre mecanicd cuanticd la o
limonadd de dupd-amiazd, sd ai asigurare, sa ai un job bun, sd fii un bun
profesionist. Sa fii un fiu bun, sa fii o fiicd bund, sa fii un bun frate, sa fii o sord buna.
Sd fii serios, cu ganduri si preocupdri serioase. Sa fii asa nu din cauza unor

constrangeri exterioare ci pentru cd este in natura ta.

Pe de alta parte, s fii un dubios, cu anturaj indoielnic, care face lucruri ciudate la ore
tarzii, in locuri suspecte. Sa ajungi la petreceri undeground in case parasite. Sa dormi
pe plajd cu punkistii, sd razi isteric, sd faci prostii, sd fii incoerent, sd se ia politia de
tine. 54 te trezesti zilnic la 2 dupd-masd. Sa faci toate astea nu din cauza unor

constrangeri exterioare, nu din cauza anturajului, ci pentru cd asa esti tu construit.

Sd iesi azi in orag cu 20 de prieteni si sd te simti sufletul petrecerii iar méine sa te
plimbi singur intr-un parc. Sa studiezi antropologia dimineatd iar dupd-amiaza sa te
duci la mall. Sa iti pui intrebari existentiale si sa studiezi In ce masura fizica poate
rdspunde la unele dintre ele, ca mai apoi sa pierzi o ora gandindu-te cu ce sa te
tmbraci. Sa asculti Chilian si Massive Attack, NOFX si Mozart, Zebre si Kid Loco,
Cocorosie si Metallica. Sa fii romantic, sa te indragostesti, sa iubesti platonic, sa

traiesti sentimente nobile si pure, ca mai tarziu sa ai chef doar sa ti-o tragi cu cineva.

Cam asta despre polivalentd. Oamenii polivalenti par mai interesanti. Polivalenta are
in ea un soi de destupare a mintii, capacitatea de a fi mai obiectiv si mai analitic, de a
avea mai putine prejudeciti si mai multe idei. Dar polivalenta poate cauza suferinta.
Atatea laturi ale personalitatii tale, unele foarte diferite, unele opuse, coexistand. Se
nasc conflicte intre ele si indiferent care laturd castigd, tu suferi. Desigur, suferi intr-
un mod elegant si subtil. Dar asta este mai putin relevant pentru tine. Si péana la
urma se duce si polivalenta. Latura mai puternica castigd, in cel mai bun caz latura
responsabild. Si rdami o umbra a ceea ce ai fost. Un personaj simpatic, mai ales

atunci cand povesteste despre trecut.

Duminica, 25.11.2007

13



Commonplace redundancies

We are sound addicts and social animals. We listen to music, we listen to our friends
complaining or telling funny stories, we listen to our teachers during class, we listen
to airport announcements. Every single second while we are awake, we listen. And
quite often, we speak. We like to communicate, to share our thoughts and views, to
debate. To make people laugh. We argue and we yell. We laugh and we cry and in
both cases we create sound waves that propagate through the air and produce that
familiar vibration. We listen to the city and even in the most remote places, the night

has its own sound. Hearing is essential and deaf people are living a tragedy:.

But sometimes we get a little tired of all that. We would like to "enjoy the silence" (a
song title, kind of ironic, isn't it?). We turn off the music, we turn off the TV, we close
the windows, we turn off the air conditioning, computer, or whatever makes sounds.
And we find out someone has prepared a little surprise for us. We cannot reach
silence. Our thoughts are still playing. We may or may not be hearing voices, but
nevertheless our thoughts have a pretty similar effect. It's hard to rest in a noisy
environment, but it's even harder to rest while having noisy thoughts. And what do
we do then? We put on some music.

Sunday, 02.12.2007
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Muzica de pe la noi

Muzica romaneasca. Ce formatii avem? Ce "hituri" avem? Si poate cel mai important,
va genera miscarea underground de azi un mainstream decent maine? Pentru a nu
da un caracter prea general discutiei ma voi limita la a vorbi despre zona mai rockisa
a muzicii romanesti. Asta inseamna, stiti voi, chitdri, tobe, bass, poate un synth, voce
si mult haos, deci rock, goth, punk, ska, alternativ, hardcore, progressive, emo, heavy

metal, trash si lista poate continua, dar nu avem noi formatii nici pentru astea.

Avem in primul rand aici putina istorie: Iris, Cargo, Phoenix, asa, ca "milestones".
Evident, mai sunt si altii. Agtia ar fi Rolling Stones-ii nostri, cu bune si rele. Unii inca
mai canta si starnesc in continuare ceva haos pe la concerte, desi deja e mai multa
nostalgie printre fani decat chef de pogo. Multumiti de ei? Eu zic cd da. S& nu uitdm

si de comunism cand ne gandim la asta. Eu zic cd s-au descurcat.

Dar sd vedem cine urmeaza. OCS: TNB, skate, copilul rebel, foarte simpatic. Doua
beri goale pentru una plind, cine se combind. Apoi E.M.LL., initial ska ca apoi sa se
cam dea si ei pe pop-punk. Au cultivat, dar aici as face o mica paranteza. Poate ca
asta ar fi o problemi... muzica are cumva nevoie de un mesaj, de o cauza. In
comunism se fdceau aluzii la regim, acum se fac aluzii la verde de exemplu, insd e o
chestie mult mai putin puternicd, nu e asa mare lucru si sugerezi ceva legat de

fumat. Cand lumea este liberd, este mai greu sa gasesti o cauza comuna de revolta.

PCC, Chester, Coma, Crize, SS3, deja ne apropiem de prezent. loana, Flo si alte fete
care incep sd devind mai emo si mai “whateva". Toate bune si frumoase, mai un
concert in Suburbia, mai un concert in Expirat, mai un concert in B. Cam putine

melodii noi insd. ZOB iardsi merita mentionati si mai sunt, mai sunt, dar e tarziu.

Asta e tot? Ok, mai sunt Cerbii din Carpati, Vio Band, si altii, dar totusi, parca
lipseste ceva: un sound care sa rdmana pe creier, un vers mai interesant. Mi-e dor de
un vers asa... sd fti vind sa il scrii pe bancd. Majoriteatea sunt simplute si cam
depdsite. Sunt melodii bune, dar cam fmprastiate, cate 2-3 la o formatie, si nu prea
apar unele noi. Cine o sd reziste inca 5 ani? Degi asta e oarecum trist, ca o forma’;ie e
consideratd mai bund odatd cu trecerea timpului si cu cresterea numarului de

melodii, chiar dacd de la un moment dat poate nu mai sunt tocmai de valoare.

Miercuri, 05.12.2007
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Bucure§tii

Bucure§tiul de noapte, cu lumini, rasete, suspine si non-stop-uri. Bucure§tiul de
dimineatd, cu tramvaie si autobuze pline, fete adormite si ho’;i anosti de buzunare.
Bucurestiul de hotel de lux, incojurat de baieti spicuiti si fete aranjate. Bucurestiul de
club de fite, cu tocuri si sampanie find, Bucurestiul de Ferentari, cu sdrdcie, mizerie si

cu;ite.

Bucurestiul de centru. Bucurestiul de "9 to 5", cu acelasi drum zilnic, campardturi in
drum spre casd, masa si apoi somn. Bucurestiul de taximetrist de noapte. Bucurestiul
de dealer, cunoscdtor al firilor cdzute si al apartamentelor in care se decade,
Bucurestiul de angrosist, pentru care ziua este grea dar trece dacd se targuieste
calumea. Bucurestiul de copyrighter electronic, cu gesturi gay si anturaj funky.
Bucurestiul de mafiot ieftin, cu cicatrici si spelunci de noapte dubioase, Bucurestiul
de punkist, cu batdi ocazionale si cateva locuri de pierdut vremea, Bucurestiul de

cocalar, cu masini bengoase si bundciuni.

Bucurestiul de sportiv care std toatd ziua la sala si se antreneazad. Bucurestiul de
clubber, ce se trezeste imbacsit, face un dus si-asteapta venirea noptii. Bucurestiul de
doctor cu saloane albe si suferinte de dimineatd panad seard. Bucurestiul de om
bolnav, plimbat prin aceste saloane. Bucurestiul de hedonist cu bani. Bucurestiul de
pensionar, cu o piatd, o posta si o farmacie. Bucurestiul de prostituatd, cu aceleasi
camarute ale pldcerii, Bucurestiul de politist, plin de infractori si betivi. Bucurestiul
scarbit, Bucurestiul naiv, Bucurestiul optimist. Bucurestiul jucdtorului de sah, pierdut

in lumea inchiderilor. Bucuregtiul tau.

Acest oras, indiferent cum se cheamad el, in care trdiesti, este alcatuit din mai multe
orage ce coexistd in acelasi spatiu fizic. Unele din aceste orase iti sunt familiare. Cu
unele te mai intersectezi ocazional. Altele ai dori sa le cunoasti insa nu ai acces la ele.
De altele ai auzit, insd te temi, sau poate iti repugna. De multe insa nici nu ai habar

ca exista.

Joi, 06.12.2007
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Blazon si stima

fnsemnele echipei. Insemnele haitei tale, insemnele regilor. Coroana si sceptrul.
Emblema. Numele formatiei. Ori mai subtil poate? Label-ul agreat. Inscriptia.
Asocierea de cuvinte potrivitd. Asocierea de culori si accesorii. Moda. Costumul.

Castile. Masina. Oja. Expresia. Personalitatea ta.

Este firesc. Avem afinitdti, avem inclinatii. Lucrurile, oamenii, grupurile si activitatile
care sunt ok, care ne plac, cu care ne place sd ne asociem, cu care ne potrivim mai
bine. Si punem pasiune, ajungem sa fim convinsi. Pentru cd existd aceastd dorinta de

apartenentd, de atasament. Trebuie sd avem repere, sd ne raportam la ceva.

