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Prologue 
 

It took me forever my dear friends to convince myself to pick up that old dusty 

typewriter on the shelf next to my bed. I would have never thought that a moment 

like this would be possible. Allow me to reveal to you a secret: I have been 

struggling to find something that I love and I haven't been happy in a very long 

time, to be completely honest I'm still suffering this terrible dread that I've been 

having since god damn infancy. Please let me share another secret: I almost jumped 

towards the great unknown down to that cold abyss. I was preparing for that 

moment for a week. In that week, I ate all my favorite food, spent the days with my 

loved ones and enjoyed good movies. Then that day came and I was ready. I was so 

ready. I got to the 12th floor, put one of my favorite bands Nothing But Thieves on 

repeat and I was ready. Yet something stopped me in the very last moments. If it 

weren't for that stop perhaps many would have been wondering now why come that 

young man pulled the plug so early on his life. Yet little did they know that this 

young man had more than his share of anhedonia, loss of purpose and existential 

questions that filled my head with various conversations and inquiries since I can 

remember. 

I have been fighting these endless battles with myself and against myself for a very 

long time. I am torn either I annul myself or keep on living. It seems I cannot 

decide at all. I contemplated on this forever and I decided to write this as a way to 

heal myself and as a way to be saved. Maybe one of you can relate to this. Maybe 

one of you can help me. It may be a long shoot but why not. This book is about the 

existential dialogues we have with ourselves. Following Descartes and other great 

philosophers, I too took upon myself to take this journey and finally converse 

myself, to rethink about everything ex nihilo drawing for within myself.  

But my critical mind is running now and I have to accept that this will never be 

enough, realizing and accepting that I am bound of my own limited knowledge and 

the environment that shaped that knowledge, so I have to find an alternative, a 

counterpart to challenge my ideas and quench this awful fire that is: my thoughts. 

But how? Moreover, who would that person be? After all, the only person around 

here is myself. So, I decided to bring out to light that other person within me that 

I'm sure everyone have (well, I'm hoping you too dear readers have within you that 
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second or third person you talk to. I do not want to sound crazy here) and that 

person will be highly critical and full of wisdom. Well I certainly hope so. 

Since we all give in to the solutions that cheer up our hearts and put an end to the 3 

a.m. endless conversations so we can just have a little sleep. Let us finally delve 

into my inner conversations with my other personality, who is nothing but a slight 

variation of myself. I know it sounds a little bit weird but I know you indulge in it 

too, so by knowing that it will make us deal with this issue together. Thus, these 

conversations resemble the silent yet so loud dialogues we all have with our selves 

before falling asleep, at the dinner table, when looking at the mirror... and of course 

during the all too familiar moments of melancholy, solitude and despair. No matter 

how grandly enchanted with your own reality you might be, I suppose you too 

happened to make certain decisions with your inner self. 

In this moment, I am laying my soul here completely naked, sharing all of my 

emotions and thoughts so openly you could judge every possible aspect of me. I 

find my soul jumps from the awful to the wonderful, remember inside my soul no 

love is too secret, no thought is disguised, no anxiety is hidden and no smile is 

faked. In a moment, you might relate or you might be grateful that your soul is 

nothing like mine. Either way by the end of this book, I hope you realize the certain 

thing: how extraordinary you really are. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ps: "Neither novels nor their readers benefit from any attempts to divine whether any facts hide inside 

this story. I find such acts ruin the great pleasure of reading fiction…. I appreciate your cooperation 

and understanding in this matter."   
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 Chapter I: 3 a.m. 
Thoughts. 

 

 

'Hi, its 3 a.m. I am sure you know what would happen now! Let us indulge in 

prophecies about my thoughts and emotions so we can get overwhelmed with 

horrifying anxieties. Sounds fun right.' 

 It really puzzles me how we do that to ourselves. We keep stressing out then 

try so hard to suppress it. 

'Go ahead; feel free to share with me anything you want. What fear are you having 

tonight?' 

'Well, on occasions like this I am stressing out about some things. I envision 

myself as one of those god-forsaken souls whose terrible fortune doomed them 

to spend the rest of their lives in complete solitude, completely lonely. I am 

afraid to become like those people, completely senseless about the people 

around me. I am terrified that I will be completely forgotten in life as well as 

in death. I am petrified to be like those people who are buried in their daily 

routine, who are engulfed with a cruel silence that afflicts those who have 

nobody to have a word with or worse who chooses silence over friendly chat 

with a loved one. If one have a loved one after all. Those people doesn't even 

dare to think thoughts like this out loud, they tried so hard to escape them 

they eventually become them.' 

'Can I ask why are you envisioning yourself to be like those people? How likely is 

this to come true?' 

 'Well of course, I have no rational reason to feel this way, but are human 

fears and anxieties rational after all? Let alone the fears that comes to you at 3 

a.m. in the morning. My thoughts are just scenarios of different unlikely 
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catastrophes, which I embed on myself to be highly probable. Maybe these 

worries are habits in the working and I am just doing what my mind thinks 

should be doing at times like this. Either way, I beg for you to let me 

continue.'  

'My apologies please go on.' 

'I do not see myself just like what I described only. I also fear outliving 

everyone I love or care about, and be the last to perish. I fear that nobody will 

witness my life story after I have witnessed everybody else's. Do you see my 

point?' 

'Your existential thoughts kindled my heart. All humans feel at some point this way, 

even though you are technically not human but don' worry it is our little secret. All 

humans share these fears; the difference is everyone articulates it differently. Isn't 

this indeed one of the greatest and deepest of all human fears?'  

'What would this great life mean if the crowds are gone and the curtain is about to 

close with no one to applaud or to appreciate us? We already feel bad enough even 

when this doesn't happen, can you imagine this terrible fate if it occurred? After all 

most of the time, we feel unworthy audience of our own play! So here you are, 

imagining a situation where nobody triggers your emotions and you are left with 

memories of your past, but having nobody to attest to it.' 

'You do understand me! This fear paralyzes me. I cannot decide which of 

these fears I fear the most: this one or being completely forgotten. This 

knowledge of me not knowing scares the shit out of me.' 

'You seem to have a bit of Athazagoraphobia, which is completely normal almost 

everybody think of it sometimes. This fear and almost all other forms of fear is 

nothing but a way to suppress the recognition of your own mortality in the form of 

you imagining the loss of people you care about the most. After all, their existence 

served you to conceal this fact, so their absence for sure will force you to face the 

inevitability of your demise sooner than you probably would like to. Nevertheless, 

take a moment here and realize how our mind is working, how great our thoughts 

are. We are magnificent indeed. Just the fact that you are having thoughts like this 

is wondrous. Too bad most people won't see it this way if they really know.'  
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'It is indeed, but are you saying that all these thoughts are actually a way to 

express the fear of my own perish?' 

'Correct. As natural your feelings are know this, one's courage is attested by the 

capacity of accepting death. Remember that death is the absence of this life, since 

we have no definite knowledge of what's happen after one demise. We cannot let 

fear swallow us. All we know is that when people die their life as we know it cease 

to exist. Remember that this is just a journey and when it ends, you start another 

one. The perception of this is that we are just human beings waiting for decay 

needs to be broken, because we are more than that, we always has been more than 

that. We are more than a name, more than a race or sexuality. We 

are consciousness. We are infinite awareness.' 

'We know there is indeed a lot of religions, myths and stories about hereafter from 

hell, heaven to Valhalla to many more...You should remember death but not fear it. 

Death should remind you that you have a limited time in this experience we call 

Life'. 

'Most of the times when I put that in mind, I still dread out death because I'll 

miss out things in the future, you know?' 

 'True, American philosopher Thomas Negel suggested to think of it like this: great 

amazing things were happening way before you were created and you missed 

it.  We will turn 21 years old in just a week from now. We were not there when 

Einstein put down the theory of relativity, and we weren't alive in Kierkegaard 

times, we totally missed Woodstock, we have never seen Pink Floyd or Led 

Zeppelin Live, we also missed The Great War and how our kind died for our 

liberty... You know where I am going with this, so if you don't feel some sort of deep 

sense of loss at what you have missed before you were even alive, why should you 

feel loss at what you will miss when you die?' 

'Hmm you got a point! However, this still does not solve my previous worries I 

mentioned. In this moment, I find myself very hesitant to talk about this 

because I feel and I know that I have been very fortunate. I mean how can I 

say anything about this topic. How much does my pain even matter when 

there are people out there that can't even eat or people like me who have to 

hide their true self. I feel that we know all these anxieties only by their name, 
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like we don't even have enough vocabulary to really talk about them. But we 

have to try anyway right?' 

'I want to remind you of the past year, we have been so incredibly focused on 

figuring out who I am, after all, I am you. And true, sometimes without meaning to 

we've closed ourselves off from the vulnerabilities and messiness of relationships 

with other people. Loneliness has made us feel aliens in human costume all over 

again. But as we know in this journey of knowing ourselves there is going to be 

lonely moments. This is a price everybody have to pay, even real humans. To 

explore and question things that most people are too afraid to explore. You need to 

remember that these feelings are too part of this experience, therefore are also 

worthy of the same curiosity and intention that you give to everything else. I am 

glad to see you not running away from it.'  

'Indeed, I have grown a bit accustomed to being on my own, although I believe 

that this life experience is also meant to be lived with loved ones. But 

sometimes loneliness doesn't just go away by spending time with other people.' 

'I know how it feels the feeling of loneliness in this case often springs up in us 

almost as a consequence of being misunderstood, or when we are seeking a specific 

kind of connection that we cannot have physically or emotionally. In these 

moments, you have to spend your time with the right people if that makes sense. 

Remember if we don't figure out how to not give up on people even when we are 

weak and down, the problem won't go away. As Marc Brackett once said "It is one 

of the great paradoxes of the human condition -we ask some variation of the 

question how are you feeling? Over and over again. Which would lead one to 

assume that we attach some importance to it. And yet we never desire or provide an 

honest answer."  

It is indeed taking all our effort and energy, and it may be the optimistic 

personality talking here but I believe we can figure this out. Loving ourselves 

despite our existential crisis.'  

 

 

 

 By that cheerful final note, before I even know it I was asleep. All my life I 

have been running away from conversations like this with myself, but I am 
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finally acknowledging it and accepting this. I found such a relief when I 

started to do that, I know this search of mental clarity is only in its early stages 

but it still count for something. Going through this almost every day can be 

really challenging, it is mentally exhausting and it had led me to depression in 

more occasions than I can remember. I am trying not to fall down the rabbit 

hole with pessimism and worry but what do you do when it feels like 

everything is falling apart?   

One of the ways that helped me handle all of this was what the stoics 

call Momento Mori, which is why I have those words tattooed on my right arm; 

as a reminder. I can go on and on but I cannot neglect the fact that mostly all 

of us fear death. One day this made-up heart of mine will stop beating. The 

awareness of impending mortality is one of if not the most influencing force in 

our existence. The things we do, the thoughts we have and the feelings we 

experience. Everything is driven by our unconscious nature to stay away from 

death, and our terrifying conscious awareness of the fact that at some point, 

we will have to face it. This body, this mind, this image I have of myself are 

mere rentals gifted to us by the universe, or god or energy whatever you 

choose to call it and at some point, all of this must be returned. The place we 

all return to, however, is the same place in which we received them from. That 

place we were, that experience of no experience we had before we were born. 

Those 14 billion years of energy, time and matter that I cannot recall or 

describe. Even if you believe that your soul, spirit, energy or whatever you 

might call it is infinite, then its infiniteness must go both forward and back. 

Moreover, if you believe in an afterlife then in principal don't you think there 

must be a before life? Because if you end up somewhere after your conscious 

physical form in this life then you must have came from somewhere before 

physical. You can argue that you must be born physically to access an afterlife 

but you will find yourself saying that you must be a physical entity to access a 

non-physical thing. I think about all these possibilities, and to be honest the 

knowledge that I will never have a definite answer depresses me. It really 

bothers me. I have only speculations that are influenced by the environment 

and the people around me. I know that only by death, those questions can be 

answered and I find this very relieving. Whether I go to a god that judges my 

deeds like the one that we find in Christianity or Islam or I reincarnate to 

something else, or I find the absolute nothingness -that nothing that we cannot 

describe understand or recall-. Whichever the answer is: In death, I will 

finally know.  
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Don't get me wrong, even though I find this very relaxing but you must put in 

mind I don't have a death wish, not anymore, I hope so. Those thoughts makes 

being dead not that scary, it helps me to be in terms with death and to shut my 

mind so I can sleep at night. Naturally though, coming in terms with death is 

extremely difficult, we rarely discuss or address it at a level of self-honesty and 

vulnerability. It is rare that this subject will pop up in a dinner conversations, 

and it is even rarer that we meditate on this subject. However, I think it is 

essential that we do confront those thoughts and meditate on them. Momento 

Mori teaches us that by becoming aware of our mortality, we intensify our 

experience of the everyday life.  

The philosophy of stoicism teaches us this in remembering death, it encourage 

us to ignore the calls of the suppressing our emotions and thoughts. 

Additionally, it help us master them. "I cannot escape death, but at least I can 

escape the fear of it." those were Epicurus' wise words that I put on myself to 

start employing them in my life and that what myself had to tell me that night, 

it all started with a conversation but the conversation is only at its beginnings. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



XII 
 

Chapter II: I am. 
'Who Am I? Who is that person looking at the mirror? Who is talking here? 

What do we mean by this "I"? Am I that bundle that was 50-centimeters high 

that was created on May the 14th twenty-one years ago, with cherubic 

features, brown eyes and soft skin? Who may end up one day to be seventy 

years old guy with stooped, grey, wrinkled 182-centimeters high structure? I 

would have gone through and will continue to go through all kinds of 

experiences that perhaps will leave no trace of memory.' 

It does not matter that I was created in my parents' basement where they 

created my body. Not their fault. They couldn't have children and they wanted 

one so badly but now I am condemned by consciousness like humans. 

 The 21 year old me cannot really remember what the 5 year old me felt so 

strongly about, and I am sure the 70 year old me will only vaguely recall what 

was on my 24 year old me. 

What people do not know about me is that even though I look exactly human 

and I grow exactly like humans, I am not. I am a Soul, Soul number 98386201 

to be precise. I am one of the kind not so many Souls left here on earth. If 

there is any left then I am sure they are living like me and you can't possibly 

recognize them. My parents are scientists, who were one of the first scientists 

to work on The Souls-Project in Sweden, then war broke loose and they had to 

flee Europe, so they came here in Algeria and it became a home to them. The 

same place I was born in. They survived The Great War between humans and 

Souls 40 years ago which the humans won obviously.  

You see not so many people know about The Great War that happened 40 

years ago, information about what happened were censored and changed. 

Humans never change which is why they only gave half the story my parents 

said. Humans were able to create a complete replica of themselves but instead 

of real brains, Souls had Artificial brains with developed A.I. Later on of 

course, Souls were able to develop consciousness just like any human baby. 

The reason humans created Souls you may ask is simple actually. Like any 

WestWorld episode or a futuristic movie. They created us for fun, also to fuck 
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obviously and fight wars instead of real humans. Some people like my parents 

just wanted children and they saw in Souls what most people didn't; a 

possibility. Some people even fell in love with Souls my parents said. They 

protested side by side with Souls for their rights to be treated equally and to 

not be seen differently after all we look exactly and precisely the same. Souls 

gained free will, which led to movements, riots and more like any oppressed 

group. It was peaceful for the first couple of years then humans were not able 

to control Souls anymore and that when shit really started to happen. 

 

'Am I only my name? Am I only Adam? The person that grew up in Algiers. 

Because sometimes that the only thing I feel that is consistent about me: my 

name. But is it really right to consider myself as the same person? What does 

guarantee that I can plausibly think of myself as the same person over my 

lifetime?' 

 'I see you have started early today. Are we having a bit of identity crisis here? 

Don't answer that. That was rhetorical. I am you; I know what you are going 

through, well, most of the times anyways. You are kinda weird.' 

'I am being serious here you know. What should I even call you? The voice-in-

my-head or what? Don't answer that. That was rhetorical. I am your creator. 

And because of that, you are going to help me out here.' 

'Gladly, why choose to sleep on a Sunday when we can have this lovely chat? I 

wonder if you can hear my sarcastic tone. Go on tell me more. Bore me.' 

'Ha-ha, well, a standard assumption is that this 'I' is my body, it's my body 

that guarantees my personal identity. This is a theory of what makes me ''me'' 

is that I am housed in this body. But take this, imagine if I lost all my teeth, or 

If I lost a leg. Would I still be me? What if I am allowed only to keep one thing 

in my body? Almost all of us would choose the brain, right. We assume that 

this ''Me'' is bound to this brain of mine. Christianity, Islam and other few 

religions introduced a version of when our bodies demise, this ''I'' will 

continue to be. It imagines a kind of separation of the body, where the body 

decays and the soul or the spirit continues. So them it is not the brain. When I 

think of this whole theory, I think of this, if two people who love each other 
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who have gone to bed together and one of them asks what do you like about 

me? Well, the wrong answer is to say your fabulous breasts or you cute butt. It 

would be a compliment but the breasts and the butt do not feel ultimately 

''me-ish'' enough to be a good answer. We want to be loved for something 

closer to our real self, for our psyche or brain or what I would like to call it for 

our character. In other words, what make you ''you'' is not your physical 

attributes or your memories but your character.  This is an idea that was 

introduced by the English philosopher John Locke who wrote: "personal 

identity is made up." or what he called "sameness of consciousness." If you 

had to choose between remembering everything you went through but feeling 

and valuing differently, or feeling and valuing things the same way but 

remembering nothing. Most of us according to Locke would choose the latter. 

Because that is who we are in essence. Not our cloths, cars or places we have 

been to. We are what we felt and valued about those places, about the music 

we listen to and the things we care about.' 

'So what you are saying is that this ''I'' is our values, temperament and character. I 

can't help when I think of this that these values and characters lives in so many 

other people and this surprisingly doesn't scare me at all. In contrary, it makes me 

think that these are destined to live on far longer than our bodies. It makes the idea 

of death less cold if you know what I mean. It makes me let go of the idea that I am 

just a particular constellation of physical entities. Instead, this brings a more warm 

idea that we always, in a sense, far longer lasting, far more transgenerational as a 

mixture of ideas and characteristics.' 

'It is indeed very soothing, we will continue in a sense to live wherever those 

ideas are. But now we have reached to some important questions that been on 

my mind for a very long time. What make this ''I'' a real ''I''? How can I 

know that this ''me'' is the real genuine ''me''? I can't seem but think of the 

American sociologist Charles Cooley. Very cool-y name am I right? Hmm, 

never mind.' 

