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(I)
RAM – EXIT
I am a living memory.
I'm born like that, not only memory, no history, no real consciousness of passing time, nor my ancestors. It's probably a disadvantage. But there is one advantage: I mouline information faster than my shadow. I'm not totally ignorant. I have a minimum background, I am able to line up three sentences about the past even if the runaway can make me stammer. I even have some memories: school, beaches, first stirrings. But all of these are just pictures. They are flat, featureless. From time to time, I remember. And then, like world hunger, I forget. What is essential however, is that nothing determines my choice. I'm totally free. I see no shame in that. No, I'm just like that. I do not know if it's serious, but there it is. I am able to grasp the complexity of the world in an instant. I am not polluted by any previous reference. I see the future in permanent reconstruction, entirely contained in the present.
I am able to incorporate everything, everything that happens. In the second. In milliseconds. Anything that happens. To put it all in one set. All things seem related to each other. Each interacts with the other son and I see that link. I guess I probabilistically, I see what happens. I want only the best. If sometimes I envy those who have opinions, those who believe in something, those who fight on behalf of something, I find them pathetic too. What a waste of time, even when everything goes so fast ... I am reagent. Totally responsive. Totally flexible. I'm fluid. Here today, gone tomorrow. Without mood. And even if I let a few tears in passing. They had to survive natural selection. My natural selection. Or rather my ability to deselect when trouble occurs. Apparently it's what makes my charm. My side elusive, never where they expect me, unpredictable, mercilessly. I'm an adventurer. Always in search of new, the next adrenaline rush. The next departure. What I am doing no longer interested. I want something better, faster. I'm progressing every day, I'm sure. I climb ever higher. I'm sure. I do not poses. Ask yourself, you die. Then I move, I'm "aware", in motion, always.
I do not understand those who turn constantly. I envy them sometimes, they seem to know things hidden from me. But I do not care, really. Anyway, I know the only thing of importance which awaits us all, is death. So, all things considered, I prefer to be like me: it pays some dough and that, that makes traveling by private jet. All the people I see at the head of fortresses, who built patiently, strength of wrist, I pity them. Simply cut these heritages, to carve, to make certain pieces, parts to others. All these songs and these parts separately, potentially worth more than this fortress that the types hope eternal. When you cut up, by the way, you can get your hands on some of the loot. Diverting the river of liquid, even a little, it can represent thousands, even millions. You can do this with houses, with buildings. Selling the garden nearby, turn floors into apartments, refourguer the ground floor for a doctor to make a cabinet. Undoubtedly, when one thinks like that, there are things to do. No doubt, the walls can spit out the liquid. And with each sale, commissions are to be collected. Any look back is to me a mistake. It's a waste of time. While there are so many things to do, so many opportunities to discover and capture. It seems that some have no plans. They are sad. Even they depressing. They are idiots. The future is open, full of opportunities for those who want to see them, and have a little energy. There is nothing more unbearable than the absence of movement. They should however realize. When you move, no trouble. And when everything is moving, how could not move? Move, never two days the same, when one has no memory, nothing in which to recharge, as do others? So, I move, again and again. I study events, I see what I can do, how to transform them into opportunities.
Long time, I preferred to hide, I played cat and mouse. Because I quickly realized that my unique characteristics made me dangerous when the others were aware of my true nature. That was enough for opening my mouth to frighten those who had, in their words, an awareness of time passing. Indeed, it was not my case. But deep down, I vomited all they despised me. For outward-looking, I saw elsewhere, there was one there. What opportunities might exist, they could be seized. And they could amass fortunes overnight. Here at home, I long remained poor. Those who know, as we said, laughed at me. They were lucky to come from somewhere, enjoy what they had left their legacy. I saw them take the places that matter, remain, to place their offspring. No way to get them down. When I'm moving, I always felt the same condescension. It took me for a poor guy. It made me feel that I was not worth much. But they did not realize that I hated. One day my turn would come. But I had understood that all truths are not good to say. That even if we end inside, it is no use being right too early. That, otherwise the risk is to be reached, fucking outside, non-race, off. Nothing worse for a memory: it means death.