Sunt lucruri de bun simt. Bun simt in sensul de “common sense”. Si pand la urmd, o
batdlie a bunurilor simturi. Unele mai bune decat altele. Un intreg sistem social ce

interconecteaza grupadri. Caste. Partide sociale, conglomerate umane. Galaxii.

Si sunt cei din zona centrald a galaxiilor. Determinatii, monovalentii. Personaje
puternice, darze si hotarate. Si fiecare steluta de genul asta este convinsd pana in

maduva oaselor de superioritatea galaxiei din care face parte.

In zona perifericd sunt cochetii. Cei care cocheteaza cu ideea. Pot fi de asemenea si
fosti monovalenti cdrora li s-a mai dus din intensitate. Existd si varianta sa se fi

nascut acolo si sd nu fi avut curiozitatea sau pornirea de a incerca si altceva.

Stele libere? Se spune cd ar fi un mit. Iar dacd ar exista vreuna, de obicei se formeza o
micd galaxie in jurul ei, devenind un monovalent. Dar stele libere, care sa observe
cerul fard patos? Stele calme si fard pasiuni, stele si reci si calde? Ori vrem sd avem
stele libere, capabile de pasiuni si indarjire? Nu e cam mult? Ce sd le motiveze? Ce s
le starneasca pasiune? Lupta unor galaxii indepdrtate? Nu prea pare a fi suficient.

Contemplarea egocentricd, singuratica si cu o oarecare dozd de superioritate?

Ar mai fi stelele plimbdrete. Stelele care au trecut prin mai multe galaxii. Stelele cu
un trecut zbuciumat, ce au participat la nasteri si destramari de galaxii. Stele uneori
obosite dar intelepte cumva. Stele ce insd s-au rdcit odata cu trecerea timpului. S-au

deformat si acum sunt un fel de relicve.

Miercuri, 12.12.2007
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The last morning after

It's late. The bouncers are telling them the club closes in 10 minutes. The lights are
starting to be turned on. Eventually, the music stops. It's over. The remaining people

inside are rushing to the wardrobe.

They go outside. The morning light is dim but still unpleasant, and it's cold. There
are totally different people on the street than a few hours earlier. A garbage truck
passes by. They have changed. They talk less and walk faster. The silence is cruel and
every single one of them dreams of the warm bed at home. The dirty smell of
nicotine buried deep inside the fabric of their clothes is the last thing on their minds.
They just want to sleep. The first phase of a hangover may be setting in, and they are
pretty hungry. Another garbage truck passes by. And now, they have to wait.

They see a couple of taxis on the other side of the street and head towards them.
They have done this hundreds of times and it all seems the same. But now it's winter
and a thin layer of ice is covering parts of the street. One of them slips. The others
stop and try to help him get up. For a fraction of a second they see it coming, but it is
too late. The violent brake is heard only for a moment, and then, the impact sound.

They are all lying on the cold street. Some of them are bleeding or have open
fractures. A few still have the power to scream, but for most of them the pain is too
strong. Soon enough, the silence is back. One of them looks at his leg and sees a bone

coming out of his favorite jeans. He passes out.

They have just entered a totally different world. A world of surgeries and long
recoveries. A world of pain and suffering, a world of tears and broken smiles. A
nightmare some may call it, but it's just a face of reality. And it all began in a fraction
of a second on a cold winter morning.

Keep a wide perspective on things.

Saturday, 15.12.2007
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The red fire truck

We always associate the things around us with their specific image, an image defined
by shape, color, texture and size. This is how we recognize people and objects. We
see them every day and we draw the conclusion that this is the way they are. In our

minds, we can't imagine a fire truck without thinking “red”.

But what is this "red"? We all know, if we think about it scientifically, but it's pretty
hard otherwise to comprehend that "red" is just a convention. "Red" is an
electromagnetic radiation with a wavelength of 700 nanometers. The paint covering
the fire truck has the property of absorbing all other radiations from the visible
electromagnetic spectrum while reflecting this 700 nm wavelength. And so we see it
red. This is secondary school physics, but still it's quite amazing how we are so
convinced of the absolute value of the property of color. In fact, it's just the way that

our mind happens to perceive radiation with this particular wavelength.

If we take the fire truck and isolate it from any light source, it's actually invisible.
Not red, not blue, it's just not there anymore. We need light to see it. We need a
certain radiation source to hit the poor fire truck and reflect in our eyes so they can

transmit some electrical pulses to our brain to see it like that. To see it red.

But what is light? It is a wave and a particle in the same time, physics tells us. That's
even harder to comprehend, and we rarely think about it that way. When we say
"light", we think about the sun or a light bulb. We don't think about the microscopic

elementary particle called photon or about electromagnetic waves.

And so, we don't realize how different things could have been. We think of color as
an absolute property of matter, but things could have seem very different if the
human visible spectrum would be just slightly shifted. And what we can see is just a
tiny segment in the entire electromagnetic spectrum, covering just a few hundreds of
nanometers of wavelength. So when you hear "fire truck" next time, try to think
"700" instead of "red", would you? That would be too much of a stretch for our

brains, and that's just one example of our narrow-mindedness.

Tuesday, 18.12.2007
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Hey you

Stop dreaming. Start learning and working, go to a good college. Become somebody.
Work for a good company, earn lots of money. Buy lots of things. Be active. Socialize.
Laugh naturally at bad jokes. Say bad jokes. Build a routine. Dress properly for the
occasion. Have a firm handshake. Keep a schedule. Manage your resources properly.
Stop wasting time. Focus on success. Punish failure. Entertain yourself on Saturday
night, then go to the mall on Sunday and watch the latest movie. Drink a few beers,
but be sure to be fresh and ready for work on Monday morning. Always smile.
Think positive. Work harder, push your limits to achieve your goals. Keep away
from people that aren't like you, they are a bad influence. Criticize bad behavior.
Have moral standards. Impose your moral standards. Think only about things that

directly concern you. Take calculated risks. Be a role model. Be yourself.

This is what life is all about. We all give up dreaming sooner or later. The alternative
is pretty dark. Don't struggle anymore. Give in. Besides, this generation has nothing
left to fight for. So sit back and enjoy your freedom. Don't take it for granted. We can
do anything we want now, and still we chose to do pretty similar things. We are busy
little bees. Your life is short and you're fighting a non-existent war. Be reasonable.

Thursday, 20.12.2007
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Emo but true

This is more like running. Running with her eyes shut, running with earplugs.
Always feeling good about her past. As if, when the present becomes past, it

changes. And it changes her. She's running backwards.

It's hard for her to turn around. She knows all too well about her chance of survival
if she keeps doing it, but this is the way she is constructed. This is how she thinks.
She is blaming her internal structure. From her point of view, it's just another lose-
lose situation. Some may say she's a pessimist or maybe that she's got it all wrong,
but she has good intentions. It's not about fashion, she doesn't care about trends. She

is not enjoying it and would do almost anything to stop thinking. At least for a day.

Sometimes she realizes how shallow her problems are in comparison to others. She is
pretty healthy and that is something. She has a place to sleep, food, and maybe some
people that really care about her. She knows all these and that she should be more
grateful and stop running, but she just can't. And the guilt builds up. It adds up on
top of everything else. And she knows things could have been so much better, if only
she would have been slightly different.

She is addicted to illusions. She knows it, she knows that her dreams are illusions
and still she is addicted to them. And this doesn't make any sense to her. She is

angry on herself, angrier than she could ever be on someone else.

She sometimes tries to think about it as gathering life experience that might be useful
someday. But that day doesn't feel plausible. She just can't imagine it and that's
bringing her close to desperation. Because, up until now, she always had something
to wish for. She always had some kind of desire, some kind of hope. But now she
doesn't know what she wants anymore. She can think of things that could make her
happy in some ways but destroy her at the same time. There are, after all,
incompatible systems, equations having no solutions. That's how she feels right now,

and words just aren't helping her anymore.

Sunday, 23.12.2007
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Sofisme

Pana la urmd, trecutul. Dusmanul este acolo unde ne asteptdm mai putin, in unul
din cele mai dragi locuri ale noastre: propriile amintiri. Cu cat ne distram mai mult,
cu cat ne-am simtim mai bine, cu atat apasa mai greu. Si devin din ce In ce mai roz.
Chiar crezi cd era asa de bine? Chiar crezi cd, atunci si acolo, erai pe atat de lipsit de
griji pe cat iti imaginezi tu acum? Nici vorbad. Dar avem noi tendinta bolndvicioasa
de a avea aceastd impresie. Avem tendinta de a compara in mod eronat problemele
de atunci cu cele de acum folosind aceeasi masurd. Nu crezi? E ca si cum un bolnav
de cancer ti-ar spune cd tu nu ai nicio grija. Da, problemele tale palesc pe langa ale
lui, Insd nu poti sd gandesti asa. Acum poate sa pard amuzant si induiosator cand fti
amintesti cum ai plans cand ti s-a stricat o jucérie cand erai mic, insd la momentul

respectiv, tu plangeai. Emotia era aceeasi ca si acum cand se intdmpla sa plangi.
7 7 7

Intr-adevir, atunci iti trecea mult mai repede o supdrare. Insd tu nu congtientizai
asta, nu puteai sa gandesti atunci asa, sd apreciezi ca iti trece mai repede o suparare.
Asa cum acum nu reusesti sa fii foarte bucuros tot timpul cd nu esti pe moarte. Asa
cum, de§i in’;elegi acest rationament, nu reusesti sa 1i dai curs. Totu§i, esti convins ca
atunci era mult mai bine. Pentru cd asa iti amintesti, insd amintirile se schimbd cu
timpul. Rdman mereu pdrtile frumoase, cum crezi cd ajung sa isi aminteascd cu
nostalgie unii de profesori care i-au chinuit in scoald? "Era sever, dar ce bine mi-a
prins". Rdman doar urmadrile pozitive pentru ca suferinta din trecut de multe ori nu
mai este relevantd. Suferinta este perceputd ca fiind asociata prezentului, pentru ca

in prezent o sim’;im.