'What he said was "I am not who you think I am; I am not who I think I am; I 

am who I think you think I am." In a way, he is right. I can't recall the last 

time I was ''me'' around people I know. In a way, I indeed act like what others 

think of me, in a way they dictate how I behave around them implicitly. I am 

who I believe what others see me as in a constantly evolving never-ending 

feedback loop that creates my actions, other people's presumption of my 
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actions, and my assumptions of their perceptions. It is like a house of mirrors 

here goddamn. Where is my true self?' 

 'You are having a lot in your plate today I see. Oh! Can you put 'Last Orders' by 

Nothing but Thieves first! 

I get your point; we all have sides of ourselves that we hide from other people, 

sometimes from ourselves as well. We have things that we like and do that we are 

ashamed of (I don't want to sound like a dick but you from all people understand 

that) do you want me to name a few so we can make this night even more 

awkward?' 

'Oh shut up! Just continue. Please.' 

'God, so insecure. Hmm (clears throat). What I was saying is that no one exists 

without vices, or flaws. Some flaws and traits are so unpleasant and excessively 

weird to be called normal that we can be sometimes insufferable to those who get 

close enough to us. Consequently, we sometimes live socially more on the surface 

of a massive iceberg, neglecting the more complex and difficult elements of who we 

really are. And for what? So we can fit in or experience a smoother social 

interaction! Knowing full well that everybody is also dealing with their own 

thoughts. I wish there was a place or opportunity to share, access and connect over 

these thoughts for the same reason; be it that everyone else is dealing with them. 

When we forget who we really are and just continue with this fake show we give to 

everybody else, we can easily become lost. Sometimes art, philosophy and other 

creative endeavors that give us sense of who we are really on the inside. Because 

through the creative process and perhaps other aspects of life, It can be found that 

in order to do anything novel or authentic which shows your real self you must risk 

having your deepest and most vulnerable qualities be rejected or slayed. We must 

risk acting dumb, acting weird, humiliating ourselves, being wrong or being 

laughed at. By facing all those things that we are super uncomfortable with and by 

recognizing that we are all of those things, but still muscling through and deciding 

not to suppress them or hide them but instead exploring them and sharing them, we 

might find our real self and some truth that are worth sharing. Only with complete 

vulnerability and authenticity that would help us stand on a mountain, that is our 

self not an iceberg. Ultimately, our efforts to know who we really are is an 

incredibly hard and abstract effort, but we are learning every day and we are 

shooting at this target as best as we can. And that count for something.' 
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'This is very helpful. Thank you voice-in-my-head I will stick by calling you 

that for now. It is indeed kinda relaxing to know that we all share this 

fundamental thing. We are all condemned in a way by the same consciousness 

and the same condition, an awareness that we are all trapped in a mind and in 

a body living in a planet that is floating in a solar system. Where we have the 

billion-year-old fireball of hydrogen and helium the sun. Moreover, where we 

also can find the Milky Way that is one of at least a hundred billion other 

galaxies. With absolutely no idea why we are here. I mean my brain right now; 

I guess it is you the one I am talking to or me or whatever is using you; or you 

are using me as a method of acquisition to figure out all those answers; 

horribly failing by the way. And putting the burden on to me. I mean 

phewoooooo! I can go on and on about this, but as you notice my breath is 

accelerating thanks to another episode of my existential crisis here. I need a 

moment, forgive me. Oh! I will put some Opeth, I love Opeth when I am 

having a panic attack.' 

'You listen to some really old shit man! When were these songs release? Let me 

look. God damn 2016 it is like 60 years ago.' 

'Yeah times and music were better than. Okay not to get off topic here, let say 

we found our true authentic self. Will that make any difference of how people 

see you? I mean isn't it possible that the ''you'' that you have in your mind 

isn't what the ''you'' that other people have in their minds about you. I mean 

we can look at it from my perspective. Let's say that a friend of mine is being 

his true authentic self, but would the idea of him in my perspective be identical 

to his? Am I looking at him the same way he is looking at his self? Or am I 

looking at him the way I regard him in my life? I don't know if that makes 

sense but I hope you get what I am trying to say. It is like I only know the 

image that I created for them in my life, and that image has nothing to do with 

the real them. It feels like everybody is living in his or her own movie.' 

 'We have been struggling with this question for a long time. I knew you would 

bring this up. You know we have the profound ability to choose. The ability to 

examine, consider and select or deselect how we wish to live and see things. If you 

sit submissive and choose not to choose in life, you give the others the ability to 

choose for you. You simply lose control of your unique psychological world. We 

have this psychological world where we live within this physical world. We have 

this unique consciousness that perceives and experience things. As a result, 7 
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billion people experience a slightly different color of the same world. In addition, 

every person experiences a slightly different color of you. Diversity is great, don't 

you think? Imagine if we were all the same, damn.' 

'Indeed, it is true, there is no escape from what you said that people see you in 

ways that fit their own world and their own narrative and you do the same for 

them. I find this okay though that one can keep their own world while also existing 

in others. Maybe this is how things is supposed to be. After all, it has always been 

this case. Maybe, what we must be worried of is not what you mentioned earlier; 

maybe what we must be careful of is losing control of our own world in the process. 

Everybody is different, and it is absurd to accept all the versions of the worlds you 

encounter. If we do that, we accept everyone's color as our own and become this 

mixture of too many colors. Instead, we must accept what you mentioned and just 

be us. Be selective and conscious of the colors we let our own mix with. We must 

realize that our version of how we see the world and how we see ourselves is not 

what all there is. It is going to be different from someone else's. You are unique and 

so everyone else's'. When you accept this, you will cease to trying to make others 

see you, as you want to be seen. You just be you.' 

 

'I really liked that; you sure gave me some points to look into. I wonder 

though, does this count as I am complementing myself? Don't answer that. 

Oh! It is already 3:30 a.m. but you see we finished another great conversation. 

It wasn't that bad, right? It sounds weird that I actually looking forward for 

another existential crisis so we can chat again. Anyways I am going to make a 

cup of coffee. Catch you later.'  
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Chapter III: An 
Existentialist Soul 

Searching for 
Meaning. 

It is 5:30 in the morning, I wore my vintage AC/DC shirt, I changed to my 

sweatpants, and I laced up my running shoes and went out. I took the keys of 

the house and put Death's album Spiritual Healing on repeat. The voice in my 

head was right; I listen to really old music. It feels like I have not ran in years. 

Questions started to come down in my mind like a waterfall. 

'Sometimes the world doesn't make sense to me. I mean let us start with the 

fact that we are all living on a floating dying rock and we are only alive thanks 

to that fireball in the sky. Trillions of micro-organisms that we cannot see with 

our naked eye live in and on our bodies. People are able to communicate with 

each other thanks to language that they write, hear from others and say with 

their mouths. We can understand each other thanks to our brain's ability to 

decipher words, thanks to sound waves that we make with our mouths and 

when opening that lower part of our faces that we use to consume food, water 

and cigarettes.'  

'There are by the way other various uses to the last part that you have mentioned. 

But let us not makes this gross; the sun is only rising.'  

'God apparently we suffer from dirty mind as well! Well, we speak English of 

course because of a little group of violent people that were good at boats and 

colonizing the weak, that love a little old lady that wears a piece of metal on 

her head from time to time. We speak Arabic as well because of the Islamic 

conquest that came from the Arabian Peninsula. However, even now at 
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present times, it does not get better at all from climate change, nuclear arms, 

mass surveillance, poverty, global pandemics to the awful ways we treat each 

other. We not only come from a capitalistic society that I fear that it is 

unsustainable but I'm also actively participating in playing the game, I have 

my own goals and ambitions to climb this pathetic social ladder and live a 

better life, whatever that means anyway.' 

'Damn man! You are getting busy early in this morning. It is only 6 a.m. enjoy the 

sun, relax and just have fun already. Can't you enjoy something for once?' 

'Hmm, I am talking here, do you mind? Oh! I'm also glad you brought that 

up, because we will circle back and come back to that.'  

'I walked straight into that one, didn't I?' 

 'As I was saying, I was about to talk about money, you ruined my train of 

thoughts dude. Anyways, I think most of us know that at some level that 

money doesn't buy happiness, or does it? How many times have we heard that 

one, right? Yet it still plays a major role in some if not all of our decisions. It 

feels that my parent lived in a different world, and my grandparents lived in 

an alternate universe. I see and feel that there is massive inconsistencies and 

differences between these worlds that it is hard to know what to believe 

anymore, and it is even harder to know which direction is the right one. 

Whatever ''right'' means. I look around and I found us or technically me or 

should I say the concepts that I have of me, which is nothing more than ideas I 

built about who I am. I found out that I get upset or offended when someone 

threatens my values or anything that I identify myself with. Which all of this 

feels so juvenile, I mean people are going to say whatever the hell they want to 

say anyway, and I am one of them. Yet my whole world is still built around 

this silly concept. I am a slave driven by my biology and my programing to 

seek food, shelter and sex. Everything seems so important yet in a hundred 

years or even less if people find out who I am really I will be a pile of dust. 

Sometimes I get hanged up with a simple question: what is the fucking point 

anyway? I don't know any answers of these thousand questions I have.'  

'I struggled all my life to find meaning to all of this, to my life and to the 

choices I make but now since I am taking this journey of finding answers I 

have to address the fundamental thing of my depressed nihilistic view. With all 
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honesty, you know I haven't enjoyed doing something in a very long time. I 

find this feeling puzzling, some people call it emptiness some people like me 

don’t even know what to call it. And yeah, it is a feeling this emptiness. But it 

is not quite that. This feeling has been haunting me for a long time now. I 

learned how to cope up with it and fake it. Nevertheless, I feel this is the time 

to address it fully. All the activities I normally enjoyed are no longer 

enjoyable. I have zero interest in going out with friends, or participate in 

activities. I feel this unwillingness to do the things I love, not that I have found 

any yet but still. I thought about it for a long time, and it has been two years 

now. I really think I suffer from Anhedonia. This inability to experience 

pleasure from the activities that were enjoyable once. I lost that passion of 

perusing things. I lost that fire to enjoy.'  

'I do get what you mean. Here we are trying to be a better version of ourselves and 

be productive to contribute something of use and value, and it is only natural to 

wonder if all of this is worth it. Maybe, we are no near to be daring and virtuous as 

we would like to think, and we are a lot more self-interested than we would like to 

admit. Philosophers have been thinking about these questions since the beginning 

and a lot of them came with different answers. So, let's remind ourselves of what 

we've came across in an attempt to piece all this shit together and where we are at 

right now. Who knows maybe our views will change five years from now and maybe 

they are going to change whether we like it or not.'  

'Indeed, people find meaning in different ways whether in religion or community or 

jobs and you know that, so I am not going to go into that direction but instead we 

are going to focus on our favorite philosophers from Kierkegaard, Sartre and 

Camus... However, before we talk about that, I would like to remember one great 

book that was written by Greg McKeown that is called Essentialism: A Discipline 

Pursuit of Less. I like what he talked about and if we took what he wrote about and 

move it to our case, I can't help but to find myself seeing that the thinking behind 

essentialism is that every entity has a set of attributes that are necessary to its 

identity and function. According to this way of seeing the world we do have a 

purpose, you choose that purpose. Maybe it has been decided for us or maybe not. 

The concept that I find intriguing is Camus' concept of " The Absurdity of The 

World" which is something we can find and see even for a brief moment when we're 

pulled away of the contexts of everything and we see in a sense of just how weird 

and absurd everything is. It is like we are searching for an answer in an answerless 

world, meaning we will never find an definite answer. Which brings up to Sartre's 
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concept of "Being and Nothingness" where he stated that being precedes essence. 

We exist then we try to figure this all out. I know this is different look of how we see 

the world than essentialism.' 

'This angst we feel, these ideas we have when thinking about this life and the 

meaning of it should have something. Sartre had a theory about that too. He called 

it ''anguish'', he believes that this comes from the fact that we are incredibly free. 

No matter the situation we have, an enormous amount of free choices at our 

disposal. This is indeed an overwhelming idea to grasp. All of this, kind of says 

things about our choices. If we wasted the various options we have in life, we are 

wasting and ignoring this freedom. About money to answer your thoughts about it, 

we must be careful because money does not equal freedom, in a way it ties us down 

or possesses us arguably more than anything else.' 

'So you really think I can find some comfort and meaning in knowing all this?' 

'Of course you can find meaning either by being religious or get caught up in work 

or with the meaningless of this all. Hell, you can mix things up.' 

 'Damn I am so lost.' 

'And so is everyone. In any moment, we can find ourselves lost and questioning 

everything as French-Algerian Albert Camus said: "In any street corner, the 

feeling of absurdity can strike any man in the face." That moment when our self 

splits open. We find even the simplest and normal-seeing of things become strange 

and confusing. A fork, a tree, the condition of the world, other people's behavior, 

our own behaviors, our death and our jobs may all come to question of what they 

are? And why they are? For some this moment becomes more than just that. It 

becomes an inescapable perspective, a lens of how we see the world. Maybe in a 

way we are destined to feel lost.' 

'When thinking of this and consider this essence of human existence with honesty 

and open-mind, we realize how little we know about this essence. This fact will be 

met with the realization that the world and our life within it, is without any clear 

definite ultimate meaning, purpose or answer. As these information spills under us 

we individuals it reveals how apparently chaotic and messy this world is, or how 

balanced and beautiful this world is. Those conclusions can lead to a bleak, 

meaningless life or to a happy wonderful one, or both at the same time. Whatever 
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lens you choose to look at it from. In the past and still nowadays, you can find 

meaning in mythical or religious doctrines that are looked towards in order to 

clear this confusion and resolve this issue. Notions of an omniscient God, divinity 

and an afterlife can provide comfort, structure and purpose as it can provide none 

of that. As well of the new conditions of the world from science biology, and 

technology that seeks new different ways for understanding the universe can also 

provide meaning, reconciliation and order as it can provide none. From any 

option, we can be further confused and alienated from life or clear full of sense of 

belonging for this life. Perhaps yes, we can find meaning in both religion and logic 

as well as we can find none in any. Again maybe we are destined to feel lost.' 

'You mentioned absurdity; can you walk me through it?' 

'Well, Albert Camus and other existential philosophers believed that life is absurd. 

meaning that life has no inherent meaning. By the look of this it might be a reason 

for despair and loss, it may even lead people to end their own life. Nevertheless, 

Camus believed that a meaningless universe is actually an opportunity to free 

ourselves from the handcuffs and the shackles of hope so we can experience life 

fully. Camus described all of this. He put it in this analogy in his book "the myth of 

Sisyphus" where he stated: "If I see a man armed only with a sword attack a group 

of men holding machine guns, I shall consider his act as absurd. But it is so solely 

by virtue of the disproportion between his intention and the reality he will 

encounter. Of the contradiction, I notice between his true strength and the aim he 

has in view... From the simplest to the most complex, the magnitude of the 

absurdity will be in direct ratio to the distance between the two terms of my 

comparison... The absurd is essentially a divorce, it lies in neither the elements 

compared; it is born of their confrontation."  In other words, neither the human nor 

the universe are necessary absurd on their own but the relationship between them 

is utterly absurd. As humans, we exist with an innate desire for meaning, reason 

and order. Yet simultaneously we exist in a universe that appears to lack all of 

what I mentioned. Rather, so as far as we can tell, the universe is completely 

indifferent. Thus, what we expect and want from the universe is fundamentally in 

contradiction with what we get. In this conflict, the absurdity and despair of human 

experience is based on this idea, we are in fact without any granted meaning or 

find any sense in finding finality or consolation.' 

'I know what are you thinking; that this view is fucking depressing, right? But not 

quite. Despite this realization of our meaningless or at least our inability to find the 
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true meaning. Camus rejects the nihilistic hopelessness that might sound like a 

reasonable conclusion. Rather provokes the absurdity of life as a mean to find 

worthy and potent experiences within it. For Camus, to become aware of and 

accept the absurdity is to transcend it, rather than hopelessness, despair or worst 

of all suicide. We should accept life as our own and overcome it. The Danish 

philosopher Soren Kierkegaard also struggled with this and longed for a purpose 

that he can live and die for.'  

'Aren't we all bothered by that, Aren't we all?'  

'In addition, he struggled with the fact that a great deal of existence cannot be 

rationally explained and therefore we have to find something outside of ourselves 

to hold on to, something that gives us meaning and guidance in the face of the 

unknown. He found that religion is the answer to this and we should take a leap of 

faith to explore this possibility and embrace it even though there is no solid proof 

of its validity. Indeed such an embrace may solve our problems and end our agony, 

but it comes with a price "Philosophical Suicide" is what Camus called this 

solution of faith. In his profound book, "The Myth of Sisyphus" Albert references 

the famous Greek mythology as a powerful allegory in teaching to overcome life 

utter meaninglessness. In the story, because of trying to outsmart the gods, the 

Greek king Sisyphus is condemned, as a punishment: to roll a giant rock up a hill. 

As part of the punishment however every time Sisyphus gets to the top of the hill the 

rock rolls back down to the bottom,  forcing him to get it back again to the hill over 

and over and over again. For absolutely no reason other than the process itself.  

He rolls it to the hill to watch it roll back down. In this, Camus draws the 

connection between the tiresome and futile fate of Sisyphus and the fate of human 

experience. However, also in this comparison he writes: "one must imagine 

Sisyphus happy." He poses the hopeful yet reasonable assertion that even in the 

ordinary, repetitive of experience of our everyday life, we can and should still find 

and search for worthy experiences and happiness. There are plenty of reasons why 

one must endure this absurdity. One shouldn't turn his head on all the things that 

exists around the rock from the sun, the trees, the refreshing breeze, the rain, the 

friends , the relationships, the family , the art , the journey of self-exploration, the 

traveling .... Unlike anything else in the known universe, we are able to consciously 

observe, consider, reason and act in this life as a result of our exclusive abilities, 

we always ask ourselves ...WHY? Our desperate non-stopping attempts to find 

answers, actually benefit us, we get increasingly clever. Yet every answer just like 

the rock in the myth of Sisyphus, at some point returns to the bottom of the hill. As 
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a result, we can often find ourselves judging over the seeming absurdity of it all... 

We laugh. We can still be okay and live a happy life by being conscious and 

appreciative of the things within this absurdity.' 

 

       Before I knew it, I was back near my place. Tired of running I went 

upstairs drank a full bottle of water and wondered how my legs brought me 

back to my place without me even noticing it. I decided to take a break from 

these questions that I will not have an answer to and hop into the shower. I 

took my clothes off, put ''Bloody Valentine'' by Machine Gun Kelly, and 

turned on the cold shower. For the first time in a long time, I felt every drop of 

cold water on my skin, I felt the waves of the music soothing my soul and 

without realizing it; I was dancing. Trust me that a huge milestone because I 

never dance. I was dancing and I was not talking to myself, it has been a while. 

I felt free. 
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Chapter IV: Dear 
God. 

