Theme: diary entry???The 9th of the 9th (September), 1999Today I woke up really early. As I looked outside thewindow I saw the mist floating in the cold, morning air.The houses from our neighbourhood looked like they werewearing a thin, white coat. The sun seemed to be stillasleep. I wondered what would happen if this dreamy anddark atmosphere would be present for the whole day. Wewould never see the sun shine and probably have greatdifficulty seeing anything. What if what we see is not evenreal in the first place? What if all the trees we see on theway to school are just the product of our imagination?Maybe we are living in a dream altogether. After all, wecan not prove that anything is indeed real.There is no test which can clearlydemonstrate that the piece of paper I amnow writing on is really there, in front ofme. Sometimes I even wonder about apossibility of the existence of a little greenman that is playing with us and dictating our lives entirely- he could just be watching and influencing everything wedo and making us believe certain things; we could just behis made up figurines on a chess board (maybe the piecesfrom our chess boards think they are real too) that playby his rules. How scary! What is truth anyway? Somethingwhich is beyond our control? Something relative andconventional that we chose to automatically believewithout questioning it? Maybe... On the other hand, if I seea tree and my friends standing next to me see thatparticular thing as a tree as well, then the truth must havecertain parameters; to some extend it has to coincide inour minds in order to allow us to agree upon it. Yet what ifthe �green� person controlling our lives has actuallycreated one single human and then making that particularhuman believe that there are other little humans runningaround him/her? Going by this theory, we could end up

Theme: diary entrydenying our own existence altogether. We will probablynever know, but for the time being it is convenient to noteven think about it - avoiding confusion can be theanswer.I guess I was influenced by � What does it all mean?� (abook that we were reading in our Philosophy class, twodays ago) in thinking these thoughts. One of its chapters iscalled �How do we know anything?�. The author questionsjust about everything to do with ourselves, from oursenses to experiences and births. What if he is right torebel against our own minds? He does not preach, he justasks questions and that is much more effective in myopinion (especially since these questions seem to haveimpossible answers, if any). This whole process ofdetermining what truth and trust of our own senses reallyare is extremely difficult and confusing. Life is probablyjust too hard to figure out sometimes.