Memoria nu are rost si retind suferinta vie, ci ca pe o informatie. Stim cd sufeream
cand s-a stricat jucdria, insd cum nu mai simtim acum ace1a§i lucru, devine ceva
amuzant si copildresc. Iar tot acest trecut este filtrat si se adund toate lucrurile
placute. Si atunci, cum privim in spate, cum vedem in special lucruri frumoase. Daca
intoarcem capul inainte, vedem nesiguranta si potentiald suferinta vie. Ca atare, ne
construim viitorul pe baza acestei perceptii. Si ajungem ca intr-adevar sd ne distram
mai putin, sd rddem mai putin, sd ne bucurdm mai putin, s facem mai putine

lucruri interesante sisd suferim mai mult.

Joi, 27.12.2007
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You, me, the chimps and a Happy New Year!

Sometimes I realize I'm walking on thin ice with my blogging. Sometimes I think
playing safe would have been so much better. Maybe I should write only about my
everyday experiences. Maybe I should’ve shared with you only the mainstream me,
the part of me that I usually share with people. Telling you more about my friends,
about the parties I go to, my nights out, my funny stories, my traveling experiences,
my work, my programming projects or just random observations. Maybe I should

have talked about politics or sports.

There is a very thin line between expressing a thought, an idea or a concept
regarding human nature and being lame. I am aware of that. But then again, we
should be aware that the line may be even thinner between humans and animals, as
we humans share some 98% of genes with our nearest relative, the chimpanzee. So
let us be animals 98% of the time. Let us play, laugh, get sad, bored, gather food,
socialize, mate, compete, fight, think only about our well-being 98% of the time. It's

the natural thing to do. I'm doing it. I just don't blog during this 98% of my time.

But how do you explore your remaining 2%? The 2% that separates you from our
relatives, the chimpanzees? By going to school? By having a job? By talking? You
think this is what the 2% are all about? Better learning abilities, better food gathering

techniques, better communication skills? 2% for a better chimp? Maybe.

I wish you a great year. I wish you to think from different perspectives, to challenge
patterns. I wish you everything you are wishing yourself. I wish you to be able to
explore the amazing world we live in. I wish you good health, love, great fun and

wisdom. Happy New Year!

Monday, 31.12.2007
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An apple a day keeps us away

Don't give up hope. Seize the day. Don't be afraid. Don't let life slip through your
fingers by living in the past or in the future. Live simply. Free your mind, give more,
expect less. Ten rules for success. Ten rules for happiness. Do you want more? I have
more. Order your priorities, focus on substance, empower yourself, don't be
pessimistic, develop yourself by self-discipline. And there is more. So much more.
Thousands of books, wise people with extensive life experience giving advice,
suggesting good life practices and philosophies to follow in order to achieve some
kind of happiness. The result? Barely any. We keep struggling with the same issues
and make the same mistakes, over and over again, generation after generation.

Although it's not always fair to call an action a mistake after it happened.

I'm not trying to discredit all these ideas. Some of them are in fact very good and
effective, if taken in consideration. But this is the tricky part. Advice makes most
sense for those who, through their own life experience, are starting to develop the
same beliefs. And that's the key right there, it's all about our own experiences. We

can use some ideas as guidelines, but recipes seem to work only around the kitchen.

And then, despite that "there are no stupid questions, but there are a lot of
inquisitive idiots", I ask myself, why? Why are we so stubborn, so reluctant to trust
and learn from other people's experiences, given the amazing capability of humans
to communicate? Why can't this sharing lead to at least a modest decrease in
mistakes, from one generation to the next one? It's healthy to realise we are

sometimes just too stupid and self-absorbed to listen, but I think there is more to it.

All these ideas can only be defined in the context of certain previous life experiences,
otherwise they have little or no meaning. Even if we trust a particular advice, we
cannot understand it unless we get a sense of how it feels to not follow it. Our
learning mechanisms are strongly empirical, and so we don't fear a certain action or
restrain from it, especially if it is a pleasurable one, unless we feel some kind of pain.
Until then, it's just another forbidden tree for us, and it seems we have a habit of
eating apples from such trees. Why can't we just eat oranges? We can, but we choose
apples. We don't know how they taste, but the simple possibility that they may taste

better is enough for us, despite all warnings. And that's what we are all about.

Thursday, 21.02.2008
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The doors

There is a room. A simple room, with a floor and a ceiling. You know it way too well
by now. Every little corner, every piece of furniture, every light switch. You like the
room, after all, you're the one who arranged it the way it is. But still, you'd like to do
a few other small changes, to move some objects around, to paint the walls in a
different color, maybe redecorate. You are always seeking some kind of change, some
kind of improvement. And that's a good thing, you'll say. Putting a second coffee
table right here next to the sofa would be so useful and make the room feel more
cozy. After a couple of years, throwing the coffee table to the garbage would seem an

even greater idea.

After exploring and improving the room again and again, you start wondering if
maybe it is time to change the room itself. You need a new project. A new room may
be hard to find, but if you do, it could be perfect. Or maybe it will need just a few
small adjustments to be perfect. So you start looking for an exit. You're not rushing,
because you feel kind of comfy. You find your eyes wondering on the walls from
time to time, looking for a forgotten door, probably covered in many layers of paint.
And soon enough you are thrilled to find out that the room has plenty of doors.
Actually, the walls themselves are made of doors, just waiting to be discovered by
you. In the same time you are a little scared, not knowing or not remembering what
will happen if you try to open one of these doors. Some of them are big massive
doors with inscriptions describing the room that they lead to; others are small and
fragile, giving you no clue about what may be on the other side. You start realizing
that you don't have the time to try them all, so what should you do? What if you
pick a door that leads to a small dirty room and you get stuck there, not being able to
find the way back? Maybe you have already done this a couple of times in the past,

maybe this is the way you found the room you are sitting in right now.

You start walking around in circles in the middle of the room. You were thinking
about buying a new fluffy blanket, hoping you'd sleep better, but now you don't
know anymore. And all you can see right now are all these doors waiting to be
opened all around you. They are starting to become bothering, so you decide to
cover them with a new layer of paint, but for some reason, the new paint won't stick.
It just falls down leaving the doors more visible than ever. You close your eyes, but
you realize you won't be able to keep them close forever. You try to be rational about

it. What can it be so wonderful behind one of these doors, why put in all the effort to
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try to open them, why take any chances? You already know that all that you'll find is
another room and the best case scenario is that you'll like it, start redecorating it after

a while and then inevitably... So why?

“I don't need the doors”, you say. You'll take them down one by one, cover them
with bricks or just set them on fire, right? The doors are pointless, none of them gets
you out of the house. All the rooms are pretty much the same anyway. Or maybe
there is that special door that you heard about, called the entrance door. But do you
really want to spend all your time searching for that door, and for what? For going
out, in the cold? Maybe it's raining outside, do you know what rain is? Oh, you think

you do? You have no clue. But after a while, you get to learn.

There is a room. A simple room, with a floor but with no ceiling. You don't know if
it's the same room, but the doors are gone now, you've covered them in thick layers
of brick. And when it rains, you just cover yourself with an old blanket and turn off

the lights. You look at the sky and you smile. Good night.

Thursday, 28.02.2008
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Stupid accidents

The Associated Press reports: Austrian skier Matthias Lanzinger will have his lower left
leg amputated due to complications after breaking his shin bones at a crash in Sunday’s
World Cup super-G in Norway. The double fracture severely damaged blood vessels which
hampered blood circulation in the leg of the 27-year-old.

Just another stupid accident, right? This one puts a 27-year-old skier in the situation
of waking up from a medical-induced coma and feeling a part of him missing. It's
something truly irreversible. He cannot hope to get his leg back someday. He cannot
fight for it, he can't do anything about it. He just has to live like this for the rest of his
life. And while he will struggle for years to come, how much time do we spend
thinking about his tragedy? One minute, maybe two? It's a sad story, but we have
our own problems. After all, we don't even know the guy. And while we’ll be
drinking beers with friends tonight, telling jokes and laughing, he will be staring at
the ceiling from his hospital bed and crying. But that's just how things are, I suppose.

There are probably thousands of accidents happening worldwide each day, tragedies
that change in a split second a person's life. We can’t do anything about it and
thinking of it won’t help either. All we can do is be grateful it didn't happen to us or

someone close to us and carry on with our lives.

I was 13 years old and just learning to ski, but I was almost in a straight line down
the slope. Now I would be terrified to go down at that speed, but back then I wasn't
afraid, although I was falling all the time. One day, on a certain part of the Predeal
slope, I fell once more. As I was snowballing down, waiting for my body to come to
a halt, I suddenly felt my right foot being twisted. Like in Lanzinger’s case, one of
the bindings didn't release the ski. During accidents time goes slower, and you
actually get to analyze what you are going through. The twisting lasted a fraction of
a second. The pain lasted about five minutes. The rescuers came and took me to the
hospital, where doctors found a double fracture and put my leg in a cast for about a

month and a half. I was very lucky the bones didn’t move and I didn't need surgery.

There were many times in which I was "lucky", and so have you. Matthias Lanzinger

wasn't “lucky” this time, though. But there are other ways of looking at things.

Wednesday, 05.03.2008
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Small talk

It is late so she finally decides to go to sleep. After preparing the bed and turning the
lights off, she lies down on her side and partially covers herself with a blanket.
Random thoughts start going through her head, mostly about the day that just
passed. A specific detail stands out from the rest, something that didn't seem all that
important when it happened. But now she finds it a little peculiar. "Why did that
happen, why did I react that way? It was pretty stupid of me to give that answer, I
could have given a much better one." But that thought doesn't last long, and the
cloud of short random thoughts reappears. They are like bubbles from a glass of
sparkling water, small and many, hard to follow all at once. She has the tendency to
watch a particular bubble, from the moment it forms, throughout its short existence
as it rises to the surface, until it disappears when reaching the air above the glass.
Sometimes she grows tired of all those bubbles and she would just want to have
some still water instead. But the bubbles are always there, bubbling even stronger
when she wants them to go away. What about tomorrow? There are certainly things
to be done the next day. She thinks about the timeline of the day that starts in a few
hours, and then her thoughts slip far away in the past. She thinks about a certain
childhood memory and smiles a little.