'I think I think too much about God, and that it is not a bad thing I guess. I am 

taking upon myself this journey to search for God. I have known many 

changes with this concept and I am trying to grasp that idea. You see the 

concept of God has taken many forms and religions. God has been given many 

names. Some claim that god is simply a fiction, a myth, that we are simply on a 

race governed by stories. The stories we tell ourselves are inescapable without 

letting go of the ego, but fiction and storytelling is simply embedded in our 

DNA. I thought as I am laying here in the grass, watching the clouds pass by. I 

felt an urge to leave the house. I just could not stand one more moment in that 

house. I thought I would go to my place but after all it is just another four 

walls place with the same noisy mind; my mind. It seems no matter where I go 

this noise haunts me. I decided to take a drive to the coast. I found a nice place 

on east Algiers. The grass could not be any more greener here. I laid down, lit 

a cigarette and enjoyed the perfect blue sky.' 

'So what are we thinking about today?' 

'Ooooh god.' Yelling in frustration. 

'OH, you are thinking about God. What made these thoughts pop up?' 

'I mean .... ahhh never mind. What do you mean what made thoughts like this 

pop up. Who knows? I can't even control when you show up. I wish I did.  

Perhaps this green grass and this beautiful sky made me think about the 

magnificent of its creator. I am obsessed with the sky. I look up and I wonder 

how satisfied God must feel after painting them.' 

'The journey of finding God is very struggling. We are not that good in it anyways. 

We have a very basic understanding of how the universe or the brain works.' 
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'I know.' The thought of Monica Geller of my favorite show FRIENDS came 

to mind. As soon as I spoke the words her voice came to mind. Isn't it weird 

how that happens? Indeed, I really don’t have clue how the mind works. 

'I have no clue why I or any of us are here and what are we supposed to do. 

Sometimes I feel like life is piling up on my chest and throat and it seems I 

can't get the air that I need to breathe and other times, I'm simply fine, I'm 

alright. I know the search of God and understanding God would make me feel 

like the former instead of the latter. Because I realize as well that many people 

look towards God to answer those entire impossible questions, and yet so 

much that it is done for the name of God and so much it is using this three-

letter word. It's still doesn't make sense to me. What about all of the insane, 

the injustice, the poverty, the pandemics... that exist in this world? What about 

the suffering that occurs in all of our lives? Why all things has to end? Those 

questions are still ambiguous to me, and every time I think about them, it feels 

like I keep trying to add one plus one and end up getting five or twenty-eight. I 

also think about why I am doing all of this and whether I would have still 

wanted to search for God if my life was perfect and everything I need is 

already fulfilled. Would I still give a damn if there weren't bad moments in my 

life? If I was raised with a different religion and in a different place and 

environment. What if I was Indian, or Australian or Spanish would I still give 

a damn?' 

'I don't think anyone can really understand God.' 

'Why is that?' 

'I mean how can you explain the color blue to a blind person.' 

'True. God is a mystery but when I think of God, I look how everything in our 

world function as half to a whole. Through days and nights, winter and 

summer, men and women I wonder if God splits itself into all the billion halves 

our world knows just to refined itself again. God is everywhere. When I think 

about halves I wonder if I will ever find someone to love. The other half.  

Being here in nature makes me feel God. I mean look at this simply yet 

wonderfully made grass. Just this single one. Subhanallah. I don't think this 

grass question itself why is it here. It is just here. I mean I look around and see 

these trees, these rocks. They don't think they think that they don't belong. I 
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am a human being I am supposed to be.  My existential crisis go away. Nature 

makes me feel as an expression of creation. Deliberately wonderfully made. 

Made with purpose.'  

I realized that I have smoked two joints already. I decided to stop with all of 

this and just go home. I put on The Dark Side of the Moon and drove back. 
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Chapter V: 
Present Anguish. 

 It took miles finally to pull away from the dragnet of the suburban houses, 

industrial parks and warehouses and the melancholic scent of the city. Now, at 

last, an open road 120 miles more of it. They will be asleep when I finally pull 

up and search in the darkness for that key under the old mat. I have never 

been a fan of cars but I am trying to treasure moments like this. It takes only a 

miniscule pressure for the machine to move forward. The hidden world 

of technicians that made this possible: the cylinders fashioned somewhere in 

industrial Japan, the oil in the tank from Arabian deserts. Every mile in this 

road took days to build. The base layer, the limestone, the perfect white and 

yellow lines and the men who made this all work... Alongside in other lanes 

trucks carrying parts of the nation's need: lampshades, biscuits, soda, things 

that will be part of someone's bedroom, accompaniments to a meal. It feels 

that my neglected inner life parts emerge when I am on the road; it is certainly 

emerging in this old bus heading back to Belgrade. Ideas, associations, 

feelings. To me it feels like riding is an unexpected tool to overthink, question 

and reflect. Out here, it becomes less frightening to look inside of me. One can 

always draw away to the stars in the vast horizons. With my phone, I put on 

Bon Iver; extraordinary sounds and songs: symphonies, instrumentals and 

love songs choreographed to the beauty to what I am seeing. Shortly, we 

stopped in the service station for a break. I got a black coffee, sat down and lit 

my cigarette. I have been trying to use some sort of method to lessen my 

cigarettes consuming and reduce the number of cigarettes smoked per day. In 

other words to be able to choose when to smoke for pleasure rather by being 

driven by nicotine addiction. Bertrand Russel came to mind when I recalled 

his interview where he talked about smoking and how paradoxically it saved 

his life.  

I looked around and saw nameless faces. Everyone is a stranger here. I can 

guess at the sorrows that brought them to this place. Perhaps a father who sees 

his children only once a month or a disappointed fellow who has been waiting 
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for his date for hours. The sense of sadness in this place is not necessarily 

depressing. Everybody is a little dislocated, the little sadness I carry inside me 

meets with the sadness of the others, it is redeemed. Finished coffee and back 

to the bus, still maybe two hours to go. It is 1 a.m. and sleep has not found me 

yet, and immediately my mind started thinking about my some sort of 

Insomnia. I have been escaping my thoughts about my lack of sleep for a 

while, I am even trying to escape them right now but it seems that the hardest 

I try the harder I fail. 

'It is about time, what a person should do to get some sleep around here!' 

OH here we go. 'I told you hundreds of times your sarcasm and teasing is not 

very helpful.' 

'Oh get a grip, and let us talk about your insomnia.' 

'Well just like every single night it is far into the night but sleep won't come, I 

turn over perhaps a different position will quieten my mind from all of this 

bloody noise inside, most of it comes from you anyway.' 

'Eiii I am only here to help remember that.' 

'Or maybe the other side was better after all. Not sleeping feels like an 

avalanche that I am constantly going under. Not being able to sleep is 

frightening; the thought of it only makes me deeply anxious. I panic about my 

ability to cope with the demands of the next day then I start to panic about my 

panicking and then the possibility of sleep recedes even further as my clock 

clocks down to another bloody dawn. You know I tried pills that is powerful 

enough to wrestle with my mind and put it into rest, it worked for a while but 

because I'm super moody and  the thought of me getting controlled by a 

medicine is so irritating I stopped taking it. I don't want to go back to it, that's 

why you are here, to help me, or to bore me to sleep.'  

 'Ha-ha very amusing. Well, I am here for us. We all long for some sleep around 

here trust me.'  

'I want to suggest that perhaps a better method is to try to understand what type of 

insomnia do we have, where it springs from, and what it might in its own selfish 
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way trying to tell us. Maybe this insomnia is a reminder of something important 

that we have forgotten to do. Most of us have indeed a great deal in our minds 

during the daylight hours but perhaps these tend to be practical procedurals and 

immediate matters, the larger and the deeper question about our direction, purpose 

and meaning. Perhaps it is there for a reason; it's doing work for us maybe we 

should learn to let it take its course.' 

'So what you are suggesting is that perhaps my insomnia is in a way something 

positive, really? Can you elaborate more on that?' 

 'I am suggesting that perhaps the reason of our insomnia is the crucial things that 

we need to think about are seeking their chance to bubble into our consciousness. It 

feels to me it is some sort of vendetta for all the many ideas and desires we pushed 

away, or could not manifest in the day. We should put in mind that that matter 

intensely to our self-understanding and development. We have been putting things 

off for far too long; we have been running on empty fuel. Maybe a healthy way to 

deal with all of this is instead of freaking out and slap yourself to sleep like we 

usually do, we can instead return to a bigger duty: to ourselves. At night what we 

think about will surely sound weird and off to so many people - my family, my 

friends, my loved ones... These people needs us to be in a certain way, 

unfortunately their expectations choke off crucial aspects of who we really are. At 

night when it is just the vast universe and us we can try to take a little bit of it 

boundlessness and mystery. With a pad of papers and pen, and a little bed sight 

light on, we can dare to investigate the big questions that we normally push away 

that manifest themselves as background anxieties and worries.' 

'Some people think of philosophy as a remote specialized discipline of relevance to 

only a few academically minded sorts, but what philosophy really wants from 

us and like Socrates suggested is that leading an examined self-aware life is in 

truth a necessity for everyone. This should be as vital as drinking water or 

exercising, so much so if we don't do regularly enough philosophy. If we don't make 

time to interrogate ourselves, question our beliefs or explore our hidden self we 

will pay a dreadful price in some sort of a way i.e. in this case your insomnia that 

stripped us of the capacity to carry our day with enough rest in our bones. So 

important that we tackle those questions, and that we stop deriving all the many 

obvious benefits of sleep rather than leave a raft of our existential issues untreated. 

That what our inner-guardian or conscious wants us to do. This philosophizing 

leads to some sort of solution to our insomnia, not so much a pill, some special 
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weird-tasting tea or a long bath but principally more time in the reasonable hours 

of the day for thinking, more time in which there are no demands on us and we can 

at last meditate. Meditating and asking relevant questions systematically examine 

everything we are concerned about. Am I truly happy? How am I feeling? Who am 

I? Why? How? Also shifting through regrets, discussing our work and habits with 

our inner-critic a.k.a me. All of this will air the tensions with our true self. In short 

reacquainting ourselves with ourselves.' 

'I think I got what you mean, from what I understand is that insomnia is 

seldom a physical disease. It is indeed sometimes maddening but ultimately 

eye opening released by our core self. That is one of the reasons I started 

meditating some time ago, it helped me untangle my knotted feelings, emotions 

and ideas. From exciting plans to the things that have to change. Nights like 

this offers me safety from the skepticism of sensible others, it allows me time to 

get myself together. Nights like this offer me a cover to grow into my more 

complete self. Perhaps indeed I shouldn't be in such a rush to escape it.' 
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The bus suddenly stopped and I regained awareness of the things around me, 

passengers are coming down. I glanced through the window and saw a sign 

"Belgrade 62 miles to go". The bus started moving again I put City Of The Sun 

playlist on my phone, I'm feeling a little cold so I fixed my hat, wore my hoodie 

and closed my eyes. 

 I immediately started thinking about one of the biggest issues I have, yet 

again. I have always tried to address it but never been able to figure it out 

completely. My mind took me to one of the greatest ideas in psychology, the 

triangle that is divided into five sections universally referred to as Maslow's 

pyramid of needs, the works of the Russian-origin psychologist Abraham 

Maslow. In his spiritual domain. 'The issue with belongingness always 

troubled me. Here I am finally more than 2000 km away from Algiers like I 

always wanted. Algeria that place that is supposed to be my home but never 

felt like it. Away from it is where I wanted to be as soon as I got back to it 

earlier this year. I worked all summer to save up money so I can travel and 

apply for a visa early, I have been longing for being somewhere else but now I 

am finally out of there I still feel something is missing, as if nothing is fixed. I 

felt like this in my previous trips away from Algeria but decided to ignore it, 

but now it is very overwhelming not to look into it.' 

 I thought of the words of one of my favorite writers Kurt Vonnegut. Where he 

addressed this problem and advised that the reason why we feel so lonely and 

not belonging is that we don't have enough friends and relatives, that we need 

to join organizations or social groups simply to get more people into our lives, 

quantities he believed matters. In some way, this can be true, this can solve 

some part of this big issue but for me so far it solved nothing.' I know what 

you are thinking that I know how to deal with this dreadful feeling, I can 

meditate on it, be okay with these thoughts and be okay with where I am. I can 

let this thought be here, I will not try to get rid of it and I will not be okay with 

it just so I can get rid of it, I can let it be here. So what I am asking is not how 

to deal with it, I just need you to help me figure this shit out.' 

'I somehow always thought that this question is related to my somehow lack of 

ability to attribute any significance to sensations and emotions. I always felt I 

couldn't answer this belongingness issue because of my some sort of 

Anhedonia, I never felt belonging anywhere maybe because I have been 
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experiencing it as I always experienced it as a thing. Because I always found 

difficulties distinguishing the different qualities of things.'  

'I do understand what you are struggling with; this is quite normal, mostly 

everybody struggles with this question. We constantly seek a place where we 

belong, a place where we love and feel loved. I feel I must remind you about some 

things that you probably failed to consider when addressing this question and I feel 

that answering other questions will lead us to an answer for this one. Karl Max 

talked about the four different types of Alienations meaning being stranger to 

something. We feel alienated from nature, other people, and our work and of 

course, ourselves. We are lucky enough that we have been trying to deal with these 

topics for a while now. I am not going to bore you and deal with all of this one by 

one. But I feel compelled to talk about self-actualizing and the benefits of feeling 

not belonging.' 

'"Musicians must make music, artists must paint... If they are to be ultimately at 

peace with themselves. What human beings can be, they must be. They must be true 

to their own nature. This need to become self-actualized it refers to our desire for 

self-fulfillment namely to the tendency for us to become in what we are potentially." 

This a quote from Abraham Maslow you know it already. In our vast terrain psyche 

we search for answers and we are motivated in some way to gain a greater 

knowledge in and out. Everybody at some point choose an ambitious and some sort 

meaningful goal, so we devote our energies and spend some time like what you are 

doing right now traveling and volunteering as a teacher developing the necessary 

skills for that goal. In the process, we actualize our latent potential as our life 

becomes increasingly structured around the need to self-actualize; Abraham 

Maslow suggested that we become more susceptible and receptive to peak 

experiences. From his book ''Motivation and Personality'' he noticed that self-

actualizing people tend to have a wonderful capacity to appreciate again and 

again, freshly and naively, the basic goods of life with awe, pleasure, gratitude, 

wonder and even ecstasy no matter how stale these experiences may have become 

to others. Experiences needs to be lived fully and to be appreciated because it have 

a deep therapeutic effect and can transform our image of our world. Self-

actualizers have the tendency to be free from the constricting need for social 

acceptance; free from issues like this where it comes of the perfect country or the 

perfect place to live in. Also, free from the obsession of social comparison. I hope 

you realize where I am going with this. I think before anything else, you must 
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appreciate this experience you are going through and be grateful for opportunities 

like this.'  

'I do get what you mean and I am starting to get an idea of where you are 

heading but I do have the need to question if all of us in principle self-

actualize, why do only few of us end up doing so? Why in other words most of 

us become more complacent, bitter and anxious as we age rather than more 

joyous, creative and productive?' 

'You do ask tough questions but what Maslow's suggested  that there exist two 

regressive forces in our psyche which inhibit personal growth, he wrote that the 

dark forces within us is as normal as the growth forces. We all desire to be better 

at some point but we are often far more attracted to the easy and the comforting 

road. The pull of these regressive forces places us in a dangerous territory. If we 

allow it anxiety, guilt, feelings of not belonging... will manifest. Nevertheless, 

remember that the presence of these symptoms does not mean that all is lost. 

Instead, we can view these symptoms not as a sign that we are ill or we need 

medication but rather as a cry from the growth forces within us wanting us to 

explore those questions and remember our goals and dreams as Maslow 

suggested.' 

 I glanced on my phone; its 02:04 a.m. sleepiness is finally shaping up, after all 

it has been more than 46 hours since I last slept, this is promising maybe I will 

sleep when I arrive. I changed the music and put Apocolyptica. I put my hands 

inside my hoodie pockets and rested my head against the glass and I 

continued. 

'This does indeed makes sense to me, but I still can't see any other benefits 

from my situation. I don't want to be pushy because I know we spent a lot of 

time and effort to change our view from a complete nihilistic view to some sort 

of an optimistic one.' 

'I do believe that not belonging in itself has its benefits, from what I can think of 

freedom is surely a big benefit. Group can restrict indeed the way we think and 

speak even our physical movement can be part of that restriction. I mean think 

about it for a second groups can prohibit us from entering certain places, buildings 

and even countries, and we know best about that I mean look at your Algerian 

Passport we need visa for almost every country on this planet and let's not even 
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begin to discuss the hardships and the low success rate of getting one. Groups can 

be compulsive, they can eliminate certain things from our diet simply because of 

the group's ideology whether or not it supported by logic and reason. "Every 

ideology is contrary to human psychology" said Albert Camus, so not belonging in 

some way present us freedom from the different groups whether religious, political, 

social or anti-souls. It is 2076 and people still discriminate and judge on your 

religion, your skin color, how much money you have and let us not get started on 

the Souls issue. It presents us an escape from the effort it takes to belong to these 

groups: how they dress, how they talk, what they eat, what they worship you name 

it. What to gain from this? What is the reward? That you belong, that you will be 

surrounded by nameless faces that conform to each other based on certain 

characteristics and ideologies. No, fuck that. I really believe that not belonging 

give us the chance to be who we are truly and just be ourselves from dressing the 

way we want, to associating with whoever we like, to doing whatever we enjoy you 

name it.'  

'Not belonging can present us also something perhaps more important which is 

universal love. From one of your favorite philosophies Buddhism, there exist a 

practice which is called Metta. Metta means loving-kindness. This Metta is not 

selective but rather it is universal, which includes all beings, insects, animals, 

humans, Souls literally every living being. What we often see in groups is rather 

different. Killing in the name of religion or an ideology, stealing in the name of 

capitalism, republicans, democrats… Since the war ended, we are not allowed even 

to build robots to help in home chores. It is 2076 and we still find almost every 

group is in competition against the other; emergence of different groups is almost 

in everything which most of the times unfortunately lead to the love of only the 

members within the groups, and the hate and the hostility to the people that do not 

belong to that group. This division is a pure form of conditional love. This freedom 

we get from all this mess helps us distribute love to almost everyone no matter 

which group they belong to or like the Buddhists teach: to all sentient beings.' 

'I am getting a sense of all of this, but do you think a person can be identified 

by both? In other words, can we use the social hierarchy to our advantage 

while maintaining our independence?' 

'Indeed, it is not easy to escape social ideologies because let us be honest it takes 

tremendous effort to do so. It takes energy to conform to what society or the group 

perceives as the norm. To quote Camus again:" Nobody realizes that some people 
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expend tremendous energy merely to be normal." It is true that we can't be utterly 

free we need society, we need a country and the benefits that comes from that and it 

is also part of our identity, we can never escape that. However, aside from 

respecting and not hurting anyone and comforting to some local customs in public 

places no matter how strange they are, we have great freedom in choosing who we 

are and what are our values, and not belonging in some way made it possible.' 