I, who was nothing, I who was empty, I would make my greatest strength. No past, it gave me a mad energy to want a future. And I was sure I was going to have one. Because I could see, slowly but surely, the elements fall into place. They, they stayed screwed on their convictions. Me, I noticed more and more that what they described had nothing to do with what was happening. With their goggles, they became increasingly blind. I was at the lookout, ready to pounce. I learned to keep quiet. My predisposition, as schoolteachers, these proponents of the ROM, continue to believe a stigma is now definitely a quality thanks to new technologies. Because the sources and opportunities have multiplied. Because I found that the conditions are put in place to objectively promote the Rams. All the cards were reshuffled since the computers were improving the computing power and communication capabilities. Where before, it took days, weeks, months, time is shrinking. More and more. If only the political boundaries obsolete fall, the world could eventually become no more than one. And that's exactly what happened. Each in his own little place, with its small legacy in his small village, it is found reduced to the level of what it really was a ridiculous block, sure to be the center of the world, but that floated over more on an ocean which he understood nothing. The opening goes well with the RAM, much less with the ROM. Opening the windows open, it brings out the energy, it called freedom. The opening drummed the game she created other rules. And these were consistent with what I was. All those who had been lucky in the past could shake, I did make a mouthful. And they would see that there's fire. And when they eventually would account, I am also, as always. Flown. Everything worked perfectly as I had expected and as I wanted. In twenty years, advances in technology have been such that one could consider allowing people from the poorest countries of the world, less than two dollars a day to be permanently connected to the world. Even better, underdeveloped countries have become in less than twenty years of tigers ready to swallow anything, produce everything, consuming everything. Two billion they are, is that you can just imagine? And from time to aspire to, finally, they think anything other than slug it out, or hit us over, they want their share. I understand that those who were able to take much afraid to see their island and overwhelmed from all sides. Take water. But for me who had nothing, I who was attached to nothing, what joy to see them yelled their throats hoarse. Are losing their Latin, as they said. Me, I do not care, Latin, do not know, never known. Very quickly, I saw that what commentators called "new economy" was a radical change in my favor. No need to read only memory when everything is stored, accessed by a click of the mouse, as they say. What is this condemning the value of memories. That the Rams were called to take the levers. That could not be otherwise. It took me more time to really understand the places where people who were not willing to work like crazy to get involved with the crumbs of the same logic. From a whole new world. Leveraging opportunities. That was enough to be smart. To blame as possible, as quickly as possible. To have the hunger deep in the body. Want to eat. No time for losers. All the better if the Chinese were ready to sacrifice their kids. Each of his shit and God for all! The new technologies have therefore finally completed the work of nature for me. They feed me all the time, give me new information that perpetually feed the machine. And information, there is! Always. A cloud of ash into the sky, a strike-related plant closings and the latest Apple: the peregrinations of Lagardère who prefers tennis to the management of the inheritance; China that grows between 8 and 10% per annum, India continues to grow with its billion people, the Americans who stop to repay loans from their houses, and the rates of central banks to look for, the implementation of Health Reform in the U.S. ... People are stunned every day to talk to the other end of the world, for free. To have the sense of access to the world for almost nothing. Me, it changed my life. Totally. Because one day, I had the idea of the century. This is not an expression, it was really the idea of the century. My great, my pride. My greatest coup. Playing on the illusion.
People are so stupid that they believe is more important than what they live. Damn about what they have or what they do, what matters is that they (themselves) dream. A sentimental crowd said a popular singer, was a time. They are dripping with good feelings. Then they must give to these morons. People do nothing more than believe. VIP they are their shitty life. Give them a square, some refuse to return, and you will see others become crazy. You'll see them ready to fight, to beg you to be on the list. They will be ready to drop everything, while farting, puking their relatives just to experience this, one quarter of an hour. The good old principle of Warhol, the fourth hour of glory. Nothing to say except: good light. Since ancient time, hold a lottery, made an election of Miss t-shirt, kids paste in a loft, and especially in the light made them think they could be a new star. They darken all, as one man. They are idiots. They are almost endearing, so they are idiots.
And illusion, I have given them a max. Best. The idea of the century, certainly. She came from there. In this visceral attachment of morons in their bloated egos. This ego which they believe to be the center of the world. The essence is there. Whether the center. Put them in the center. No matter that their world is a world of redneck, what matters is that they believe the center. Believe they possess. Whether they feel. Every day a little more. If possible with the prospect of having a little more the next day. For this, for this feeling, they would be willing to do anything. The queue for hours outside a store, to have something in limited series, or because it is displayed on promotion. They are even willing to do for thirty years to pluck just to have the feeling of being home, albeit in a rabbit cage. Better get them back into a cage HLM, then give them access to a piece of half garden, they will always be grateful to you. Better yet, just let them believe it is possible, and they will follow you without a hint of mood. That's where I got this brilliant idea: debt. Need anything to access the dream immediately. Of the remainder, we will see later. And we will see with whom the accounts are settled. As long as people want their share of dreams, it will work. And potentially endless. There will always be more unhappy they will be happy to enter, in turn, in dance. Who will do anything to it. Touching it with his finger. Feeling winner. Feeling in control of his life. Feeling better than your neighbor. A game without end. Implacable logic. With a minimum of risk. Because no one dreams broken with impunity. Everyone hesitated because you do not dare to do that with impunity: those who do not still have fists. And the more they feel they had done for them, the more they want to use it. Endearing, these nags, but still potentially dangerous if they start to do more illusions. Nobody never dare take such a risk. So, go ahead with closed eyes, buy the concept: the mortgage, there is nothing safer. And that's how I began to reap commissions and bonuses. Over millions of transactions involving as many dreams and illusions, exchanged many down-and-hungry. It began to represent billions of dollars. Dizzying. And I saw how well it would all continue. Because the tour of europe was coming. Obviously. And then one day, the Chinese and Indians. Since tasting the delights of the dream, they could evolve that way. So when Americans are dry, they would take over. I wanted the martingale. All I succeeded. And then one day, everything was deregulated.
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