But she knows there's no way to escape thinking about the thought. The one that
keeps bouncing back every time she tries to get rid of it, the one that never gives her
peace, that makes her feel weak and afraid. It is always there, just waiting for the
right time to emerge, and although she already considered every possible angle,
every possible aspect related to it, this whole process keeps repeating itself, again
and again, making her sick of it. "What more do you want from me? Haven't I gave
you enough of my time? Aren't you satisfied of how miserable I feel when I think of
you?" She realizes that she’s talking with one of her own thoughts and doesn't quite
know if she was thinking out loud or not. She can't remember, although it just
happened. She turns on the other side and moves a little to find a cool spot in the
sheets, puts her hand underneath her pillow and closes her eyes.

Then, something outrageous. Killing someone, where would she hide the body?
Robbing a bank, how would she do it? Then, a hard shift brings her to think about
life in general. She gets a sense about how small she is and how insignificant her
problems really are. "But they are significant to me!" she thinks. "It's true though, I

should be more relaxed, less self aware. Why do I care so much about what other
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people think? It's not worth it, and I tend to act sillier when I do that. I am a pretty
happy girl after all, I have many things to enjoy." A few moments of peace, then the
troubling thought comes back:

- You again? What do you want, you haven't got enough tonight?!
- But I just wanted to say good night!

- Yeah, sure... Very funny...

Saturday, 08.03.2008
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Dating rabbits

Yes, that's right, dating rabbits. But I'm not talking about rabbits in general, don't be
naive. It's not like any rabbit would do, it has to be a special rabbit, a funny,
educated, good-looking, wicked kind of rabbit with a bad-ass personality. It must be
a rabbit that never gets you bored, that always knows how to cheer you up when
you need it the most, always being there with its tricks that never fail in making you
smile. I know what you think, how can you date a rabbit? They are small, covered in
white or grey fur, with some pretty long ears and a cute but not-so-smart-looking
face. They don't talk, they don't think too much and they are not able to procreate
with humans either! You can eat a rabbit, you can play with a rabbit, but how on

earth will you date one? Well, let me explain.

First of all, rabbits are cool. They seem preoccupied only with food and silly
activities, but they could be intelligent creatures that just chose to live a different
lifestyle, that's all. Secondly, they have a pretty high libido. If you don't find a rabbit
sexually attractive then there's most certainly something wrong with you. Finding it
disgusting to have intercourse with a rabbit is just a proof of your narrow
mindedness and fear. Open your mind and look around you, the world is changing,
and dating only humans of the opposite sex is just a product of your resistance to
this change. It's time for you to try something new, and deep inside, you know it.
Old values must fall in the name of progress, otherwise you'll be just another sellout
that silently waits for the end to come. I know it can be hard, but you must overcome
your frustrations and fears in order to evolve. You don't like rabbits? You can always
go out with a dog, but that's already kind of old. Dogs are fine, but rabbits are up-

and-coming, entertaining, self-confident and empowering. Rabbits rule! Go get one!

Monday, 10.03.2008
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Life junkies

We've all heard that "the best things in life are free". From the foggy beginning of
known history to the present day, there are countless examples of rich, powerful and
famous people living sad lives or dying miserable. There are many cases of such
apparently successful people on the edge of despair, sometimes committing suicide
for reasons that are often hard to comprehend. But we don't even have to be aware of
all these sad stories, it is enough to think about our own lives to realize that our

happiest moments weren't caused by money, power or fame, but by something else.

So we envy the young. We envy them for not knowing what life is all about, as if we
would have any idea. We start whining about what our own lives have become,
complaining about how all our struggling has led us nowhere and all our desperate
gathering of happiness ingredients has proven futile. We see how we start paying
more and more money for vacations, clothes and accessories while we enjoy them
less and less. When we are young, we can go to the seaside with almost empty
pockets and have a great time. As we get old, we're tempted by expensive resorts,

craving for at least a small fraction of the same sensation of happiness.

Why is this all happening? One way of answering this question is looking at the
common ingredients of happiness as drugs. We develop tolerance, we start to need
more of the same pleasurable activity to get to the same sensation, and when this is
not enough anymore, we want better quality and improved versions of the same
thing too. And as we grow old, we become experienced junkies that no longer
consume a drug for pleasure, but for the sole purpose of surviving, of getting by. We
envy the young for the sensation they get from their first highs, but in the same time
we pity them for what awaits them ahead. And eventually we get sick and tired of
almost everything, and we die. It is like an extended version of a heroin addict's life,
where we replace heroin with other things, like our jobs, friends, lovers, sexual
activity, the sports we practice, the movies we watch, our vacations and all the things
that keep us going. These are all of course better than heroin, because they induce
pleasure naturally, don't easily lead to abuse and instead can build up satisfaction

over time, but the pleasure and tolerance mechanism is quite similar.
I think we can all be inspired from the life of drug addicts. The ones who escaped

their addictions are the ones who had the power to change, to fight and defeat the

withdrawal symptoms, to start over, to try something new. Maybe it's all about
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trading one addiction for another, but a new addiction brings along new sensations,
new feelings, the stronger ones from the beginning. It's hard to do this once, let alone
doing it over and over again for a lifetime, so eventually we will stick to a set of
drugs of choice for the rest of our lives, consider that this is the way life should be

lived, and pass these "good ways” to our children. So be sure to choose them wisely.

Thursday, 20.03.2008

32



Sweet graceful fall

This was the one thing that she had been expecting the least, a nightmare that she'd
never dreamed of before it actually happened. She isn't a weak person that tends to
cry every time something bad comes in her life, but this time it is all so different. It
was a strike of pure anger, a faith revenge with causes that she is just starting to see,
but deep inside, she kind of knows what started it. All the sensations that she was
laughing about and attributed to weak people having a low self esteem are now
pouring down in countless waves all around her. She starts to ask herself questions
that she had never thought she would ask, being too lame and too common among
the people that she subconsciously despised. And this gets her in a state of hating
herself, which, according to her own beliefs, is a state of the weak, but this does

nothing more than to amplify it and accelerate her drowning.

All of the sudden, everything looks different, feels different and sounds different too.
It is like she has entered another dimension, a parallel universe, in which all the
things that were so friendly and familiar to her now seem distant, cold and empty.
While she has the intellectual capacity to analyze this situation rationally, to realize
that this is a common human experience and that there are causes, chemical
imbalances, possible psychological explanations, things to be done in order to
overcome this state, all these have absolutely no value to her. She feels like a pilot
that, despite having the ability to get her plane out of an uncontrolled dive, simply

cannot move, and moreover, she inexplicably doesn't want to move either.

In situations like these, she thinks, there should be something to wish for, something
to cling to, some kind of desire, some type of hope. But the things that she desires are
fighting a constant battle between themselves, a battle that is constantly fuelled with
her own energy, with her own life. And so she realizes that this cannot last forever,
given the fact that there is a limited quantity of fuel involved in this process. The fire
will burn out eventually, but does she really want this to happen? Isn't she,
subconsciously, giving extra air to this fire in order to keep it alive? This would be
considered a form of masochism, and she never thought of herself as enjoying to
inflict pain upon herself. Maybe there is something more to it.

Things tend to balance themselves. We can see this everyday and it is, after all, a

matter of probabilities. When it rains, an approximately equal amount of water

pours on every square meter of land. So this is a cleaning process. The fire hurts, but
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in the same time, it is the best disinfectant. So maybe she was in need of such a
clean-up. A harsh painful cleanup that she started without even knowing it. This is
her dream. She doesn't see the light, but then again, she wasn't seeing the dark
before the fall either. Ironically, this gives her hope. The fire itself, the sweet graceful
fall. Wicked things, humans.

Sunday, 23.03.2008
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Chaos wiki: love - common misinterpretations

Scare away the butterflies. Strip away the mating instincts, the attachment and the
plans. Remove any bloodline connections, any parental protective reflexes, child
gratefulness feelings and inter-sibling effects. Ignore the nesting instinct and the
biological clock; take off all the guilt, all the habits and small pleasures. Now comes
the most difficult part: take off all the selfishness that wraps around your so-called
love. No more thinking about the good times spent together, times in which YOU
(and probably not only you, but that matters less, doesn’t it?) where having fun. No
more thinking about all the things that YOU where enjoying or that YOU were
dreaming of enjoying. Is there anything left in there? Well, if so, perform this one last

thing: forget about yourself entirely. Can you do that?

We like to talk about and to think we are capable of "unconditional love". What is
that? It's kind of self-explanatory, we just have to get rid of all the conditions. It is
when you do something good to someone that you don't know, not when you help
somebody that you share the same bed with; because sharing the bed becomes a
condition. It is when you help a person, regardless of their gender, looks or way of
thinking, without expecting anything in return, not even a "thank you", not when
you buy a gift for a close relative, a friend or a lover; because all these relations
become conditions. It is when you feel deeply sorry for someone else's tragedy or
when you feel truly happy for someone else's joy without having any connection

whatsoever with that person; because a connection would be a condition.

We like to bathe in our own hypocrisy. We like to play with words, and there are
several huge industries that gain benefits from this game. There's nothing wrong
with attraction, gratitude, respect or admiration; on the contrary, these are all noble
emotions defining our relationships. As for the butterflies, they are my favorites. But
we just can't help ourselves to push it a little bit further. We call it unconditional
love, a love that in most cases shares the most trivial preconditions, being shared
with a subject of opposite gender and similar age. And we write poems, we play
songs, we find ourselves just day-dreaming with that stupid smile on our face. That's
wonderful, I enjoy doing that as much as you do, don't get me wrong.

Sometimes we come to think we've grown wiser. We now "know" the difference

between "loving" and "being in love". After the butterflies are long gone and we have

spent enough time with someone, we think we are starting to understand. Because
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many shallow things that might have influenced our feelings are part of the past.
And still, we all have heard stories of dogs refusing to eat and slowly dying after
their masters perished. Although we find that heartbreaking, we don't call it love,

but attachment.