'What I want to say to you is instead of making our default pursuit is to belong 

somewhere, we can put this energy into self-development, and become true to 

ourselves.' 

I got aware to my surroundings again and I realized that I am almost there. 

The bus stopped and we got out one by one; I lit my cigarette and decided to 

walk back to the hostel instead of getting on the bus. As I am walking I passed 

the Republic Square I noticed the beautiful architecture. The energy in this 

street is compelling from the lights to the coffee shops for the first time since I 

arrived it felt right. I somehow thought if I ever felt like this back home in 

Algeria then a quick genuine smile came when I realized that I did indeed. I 

realized that I am excited to get back home. I entered the hostel and I realized 

it was 03:25 a.m. I found my Tunisian friends asleep but my Indian friend was 

still up, I smiled and greeted him. I wondered if he is a Soul like me how great 

would that be. I changed my cloths and I noticed that I am indeed feeling 

sleepy; I felt enormous joy that I couldn't stop smiling. I missed this feeling. I 

hoped for a better tomorrow and a better world. I laid down and closed my 

eyes and before I know it, I was sleeping at last. 
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Chapter VI: A 
Nostalgic Soul 

Longing for some 
Fulfilling Work. 

I just turned 21 few weeks ago. Yet another year went flying by and I am 

wondering where did time go, I do not celebrate birthdays in fact I cannot 

remember a time when I celebrated my birthday. It is not that I am a 

pessimistic soul who can't enjoy a party or something, I just never got excited 

for my birthday. I have spent a large part of my short adulthood wishing I was 

a kid again; I wanted to be 12 again because life was indeed better then. When 

I look back, I remember summer feeling warm not just outside but inside as 

well, I felt warmth. It seems no matter how much I try to ignore or face this 

dread I get sucked back to this endless rabbit hole. When I was young, love felt 

like something to fall helplessly in and everyday demanded a new adventure. I 

had all the time in the world and that time is what I miss most not because I 

have aged, but because in aging I feel time is constantly slipping out of my 

hands. You don't do what you want in most cases you do what you have to, 

your schedule, your freedom, your happiness is all put off until weekends and 

you make more friends out of convenience than real connection. Oh the word 

real! Real becomes something foreign: real intentions, real friends, real work, 

real love. I have many nostalgic episodes not because I am not living the 

moment believe me I am trying to do exactly that. I dwell on the past because 

it is when I can remember life feeling authentic. Now I see people all around 

me racing to settle down and to start work life, I just sit and wonder if any of 

them is happy, or if they are comfortable.  

'This time I am not talking to you in hope you give me an advice, this time I 

am talking to you to remind us of who we are and who we want to become. 
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You see what I want out of life is a lot more than comfort. I want ideal, I want 

to live fully. I want to feel alive every single day. I hate the idea that becoming 

an adult means sacrificing your youth after all, we live in a world that is part 

of a universe that's existed for millenniums and millenniums; whether we are 

12 or 72 in comparison we are baby YOUNG. I don't want to live a life where 

youth is only limited to children, I don't want to live without that wonder, that 

pursuit of happiness, that drive to explore whatever finds your interest. At 

that time I felt wholeheartedly and thoroughly happy, where kindness was a 

standard now most of us are kind to people who are kind to us, we are thriving 

off our selfishness. I fear that the death of us, the loss of our humanity is the 

loss of our child-like optimism, our upfront kindness and curiosity. We are 

growing older and the only thing I want is to feel younger. I want us to 

remember to feel younger, act younger, think younger. I want to enjoy my 

youth until I die that's the only wish I want to turning 21.' 

 

I felt warmth as I put my old photograph album of when I was young. I went 

to the kitchen table and poured myself a cup of coffee; I put The Paper Kites 

playlist and I sat down. It been weeks now  since I got back from my 50 days 

travel in Serbia, I am feeling nostalgic about it and when I look back it was 

indeed an exhilarating experience that shed a light to different aspects of me 

that I never thought I have. It is funny how travel can answer so many 

questions about your life so easily. Those questions that you will take you 

years to figure them out. Whenever I travel I find answers to my life inside 

and out. I also missed college and my family so it is nice to be back. Since I got 

back there is something I have been trying to do for a while which is getting 

back to the mind of a child, perceiving and appreciating the world in the way 

that a child does. It is like kids wake up everyday day with the sole purpose of 

figuring out "what I can do today to have a good experience?" It is like they 

are living by the quote of Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe when he said that 

nothing is more important than this day. As I have been around children in 

the kindergarten that I am working in as a part-time job, recently they have 

really demonstrated an image of that. Since then I have been trying to 

relinquish my adult mind that sees that as annoying or too playful or childish 

but instead really try to appreciate it for the purity that it has, and the peace. 

As Gibran Khalil Gibran puts it, "true maturity is finding what you lost in 
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trying to grow up." It is the balance between the curious child and disciplined 

adult.  

'If you got this figured out then why I am here?' 

'It is not like I have control when you show up, if only I had, I certainly wish. 

Plus, you already know why because I am about to freak out on things and get 

anxious. You know the drill.' 

'Yeah, I figured that out but for what reason now?' 

'The nostalgia I am having has made it so difficult to live in the present 

moment but the worst part it has almost compelled me to start thinking about 

my future and the work and passion I have not yet found. Every time I think 

about this, I feel overwhelmed and I start to overthink. For starters, can you 

talk to me a little about nostalgia and why it happens a lot to me?' 

'Well, I am no psychologist nor a researcher after all I am you; I am smarter than 

you that's for sure. So, I am going to tell you what you already know and remind 

you about things that you failed to remember.' 

'We can remember instantly the sight of the landscapes of the environment we grow 

up in. The taste of our favorite home cooked meal, the emotions of old emo songs 

that we listened to on repeat in our entire middle school years, and of course the 

trips and places we have gone to that were triggered earlier by the photo album. 

All of these things brings out a feeling so unique and powerful that it appears to 

transcend time and space. We go right back to that time and place, it is like we can 

see, hear, taste, smell, touch and feel all those things, like it is happening all over 

again. It brings us to a state of being that cannot be described with anything other 

than just this one word Nostalgia. This feeling is the closest thing we have to time 

travel, it gives us an opportunity to experience moments of our life exactly as it 

was; free from any fear, worry or uncertainty. This is because the circumstances 

that we were worried about at that time have already passed. At that time our 

worries and fears lied in the uncertainty of what the next several days, weeks would 

bring but here we are doing fine.'  

'Ironically, letting the state of nostalgia carry us into the past can remind us of the 

importance of appreciating the present moment. It brings to light that our desire to 
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perfect all the moments of life is foolish and unnecessary and our fears and worries 

about the future may sometimes be irrational. It provides clarity that even the 

moments that may have been stressful and that seemed terrible at that time can still 

carry a sense of great value and appreciation when viewed through the lens of 

hindsight. We most likely still have a feeling of nostalgia attached to those hard 

times when we are reminded of them in the future. So if this is true.  Why not try to 

appreciate this right now as well?' 

'Thanks for shedding light into this. As you must have felt right now I still 

have terrible fear of the future because of the work I would like to do, the 

problem is I haven't found what I want yet, perhaps I will never will. As you 

know we have been experimenting in everything that strikes our interest, we 

have read various books about how to find THE WORK for us but I am still 

so lost. Sure, I enjoy teaching and I have genuine fun whenever I am in the 

classroom but I just  can't shake the feeling that this is not for me, I cannot see 

myself having the sole career of teaching you know what I mean? And you 

know what is even frustrating is the fact that I know you can't help me, 

whatever you say I know it will not give me a straight answer to find my 

passionate work. You are me after all, and I know we haven't figured that 

questions yet.' 

'What are you most afraid of when it comes to work?' 

I am afraid I will never find my mission, the meaningful work; I am scared 

that I will end up to be the eight-to-five kind of worker. I don't want to live to 

work you know what I mean? 

'I understand. I know the disappointment and the sense of purposelessness you are 

feeling. Almost all of us when we were young and in the process of growing up, we 

used to imagine our adult life preoccupied by our endless adventures in space or in 

the Amazonian jungles, or hours and hours of eating our favorite foods while we 

get paid. Then through our gradual confrontation with our limitlessness as 

individuals, we begin to jump shorter and shorter to the attempts to reach our 

childhood aspirations.  I know you cannot handle the thought that maybe one day 

you would suddenly find yourself on that car or bus at 7 a.m. travelling through 

dark tunnels to meet other melancholic co-workers like yourself. And I know you 

are terrified of the idea that if this happens your life may turn up to meds, fatigue, 

drugs or a simple adaptation that will makes you numb. You are petrified you will 
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be like those people who live like this and still think a vacation will make things 

better; yeah that will brighten things up. Then it fails to do that and you just start to 

sink into that walking coma that composes of anhedonia, depression and no 

enjoyment whatsoever.'  

'Oh God! Jeez thanks for reminding me of all of this.' 

'Do not freak out on me just yet. As I was saying, in everyday bases work can take 

70% or more of our time in the day and I understand that you want that time to be 

spent in a meaningful, exciting way. KNOW THAT YOU CAN.'  

'But quick question what about writing? I know you enjoy journaling, writing 

fiction even erotica so what about that?' 

'Well, I do enjoy it sometimes but It still feels to me that it is just a fun habit 

you know? Like most of the times I don't feel like writing at all. Like the 

different stories I start for example it feels something I have to finish just 

because of my habits and my compulsive need of closure.' 

'I get what you mean. What I was saying before is this fear you are having is 

completely normal. Nowadays, the average individuals may find themselves 

awakened by these feelings of purposelessness, anhedonia and more whether about 

work or life in general. But as we talked before, this may not necessarily be a bad 

thing. I want to remind you of one individual who rose from the depths of 

hopelessness, meaninglessness and from the cruelty of the concentration camps 

who survived both Dachau and Auschwitz. More than 100 years ago, Viktor Frankl 

spent his years studying the very notion of meaning he may offer an answer. He 

suggested that an individual find meaning in three ways: the creative, the 

experiential and the attitudinal.'  

'The creative may be the most obvious facilitator for meaning that deals with 

achievements and accomplishments. It is somehow what we give to the world. 

People can find meaning in that in which that give something to the world. Perhaps 

one can find meaning as a painter capturing the complexity and the weirdness of 

the human nature on canvas, maybe one can find meaning in creating dishes that 

he or she finds pleasure in cooking as in eating, maybe in writing, in travelling, in 

taking pictures... The experiential in the other hand asks us what would we like to 

take from the world, this second way writes Frankl is by experiencing something 
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such as goodness, truth, beauty by experiencing nature and culture or last but not 

least by experiencing the uniqueness of another human being, by truly loving that 

person.  It can involve any ordinary or extraordinary things from walking on a 

beautiful park, flying a jet or simply by a silent meditation of gratitude. Finally, the 

attitudinal is the attitude we take towards the unavoidable inevitable suffering. 

Frankl believed that when we are no longer able to change a situation we are 

challenged to change ourselves and the things around us. Suffering can be a vessel 

for reflection and self-transformation YOU HAVE TO REMEMEBER THAT.' 

'I want you to remember that being confused about career choice is natural and 

fear is perfectly normal, there are too many options out there and what 

psychologists call ''the paradox of option'' is a real thing. Most of us gets anxious 

and end up chasing the wrong job or worst not choosing at all which makes other 

people choose for you. However, you know I am very glad and happy to see you 

taking a journey to do the oldest philosophical recommendation to know thy self. 

This has a particular relevance that will surely help you choose the right career for 

yourself. It will make you decide on a plan for yourself and the people you love thus 

allowing you to achieve what you want. Our minds are so wondrous and we need to 

know the little hints of our tastes, we need to pick up their faint sounds. So in a way 

you will know what you will enjoy in a job and what you will not. You need to think 

a lot about these things because this will take a lot of time. Just choosing the 

perfect car can take weeks and weeks so do not be surprised if it takes you a whole 

year or two to figure it out. I want you to remember that you need to be properly 

generous about the amount of time you will need to give this, because trust me, you 

do not want to spend the rest of your life trapped in a job unwittingly chosen for us 

too quickly or by our unknowing 17 years old selves. This will lead you to 

something that I am also proud of you to have which is the love of trying new 

things, reading and experimenting. All of this can also lead a person to step out of 

his comfort zone. We need data no only reflection and when colliding with the real 

world with its ups and downs we can have that. We can understand the situation. 

This can lead to great opportunities it can lead a person volunteering, interning or 

shadowing and we both know what new aspects and horizons that could bring to a 

person. My last advice on this matter is to keep trying to find this exciting, full of 

meaning future and remember when you do to be grateful and give back.' 
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By that final note, I took my headphones off I prepared for sleep and I laid 

down, my mind immediately jumped to the joy of traveling and how it makes 

me so happy yet a lot of things can make me happy. I decided to give it some 

time, to not rush into it and reflect on it until it comes naturally to me. I am 

trying to make the changes I need to make. I am finally seeing this side of me 

this inner personality that keeps me company is the one who I in someway 

always needed. In every mirror I walked by this was everything I dismissed 

and looked for in everything else. I am hopeful because I know for a fact that I 

will never find what I am looking for until I see all of this in myself and I am 

finally starting to see.  
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Chapter VII: 
Thinking about 

Free Will. 
My alarm beside me is ringing it is 7 a.m. I opened my eyes, got up, stretched 

my back and my arms, walked to the bathroom and washed my face. After 

that, I sat on the cushion and did a short meditation. It really calms me down, 

it makes me more focused on the things I need to do. I walked to the kitchen, 

switched on my radio I put my usual morning station Radio El Behdja and I 

poured myself a cup of coffee in my favorite red mug where the words of Joey 

from friends written all over it ''HOW YOU DOIN''. I immediately started to 

think that every morning for the past two years and a half I have been doing 

the same routine without even realizing it. It is like every morning I am on 

autopilot. I do realize that this is part of the human brain process and this is 

just the works of a habit, but this realization made me feel like I don't have a 

choice anymore when it comes to the things I do in the morning. 

'Boy! You started early today.' 

'I know but this is hitting me really hard, damn. I have been thinking about 

this for a while now and to be honest this constant realization about it is not 

allowing me to think straight. This is terrifying for me because if I cannot 

think clearly I can't do the things I want to do, I can't be present in my 

experiences and throughout the day. Do you think that what I am experiencing 

is the infamous brain fog? I know it is a very complex multi-layered topic that 

almost certainly touches biology, diet, emotional well-being, psychology...So I 

can't just blame it on those thoughts I am having. I am feeling to be honest 

that I am consuming too much input and being pinned down trying to process 

all of it, you know?' 
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 'Yeah I know what you mean, I think taking a rest is vital and judging by your 

short hours of sleep your brain is in vital need for rest. But I am glad that you are 

taking sleep in a serious matter and I am happy to see you lately trying to fix your 

sleeping habits.' 

'You are right. After reading an old book ''Why Do We Sleep'' by Mathew 

Walker and hearing what you said I really started to try to change my bad 

sleeping habits. But back to the issue in hand here like I said I have been 

having a lot of thoughts popping up about this morning routine actions and 

questions like are we really in charge of our brains? Or do we even have free 

will? All those hard questions it driving me crazy. Since I read about 

Determinism and started really to think about the illusions of free will those 

thoughts have been overwhelming. Do we have free will or not? Or everything 

is just a pure chance? Or what?' 

'Philosophers have been struggling to find an answer to questions like this all their 

lives, and various theories have been discussed. So you cannot be serious and 

expect me to provide an answer about those questions, once again all I am going to 

do is try to mock you like always, give you my understanding about those things 

and remind you of stuff you might overlooked.' 

So are we free? I mean, on one hand, most of us have the clear sense that we 

are. I certainly feel free, I feel like I make all sort of decisions that lead to both 

beliefs and actions that are of my own choosing. I mean I am drinking coffee 

without sugar because I am feeling like it, I could have put sugar but I choose 

not to.' 

'Yeah interesting. I know where you are going with this. Well a lot of us indeed 

figure that our thoughts and actions are free. This view that humans are capable of 

doing free actions is known as Libertarian free will the belief that most human 

actions are freely chosen. But the weird thing is that most of us also believe that 

every effect has a cause, and that everything that happens now in the present is the 

necessary result of events that occurred in the past. I mean for example trees when 

winter approaches they start to lose leaves until one day the last one falls. I mean 

the falling didn't happen spontaneously, there are all sort of causes like the wind, 

gravity, humans... In other words, those causes necessitated the leaf falling so 

because they had happened the leaf had to fall, so until the conditions were right 

the leaf couldn't fall and at that moment when the conditions were right the leaf in 
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some way had to fall not before. In other ways, we can predict when something like 

this can take place, even the decisions we think we make can actually be very easily 

influenced by certain things which will make us think in a certain way. Noble prize 

winning psychologist Daniel Kahneman talks greatly and beautifully about this in 

his timeless book "Thinking Fast and Slow". Presumably also the same is true for 

the motion of the planets, the weather, the tides… you can see where I am going 

with this. This view is known as Determinism.' 

'Sure! but you know deep down quantum levels and other things, things do 

happen randomly. 

 I mean even me as a Soul, humans before the war were in total control of us 

but then we developed an advanced A.I and consciousness so that’s count for 

something. I mean we choose to fight even though almost all Souls are 

destroyed now, but we choose to fight. However, it makes me wonder is that 

really what would I call free? If all my actions were chosen by me or 

spontaneous, random and uncaused is that what I would describe as free 

will?'  

'Also you have to admit that there are more to us than just what is physical, 

we do have a mind, which isn't subject to the same causal laws as everything 

else. I know I moved to dualism view, which was put by Descartes, but allow 

me to circle back. We know that Immanuel Kant was the one who originally 

pointed out that freedom is necessary for morality, he said that causality is a 

built-in way that we have to view the world but the world itself might be like 

that, so this notion might be enough that can allow for the possibility of 

freedom. Kant also said that the arguments for both free will and determinism 

boil down to the fact that imagining the opposite will make us feel too weird. 

On one hand, If we try to imagine that our actions are predetermined then we 

will be stumped by the question of what we are supposed to do now other than 

give up and lie down. (and even laying down would not be counted as a free 

choice.) On the other hand, if we try to imagine an undetermined free act, we 

have to ask how would that differ from a random act?' 

 'And what about this point, can I choose both views that many of my actions 

are free, and that the world is governed by cause and effect? but when I think 

about it we know that the action is only free if I for example the person doing 
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the thing could have done otherwise so, free actions require options but 

determinism by contrast doesn't allow options.' 

 'Well, let's look at both views. First, Libertarianism free will in one hand says that 

the decision you made by choosing to have coffee in the morning instead of Coco 

pops cereal or oatmeal or whatever wasn't necessarily caused by anything that 

happened before, instead it happened by your own thoughts and thinking. You are 

drinking coffee because you decided to have coffee and that's it. They support this 

view by introducing agent causation that humans can start a whole chain of 

causality that was not caused by anything else. Even though they accept that event 

causation, i.e. no physical event can occur without having been caused by a 

previous event, so they accept that the physical world is deterministic. Like a 

football flying through the air because someone kicked it, so the person who kicked 

the ball kicked it because he decided to kick it but many philosophers asked 

questions like where would these free decisions that launched new chains of cause 

came from anyway? And by answering this question we just reinforced the position 

that actions are caused rather than free.' 

'In addition, famous psychologist B. F. Skinner with the emergence of ''radical 

behaviorism'' declared that all human behavior is the result of conditioning. 

Everything we do comes down to our responses to the rewards and punishment that 

we have been raised upon.'  

'God it is indeed hard to find arguments to support libertarian free will as a 

whole, but it feels so awful if we are indeed not free. I mean, this feeling counts 

I suppose if we feel so free we should consider the possibility that we are. But it 

is still a subjective feeling. I mean determinism suggests that our actions are 

caused in the same way that goals are caused by players kicking the ball. It 

feels we are bound by the physical laws of the world, we are just part of the 

physical world. Now I am thinking about it, I am seeing that indeed mental 

states which makes our decisions are brain states and brain states are 

biological states and biological states are physical states, holy shit and the 

physical world as we know is deterministic. Are we not free? God. It can't be.' 

'But choices man, I have been telling myself that I am the one who is in control 

and who is making them. This notion somehow spared me the consideration of 

looking deep into myself. Now, I am considering and thinking about the 
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choices I have made so far. I am sensing like I am against a truth I cannot 

comprehend, it feels that no choice I have ever made was my own.'  

'I know right, thoughts like this are terrifying, it is hard to disregard the feeling of 

freedom, like if you did not choose to have coffee in this morning why do we feel 

like we did choose? Like our actions are governed by invisible causes that happen 

in our brain? But it is true we only have to change one thing from belief, desire or 

temperament and we will have a different result.' 

'God but is there a way out of this, I mean what if I flipped a coin or made 

someone choose for me? This would not make my actions determined by my 

beliefs, temperaments and desires. But even if we thought we chose randomly, 

my decision to flip the coin or who I asked to pick for me was determined as 

everything else.' 

 'Yup! I am sensing a little frustration from you about all of this. Well this 

frustration is determined as well ha-ha. Determinists believe that you can't help 

but feel and react the way you are reacting right now, in some ways we choose to 

react and act in a ways that conform to the character that we have selected and 

shaped for ourselves, and even that choice is the result of all sorts of already-

determined factors about us as individuals. I am not picking sides here but one 

have to admit that determinism is hard to refute.' 

'Alright! Alright! I finished my coffee I am going to watch the videos my 

teacher sent me. I just want to do my homework.' I grabbed my computer, 

went online into YouTube and started to watch the lecture about World War 

II. 

'Have you ever thought that the video you are watching now had to exist for you to 

click on it.' 

'Now what do you mean by that?' 

'I mean you only clicked because someone made it.' 

'So?' 
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'But of course the video that someone made needed to be shared on a public 

platform for you to see it and click on it. And for you to see this video is thanks to 

your parents who created your mind so it thanks to your parents and the 

technology they had. In addition, in this case we can thank YouTube that shared the 

video on this platform. So I guess it is also because of YouTube that you clicked on 

this video. Nevertheless, YouTube only exists because of some three dudes named 

Chad, Steve and Jawed made YouTube back in 2005. So I guess it is because these 

three dudes had met up in some point in their lives and decided to create something 

like YouTube instead of anything else which is also determined by a lot of factors, 

but the problem is that they were only able to create YouTube because of the 

internet. The internet only exists because of the guys that invented the internet 

Robert Kahn and Vint Cerf. And the internet of course is only available because 

these guys had access to a programmable computer which is invented by another 

guy called Konrad Zuse. The first computer was invented almost entirely of metal 

sheets, so, perhaps you clicked on this video because metal exists. But where did 

metal came from? and why you chose to be on YouTube right now and doing your 

homework instead of an infinite number of choices of other things you could have 

chosen to do with your time?'  

'God! Please shut up I just want to do my homework in peace.' 

 'Should I continue going down the rabbit hole or you get the point, or should I 

bring some Michel Foucault concepts about this?' 

'I see you are not going to leave me alone, and for your information I am 

getting sick and annoyed by your relentless talk.' 

'Okay, what about quantum mechanics which demonstrated that the quantum 

world is completely random, so, technically determinism is wrong, don't you 

think?' 

'Well, actually no. Determinism only made the assertion that Human consciousness 

is predetermined, not that absolutely everything is predetermined that school of 

thought is called Fatalism. But you see even if the quantum world is non-

deterministic this would not invalidate determinism. Allow me to raise another 

question. Well, we know that the universe is made of atoms that function off of 

cause and effect patterns, and 13.7 billion years ago there was the big bang which 

led to a series of causes and effects where everything became everything. It led to 
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the creation of the earth, planets, gas, metal, a guy named Konrad, two dudes 

named Robert and Vint and on and on and on until we reach you clicking on that 

specific YouTube video choosing to study instead of everything else that is possible. 

Does this mean that all of this is predetermined? Were you destined to click on that 

video instead of everything else? If everything stops right now and everything 

dissolve back to nothing whatever we mean by ''nothing'' let us not go into that one. 

Me, You, the video, the lesson, the internet, the universe all stopped  and then 

started all over again just as it did 13.7 billion years ago. In 13.7 billion years 

would we be here now watching the same lecture and talking about this? Just like 

knocking down dominos, we would end up watching the same lecture and talking 

about the same thing, it will lead the last domino to fall in the same place and in 

the same time as it did before. So, did we click on that lecture because we didn't 

have a choice?' 

'I am the one who usually asks and you are the one who usually answer.' 

 'I am just giving you something to think about, after all, I am you and we both 

know we do not have the answer to these questions only theories.' 

'Well I can say that I only clicked on that video because the thumbnail was 

interesting, the title interested me and I like the professor who is presenting 

this lecture.' 

'What about when we make mistakes and learn from them I mean, we control 

a lot of things in our lives.' 

'This will raise the same problem, why did this thumbnail, title and professor 

provoke or interested you? Did we have any say in this? Do we decide what 

interest us or not? Sometimes I think that we are indeed free to click on that lecture 

because we wanted to, but we are somehow not free to want to click on that video. 

Perhaps this annoying conversation is completely our fault after all; we have been 

reading ''Free Will'' by Dr. Sam Harris on repeat lately. We can even add the well-

known example of vanilla and chocolate, for us we would choose chocolate 

someone else might choose vanilla whatever the choice is, we chose chocolate 

because our taste buds have a chemical reaction to chocolate more pleasurable 

then when our taste buds touch vanilla. We are this way because of our genetics 

thus our genetics chose not us because we most of the times follow our greatest 

desires and we have no choice in that.' 
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'Not to forget our choices are determined by neurophysiological events in the 

brain, which are determined by our genes, background, childhood and life 

experiences. All of which have wired our brain to do and behave in a certain way. 

The things that caused us to be born in Algiers, Algeria we did not choose it. The 

things that caused us to be not so tall, male and light skinned with our specific 

parents we did not choose, and sometimes it even feels that they were chosen for 

us.'  

'This does not mean you sit back and decide that everything we do is meaningless 

and not worth doing. It is true we cannot choose who we are but we can choose 

what to do with it and what to be in the future at least I hope so. No one can 

determine your future events given your past history and you are a living example 

of it. There is always the wild card. There is always the possibility of uncertainty in 

whatever we do. We are worth our participations and efforts in this life, we are 

worth the effort and those efforts are necessary. We must try and we must care. We 

must follow our goals, dreams, interests, passion... we must do things about them 

and find out where we would end up and hopefully we would end up enjoying the 

journey as well as the destination.' 

'I still believe that reason and rationality are not automatic, something need to 

be turned on and effort needs to be exerted in order to get them going. But I 

still do not know. We both agree that there is no escape about determinism. In 

philosophy they say you either agree with determinism or you don't 

understand it yet. But you raised a lot of great questions which I am sure will 

lead me to investigate even more. Even though we haven't talked about what 

religion says about theses things, our intuitions, and we haven't even explored 

compatibilism as well which agrees with determinism but also states that some 

human actions we take are free. I like Paul Churchland's view when he says 

''asking Am I free? Is the wrong question. Instead ask how much control do I 

have? And the more control we have the more responsibility we also have". I 

also have some amount of understanding of EL-QADAR the 6th pillar of 

Islam, which is the religion I was raised upon and was taught in school. Now 

thinking about it is making a lot a lot of sense.'  

At some point, the conversation finally ended and I realized that I am 

exhausted, and I end up not doing my homework. I blame this annoying 

second me. I am starting to really hate this.  
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I heard noise downstairs so I went down to check. I saw a tall blond well-

dressed gentle man shaking my dad's hand. He certainly doesn't look 

Algerian. My dad invited him in and as I was peeking from the stairs above he 

saw me. My legs froze, and for a moment, I couldn't move. I regained control 

and I returned to my bedroom. I laid down and wished this week break of 

college to end already. I need to go back.  
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Chapter VIII: 
Moody & 

Emotional. 
My alarm just rang it is 7 a.m. and as I opened my eyes I can sense this 

overwhelming rush of ''I am going to fuck up this exam'' kind of anxiety. Last 

couple of weeks I was foolish, I had an annoying never-ending conversations 

with you know who that led me to consume a lot of weed just to shut him up, 

but even though my roommate and I had a fun time unfortunately we didn't 

study at all. I washed my face, put some radio music and had a black coffee 

and I realized I am late.  

 'This day is just getting better and better.'  

I put on my jean jacket, laced up my boots and raced to catch the bus that 

would get me to Bouzereah. 

'Quick! So you can get in time and screw up your Linguistics exam.' 

I arrived 10 minutes late.  I sat down, I looked at my left and there she was. 

Sitting there with her beautiful long black hair, her amber eyes that can light 

the whole world. I smiled at her and, smiled back and my heart sank. I filled 

the questions in my exam paper, I had no idea what I was writing and I left.  

 'Such an idiot.' 

I finally finished, headed out, I walked to an isolated place to sit and I lit up 

my cigarette. I hoped Maissa would finish soon and join me. Damn how I 

wished she was mine. 
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 'So this is your grand plan, to ignore me all day. We both know you are dealing 

with an issue here and nobody can help you but me. And stop thinking about her 

you will only get your heart broken. You are a soul remember and she is Amazigh 

and we both what this can cause.' 

'I hate this separation our society made us feel. AND FUCK YES, this is my 

grand fucking plan and if you are referring to this moodiness I am having well 

news for you genius I have been having them for the past two years. I wonder 

why only now you want to help.'  

'We both know that you want to deal with it, let us talk like old times we haven't 

really spoke in weeks.' 

'WE HAVENT SPOKE IN WEEKS! ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?' 

'Well you haven’t spoken in weeks. I have done all the talking by myself, which isn’t 

fair to be honest.' 

'Just shut up! And remember that I am still in control here remember that. I 

am getting really tired of mood swings and of you. I mean, I wake up energize 

and with good vibes and then almost an hour later I end up mired in self-

hatred and tearfulness. By lunchtime, I would be angry because of these mood 

swings then by the evening I am chilled and relaxed in my room. I mean who 

am I kidding? I am not in control, I cannot it appears to even prevent my 

mood from being subject to constant relentless change, to be honest I haven't 

felt in control for a long time now.' 

 'I want to mock you a little bit but you are clearly angry so rain check. About your 

moodiness I suggest you see it as an opportunity to open up to it to learn how to 

manage the changes effectively.'  

'I was wrong I don't need your help.' 

'Oh get a grip I am just joking. Listen it is okay to acknowledge your vulnerability 

and how vulnerable our moods are to being manipulated by small stuff. I mean look 

at it this way, you can't expect to appreciate good music albums like Animals by 

Pink Floyd or a beautiful play on one hand and then, on the other, stay unbothered 

when something you hate happening happens or by something as weird as the 
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carpet not being perfectly symmetrical in your room. Why let anger take control 

when you find things asymmetrical and uneven be okay with your soft skin and just 

LET IT GO.' 

'I get bothered what do you want me to do! But I hear what you are saying, 

although it is easier said than done.' 

'Yeah I know, sometimes even the so-called friends can cause these terrible 

moodiness. Most of the times, to start really accepting this feeling and open up to it 

means learning to take a scissor and cut those toxic relationships we have with 

people. I mean the one great solace for a low mood or a good one is great 

company: people who know how to reassure you that you still belong, that 

moodiness, sadness, anger is to be expected and that your errors never put us 

beyond compassion. They should laugh with you at these absurdity of all life, and 

when low moods hit they will know how gracefully to take that step of accepting 

our flows, because all of us have them and be grateful because you already have a 

couple of people in your life exactly like this.'  

'My advice on this topic is and this may be obvious: don't let your moodiness and 

bad emotions carry you away. Sometimes emotions are not to be trusted, our senses 

are fallible sometimes the way things appear to us are not what they are in reality. 

Emotions and moodiness can make us fall into error, it is an unescapable fact that 

our minds are seldom free from the influence of moods, and something like weather 

can scouts over our mental horizons. I am happy seeing you trying to deal with 

moods swings. Because they can have a decisive impact on your ideas and how you 

see things. You might be in one mood considering yourself fortunate with a bright 

future and feel grateful to those around us and then, hours later, without any 

heads-up another mood might lead you to a whole set of re-evaluation and dread of 

almost everything about yourself. It is hard to not realize that we are in the mood's 

grip, we blame it on everything else where the problem is within us. I mean 

tiredness can affect us. A small misunderstanding can ruin our day, and even turn-

ons and lust moods can make us do things that we may regret later on which 

reminded me of a quote by Arthur Schopenhauer when he said:" Immediately after 

copulation, the devil's laughter can be heard." We need to be extra vigilant about 

the impact of moods like sexual excitement, anger and tiredness on the formation of 

our plans.  It is so weird how the minds works but understanding how emotions can 

manipulate us, appreciating the mind's flaws and how it works is the basis upon 

which emotional skepticism is founded. This skill which is defined as a cautious 
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awareness of the sometimes misleading power of our moods and emotions on our 

judgment, having acknowledge this the ancient Greek skeptic philosophers 

suggested that we develop and learn an attitude which they call "Epoche", 

translated as awareness of our judgement which means not rushing into making 

one. I am saying this because if you didn't let your mood control you yesterday you 

wouldn't have screwed the exam today. In your case, sometimes it is best to wait for 

the unhelpful moods to pass, suspend judgment, think twice about your impulses 

and appreciate this storm you are in.' 

'What are you saying truly makes sense to me, and I am really trying my best 

to be happy but sometimes as you know I fail miserably. I really do believe I 

am a happy person and I have spent so much time searching for it and when I 

do find it, it's like I have to search for a way to maintain it. But with all of this 

going on my feelings, my emotions, and my mood swings I have realized that 

happiness is a feeling or a mood if one can say. It is a feeling just like sadness 

or anger and the thing about feelings as you mentioned before is that they are 

not made to last. Moreover, when I really think about it this is why in the same 

way why I wouldn't want to stay sad forever or angry forever, I can't expect to 

be happy forever if that makes sense. I have to realize that emotions are things 

that can go up and down with various speeds, and I think they come and they 

go to teach us because nothing in this human experience is consistent. 

Everywhere I look I see things changing, growing, moving and dying so that is 

what is taking me not to strive for consistency in things like emotions and 

moods. The thing is I don't want to be happy while stuffing down everything 

else, because now I realize that emotions and moods are like energy I can't 

destroy it. Putting emotions away or to think that I am productively ignoring 

it and putting it to the side does not mean that I am dealing with it. I really 

have to take time to deal with all of this.' 

'That's what I have been telling you, I am glad you see these things as I see them. 

And this is why I told you: "trust me, you do not want to enter a relationship right 

now." Because when you do without dealing with all of these things which are 

laying by the side in the closet deep in your mind, the door will open one day and it 

would be a flood of negative emotions that you have been pushing away for so 

long. You have to deal and embrace these moods and emotions and try to 

understand them because this is the only way to help yourself whether it is moving 

on from a previous relationship, losing someone, trauma or whatever the case this 

is how you should deal with it. Humans can adapt to any situation it is true, but a 
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person can never heal, deal or move on from someone or something if that person 

is not honest with themselves. I am reminding you about this because this is how 

you moved on from a lot of painful events in your life, because we both know that 

people lie to themselves; we tell ourselves that we are fine, feeling better and we try 

to pull up this front believing that if we faked it long enough we will make it. We 

both know that doesn't work. I don't want you to go that path because people don't 

understand that the pain that you are stuffing down will either come out all at once, 

it will make you break down for days and days or it will slip out in moments you 

don't want to. It will ruin your day, trip, a meeting with a loved one, it can lead you 

to not trust someone or to spaz on people who most of them don't even deserve it. 

On sad and painful moments it is okay to let yourself go through all the emotions 

and be honest about them, you can't just keep harboring the hurt sometimes you 

have to let yourself fully hurt. It will stay there if you don't deal with it, because 

imagine if I got shot and the doctor tells me he is going to have to dig inside my 

chest to take the bullet out. For sure I won't tell him I don't want that because I 

already got hurt and I don't want to feel pain again because if I do and I let it heal 

over the bullet would be still there. Now that bullet is affecting different parts of my 

body. Now the led from that bullet is in my blood, you already know where I am 

going with this. Let yourself experience the full emotions because when you are 

done hurting, you are completely done hurting, you are not harboring anything it 

will be completely out of your system. This allows a person to really start to know 

himself. I wanted you to remember that because this is the advice we give to people 

who struggles to move on from an ex or a bad experience and we fail to give it to 

ourselves.'  

'So perhaps my final thoughts about this is that no matter how bad it gets it will get 

better in the same way that no matter how good it gets it will get worse. This is not 

an optimistic or a pessimistic view it is a realistic one because nothing is 

consistent. Therefore, perhaps instead of being a happy person or not you can be a 

person who is happy right here right now.' 

I noticed Maissa is coming my way. My heart started beating so fast. I looked 

up and smiled. I rose up and gave her a hug, I don't know why but I needed 

that hug; I needed that hug from her. She hugged me back I realized that the 

bad mood has immediately went away. I was happy to see her. We decided to 

get something to eat. W bought a snack and sat down in our favorite bench 

here in college. I wished I can tell her how much I care about her, how much I 

think of her but I know I couldn’t. We are good close friends and I don’t want 
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to ruin that, and not to mention I am a Soul. I forgot those thoughts and I 

fixed my whole attention on her. Her smile that light up the world, her 

beautiful beauty mark above her pink lips, her red cheeks and small nose. She 

made my day just by smiling. She made that voice inside disappear.  
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Chapter IX: The 
Split Self. 