Giving ourselves away to someone else is a wonderful thing, but it’s the next best
thing after giving us away without expecting anything in return. Then again, I know
only one person in history that had the strength to do that, and it was no human

strength, I'm telling you.

Tuesday, 25.03.2008
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Hardcore twist

You never learn, you weak pathetic human being, always whining, always
complaining, always sad and blue. How many times do I have to push you into the
crowd? How many times do I have to listen to all your nonsense and explain you
that all your thoughts won't get you anywhere? I'll tell you again and again until it
will eventually break through your messed-up frustrated self-absorbed mind that
you have to be HARDCORE. Boys don't dig this behavior, or at least the kind of boys
you want to meet. I mean, sure, some of them may be interested in messing around
with you for a while, but they will get bored eventually if you continue to put on this

"hold me in your arms forever" kind of look.

You have to be cold, you have to be indifferent. Friendly but indifferent. And this is
not something that you can fake. Why are you so obsessed about other people's
opinions? Get a hold of yourself, girl. You don't have reasons to be happy? Well, then
fuck reasons. You'll be old and ugly, a walking mummy spending her last years
desperately trying to postpone the inevitable. And all this will happen sooner that
you think. Stop staring at yourself in the mirror. It isn't about looks, it's all about
ATTITUDE. It is about the way you walk, the way you talk, the way you drink your
beer. Boys want to conquer something that seems hard to conquer; they need a
challenge, not a hopeless paranoid kid like you. And I'm not telling you to be
hateful. You just have to learn to be a badass without being bad, that's all.

Are you hurting and suffering? Well, guess what, everyone is. I hate to bring this to
you, but there's nothing special about your problems. Millions of people experience
the same emotions as you do. It's all about how you handle these emotions. That is

what can make you different. Because different is what you are aiming for, isn't it?
Hate me all you want, I don't mind. You need redemption? Well, redeem yourself.
Then wipe those pathetic heartbreaking silent tears away and be hardcore. You'll

thank me one day.

Sunday, 30.03.2008
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Habits of destruction, habits of joy and string: A sterile exercise
of wider views

"Alcohol. Cigarettes. Drugs. Stuff that is bad for you. So stop doing it. Period." We all
have tiny drawers in our minds where we have buried statements such as this one,
carefully categorized and easily retrievable upon request. But addictions go far
beyond their commonly accepted forms, although most of us don't want to think too
much about it. Denial prevents us from realizing that, even if we're (probably) not

heroin addicts, we have some addictions of our own.

First off, there are the substances. Caffeine, nicotine, alcohol, THC, cocaine, heroin,
amphetamines, benzodiazepines and so on. Some legal, some illegal, some on the
borderline of prescription drugs. But the legal status of these substances is
subjective. And they are just the tip of the iceberg, catalysts for the most obvious and
easily noticeable forms of addiction. Then, there are the activities: gambling is
probably the most widely recognized one. But can work, or cheating become an
addiction? Or can a human being become addicted to another human being? How

do we define an addiction after all and where do we draw the line?

Wikipedia defines it as "a recurring compulsion by an individual to engage in some
specific activity, despite harmful consequences to the individual's health, mental
state or social life". However, this definition omits to designate an observer for these
consequences and tends to leave the first tobacco smokers out of it, because people
where unaware of the "harmful consequences”. It also implicitly requires a
consciousness factor: the individual need to continue to engage in such activities,
despite knowing there are harmful consequences. It turns out defining addiction

might prove to be harder than I would have thought.

Maybe it is about consciousness after all. Pleasure and pain are things that succeed
each other and coping with them requires some form of foundation. Chasing
pleasure is an addiction in itself, the same way coping with pain is. Maybe it's not
about a specific chemical compound. Or maybe it's all chemistry. We find ourselves
enjoying a certain activity that may prove itself addictive, or not. And if it is, it may
be a good addiction after all. It can be socially accepted or despised. It can bring us

fame and fortune or it can bring us suffering and death.

Friday, 04.04.2008
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Day #3

The same knocks on the door, the same voices. "Is there anybody home? Hello.
Hello!", always followed by an indistinguishable exchange of words that made it

obvious there are at least two guys standing there, on the other side of my door.

I feel kind of safe though. I'm pretty sure they won't tear down my door any time
soon, although this situation makes me pretty nervous, and I can't help myself from
staring in that particular direction. Why are they coming back? What do they want?
Can't they see that nobody's answering? Maybe I'm on vacation, maybe I've moved
out. I just get this weird feeling that they somehow know for sure that I'm just laying

here, a couple of meters away from them, not making a sound.

And then, after a few minutes that seem like hours, they finally leave. Hearing them
walking away gets me out of the state of fear that paralyzed me since I first heard
their steps on the staircase. Now I'm just very tired. So tired that I can't move to
make myself comfortable. I just know I'll fall back to sleep in this exact position and
that there is nothing I can do to prevent that. And, to be honest, I don't want to
prevent it, I want to enjoy these moments before falling asleep, especially since I

know they won’t come back sooner than tomorrow.
Enjoy: De Phazz - Steps Ahead

Tuesday, 08.04.2008
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Protocols
Billy likes Jenny.

Dark skies seem heavier and older. It looks like thunders follow lightning strikes like

vengeful cold blooded warriors.

Billy would like to talk to Jenny.

The white dove has become a symbol of peace. Its bright clean appearance, the
freedom it suggests when flying peacefully in the open space, combine to form a
strong image destined to soften even the coldest hearts.

But Billy doesn't know what to tell her.

"You'd better leave right away!" she said, trying to seem strong and confident. But

her eyes have sold her for a tear.
Jenny finds Billy “ok”.

We are all believers in physical immortality. If you wouldn't have thought that you

are immortal, why on Earth would you shave?
But not "ok” enough to try to talk with him.

Twisting a couple of hot wires creates a sort of electrical cage. Such an enclosure

blocks out external static electrical fields.
Billy can talk naturally with other girls.

The sound, the familiar sound of his car leaving the parkway echoes in her mind,

although it seems an eternity has passed since he stepped out the door.

But with Jenny, he sounds so fake and lame.
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"It's the stress", he thinks. "I just have to relax. But the same stress keeps me going.
Without it I would be meaningless to myself and to others." It is for these spirals that
we have to watch out every single second of our lives.

Billy thinks he won't be able to perform properly.

You have to be prepared. Despite you knowing this, you never are. It is like you are
doing it on purpose, just to annoy me. At least for once, try to prepare yourself!
Because it will come, you know it will come, why do you just stand there, not taking
the minimum precautions?

But then again, he knows he will never get that far with her.

It's cheap. With a couple of bucks you can buy almost anything in there. From
happiness to rubber gloves. It's a little bit far out the city but it's worth the extra time
spent on the way.

Jenny has sex with Matt, who doesn't find Jenny all that attractive.

Our farm has lots of animals. Some of them are common, others are very rare. But
you can find almost anything you set your mind to in here. Give it a try, think "horse
with rabbit nose and spider legs". See? Right there, coming out their eggs.

Billy has been Jenny. Jenny has been Billy.

Enjoy: Enigma - Return to innocence

Tuesday, 15.04.2008

41



Bigmouth strikes again
Proud and weak, that's what you are.

Your music, your hair, your clothes, your time, your education, your job, your
money, your taste, your thoughts, your life. Always about you and your concerns,
problems, dreams, desires and aspirations. But while you are having this self-
obsession, did you wonder if you have actually ever thought about yourself? About

what you really are?

That's bullshit, why on Earth should you? It's not like something you are required to
perform, and, if, with a minimum of intuition, you can easily guess that it leads

absolutely nowhere useful, why even try? Well, because sometimes you just have to.

It's like when you watch television and someone stands between you and the TV.
You can try changing your position, but eventually you get annoyed and confront
your funny friend, telling him to get out of your view. But what if your friend isn't
really your friend? And what if he doesn't want to move and seems powerful
enough to beat the shit out of you?

I show you multimillionaires committing suicide. I show you diseases, I show you
accidents, I show you rises and falls, I show you the old, I show you death. I show

you your death. I am your reality-check.

Do you need a reality-check? Obviously not. It's just that I'm mean, proud and weak.

And amazing. Just like you.
Enjoy: The Smiths: Bigmouth Strikes Again

Friday, 18.04.2008
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FyxaxZRuX1E

Peer-to-peer mutants

Rivers of words, rivers of thoughts. Each and every single one of them having its

own flavor, its own importance, its own meaning.

We swim in this huge pool of information, sharing some of our own with the rest of
the world. Another part of it we do share, but only with a certain group of people,
because some sort of common background notions are needed in order to
understand it or to find it something of interest. There is also the part we do not
share at all, whether because we choose not to, we don't know how to share it, we
don't consider it being interesting enough, we don't have somebody to share it with
or it's just something too personal to be shared, like a taste, a childhood memory or a

smell. But these are all obvious things.

We establish some kind of protocol, then we improve and optimize it and then, well,
we consider it has become too good. The information interchange is done in a much
too predictable manner, and we tend to get bored by predictability. We choose
another peer and rewrite the protocols from scratch, painstakingly searching
solutions for problems we have already solved in the past. But the problems are

slightly different, past solutions don't apply, and we hate that, and we love that.
In the end, we are all mutants, so we have to keep mutating in order to stay alive.

Wednesday, 23.04.2008
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Death adaptor

You haven't heard about it yet? It is the latest gadget, a small black box with a single
on/off button on its side. It's very simple to use. Turn it on and it will immediately
start to work. What does it do? Well, like its self-explanatory name describes, it
adapts you to death, as simple as that. It pulls you from your state of denial and
makes you feel comfortable with the fact that everything you see, everything you
touch, everything you create, everything you have and everything you love will

perish, just like you will.

If it hurts a little bit in the beginning, don't worry, that's perfectly normal. Actually,
most people turn it off after a couple of seconds on their first attempt, feeling hurt,
scared and confused. It shakes a bit your system of values and that can be quite
disturbing, to say the least. But if you manage to use it on regular basis, it can help

you maintain a kind of sanity that many of us normally perceive as madness.

Buy it now for only 9.99%, and, as a limited special offer, you'll get a free copy of
yourself to try out new clothes, hairstyles and personalities!

Enjoy: Streetlights (Autechre - Eutow)

Tuesday, 13.05.2008
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Fine tuning

There is a very fine balance concerning the amount of attention needed in order to

keep him or her satisfied.

Do it too much, and you will get her to the point where she will no longer consider
receiving your attention a pleasurable thing and gaining your attention will no
longer be perceived as a challenge. She will get tired of it, and eventually, what was
once something enjoyable, will become a burden, pushing down her shoulders and

making her sick of it.

Do it too little, and you will make him suffer. Constantly craving for it and always
feeling neglected, ignored or unappreciated, you will make his life miserable and
you will inflict a constant pain upon one of the few people that actually cares about
you. Moreover, you will feed yourself with him, building up your own self
confidence on his lack of it and unconsciously building yourself a dependency on
this kind of thriving.

There is a very small deviation admitted to this balance, and once its limit has been
reached, abnormal relationships develop, that lead to suffering and pain. Consider
now that this balance has to be established both ways, and you'll start understanding
why people are listening to all those cheesy love songs so damn often.

Enjoy: Massive Attack - Dissolved Girl

Tuesday, 20.05.2008
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Seven random don'ts

Don't be a hater. Hate won't do you any good, it will only consume you in a useless

way.

Don't be proud. If you achieve something valuable, be humble, because there are
always a lot of external factors contributing to any success. And if you think that in
your case there aren't, think again. Very few things, if any, are indeed yours to be

proud of.

Don't be a smartass. Human logic has its limitations. Even if you are smart, that is
primary due to your genes, which you were born with. Don't waste your intelligence

by trying to prove it all the time. Do something good and useful with it instead.

Don't be afraid. Easily said than done, I know. But the saying goes that old people
tend to experience more regret for things they haven't done in their lives than for
things they have done. When your life will be close to its end, you will see how
meaningless all these reasons for which you are now afraid really are. But then, it

will be too late.

Don't be judgmental. It is very hard, if not impossible, to truly put yourself in

someone else's shoes in order to understand their actions.

Don't be shallow. Don't be too profound either. Just keep an open mind and try to

look at things from different angles before making an opinion.
Don't be hopeless. Because hope, well, that's all that you've got.
Enjoy: Gentleman - Serenity

Tuesday, 03.06.2008
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZuJ4ue0sfSo

The family

Susan Denise Atkins (born May 7, 1948) is a convicted American murderer who remains in
prison in the State of California for her participation, along with Charles Manson and other
members of the so-called "Manson family”, in a series of murders, often called the "Manson
murders”.

Discovery Channel's "Most Evil" series featured tonight the story of Charles Manson
and his so-called "Family". One of America's most famous criminals, Manson never
actually killed anybody. Instead, he allegedly brainwashed the members of his group

in order to perform the murders for him.

Justice of course, in its stiff manner, solved the problem by convicting all the direct
participants in the murders plus Manson to prison. But this case raised a lot of
questions, one of the most troubling being, to which extent someone can be
brainwashed to the point of performing such gruesome murders. The first thing that
comes to people's minds is usually that this could never happen to them. Sure, in
this case the subjects where two dozens of young hippies that we can always blame
for being weak and naive. But what about Hitler or Stalin, that turned thousands of

people into hateful monsters?

Manipulation. Convincing other people by using their own weaknesses, their own
fears. People are never satisfied and are always looking for something to blame their
dissatisfaction on. Given the right circumstances, all the hatred of a mass of people
can be concentrated in one singular spot, and the result can be devastating, a

powerful, destructive action towards the chosen target.

Then, there is the peer pressure. Often underestimated as well, but Asch conformity
experiments reveals a "tendency to conformity in our society so strong that... people
are willing to call white black." Just a couple of hundred years ago, slavery was
considered a normal thing. Now we all think of it as something monstrous. But why
am [ talking about Manson, the nazis and the communists, and slavery? Just look
how similar people's lives are, how similar we dress and how we tend to have the
same recreational activities, and you will get a glimpse of the power of peer

pressure.
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Susan Atkins has been sentenced to death in 1971, when she was 23. Her sentence was
commuted to life in prison later on and she has been imprisoned ever since.

Enjoy: Paul McCartney - Helter Skelter

Thursday, 12.06.2008

Scale

It has always been a good reality check for me to remember the scale of our own
existence; as individuals, and furthermore, as species. It can prove useful sometimes
to remember we are one of the tens of millions of creatures that populate one of the
planets that orbit around one of the 100 billion stars that form one of at least one

hundred billion galaxies in the observable universe.

And if we as species are here for no more than one hundred thousand years, while
our planet has been around for 4.5 billion years, our existence as individuals,

spanning over a number of decades, seems to be so small that we can easily ignore.

I'm not saying we should ignore our own existence, but a certain degree of
humbleness every now and then won't hurt us; and maybe, just maybe, it can make
us live less stressful lives, carry on fewer wars and enjoy more this split of a second
that we call life.

Of course, we perceive time at our own pace, and for someone with a broken leg, the
minutes before receiving medical attention will always feel like an eternity.
Obviously we cannot measure our time using the astronomical scale, but I think
doing this exercise every now and then can be useful.

Enjoy: The Lost Song - The Cat Empire

Tuesday, 02.12.2008
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Parasites

I woke up this morning thinking about going back home. Outside it was already
dark, and the city lights where spreading across the ever-present fog. So where am I?

And is this really just another day?

I am writing down some words and slowly preparing to go back to sleep. It's just a
couple of hours since I've woke up, but this is the way things are during winter, the
days become shorter, right? I have this strange feeling that I'm missing something;
that I perceive time very differently than I have done it in the past. Sometimes I get a
little bit paranoid, thinking I'm somehow mysteriously managing to actually lose

time. Have I discovered the secret of time traveling, without even knowing it?

People are scared of things they cannot control. People fear, but in the same time, are
attracted to such things. These feelings exist because we subconsciously know those
kind of things can bring pleasure, but in the same time, can hurt us. But we are
gamblers, and we often take the risk. As we grow old, we become less and less
willing to do so, because our past experiences of suffering carve deep in our
conscience, and we become reluctant to take any chances. But, by doing so, we are

digging our own graves.

I am home, as I have always been. I've never left this house I'm living in, and I have
never really woke up just yet. I can hardly imagine myself getting out of my bed,
dressing up and going out there. I've practiced doing this many times, but I still do
not understand how actually doing it could help me. Time, you see, is just a weapon

of nature. It helps it to eventually get rid of parasites.

Monday, 22.12.2008
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Why write?

Every now and then, I get this feeling that activities such as writing are generally
useless. There are today millions of books, articles or posts, all existing because of
this need some people have to express themselves, to share their thoughts with
others. But is it really of any good? Sure, there are a handful of books that have
proven very influential over time, and there sure are a lot of useful scientific papers
and books that contributed to our evolution. But I'm not talking about this kind of
writings, I'm talking about the ones that only express random thoughts about

something. I'm talking about writings like this one.

I find it somehow pathetic to fool yourself that your thoughts are so valuable that
they deserve to be written down and shared with the rest of the world. Actually, the
more enthusiastic people are with writing and the easier it becomes to write and
share, the harder you will find something valuable in this ever-growing sea of
words. Don't get me wrong, I think it's great that things like blogs were invented and
that people are eager to use such tools, but in the same time, I think writing, for most

of us, is perceived as something more valuable than it really is.

I'm referring especially to books, papers, articles or posts that talk about the author's
ideas concerning the greater things in life. And, most often, I fall in this category; in a

way, this is a post criticizing the existing of my own blog.

Socrates once said: “By all means marry. If you get a good wife, you'll be happy. If
you get a bad one, you'll become a philosopher and that is a good thing for any
man.” Much more recently, a completely different type of character, the Unabomber,
wrote in his manifesto that “we use the term 'surrogate activity' to designate an
activity that is directed toward an artificial goal that people set up for themselves
merely in order to have some goal to work toward, or let us say, merely for the sake
of the 'fulfillment' that they get from pursuing the goal.” I doubt that “becoming a
philosopher” (a bad and unoriginal one, most of the times) is “a good thing for every
man”, but I think that these types of endeavours are a perfect example of what Ted
Kaczynski describes as "surrogate activities".

When things aren't all shiny and bright, people start to build up complex models

and to generally just think too much. Eventually, they are starting to believe that

they have discovered a part of this word's mechanisms, that they begin to
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understand how things work, and they feel the need to brag about it by sharing
these "discoveries" with the rest of the world. Their initiative is a conceptual failure,
because, if they would have indeed discovered such things, they would be probably
enjoying living their lives, instead of writing down all these thoughts. What Socrates
said is basically that being a philosopher is nothing more than a manifestation of
frustration. But this is something that can be easily extended to all sort of other
activities, starting with art, and covering probably most of what we are doing when
we are not hunting or gathering food. Our culture tries to dismiss such a thought,
and we are educated since the beginning of our lives to respect and to aim towards
high achievements. In fact, we are trained in such an effective manner, that many
times we are struck with guilt if we are not always trying to achieve more and better
things, to earn more money, to climb the professional and social ladder, to “use our
potential”, as they put it.

From my point of view, this post is a paradox. But I am still able to not think too
much and be preoccupied with such things as paradoxes all the time, so frankly, I
don't care. I'm just going to post it, because I feel like doing so. There it is, I still
stand a chance.

Happy New Year!