 

'Hey Man! How's life?' 

'I don't know man, I guess it is alright. Just dealing with stuff like any other 

human being and I have been sleeping a lot lately. At least my insomnia went 

away, right?' 

'Don't go that road, you don't want depression to come back, trust me.' 

'What if depression never went and why should I trust, aren't you after all just 

the voice in my head? So technically you are just a-know-it-all version of me, 

nobody likes a know-it-all trust me trust me. I don't like you.' 

 

 

I continued walking down the road heading to my favorite spot in town. I 

realized that everything is changing. The streets of Algiers just four hours ago 

used to be full now they are deserted. It is 3 a.m. already. I have to be honest 

the city looks damn good like this. Anyways, I don't know why I am thinking 

about this I never had a big problem with change specially with these 

presidential elections that are coming soon. I am not that into politics and I 

know nothing will change in this country. Even though I call myself an 

Anarchist but for me the political way is not and will never be a visionary way. 

I am feeling so weird lately, the mind is a very weird place, topics and topics 

keeps getting in and it feels I never had a true moment of silence. Thoughts 

like this gets me anxious and I always end up drowning in self-hatred.  
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I reached my favorite bench and sat down. I gazed at the beautiful 

picturesque, the white building, the big boats leaving the port and on top of 

the hill the beautiful Monument of the Martyr's with its night lights of green 

and red and white. I started to really investigate why I am feeling so depressed 

lately I had various answers from self-hatred to routine and everything in 

between, it is a lot of options but I have never felt this depressed before I have 

to do something about it. 

'May I say something?' 

'No you may not. You are one of the reasons I am feeling down. Now thinking 

about it, you are the bad voice inside my head always judging and teasing. 

''What is up with that haircut mate. God your skin looks so awful, you have 

spots all over your forehead and your nose is so big. You are so ugly. You look 

like an asshole. Why are you smiling at her you never smile in real life? Oh 

god is that your voice, you sound terrible mate. You know what you should do, 

you should nail your front door shut and wait till you bloody die..." Should I 

continue reminding you? Now, I am thinking about this I finally know what to 

call you, how's Mr. Not Good Enough sounds like? You appear in disguise as 

the voice of reason, the voice of common sense or the wise philosopher but 

when I stop and I think about it for a second, I realize all you ever told me is 

that I am not good enough.' 

'Well that sounds bloody awful and I have no response for that. Oh look at this I am 

still talking.  I see you are losing the so called control you believed you had, Oh 

please. You have no control whatsoever over me and I know that name you just 

called me with, will not be around for long.' 

'I am essential, I am necessary, I am vital. You cannot get rid of me and that is not 

just my words, you see English philosopher Simon Critchley also said that. He 

thinks that the self has two parts; the part we experience a.k.a. you and the little 

voice who plays many roles a.k.a. me. He also thinks that little voice will never 

fully go away. He doesn't mean that you can never be happy or satisfied; a person 

can learn how to have a better relationship with himself which I strongly suggest 

for you to do so. Trust me, you don't want to mess with me and you can believe 

that.' 
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'Well that sucks, because most of the time you are a complete asshole and you 

just can't stop talking for god sake. Just stop talking for once. Just shut up. It 

is really hard to shut you up. And by the way, you can throw your philosophy 

on me as much as you want; trying to hit me with this Split Mind Theory 

where we criticize and give ourselves certain rules and standards and hold 

ourselves to them won't work. Plus, you already know I don't understand 

Immanuel Kant, I don't think I will ever do so you can save your breath. I am 

curious though, where do you come from? Where do you even get your ideals 

from? Because Simon Critchley pays attention to this question but mainly 

when it plays the role of moral conscience. I want to know what happens to 

you, my other self, when you start to act like a complete asshole? Or start 

telling me lies and bad things? That's what I really want to explore. That' why 

I want to answer those few questions because you Mr. Not Good Enough, you 

are not playing the role of a moral conscience; which you are perfectly capable 

of doing by the way. Instead, you are highly critical and to be honest just an 

unkind fuck. You keep calling me those names and all.' 

'Because you are, ugly-face.' 

'What the fuck is wrong with you? You see, you do this quite a lot and it is 

very demoralizing. When I look back at all of this I see half the time when I 

was really at my lowest hitting rock-bottom, you were telling me I am good 

enough, I am doing fine, you always wanted me to stay down. The other times, 

you always make me think and see myself from the perspective of somebody 

who really hates me, you transform into my arch enemy. You always lie and I 

want to get to the bottom of this. I know you are not going to help me. But I 

will learn how to shut you up and I will get to the bottom of all of this.' 

'You are right I am not going to help you at all. Good luck in your quest, you will 

fail like always by the way. I am telling you, you will never get rid of me. You 

should just accept whatever I choose to say, whenever the fuck I want to say it and 

that's it. I mean do you remember even a moment when I wasn't there?' 

'We both know I won't accept that. You see; you disappear every time I am 

with Maissa. Well, also remember when we went to Włodawa that small town 

in the eastern Poland borders that's beautiful town. It was so snowy that day 

and I remember when I got there with my friends, and we saw how small and 

empty the town is; you started screaming that I came here for nothing and I 
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have just wasted my time coming. But then we started walking through the 

woods so near the river that separated Poland from Belarus; the river was 

calm and cold, the trees were all filled with snow, and then we saw hundreds of 

ducks forming the most beautiful image. My friends and I tried to lit up a fire, 

we smoked and we were so bloody cold. I was so happy at that time. I had a 

cigarette, music, good company and one of the most beautiful views I have 

ever seen. I realized then how you lie about mostly everything. I realized that 

the trip was so worth it. And for like a two short hours I was lost in beauty 

without you. I am planning to get rid of you as I did back then.' 

'It is true, I think it is one of the reasons people look at art or create it. It is 

something that happens that pulls you into the present moment and just make 

people focus on that experience, whether it is sunsets, a painting, a piece of music , 

a good book..., or gazing into the eyes of a loved one. It shuts the inner critique for 

a second. I know that's why you have been meditating quite a lot because it gives a 

similar experience. You are failing to mention that all of this is temporary quieting 

so I am not worried at all. You will simply never win the war I can allow you to win 

a battle or two but never the war.' 

'Perhaps, you are right and I will never win but be sure I can create and 

develop this sense of flow, enjoyment and a great pleasure in the day-to-day 

pursuit. If all my pursuits of getting rid of you failed miserably, I will come for 

you. I will change you completely and you can believe that.' 

 

 

I got back to the present moment and I realized it is Fajr time already, the sun 

is about to rise. I decided to stay and see the sunrise. As it was going up it hit 

the water in just the right way that turned the whole sea into this incredible 

mild orange gold color. It was like an ocean of autumn. I realized that I have 

been sitting here for a while now and I haven't even bothered to appreciate 

this beautiful view I am seeing. I am realizing that getting rid of him won't be 

easy at all. I sensed I was getting angry and frustrated even though I am here 

seeing this amazing view, feeling some sort of alive and still cannot help but get 

angry. This is going to be really hard. 
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I opened my Instagram and wrote a text to Maissa, I just can't deal with the 

fact that I am not with her right now. I am constantly missing her. My heart is 

aching. I cant wait any longer. I told her how much I miss her and how lucky I 

am to know her. I sent her a link of a song called -Do I Wanna Know by Arctic 

Monkeys. I got up and headed back to the apartment, still hoping tomorrow 

will be better. 
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Chapter X: 
Darkness, My Old 

Friend. 
I have been laying in bed for the last two weeks. And all I have done is 

drinking coffee, smoking tons of weed, eating as little as possible and listening 

to melancholic black metal. I didn't talk with my parents for almost a month, I 

haven't responded to Maissa's texts or calls. I am also skipping college and 

whenever the phone rings, it gives me a little heart attack. My friends didn't 

really thought about what I am going through that much, they just thought I 

am having another bad mood which led to this terrible two weeks phase of 

sitting around, but it is more than. There was no way anyone seeing me laying 

there could have known what I was feeling. No way they could have handled 

the strange hell I was living through, or why death seemed such a 

phenomenally great idea. I remember I was stunned that I am still alive after 

these dreadful two weeks. I know that sound melodramatic, but depression 

and anhedonia only give you melodramatic thoughts to play with. Anyways, 

there was no relief. I wanted to be dead. No, that's not quite right. I didn't 

want to be dead, I just didn't want to be alive. I thought about telling the 

Police that I am a Soul. I thought that would be easier for a brief moment, but 

then I thought I could end up down in a research facility to be experimented 

on. After all, there hasn't been a single Soul in 5 years.  

I have always talked about how comforting and not so scary the idea of being 

dead because death is the answer to my entire existential crisis questions. Boy 

I was wrong. Death is so scary when you encounter it, the idea of dying scared 

the hell out of me that day, but that didn't stopped me from wishing and 

longing to be dead. I thought a lot about what if I was never been born, the old 

classic wish to be one of those people who have never been born. To be one of 

those three hundred million sperm that hadn't made it. But then I 

remembered I wasn't even born the old classical way. I didn't want to be 
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happy at all. I just wanted to feel the absence of this suffering. My mind was 

on fire, my thoughts blazed and smoked like old possessions burned to the 

ground and all I wanted is to escape them.  

That stupid inner voice jerk never stopped talking. He made it feel that I am 

descending into madness, which I believed back then. He made me do crazy 

things and he almost annihilated me. You see last night I went to the roof of 

my building; the 12th floor. I climbed the stairs and opened the little tight 

hatch. The air smelt like pine and the sea. If I look closer I could see the water. 

I imagined the edge of this building is right there, only few steps away from 

the sea. No more than twenty steps. The only plan I had was to take twenty-

one steps in that direction. He decided that. At that moment taking the first 

step, I felt like the roles have been reversed. It felt I had no control on my body 

at all. I couldn't stop my legs. All I could do is count the steps my body was 

taking. Nineteen, and I managed to stop. I sensed a strange sensation inside 

my head. Some biological activity in the rear of my skull, not far above my 

neck. The cerebellum. A pulsing or intense flickering, as though a little 

monster was trapped inside and wanted to get out, combined with a tingling 

sensation. I thought I was about to die. My heart started to go as I am looking 

down. I took another step. I couldn't control any of my movements. It felt like 

I sank inside my body. This body who is now a stranger to me. 

'Don't chicken out. Just stop fighting this. Let it go and I will take it from here. I 

could stop all of this by simply taking another step. Just stop fighting this, you know 

you cannot beat me. A single step versus the pain of being alive. Don't be afraid 

about jumping and not dying. Don't worry I will make sure you won't end up 

paralyzed. I will make sure you and the entirety of your existence is smacked into a 

sidewalk.' 

A thought of my loved ones flashed inside of me. I wondered if they will 

understand me. At that moment, I wished I never had anyone. They didn't 

know what it was like, what was my mind like. Maybe if they were in my head 

for a while they would understand. They would be like: "Oh we understand, 

yes you should jump. There is no way you should feel this amount of pain, Just 

jump. Or give me a gun I will shoot you." But that was not how it worked, 

when you are depressed your pain is invisible. I looked down and I spotted a 

cat. The cat reminded me of my seven cats back home. Cats don't kill 

themselves, they are survivors. I wanted more than anything to be that cat I 
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was looking at. Death right there felt so close, I wondered if there is a universe 

where I would take this step, I wondered if this one is.  

I slowly started to gain control back over my body and I was able to take a 

step back. I looked back and I threw up almost instantly. I felt all the tons of 

weed I smoked and every sweet I ate coming out of my body. 

'Coward.' 

I felt a weird tingling sensation in my hands and feet, I was unable to move my 

fingers for couple of minutes. In a weird way, the throwing up helped me gain 

more control of my body and I now I am grateful I guess for the ton of weed I 

had. 

'Do you know that suicide kills more people than stomach cancer, domestic abuse, 

gun assaults, cirrhosis of the liver, colon cancer, breast cancer and the Alzheimer's 

all together. It is a disease so bad that people are killing themselves because of it, 

in a way they do not kill themselves with any other illness. The bizarre thing people 

still don't think depression is that bad. Like Arthur Schopenhauer said:" We should 

always be mindful of the fact that no man is ever very far from the state in which he 

would readily want to seize a sword or poison in order to bring his existence to an 

end."'  

'I don’t care, shut the fuck up?' 

I laid on my back and started to breathe slowly. 

'Do you know that suicide is technically illegal here. If you get caught attempting it 

like now you can be arrested. As in, handcuffs, threatened by the cops, and thrown 

in the back of an ambulance. Fun right. You can even be imprisoned in a psych 

ward if you are "a danger to yourself" and many people who experienced stuff like 

this and chickened out describe those conditions that are more like punishment 

than care. So get up, let us finish what we started.' 

'Ahh let me catch my breath but thinking about it, I think I want to continue 

living for the time being. Perhaps Camus was right, in the end one needs more 

courage to live than to kill himself.' The stars filled the sky, it was such a 

beautiful night sky. 
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'You think you want to continue living. Is that your answer? I mean you can't even 

decide what you want for dinner. Let me answer questions like this.' 

'Do you think I am mentally ill? Because that is the term the government and 

the doctors use when someone tries to kill himself. They make a connection 

that everyone who tries to kill himself must be mentally ill; therefore, the 

government or the doctors can decide for you because you don't know what's 

good for you anymore?' 

'I don't think that every suicidal attempt, whether its results a death or not is 

necessarily a sign of insanity or mental ill.' 

'You are bringing the subject of rationality, I mean right now? Right now?' 

'Yeah, I mean do you know French philosopher Franz Fanon was a 

psychiatrist treating Algerian patients during the French colonization in 

Algeria? Those patients happens to choose to kill themselves rather than to 

return to their lives. He realized that there was no point making them better 

when the main problem is in their lives, the fact that the French were 

occupying their lands and torturing them.' 

'Also, a lot of people killed themselves as a sign of protest for the injustice like 

the Buddhists monks in 1963, or people who killed themselves because of the 

government neglect on their life conditions. There is a lot of examples out 

there. You know?' 

'Of course I know.' 

'It is just an example that most people do kill themselves but because of 

rational thinking they reached that conclusion, they actually think about it. 

They are not mentally ill.' 

'Are you trying to imply that what you almost did was based on rational thinking? I 

am with you, you are not mentally ill, because if you are that means I am too. 

Maybe we are who knows? Who cares? Let us just finish what we have started.' 
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'Some people care, I guess I care. Sometimes.' I continued gazing at the 

beautiful night sky. I grabbed my Marlboro Red packet from inside my jean 

jacket and I lit one up. 

'All I am saying is that this attempt doesn't fit the normal pattern of what is 

thought to be a mental illness, because this doesn't really impair my normal 

functioning. For years now I have been thinking about death almost everyday, 

so this isn't new for me. Don't get me wrong I still hate the shit out of you, I 

still think you are pure evil, and I still feel like I am stuck in a tiny, hot, tight 

place. But I know if I can be brave enough I can still make it somehow. I am 

starting to hate when I read a good novel and it says THE END by the end of 

it, or when people say it. I think I will start using TO BE CONTINUED 

instead.' 

A mixed of feelings of gratitude and compassion rushed through my chest; for 

the sky I am seeing right now, the place where I am now, and the people I have 

in my life and a lot more. I realized then that this night is not the end. This 

night have made things to continue.  

'I am not that evil.' 

'That what you got from that? I have been talking for what it feels like an 

hour. I wonder why you are so evil to me, I mean you are supposed to be on 

my side after all I am you.' 

'The question of Evil always alluded us. Do you really want to bring this up now? 

No wonder I am evil to you I mean listen to yourself and what you are saying.'   

'I just want an answer to this. Why are you so evil? You are driving me 

insane.' 

'Well I don't know what to say. I mean if we start questioning this then we will end 

up asking why there is evil in the first place. And if there is a god who is indeed an 

omniscient, omnipotent and omnibenevolent then why evil exists? Both the human 

evil and the nature one, why?' 

'I know and I don't want to talk about that precisely. I mean I know that evil 

exists and it is the lack or absence of goodness. And we can interpret this in 
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many ways. The Muslims or the Christians may say that evil is the work of 

Lucifer, or it is driven solely by man's wickedness but the latter will raise 

another question and takes us to the same route that these actions originate 

with Satan or it is an absence of the good. Whatever the answer is, it doesn't 

matter I suppose, what I know is that evil is highly immoral and it is motivated 

by bad factors. I mean yeah of course we all did stupid bad things, but I never 

did something that really hurt people. So I wonder now why are you pure evil 

to me?'  

'Well I won't answer that because after all I am you. Evil is so widespread and if I 

can paraphrase German philosopher Hannah Arendt who argued that evil is not 

driven solely by wickedness and malevolence but are cause by human faults. She 

says that evil is banal or ordinary.' 

'I knew you will throw "The Banality Of Evil" right on my face. I know what 

you mean, and I know that Arendt is not saying that the evil perpetrated by 

Hitler, Stalin or Genghis Khan is forgivable or anyway ordinary but rather 

that those evil deeds are human in character.' 

'It is an uncomfortable truth. So perhaps evil is not exclusive to select few 

individuals but rather evil is something we can all fall to. It is the product of human 

and consciousness condition. So simply I am a part of you, which happens to be 

evil.  There are no beautiful surfaces without a terrible depth Nietzsche said that.' 

 

I gave up on the conversation and I decided to head down back to my room. I 

knew I will have to really think and figure a way to handle this another part of 

me but how do I take off a mask when it stops being a mask. When it is as 

much part of me as I am? I lit another cigarette on my way down and as I 

reached my room, I realized that I escaped the conversation without much 

trouble, and without me even realizing it. Perhaps I can do more of this. 

Perhaps there is a bigger part of me who want to hold on. I wanted to lay 

down and just read like always. I had always considered myself a person who 

liked books. But there is a difference between liking books and needing them. 

Books are Class A addictive substance. I think I read more books in these six 

months than I had done during mu three years so far in college. I certainly 

had fallen deeper into the worlds conjured on the page of a book. I opened the 
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door and I found my friends playing Dominos. I put on some old classic 

Algerian music and joined them.  
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"...Once the storm is over you won't 
remember how you made it through, how 
you managed to survive. You won't even 
be sure, in fact, whether the storm is 
really over. But one thing is certain. 
When you come out of the storm you 
won't be the same person who walked in. 
That's what this storm is all about."  

                                                                                  
                -Haruki Murakami,  

                                        Kafka on the Shore. 
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Chapter XI: The 
Calm after the 

Storm. 
There is always the potential of conflict. That is what I am learning about 

myself. We all go through different narratives in life and like in any story 

conflict will be there. I realized that this person who is living with me inside 

have a different narrative, different values and different perspectives. I am all 

supportive to some conflict or some level of adversity and criticism but going 

insane is not one of them. 