Wednesday, 31.12.2008
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Aruncatura de bé’;

Se intampla pe neasteptate, in timpul unei activitati banale si de obicei statice. Apare
fulgerdtor si dureazad de la cateva secunde péand la cateva minute. Imagistic este
uneori reprezentatd sub forma unei persoane ce se priveste pe sine in oglinda fara
vreun scop precis, cum ar fi verificarea machiajului ori a lungimii barbii. Este o
senzatie cu sigurantd cunoscutd multora, Insd despre care se vorbeste putin, fiind

ceva personal si, in plus, greu descriptibil. Eu 0 voi numi "aruncdtura de bat".

Aruncitura de bat vine pe neasteptate. In clipa in care ea apare, o senzatie stranie de
constientizare a propiei existente inviluie subiectul aruncaturii. Are loc o schimbare
radicald de perspectivd, trecindu-se de la un aparent obiectivism, la un subiectivism
profund. Deodatd, persoand in cauzd realizeaza ce este si cd nu ar putea fi nimic
altceva. Tot ceea ce existd in jur este distinct. Senzatia este perceputa totodatd ca o
limitare, ca o ingustare brusca a unei autostrdzi largi la un drum prafuit de tara.
Constiinta apartenentei la familie, la grup, la breasla ori la neam dispare, in timp ce
singularitatea, unicitatea si insubstituibililatea fiecdrui individ in parte devin mult
mai perceptibile decat in mod normal. Uneori, o usoara senzatie de panicd poate

acompania aruncaturd de bat.

Intr-un final, arunciturd se finalizeazd prin oprirea fireascd a batului in urma
contactului cu solul. Lucrurile revin la normal, iar gandurile si problemele care, pe
parcursul aruncdturii, deveniserd inexistente, fncep sd reapard in prim planul
subiectului. Tot ceea ce rdmane este o vagd realizare a supraestimdrii importantei

acestor ganduri si probleme, ce dispare si ea dupa cateva minute.

Friday, 28.08.2009
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Poezii

Poezia a murit

Poezia a murit intr-o toamna fioroasa

A ramas doar un cadavru, ce incet-incet se lasa
Stfartecat cu voiosie de propriii ei copii.

Unul cantd, altul scrie, ba chiar unul deseneaza
Sunt toti tineri si feroce, plini de verva si de viata
Precum vechea si uitata a lor mama putrezita.
Bravo lor spun eu atunci, nefalsand sinceritate

Céci eu cred cd si acum, "Toate-s vechi si noua toate"

Marti, 2 octombrie 2007

Flirtul defunct

O fata si un bdiat, doua schelete alaturate,
Aveau demult piele pe oase si stralucire-n ochi.
De unde stai tu acum, nu locuiau departe,

Erau frumosi si tineri, nu aveau inca gropi.

Poate cd ea visa la el, machiindu-se cu grija fin,
Poate ca el ii sorbea zdmbetul, avand hainele aranjate.
Ne vine greu acuma noud sa ne inchipuim,

Ca ei erau ce suntem noi, un pic doar mai in spate.

Carne §i oase

Secat devreme, din ce in ce mai slab
Autocritic, analitic, prea abstract
Neputincios fara sintagme inedit-tdiose

Pana la urma, inutil. Carne si oase.
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Alchimia autosugestiei

Trei stalpi metalici - constructii de argon
Turnati in vai abrupte incetosate si cam surde
Colosi uitati de timp, iar jos, copilul de carbon

Pluteste in deriva fnspre cordonul fara funde.

Incalzirea locala

Ursi polari magnetici,
Cu ochii injectatj,
Se-aruncd-n gol haotic,

De pe ghetarii poluati.

Se pradbusesc cu miile, scrasnind din dinti,
Si agitandu-se feroce,
Intr-un spectacol plin de sange,

De oase si de urlete.

Dar iata acum ultimul urs,
Cum std si-ezitd sus in varf,
Vazandu-si fratii la pdmant:

"Sa ma arunc? Sa nu m-arunc?"

Si il vedem din departare,
Cum deodatd-si ia avant,
Si sare cat poate el de tare,

Peste al speciei mormant.

Iar cand cortina cade usor,
Peste gramada de resturi animale,
Aplauddam cu-n zambet vag retard,

Un om, un urs, si-o floare.
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Instigare la transhumanta

Ridica-te de jos.
Ridica-te din ploaie,
Téragte-te usor,

Pana la tine-n baie.

Incuie bine usa.
Lasd apa sd curga,
Chirceste-te intr-un colt,

Inchide ochii si asculta.

Copilul batran

Degeaba fugi si te ascunzi,
Intre peretii catacombici,
Transpirati de-atata fum,

Copil batran, cu ochii antagonici.

Nu faci decat sa mai amani,
Momentul dur ce te-ngrozeste,
Urli tacut acelasi vers,

Asemédnandu-te cu-n peste.

Barbar alergi din colt in colt,
Sticlos, cu venele umflate,
Te sperii de o mare micd,

Cand vantul bate dintr-o parte.
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17

Boemul luciu clandestin,
Al vietii organice din piele,
Complice pur, dar vinovat devreme,

Mi se aratd, juvenil.

Absurda luptd intortocheats,
Dintre ratiune si ce simt,
Ma face uneori sd mint,

Cu non@alan’;é aristocrata.

Sofisme ori constructii bune,
Supape triste ale celor ce pierd,

Ma tin in viatd, sa pot incd sd merg,

Serios, cu treabd, nedetectat de lume.

Dezinteresul provoaca interes.
In pivnitele mintilor murdare,
Durerea altora nu doare,

Cand au ales. Céci ele vor progres...

Progres ori doar diversitate,
Pastrarea unui orizont larg,
Lasciv in el sa pot sa-mi scald,

Complicele, in ceas de noapte.
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Drama batranului tiran

Al cucerit tot ce era de cucerit,
Bétrane singur, ce nu-ti faci o salats,
Cu pdrul sur, pielea zbarcitd, dar fruntea inca lata.

Nu iti mai arde de nimic, te simti doar obosit.

Al rezolvat tot ce voiai, dar nu esti multumit.
Desi totul este al tau, te uiti cu nepdasare,
Peste intreaga-ti omenire, oceane si popoare.

Degeaba ai luptat atat cdci nu esti implinit.

Invidios pe orice tandr ce-nvatd acum sa te respecte,
Oricat ar fi de-nfometat, oricat e de sarac,
Ti-ai da fara a clipi oricand intregul tau regat,

Pentru a fi in locul lui. Pentru a atrage fete.

Si incd cate ai mai face cu-o piele frageda pe os,
Macar nu te-ai mai intreba daca asta-i ultima ta vara,
Te-ai bucura de fleacuri, ai savura o para.

Visezi frumos dar trist, o tu, batran neputincios.
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Impotenta ratiunii

Atunci cand dulce se arata,
Acea tentatie morbids,
De a avea si tu o piatrd,

Uite-te-o clipa in oglinda.

Ceea ce vezi sd nu te sperie,
Sinici ceea ce-0 sa urmeze.
Stai calm si lasd o bacterie,

Usor usor, sd te dezintegreze.

Este atat de simplu: esti obosit;
Si simti nevoia unui somn aparte,
In care toate se vor fi oprit.

Iar visul tdu nu e departe.

Un simplu gest, dar cat conteaza gestul,
Chiar dacd iei ceva lipsit de-orice valoare.
Stii bine asta. Cat despre restul,

Nimeni nu stie cat te doare.

Dar tocmai asta e ideea:
Durerea. Sd o cunosti, s-o porti in tine.
Nu iti pot spune eu ce trebuie sa faci, de-aceea,

F& cum crezi tu ca este cel mai bine.
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Mute

Nu face asa decat daca esti sadic,
Esti las si suferi intr-un mod placut,
Dar te-oboseste acest gand tacut,

In lupta ta sterild. Cam trist, dar nu e tragic.

O lamentare inexacta ti se prelinge din cdlcai,
Lasand o dara in urma ta, zilnic cercuri-cercuri,

Iti place energia, inconjurat de mii de becuri,

Esti nevazut in propia-ti oglinda din ziua cea dintai.

Lasd acum neincrederea si obsesiile, nu mai gandi,
Astepti sd pice totul si asta este cel mai bine,
Descarcerarea intregului oras din tine.

Nu ezita si nu te mai opri.

Fiica noptii
4

Atinge-te de mine
Dar nu te-apropia prea mult
Vezi cat e de bine

Incapsulat si totusi sunt disjunct.

Tine-te de tine
Sdrutd-mad dar nu prea mult
Apoi dispari cand ziua vine

Fii arma mea anti-adult.
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Voiai sa fii aviator

Nu te apropia prea mult,
De avionul fara aripi,
Caci nu a mai zburat demult.

Iar ce speri tu este zadarnic.

Miercuri, 3 octombrie 2007

Moralistul

Din buza stramba si imbibatd-n sange
Ti se prelinge-un zdmbet de fachir batran
In timp ce-n jurul tiu trei fete cam nitange

Te venereaza apatic si-ti mai arata-un san.

Critica ratiunii pure

Cuvantul, sublimul ac abstract carnal
Férd de care ne-am lupta cu dintii pentru dreptate si putere
Este fatada unui bloc aproape rational.

Totusi, intelepciunea inseamna cel mai des tacere.

The 80's

A brand new weekend comes at last,
To shoot my dreams and have a blast.
Some bags filled-up with guns and candies

Instead of that, I get cheap ladies.
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The Sea of Glue

Besides the dreams that may come true
There is a light that's turning blue
Covering all your misjudged wishes

But then, sometimes the shadow misses

You catch a glimpse of your own pieces.

It's hard to cross The Sea of Glue.

The acrobats

I touch your blood through shallow skin,

The acrobats fight from within.

For me it's just another sin.

Don't try to fake an endless dream,
By dripping from the cold, flat screen.

Between the lines it's just a scream.

The stronger ones are giving-in.

Good habits

Converting rays into big rabbits

That reach the stars with their big ears
It's a hard job demanding lots of tears
Since broken dreams rival good habits

So next time better choose plain water
To wash and drink before you sleep
Don't be afraid, just be a creep

When everybody joins the slaughter
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Soul lahars

Another point of view, the same old boring thoughts
Not in the mood to argue, not thinking anymore

Just give yourself in silence to the huge, grayish core
There's always someone better playing connect-the-dots

Enjoy a boy, enjoy a girl, enjoy a drink, enjoy a score
Crawl down beneath your soul with grace, loathe paradoxes
Put all your small things in even smaller boxes

And start making a living, work for a big-box store

Silent disco

Excruciating pleasures diminish as they go along
Leaving behind canals, a giant empty complex maze
Carved in the skin, thousands of useless highways

Of those who once were drinking and dancing all night long

With us, die all those memories, smiles, kisses and tears

That need not be remembered, have neither funerals nor graves

Denial is the weapon we use to crush memory lanes

On top, all that remains is just a couple of unopened beers
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Jungle child

Lost in a rainforest at night

Where every tree has its own sound
The darkness holding him so tight
While he keeps carving in the ground

"Still on rebound”, "Still on rebound”

A stupid thing to do, you'll say

When he could try to find a way

That leads to a village or a town

Where he could regroup with the crowd

Instead of just hanging around

Too many paths between those trees
Too many eyes, too many teeth
That lead to far too many homes
That end in way too many bones

Outside the box, inside the sphere,
He carves through time your biggest fear

Thursday, 01.11.2007
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Singleton

Sometimes it's nice to have obsessions
Sometimes it's beautifully sad

You feel alive inside dark pleasures
When everybody thinks you're mad

But then, sometimes you get too tired
And you would like it all to stop

The gun has already been fired

And you don't know which way is up

The missing link

A child was raised by wolves and monkeys
And he may never learn to speak
We find that terribly sad and frightening

Because he's strong and we are weak

A small change somewhere in the past
A touch of light, a broken gene
Has made us wise and yet so fragile

So we can dream of the unseen
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The ambient tent

A pool of tired souls just hanging in a white tent
Strangers sleeping right next to one another
Some horny, some troubled, some having a regret
Their thoughts collapse, nothing begins to matter

A chill-out lounge, a black hole, a peaceful retardation
Forget about the problems that wait for you outside
Your brain is simply enjoying a much deserved vacation

So grab a pillow, make yourself comfy, and tune into the vibe

Friday, 23.11.2007

Watermelon gum

It's only you

Your room, your bed, your sheets, your music
Day after day, same ceiling and same walls
Ignoring wake up calls, dreaming and self abusing

You're lying there bare naked, although you're wearing clothes

Sometimes you choose to take a break
But then again, most often you're just forced to
Your curse is that you know when someone's smile is fake

While you're still thinking straight, it's not easy to get used to

So bend your common sense and smile back
Pretend enough, and that's what you'll become
You need to live, you need to work, I know that

Can't blame you, I just miss your watermelon gum
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The callers

A rainbow connecting two turtles that are twins

High tones emerge in patterns but still are unexpected
A huge skyscraper accommodating kings and queens
The midgets may begin, the tall ones are protected

They walk as soldiers

But laugh like drunken thieves
They're spitting and they're stinking
They're peeing on their dirty sleeves

They are calling them The Callers

So go ahead and ask them, what have they all been drinking?
You don't, they do. They know exactly what you're thinking.

Naturally

We use to lie and hurt ourselves
During the spring of our lives,

The present always feels like knives
Stuck in our bright past, dusty shelves.
Another week, then Jingle Bells.

Lord of the boards connecting seasons
Three steps to clean yourself a little,
So build a snowman and then whittle
Some candies for the ones in prisons.

Just to remember, stick some stickers.
You live and die so smile for Christmas

Tuesday, 11.12.2007
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The ungirl

Her childhood blanket is on fire
She's losing grip and slips away
It's hard to drive with a flat tire

If you are deaf and blind, they say

She knows all this and still she leaves
Taking a cigarette and a match
A "see you soon" that nobody believes

She found out too young about the catch

But there's a certain strange smell
When a human being burns alive
This song's for her breaking the spell
The girl that didn't want to thrive

Tuesday, 18.12.2007
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Withdrawal symptoms

A shaking hand craving for more
A tired body, an empty soul
There is no cure, there is no store

For all you care, there is no goal

But then, you hope and you desire
You can't forget how good it feels
It's hard to stop when you've been higher

It's hard to have only three meals

And so you fall back once again
You hate yourself but now you smile
You know you'll suffer more, but then

It's a short walk, it's just a mile

Friday, 21.12.2007

Roundtables

Food talk accompanied by some silent jokes
Pass me the wine please, pass me the salt
Impersonating peaceful and open minded folks

Being polite and natural, always nobody's fault

For years to come just being blind
The peace of mind is hard to find

Tuesday, 25.12.2007
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The simple truth

A double sin strikes back with rage
Showing its teeth and biting hard

The creature that doesn't have an age
For years, just building anger in its cage

You got it wrong, you've got no wild card

And while you're fighting to survive
With broken legs and bleeding eyes
You start to see what caused your dive
You start to be so painfully alive

Forever despising your natural disguise

Your open wounds tell you a story

And now you know it isn't about luck
Some tell you it's all about the glory

But all you have to do is feel a little sorry
The truth has been a sitting duck

Monday, 7.01.2008

Just another troubled kid

You ask for salt, they give you sugar
You scream in pain, they pat you on the back
Supportive smiles, "you're strong, girl!"

A silent play, an empty useless bomb rack

So naturally you feel alone again, and lame
It's sad to realize you're just another troubled kid
And they are many, so you're the one to blame

For acting stupid, for everything you ever did

Friday, 18.01.2008
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Double jeopardy

A shining star is only burning stronger
The rules are always just the same

A smaller fire will burn a little longer
Don'tjudge it, don't try to catch the flame

Wednesday, 30.01.2008

The morning after

As you wake up, the north wind current forms
You know by now exactly what it teaches
The roaring waves of seaside winter storms

Are crushing hard on cold and empty beaches

Sunday, 10.02.2008

Water rebirth

A countdown always makes her nervous
The spinning wheel is slowing down
"We thank you all for a great service,

But now it's time for you to drown"

She isn't mad, she knows the drill
Takes a deep breath and counts to five
The water flooded lungs, the chill

For her it's just another dive

Wednesday, 13.02.2008
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Soul mechanics

I have the tools to fix you up
Ten dreams of shame and a sledge hammer
You can't resist a dirty cop

I know the type, you're all about the glamour

Tuesday, 19.02.2008

Walking ears

A war of sounds takes place in silence
The music beats, the screaming crowd
The moaning horny girls, pure violence

A never-ending fight of which we are so proud

But each and every sound leaves traces
The ear learns and it demands more
Abused and sick of all those places

Being too late to see the door

It would have all been very easy
If we were only walking ears
We could have grown up soft and cheesy

Being afraid of wax, not tears

Monday, 03.03.2008
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Sister ships

A strange and unexpected word

Crawls down between your lips and disappears
It's like the last fall of a bird

That dies while flying through your fears

The word is gone now, but there's no time to quit
So you still hear it, a ghost of silent thoughts
Two rusted sister ships that finally have split

Different time zones, resting in different spots

Wednesday, 19.03.2008

Virgin suicides

All you have got is a fake treasure
Kept on a missing thirteenth floor
A rubber toy gives you the pleasure

That all those warriors are begging for

Too busy snorting dreams and candies
Hateful enough to only see
Hot-blooded girls with wicked dandies

Tired enough to set you free
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Neurohardware

Tonight we fly inside a chip
Seeking and eating every bit
As information is pure power

And power is better than a flower

A cowboy fears the empty guns
And is afraid of losing both his arms
Since sexy girls don't like weak boys

And boys think girls are just sex toys

The dreamers though think otherwise
And lose their hope in cold dark vibes
Before they fall right back to sleep
Tonight we are just sick of it

Wednesday, 11.06.2008
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Black rabbits

Sticky foam pours down from every corner
The door is locked, she's starting to despair
Black rabbits giggle as they haunt her

Her skin turns red

As she keeps thinking if being even stronger
Can help her, as she was said

Sometimes there's nothing left to repair

Escaping through shattered glass
With bleeding skin but smiling eyes
Survival

Pure pleasure just to be a badass
Death cries if she dies

Cause life is worthy as a rival

The sticky foam, the air, the skies
Tired of songs, hungry for pies

Friday, 29.08.2008
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Inner bankers

When rivers merge and crops are good
The music plays, just like it should
Full of smiles and good advice

We buy and sell at the best price

A push of greed by common effort
A lesson we never want to learn
Turns land and rivers into desert

Exchanges smiles for tears, in return

But never ever do we wonder

If we deserve how much we earn

Wednesday, 22.10.2008

A little more

You like to buy things from the store

You always want a little more

Your favorite band fills the concert hall

You always want a little more

Friends always giving you a call

You always want a little more

The girl lies naked on the floor

You always want a little more

Nothing is ever too hardcore

You always want a little more

Thursday, 02.07.2009
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Couldn't care less

That is an awful thing to say
When the cold verdict heads your way
Despite the rules you do obey

Knowing you always have to pay

That is an awful thing to do
When someone's telling you it's true
Despite it though, you had to sue

Knowing you would be losing too

The filthy girls and boys decay

Nevertheless, we love to play

Friday, 10.07.2009
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Masochism refractar

Astupa-te Intr-un copac
Si rupe pélnia spre soare
Baga-ti urechile intr-un sac

Trage-te tare de picioare

Incuie-ti usa de la cap
Ochii aruncé-i in scanteie
Mai da-ti apoi un bobarnac

Si scurge-te ca o crampeie
7

Iar dacd Inca totusi speri
Striveste-ti nasul cu lopata
Dreneaza sange cu galeata
Intoarce-ti oasele prin piele
Sparge-ti dintii cu pietricele
Jupoaie-ti pielea cu un ac

Si astupd-te intr-un copac

Cum ai facut si-n alte seri

De-aici, de-acum, sa nu mai ceri

Miercuri, 30.09.2009
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