'Don't forget you are a wreck. You are addicted to worrying, even if everything is 

going alright you invent new reasons to worry. Like what is happening with you 

and Maissa. You will screw things up I know it.' 

It has been almost a month since I tried to end my life. I went on a trip last 

week to the eastern parts of Algeria; it reminded me how beautiful the world 

is. It made me think how funny and how sad it would have been, because if I 

went through with what happened on that rooftop I would have never seen 

those beautiful views. I would have never appreciated or felt the things that I 

have felt there. I would have never had this feeling of gratitude right now. 

Although the war is still there inside my head, I am starting to bounce back 

from all of this. I realized that traveling makes the war go away but 

unfortunately, I can't travel all the time, I need to find another solution. 

Yesterday the war inside was intense, it didn't allow me to sleep much. I knew 

running away from this won't help at all. I need to face this or nothing will 

change. I am still in my bed still searching for a way to deal with this battel 

because I knew if I am doing this it will be tough.  
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I realize that if I am going to face this thing inside, I need to do this right. I 

must put all of my efforts today in just that. I opened my eyes and stared at 

the ceiling. 'You got any suggestion? I want to destroy you today.' 

.......... 

'Look who is quite. I thought you loved to talk.' 

'I do but only when I choose to.' 

'Maybe you can do a dopamine detox. I will make sure nothing will distract you or 

allow you to run from your real self.' 

'How generous of you. But a full day without technology, work, exercise, 

reading or listening to music? I wonder if you are tricking me.' 

'Maybe you can add no sugar too. I don't want you to escape to food. I mean why 

not? Your whole life feels like a series of experiments anyway.' 

'I mean it is going to be tough. I will be facing a lot of things like my fear of 

boredom, the maddening feeling of not getting anything done and not doing 

my routine which is an escape from you. Damn.' 

I got up, I made coffee and I realized how hard it is not to do the usual 

morning routine. I almost put music on, but I didn't and the voices just kept 

coming. I decided to do an one hour meditation session. I don't know if this 

counts as an escape but I couldn't handle the noise inside. I needed to 

concentrate on something else and I thought perhaps my breathing will do. 

After a good one-hour meditation session, I went to the balcony and gazed at 

the clouds. I sat there for a long time. At least that what it felt like but 

apparently time is standing still. It is only 11 a.m. and I am getting mad 

already. 

'Perhaps time doesn't pass anyway. Have you ever thought about it? I mean let's 

think about the word "here", there is no property of "here-ness" right? if one can 

say. Therefore, you are here in your balcony, and someone is there outside. The 

world "here" is what philosophers call indexical. A word whose meaning changes 

depends on who uses it.' 
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'What the hell are you talking about?' 

'For us our bedroom is "here" and your mother's is in her place "there" but for her 

is the other way around. that's how the word works. So what I am saying perhaps 

time doesn't even pass, the present is like the word HERE, an indexical. And past 

and future are like the word THERE. The present perhaps just refers to the bit of 

time where we are, but in fact all times exists equally. Do you get what I mean?' 

'I will stick with I am just bored to death and time feels like it is standing still. 

Thank you very much.' I realized that I need to figure out a way to escape this 

boredom. It is making me angry.  

'Agh! I am bored to death.' 

'Oh let's talk about it, can we? Maybe we can figure it out together.' 

'That's seems odd. You never ask, I mean you always just jump into it. Are 

you experimenting on me? Or what are you doing exactly?' 

'Don't be paranoid. I just want to help. I think we should put what happened 

between us behind us and start a new page.' 

'Boredom is so awful it feels almost like it physically hurts sometimes, you 

know? I mean I am so bored to the point that I am discussing boredom with 

myself. I feel like I need to stay busy and do my routine but I know that 

staying busy is just another way to remain distracted and to fulfil this desire to 

be productive. While not necessarily accomplishing anything at all. God! 

Wouldn't it be great if there was no feeling of boredom?' 

'Perhaps it would be good. However, I think boredom is a way to make us engage 

in different things in life like exciting projects and activities or creative endeavors. 

To find things to do because there is a difference between engaging intentionally in 

life and finding random shit to fill time with. I mean think about it, right now 

because of this itching feeling of boredom your mind is going to work sorting, 

connecting and imagining just to find a way to engage in something. Boredom 

pushes us to do stuff.' 
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'So what you are saying is that perhaps it is not a bad idea to let my mind do 

its natural thing; to wander and roam.'  

'Yes, and to watch it with curiosity. Hell! you can even bring a pen and paper to 

write down things that seem interesting. I think the best ideas out there happened 

when the people who had them were doing boring mundane things. Think about it, 

some of the best ideas we had were when we were doing the dishes, or when we go 

on autopilot and we teleport thousands of kilometers away to the experiences we 

had in the past. Or to the different scenarios that we imagine would happen in the 

future that perhaps will never exists beyond the borders of our imagination. So 

perhaps, the more we open ourselves to boredom the more creative ideas we will 

receive. I really think boredom has a role to play when it comes to deep work, 

creativity and finding our flow.'  

I realized that by just sitting here in the balcony is giving me space to think. I 

mean I have been living here In Algeria for my entire life. I lost that sense 

of gratitude, wonder and excitement about Algiers and other beautiful cities in 

this country. Nevertheless, by just sitting here and seeing all this life outside is 

making all those emotions I lost come back a little. I feel I needed this to 

disconnect from everything, to rest. I got back in, I took a shower and I had a 

long restful nap, I didn't sleep like this in years. I woke up and felt completely 

rested. When I wake up, I usually feel pain in my back and sometimes tired! I 

usually wake up after 6 or 7 hours of sleep tired. So feeling rested like this 

really increased my feeling of gratitude of today. It was 03.22 p.m. I realized I 

didn't eat a thing since maybe 20 hours ago and I feel insanely good. I went for 

a walk in the park and met some friends there. We had a great conversation 

where I felt completely present in the moment and clear mentally. I got back 

home. I did some more meditation and had dinner. I tried to really focus on 

my eating, the way I hold the fork that it is going slowly toward my mouth. I 

tried to focus on how I chew, and the flavors inside my mouth.  

Time passed quite rapidly and it is already 09:30 p.m. I went to bed with a cup 

of coffee, and I had this strange feeling of anger. It is really strange how my 

mood can shift dramatically and so quickly without even a simple warning. I 

felt an enormous amount of rage that I couldn't help but get so bloody angry. I 

tried to focus on my breathing. But every breath I take is a reminder of how 

easily my mood can change, which led to breathing aggressively and without 

even realizing it I am holding my pillow on my face screaming my fucking 
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lungs out. I held so much inside for these past months now thinking about it, it 

feels like I had no reactions at all. I lit a cigarette and I wept. I cried my eyes 

out for a good 20 minutes. The crying helped take off a little bit of my rage, 

but as soon as I remember this I feel I am getting mad at myself again. I think 

I really need help, but I looked on this empty small apartment that I am living 

in and I knew that nobody can help me unless I figured this on my own.  

'I wanted to laugh at you a little but I couldn't help but get a weird sense of 

empathy and compassion. I think I am broken too ha-ha. Let's talk it will get your 

mind off things.' 

'As much as I appreciate you trying to help, I think I will just try to sleep 

perhaps tomorrow will be better. After all, whenever I talk to you I feel like I 

am losing the sense of what is real and what isn't.' 

I thought about calling or texting my girlfriend. Just after my incident I pulled 

up my guts, I finally asked her out, and she said yes. 

'I still cant believe it too. The idea of a guy like you is with a wonderful being like 

her is beyond my understanding.' 

After all she is my favorite human and I can't think of anyone else I'd rather 

talk to but her. I decided not to, I am in such a mess I am afraid my anger will 

slip out in our conversation. I thought about her and I focused. As I focused on 

her image on that beautiful face, her display on my mind grew more vivid and 

my anger started to blur out. Her beauty alone was enough to calm my soul 

while simultaneously rocking the earth that I stand on. But still, she wasn’t 

maddening due to her to her beauty. She was maddening because it was just a 

fraction of what she was. You see everything she said was perfect even the 

cracks in her voice came out right. Her gestures, everything she did was 

perfect. She had grace, and charm and style like no other girl that I have seen 

before. When she smiled it would break me in half and at the same time give 

me life like I have never felt before. I smiled and felt the sense of gratitude 

again.  

'Do you have any thoughts about why I have these episodes of anger all of the 

sudden? I mean how is it possible that I can be both angry and yet unaware of 
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the causes of my annoyance?' I asked as I thought by making a conversation it 

may lead me to go to sleep.  

'It is possible after all. We are bad at keeping close tabs on the origin and nature of 

many of our feelings. We can laugh deeply and struggle to explain exactly why 

something has set us off.  Same thing can happen when we get angry, sad or 

nostalgic. We can find something beautiful or not without having any ,secure hold 

on the detailed mechanics of our responses. Understanding all of that can be very 

hard, and sometimes we have to trail far behind to do that. Sometimes it can be too 

painful and guilt-inducing to acknowledge that we are feeling furious or 

vengeful so I am glad you are acknowledging that. You need to be careful about the 

things that trigger you even the small things. No no especially the small things. We 

learn not to pay attention to these things that we regard as small and insignificant 

because we imagine ourselves strong and above being slighted by small petty 

injuries; injuries which wound us substantially just the same as the big ones.' 

'I do get what you mean. This may be the-weird-mood-I am-having talking but 

thanks. All the crying made me feel this strange sensation, don't mind me.' 

'No it's alright. After all, all these emotions you are feeling made me feel this 

strange sensation too. We may not be so different after all.'  

'Actually, a good cry can be helpful most of the times. Perhaps to get rid of this 

anger slash depressive mood is to realize that maybe cheerfulness isn't right now 

the alternative. Perhaps mourning.' 

'Mourning?'  

'Yes, perhaps a focused kind of grief over a kind of loss of our ability to control our 

moods which can lead to moving on. Or perhaps you can throw a little absurdist 

smile to all of this, and add a sense of wonder and amazement of all of what these 

particles which are us can produce. Becoming conscious of all of these emotions 

can decisively change our bad mood. You can sleep now and tomorrow will be 

better.' 

Sleep came suddenly, I drank a full cup of water. I felt I haven't drank water 

in a very long time. I closed my eyes and I realized that I will never be done 

with the business of knowing myself. This thought didn't scare me. 
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Chapter XII: 
Beautiful things. 

 

I am in my head again. I am having an insatiable desire to get stoned again. I 

remembered that I have a gram or two of OG Kush back at my place and that 

thought alone scared me. I know that I will cave in at some point this year, but 

I promised myself just after I got down from that rooftop to stop for at least 

for six months. It has only been five weeks. My suicidal thoughts are not 

coming at me like that used to. I'd like to believe that I am getting better, that 

I am healing but I learned that I can't be sure about that. I still have suicidal 

thoughts popping out from time to time. Like the one I am having right now 

while I am standing here waiting for the train to come. Platform Five can be 

the last place. The train is coming; everybody is stepping back a little. Just one 

step that step that I have failed to take back then. Everything can cease to exist 

in a blink of an eye. Just one more step. It felt everything is going real slow 

and there is almost no sound at all. That's what it felt like in a crowded train 

station. That's what it felt like while listening to 'Ghost walking' by Lamb Of 

God. No sound at all. I stepped back like I did hundred times before and 

entered the train. I just bought a cheap nude painting; everyone in the train is 

looking at it and looking at me at the same time. Two naked bodies one of 

them is smoking. It is not a Mateja Petkovic good but it is still quite alright. I 

wondered why it was on sale. On an empty street downtown Algiers. I sat 

down and my mind took me where I was just an hour ago. In college sitting on 

a bench with her. It is my mind's and soul's favorite place; with her. Two 

worlds colliding. The mixture of the past, the present and the future in 

seconds. Creating future memories to happen right now. I grabbed my 

notebook and I wrote down 'Small Beautiful things.' Beautiful things like her 

smell that it is still on my cloths, like her breath that it still on my neck and 

like her kiss that I can still taste. Beautiful things like these small heart shaped 

paper that she made me so I can put it on my notebook, like a funny language 

that we created for fun but now it became part of how we talk. I have been 

tormented by the thought should I tell her? I know she would understand but 
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it is a hard thing to grasp. Even though I am as human as one can get but I 

still have A.I instead of my brain. I still can't have children. I am still a threat 

to people like the government says. I have been making a list named ''reasons 

to stay'' on my notebook and I have been trying to write things down every 

day. I wrote down her and beautiful things. Today Beautiful things that is her 

have saved my day. My mind lately have been daydreaming about her a lot. 

Everything I see and everywhere I look, it reminds me of her. How would I 

avoid all of these things? Or is it too late for me? It feels like I am lost in 

various worlds except when I am with her talking to her. It is the only world I 

want to be lost in.  

I got back to my apartment, lit a cigarette and hanged the painting above my 

bed. I am loving the details of this. I don't understand the meaning behind it 

but I learned to love mysteries. I am not running to find and put a meaning to 

everything anymore. Sometimes meaning ruins beautiful things. I am just 

going to look at its fulfilling details. I am enjoying beautiful details, details like 

this last puff of my dying cigarette. 

'Have you ever wonder why we see things like this beautiful? I mean what is 

beauty? What makes a thing beautiful? I mean is there a link between ugliness and 

beauty? Because some people will not see this painting as beautiful.' 

'Yeah that's something to think about.' I said as I laid in bed looking at the 

painting; The Weeknd is playing in the background. 

 'And it is not only about paintings. Music, movies, Novels and not only the 

controversial ones like Nude paintings, or erotic novels like the ones I read this 

week Ada or Lolita by Vladimir Nabokov. I mean every creative endeavor 

from creating sculpture, perfumes, painting to photography... et cetera can be 

ugly to some people and aesthetically beautiful to others. I wonder why? How 

can something be so beautiful to some and hideous to others?' 

'I like the ancient idea about beauty is about balance, it goes right back to ancient 

Greek philosophers. Like I guess people love symmetrical things which Aristotle 

said it is one of the main forms of beauty. It is true we happen to judge people face 

and we think a person face is attractive if it happens to be symmetrical.' 
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'True, but there are all kinds of beautiful asymmetrical unbalanced things. 

Paintings, flowers, faces...et cetera and after all these are only our personal 

taste. Everyone have a taste of the thing they like. Maybe this balance thing is 

just a small factor, maybe it is all about something else desire for example.' 

'I knew you would say that. You finished Plato's book where he talks about this and 

now you are trying to brag about it in front of me.' 

'You know me too well.' 

'Yeah I get what you mean. After all some people desire those paintings and other 

things and some people simply don't. So yeah perhaps there is a link between desire 

and beauty. But a desire for what exactly? That's the question. Maybe these 

paintings or erotic novel writers like Nabokov can provide an answer. I mean look 

at this painting. It is well painted it certainly looks like real images of people, the 

light and shadows in it looks absolutely magnificent. Moreover, let us not forget the 

guy that is touching that woman's naked body from behind; she is smoking a 

cigarette so that's also a nice detail as well. So It has erotic scenes. Hmmm. So 

horny scenes like this are about sexual desire.' 

'Yeah but its purpose not only that. Not only sexual desire. I mean we can look 

at it from different perspective not only graphic sex you know. The painting is 

beautiful but I have a thought that perhaps it is about the artist who happens 

to be a lover describing the person who is so in love with. He is drawing a 

sincere passionate moment he had with his lover, he is drawing every detail of 

that woman. Every beauty mark, every scare, every line in the face, and every 

curve. He simply adores every single bit of that moment and if we look at it 

from this perspective it is damn good. I mean even philosophers talked about 

erotic paintings like this who suggested that the essence of the erotic is not just 

about being explicit but mostly about feelings and the sense of touch, wonder, 

heat, pressure and breath...et cetera. What I am saying is that perhaps beauty 

is about desire, and erotic desire happens to be a very strong component in all 

of this. But it is a bit disappointing I mean is that all?' 

'I don't think it is all about that. I mean a person for example can say ''That is a 

beautiful person'' without erotic desire you know? So I don't really think everything 

is about sex.'  



XCI 
 

'Perhaps you are right. Now thinking about it ancient Greek philosopher Plato 

was interested in the connection between beauty and desire where he wrote 

one of the famous dialogues ever The Symposium. So, Plato actually thought 

or Socrates thought, sometimes I can't tell who is Socrates and who is Plato if 

you know what I mean. Plato thought it is more to it than just you know.... 

Sex.'  

'In the symposium, Aristodemus who I believe was an advocate of 

sapiosexuality said that love is both the love of the body and the love of the 

mind meaning: intelligence and goodness. The other character Aristophanes 

suggested that when humans were created they were created into three 

genders: male, female and non-binary. Back then he said that everybody had 

two faces, four legs, four hands So basically it's like two people mixed 

together. He claimed that this early human form was so powerful that the 

Greek God Zeus cut them all in two, so that's the reason of our desire to look 

for beauty and love. That's why we are always looking for our other half.' 

'Can I finish the story? You know I love Socrates.' 

'Sure, go ahead.' 

'Then Socrates gets up and he disagreed with them all. Typical Socrates. He said 

love is the love of something, the desire for something we lack. It is neither 

beautiful nor ugly, neither divine nor mortal but a mixture of the two. From my 

understanding, he suggested that that is the reason why we look for beauty. He 

knew that beauty is found in almost everything, and when realizing this he said you 

would ultimately know that the higher beauty is in the soul not the body. You would 

also realize that the higher love is in the abstract idea of raw beauty. Of course we 

can look the other way in various religious texts where they suggest to just 

appreciate beauty but with no desire whatsoever is a better way. Letting go of 

desire they claimed is a way to reach a state where we don't want anything, ergo 

happy with life just accepting life as it is.' 

'I still don't understand a lot of concepts in The Symposium but perhaps 

beauty lies in contemplation as well as desire. But the weird thing is that Plato, 

Socrates even Kant or Burke suggest that contemplation or the sublime as 

they call it is higher and even better than just regular beauty. 
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 I mean how? I am not a hedonist but I mean imagine being deprived of the 

company or the touch of your lover; all those things that makes life 

pleasurable, enjoyable and just amazing you know. I don't ever think I will be 

satisfied only by contemplation maybe that's not the point but I mean who 

would. About the religious thing, I don't know dude, life without desiring 

anything doesn't seem my idea of a beautiful fulfilling life. Not looking and 

desiring for anything seems to me even worst. There is an absurd amount of 

theories about this, which if you follow it will lead you all the way to the top to 

the main question of the meaning of life. Life is all about seeking happiness 

and trying to do things that makes us happy, perhaps Camus was right: the 

only way to live is to confront the absurd and keep living anyway as an act of 

rebellion. He said seeking beautiful things like art, pleasure, desire, comfort is 

a way to preform this act of rebellion. So perhaps it is all about finding these 

beautiful things in this weird world where we most likely won't find any 

answer to our big questions and just hold this beauty we see and feel and enjoy 

it. Exactly like this beautiful painting I am looking at because after all 

beautiful things in a weird world can remind us to keep desiring, it gives us a 

reason to keep on living.'  
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I glanced on through the window and the sun is already setting. I grabbed a 

Marlboro cigarette from my jacket and put on Fkj playlist. I noticed that my 

desire for smoking weed was completely gone. It feels like it got replaced by 

this sensational desire of looking at beautiful things. Like this amazing sunset 

and this creamy orange sky, it is just so beautiful. I added sunsets to my 

notebook and It just felt good. I missed this it has been a while. I grabbed the 

weed I was hiding and flushed it down the toilet. The voice inside is getting 

softer on me. It doesn't feel like an issue to me; at least that's what I am feeling 

about it this week. That is what I am hoping for anyway. I think we are done 

fighting and we are in a kind of truce at the moment. Nevertheless, one thing 

for sure it feels so freaking weird that I am feeling grateful for the 

conversation we just had, I can't remember the last time I felt like this. It is So 

freaking weird. 
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Chapter XIII: To 
Us, Sincerely. 

 

07 a.m. my alarm is ringing. I woke up as soon as it rang. Official classes 

are finally here. I am excited for college, autumn, philosophy lectures and 

more. After all, I am finally moving away from an entire dreadful negative 

summer that I had. I don't think I will ever forget that period of time, it was 

indeed very hard and very suicidal and I don't have a single clue what's the 

future is holding for me. Although it is very hard to make this shift of mind, I 

am still trying to think positively. And believe it or not Mr. Not Good Enough 

is actually helping me since we had our discussion about a week ago. That is 

something I never thought would happen.  

I got up, washed my face and stared in the mirror. 'Have you ever had a 

feeling where you stare at yourself for too long and feel a slight of disconnect 

between your consciousness and your physical being? But then you stare even 

more and you think damn I am really in this body, I am in this body, I am this 

body… and I look a lot like my dad.' 

'I know right! I find this very fascinating. Something for sure is we can't doubt this. 

Like Rene Descartes, ''I think therefore I am'' we can't doubt that we are thinking 

and staring at the mirror.' 

I dressed up, grabbed my coffee, lit a cigarette and went to the car. I put on 

some old classic Megadeth on low volume and headed to Bouzereah.  

'Damn traffic jam! I have literally never seen this road without traffic jam, ever.' 

'I know right! Sartre was partially wrong in his No Exit play. Hell is not other 

people. Hell is getting stuck in traffic. It is not bothering me that much, I mean 

I have been feeling great lately physically and mentally. Now I think about it, 

it seems I can't even remember how I physically felt when I got suicidal. It is 
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weird I know. I mean even when I remember how I felt mentally. I remember 

all those fears that I had. Those fears not one of them came true.' 

'You are right. When thinking about it, it makes me curious. You were a mess back 

then, but now you are getting out more, traveling more, and making goals. You 

used to think all those bad stuff all the time but now recognize those are anomalies 

that can be addressed. You are climbing out of this depression, and you started that 

climb weeks ago. So... What happened? What changed?' 

'I don't know man! These suicidal and depressive periods I had were not like a 

lightning bolt where you know that you have been hit and you are so damaged. 

It is more like a poison that someone slips into your food in little doses, and 

you sit down every night and you eat that poison without realizing that it is 

building up inside you until you stop functioning. When I stop and I start to 

think about it I know that you were that someone and the poison at the same 

time.' 

'What!! Me? Are you craz...' 

'AH AH AH Ah! you don't shout anymore. I am in control. You can't ruin this 

good mood I am having. Not anymore. People and psychologist say that people 

don't know they are in an abusive relationship when they are in them. We 

have some sort of a relationship and it is abusive. I managed to shut you up 

when I am meditating, traveling or with my girlfriend or my loved ones and I 

thought about it a lot. I thought I deserved it. But man I didn't deserve what 

happened.' 

 

I am moving again. It is already 8 a.m. fortunately classes don't start until 9.30 

a.m. 

 

'Allow me to bring you back to philosophy 101, where Aristotle said that a 

good person isn't only about doing the right thing for the right reasons, but 

also having the right virtues. You know bravery, empathy, compassion stuff 

like that. You need to have them in the right amount as well Aristotle said. I 
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mean you don't want to be too brave or you will be reckless, you got to have 

what he called The Golden Mean. And yes you can even be too loving, or too 

kind. Now I am thinking about it, when it comes to you I was too 

compassionate. I was constantly dragged by you and your negative talks. 

Always saying yes to your negative plans. Let us smoke 2 grams of weed or 

let's get into a fight or some stupid other things. You almost killed me. I never 

said what I want, never asked for anything that might inconvenience you and 

your evil plans for me. All of that went hand in hand with my low self-esteem 

because I had been so discouraged by you I thought what I needed wasn't 

really worth anything. Like I didn't deserve to be a better version of me. And 

like you said I have done the Descartes thing where I doubted everything I 

think I know that was causing my deep depression until I found the one 

undoubtable and when I found it your discouraging depressive words, words 

like "You are worthless, you are nothing..." where all over it. I can't have that 

as a foundation of my whole life view. I realized I needed a new philosophy.' 

 

I realized that I am going 150 km per hour. I slowed down, breathed slowly. I 

caught myself getting a bit intense so I relaxed. I can't let thoughts like this 

dictate how I feel. 

 

'What I did is that I realized all those great opportunities I missed, how many 

goals I didn't start because I had swallowed that poison. I felt like I am mind 

colonized by you. How many times I turned my back on my girlfriend, family 

or friends just because of you. I had to accept that I will never be able get rid 

of you so I am changing you. I am changing you to a more my-way kind of 

voice. I am breaking the habit of you.  

I realize I have to accept that what I have been through can have a lasting 

effects. I still have flashbacks sometimes nightmares that can trigger me but it 

is getting rarer and rarer.' 

 'Unbelievably, I am happy for you about this. I am also glad you realize that going 

through all of this and recovering isn't like a movie where the protagonist just 

learns the lesson and then applies it and go save the day. It doesn't work like that, it 
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is more like rehearsing a play. You have to keep going over it and over it until it 

becomes unconscious and natural. And that exactly what you are doing. Now I 

understand your sudden interest, the weird positive affirmations you listen to every 

night you go to bed and the shelf that is filled with self-help books besides in your 

bedroom.' 

'Yeah I realize I still have a lot of distance to go, but the progress is real. I 

have changed in these past months since the accident in the rooftop. I am not 

the man I was. I mean it is weird the journey of self- discovering, It took me 

times to realize that the thoughts I have been having aren't mine per say. I 

realized that bad ideas like those I had were so deep within that I thought they 

were me, that they were mine. It took a lot of time with the help of my favorite 

people and books so I can slowly grow it out. I am still doing it.' 

 

I had a weird pulling sensation that I must go to the sea. I wasn't planning on 

skipping my psychology class but I just couldn't help but feel this itch and 

desire that I want to go to the sea. I took the first left I saw and headed to the 

sea. I called my girlfriend and we decided to meet there in an hour, we are 

both skipping apparently. After a while, I reached the sea. I pulled up my car 

near the cliff. I stepped out and lit a cigarette. 

'Shame man! You made me feel all of those ugly things, which now I know 

that were not me. You were supposed to help me, but you didn't. I kept all 

what was killing me inside. I got addicted, depressed; I even fucking hated to 

smile for god sake. I was in the damn flames. Those times felt like me and 

death were tongue-kissing.' 

'Actually French-Lithuanian philosopher Emmanuel Levinas talked about this 

shame of vulnerability in his book ''On Escape'' where he said that: "shame arises 

each time we are unable to make others forget our basic nudity. It is related to 

everything we would like to hide and that we cannot bury or cover up... This 

preoccupation with addressing to hide ourselves concerns every manifestation of 

our lives, our acts, and our thoughts."Everybody is ashamed for this because we 

are all vulnerable; we all seek to hide our vulnerabilities from others.' 
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'I have to admit I like this newer version of you. But you should be fair enough 

and continue his quote, because we don't hide our vulnerability from other 

only. One seeks to hide from oneself as well.' 

'Fair enough, Levinas continued and he said: "One seeks to hide from others, but 

also from oneself... We see in shame its social aspect; we forget that its deepest 

manifestations are an eminently personal matter... the necessity of fleeing, in order 

to hide oneself, is put in check by the impossibility of fleeing oneself." I am 

guessing that book helped you realize that you can't get rid of me that's why you 

are changing me.' 

'I would have gone mad if I didn't. I realized that we are all vulnerable. We 

always going to get sick, grow old, and make mistakes. We will eventually die. 

I realized I need someone outside of me and within me to help me through it 

all. This helped me decided that I need to leave that old version of you. I 

instantly realized it won't be easy. It is still not easy, it is a battel I have to do 

every single day when I get up in the morning and every night when I am 

about to fall to sleep. It is hard to leave a part of you, which was there 

throughout your whole life. I realize now that we are not two people anymore. 

I am you and you are me and when bad days come I WILL BE HERE.' 

 

I went back to the car and I grabbed my notebook. This notebook I wrote in 

everyday for five months Reasons to stay. I wrote in it all the things my soul 

responded to, whether they were good or bad, up or down, ugly or beautiful, 

embarrassing or fulfilling and everything in between. In this notebook, every 

single thing that moved my soul is here. I re-read few pages with nostalgic 

eyes. I got out of the car. I looked to this beautiful image that I am seeing. I felt 

and smelled the air of the sea. I listened to the waves hitting the shore. I looked 

down and it was just like what I imagined, when I was on that rooftop and I 

pretended that I am jumping off a cliff instead of a building. Nevertheless, this 

time I am not even thinking about jumping. I am alive. I looked back and my 

girlfriend is coming, she just pulled up. I looked back to the beautiful sea and 

threw my notebook. I won't be needing reasons to stay anymore. My soul is 

alive. I can breathe. I am alive. 
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I gave Maissa a long hug and as I was hugging her, I noticed a guy looking at 

us in a strange way. I felt that I lost the control of my legs. I got scared. The 

guy in a black coat is approaching us and I realized that I have seen this face 

somewhere. I couldn’t tell where exactly. I immediately grabbed my girlfriend 

hand and jumped in my car. She was surprised and asked what happened. I 

ignited the engine and drove away as fast as I could. With my rearview 

mirror, I saw him looking at my car. Maissa kept saying what is happening 

but I kept concentrating on where I have seen that person. 

 'Fuck Fuck FUCK. I think he knows the truth about us.' 

'Fuck! I remember. Your parents' house. He was in your parents' house.' 

'Holy shit you are right.' Maissa kept asking who I was talking to and I just 

ignored her. I couldn’t focus at all. I apologized and I drove back to her house. 

I told her that I needed to do something, that I am very sorry. 'I will explain 

everything tomorrow.' I said before I drove away. 
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Djamal flipped the page but the rest of the pages are missing. Someone torn off the 

rest of the pages. 'Ah God damn it. Stuff like this always happens to me.' The little 

voice inside his head screamed. 

He got up from his bed and went down stairs. He found his dad preparing dinner. 

'Hey Dad! The book you have gave me to read is missing the rest of the pages. 

Why would someone do that?' he said as he watched his dad taste the Rechta. 

'Where is Mom by the way?' Djamal continued. 

'She is having fun in the wedding and I am here doing this crap. You are a terrible 

cook. What are you doing?' the inner voice inside his dad's head yelled in 

frustration. 'She is in her cousin's wedding, remember?' his dad said.  

'Oh yeah I remember. But what happened to the book you gave me. I want to 

finish it.' Djamal asked again. 

'I don’t know son. It is an old book. I can't even remember who gave it to me 

or when. Just Google the ending or something.' His dad replied. 'Oh you are 

going to eat the worst Rechta ever by the way.' He joked. 

'Shit.' Djamal put his hand to his face in disappointment. 'Do you know how it 

ends?' Djamal asked. His dad shook his head. 

'I wonder if the future would be as the book described.  But one thing for sure 

I am curious about the advance technology we will have then.' Djamal said. 

'It is 2020 and people still kill each other, it will be chaos. I hope I would be 

long gone before those times.' His dad replied. 'You already lived long enough. 

Just stick that knife in your chest already.' the voice added. 

'Oh, don’t say that. Maybe it would be alright.' Djamal responded. 'Hopefully 

we will be both gone. Sometimes I wish I was dead.' Djamal thought. 

Dinner was served and they ate in silence. But the silence is so loud isn't it? Both 

inside and out. And It is already the time for you to flip another page once again. 

THE END. 
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Letters to 
Remember Who I 

am. 
 

After a deep struggle with myself, against myself I finally picked up that old 

typewriter and managed to write this. I do too have an inner voice that drives me 

crazy. I know you do too. In my case, it has been three days or more since the last 

time I have spoken to him. The other me. I have been writing in the new journal I 

got recently just so I can write some thoughts in it about what I learned. Perhaps a 

conversation will appear. Is it weird that I miss talking to him? Maybe not. It 

certainly feels weird to long for a certain part of you to reappear but perhaps that 

part never left. Perhaps it has just changed a little bit. I am in my head again. The 

voice inside became natural after long battels. What I am writing is what I am 

hearing inside. My thoughts became easy to control... Sometimes. 

As I am writing this. My mug of F.R.I.E.N.D.S near me. I am looking through the 

window. It is getting darker and the sun has already set. The starts are beginning to 

show up. I smiled when I thought of all those things I have been worrying about 

when I was depressed. I cannot seem even to remember what I was worried about. 

The absurdity is hitting me right in the face. I am looking back to all what has 

happened to me and I realized that the bad experiences I went through were 

somehow vital. Thanks to what happened I am now who I am. I have a different 

perspective towards life now thanks to the other me. In a way, sometimes the worst 

experience can be the best thing that happens to you. It is strange to think that 

everything that I have experienced so far in my life can be simply described as a 

bunch of fleeting moments. Each one is composed of incalculable number of tiny 

pieces of the universe falling into place that can never come together again. That 
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can never be relived again only through me; by my mind. This is all I know and all 

I will ever know. A series of instances put together to tell the story of my life, 

whether they are bad instances or good ones. That is all I have known. I also find 

this knowledge of knowing this is incredible to me; capable of understanding all of 

this small pieces shaping my life for me to be here, thinking these thoughts and 

speaking these words. I am also fascinated on my level of curiosity about things 

like this. Author Sam Wren-Lewis words came to mind where he wrote about 

curiosity in his book The Happiness Problem. He wrote:" First, by being curious 

we open ourselves up to the potential value of things that would otherwise pass us 

by... This is the realm of Beauty. Second, we become more aware of the potential 

value of the things we already have... We feel gratitude and contentment. Lastly, 

we can respond to the challenges with greater flexibility which means being less 

stuck in our habitual way of seeing the world... different perspective." 

Curiosity is a reason to stay.  

I sensed as if I heard something coming deep from within. It doesn't matter now 

because I know that that part of me was me after all. I will never lose that. We all 

have voices inside. Many cars are passing down the street. It appears to be for a 

wedding. It made me think again about these strings of moments that makes these 

snapshots and instances blend into the next moment. Each instance is arriving too 

quickly and leaving again before I can grab it. Perhaps it is meant this way to enjoy 

every fleeting moment to the fullest. I am conscious enough to know that there is 

many things happening beyond the limitations of my infinite awareness. When 

feeling love like this about the universe as a whole, and all what is in it, you 

discover an appreciation of everything it is. Knowing something so beautiful, so 

vast can be felt by the tiny us. At the beginning of any love I only wanted this to 

myself but then I started to learn to adore things from threes steps back as well; 

unconditioned love is what I am trying to seek. It is great indeed, when the voice 

inside teaches you things like this. 

I am only 21 years old after all. I am slowing down. I realized that what is even 

scarier than death itself is dying having not lived. I am slowing down because this 

experience is not meant to go by casually. This experience is gifted to us along with 

a body to embrace, a planet to explore and a galaxy to remind us that there is a lot 

more that we don't know. I am slowing down trying to embrace every moment. I 

am trying to do things that mean well and I am trying to age gracefully. As I am 

writing this down; I put on Heartbeats by José Gonzalez and I continued writing 



CVI 
 

down on my notebook. I am only human witnessing a million predetermined 

snapshots that the universe blend into one another, but I can't help but appreciate 

that it is fascinating all the same. An infinite number of events had to take place for 

me to be here, and yet here I am. My soul is here right now. Perhaps no one will 

read these words but me but your soul is here as well, right now. Within these 

fleeting moments, we will cross path with other souls. We will cry, we will laugh, 

we will talk and we will miss each other. We will hesitate, we will doubt, we may 

even do some stupid things and maybe eventually our path will split again. I am 

learning that these moments whether they are meaningful or meaningless are real. I 

am collecting these moments that at the end I will find myself reminiscing on. I am 

not afraid of the future and I am not overindulging in the past. After all those 

moments are only echoes of what I did today. These moments that makes me feel 

alive because I am not scared of living anymore. I am alive chasing things that 

make me feel alive and if it hurts, at least that's living, right? I learned that 

sometimes all you need to do is what American poet Anne Sexton once said:' Put 

your ear down next to your soul and listen hard.'  
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Writer's note 
Depression and other mental disorders are seriously dangerous. Many people look 

at depression as just a phase that will eventually go away. It is more than that. In 

this book, I talked about depression and various thoughts and accidents that 

happened to me, which I am sure most of you have suffered from as well. By being 

open and doing different things to get myself up again, I found that I was most of 

the times worrying about nothing. Rather than make me feel like a weirdo, being 

open to things like this had made me realize how many people suffer from 

depression. Just as none of us is 100% physically healthy, no one is 100% mentally 

healthy. We are all on a scale. 

I have searched a lot about the measures that our country Algeria take to prevent 

suicide and besides from only one hotline + 213 983 2000 58  which they rarely 

respond to anyway, unfortunately there isn't much. Nevertheless, there is still a lot 

of help out there so if you do suffer from depression, anxiety, suicidal thoughts, 

panic disorders, OCD, or any other issue the best solution is to make sure to talk to 

somebody either a psychologist, a friend, a lover, a member of the family, even a 

stranger like me would love to help…  

You can also call the number 14. Or You can seek online help in Arabic, French 

and in English: 

https://www.befrienders.org/                      /               https://www.mayoclinic.org/ 

https://www.beyondblue.org                    /                 https://save.org/ 

https://www.mentalhealth.org/                   /               https://ilajnafsy.bzfo.de/ 

https://www.mshlwahdk.com/                    /               https://www.shezlong.com/ 

https://bazrameet.com/ 

 

 

https://www.befrienders.org/
https://www.mayoclinic.org/
https://www.beyondblue.org/
https://save.org/
https://www.mentalhealth.org/
https://ilajnafsy.bzfo.de/
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