Words such as "good" and "evil" are not fashionable. The terms "positive" and "negative" are used as if "positivity" is the way to go and "negativity" something to be avoided. When people start using the words of electro-magnetism as if they apply to human relationships they should remember that positive poles do not attract. I am totally repelled when encouraged to be "positive" as if I am some iron filing to fall into line with someone else's magnetic field.
No, I think (know) Life is one enormous game played for real.
Whether one is "good", "positive" or "negative" and "evil" depends on the colour of the guernsey given you when you come onto Life's playing field. There are some of us who will play for either side with equal vigour. We play just for the bloody-minded spirit of the game and to see that the sides are evenly matched. What the heck. We only have one life to live. It just depends on how many times you want to live it.
Unless you have had a soul transplant? Or been taken over by someone else's life? I believe that both have happened to me. The first involved a spot of brutality and rape, but it is too early in this story for that. But the second....I clearly recall standing at the ironing board, feeling as if I had just drifted away and someone else had stepped into my shoes just as comfortably as you please. Such was the bliss, peace, joy and contentment I thought I must have just died and gone to heaven. I was still standing at the ironing board. Can you put your hand on your heart and say you honestly enjoy ironing? How long have we had this need to get rid of wrinkles in our clothes? How many trees have been chopped down to heat flat-irons on the stove? How many barrels of oil are consumed in producing the electricity needed just to get rid of crinkles? What's wrong with crumple? Better still, what's wrong with leather?
Here is an example of an innocent mind. Soon after arriving in London, having deserted my husband and children, I returned to my room after working at Thomas Cook's as a copy-typist. I found the caretakers had skipped from the Hampstead house in which was my basement room. Most of my clothes were gone, probably packed in one of my own suit-cases. Left with hardly anything to wear and not a lot of money, I thought myself to be sensible in buying a black, leather tunic. It would need neither washing nor dry-cleaning, nor - dare I mention - ironing. I could wear it every day over my few remaining clothes. 
My shoes had been stolen as well. The outfit was completed with a pair of matching boots which came up to and just over the knee. There I was feeling good in my brand new, hassle free, economical gear and people started talking about whips? I think that was a problem the English enjoy with their French lessons. They pick up some strange ideas and must have a problem as there are so many tutors offering lessons in French in the privacy of their own homes.
I wore that outfit to France. Lace fell from the neck of the white blouse. One side of a black Homburg was pinned up to suggest a slouch hat. Somehow I felt recognised and appreciated. Kept on winning prizes at a sideshow with an air-rifle. A soldier. A different kind of soldier, but a soldier all the same. Or so it seemed the eyes were saying.
The eyes.
How we deceive ourselves. The window to the soul. The mirror of the mind. Who are we? God? Who else has the right to peek into our souls? If we are looking into mirrors, whose mind do we see? My first and most vivid recurring nightmare involved an eye. Just one. Nothing else. Just this one eye looking at me, bringing me to wakefulness in terror. I used to interpret this as being a warning against being selfish. Now I think that it was being made sure that I would always know that Someone was keeping an eye on me. If it is true, it is just as well. There are a few things that have happened for which there is no rational explanation. 
It is supposed to make you blind. Looking at the sun. With my naked eye I looked into the sun. The only protection seemed to be the minds of others who were, at that time and in that place, sharing my altered reality. I stared for what seemed to be an eternity. It could only have been a few seconds in real time. 
That was in Cornwall in 1971. Twenty years later, in a train travelling between Perth, (W.A.) and Midland I was chatting with a twelve year old aspiring writer. Our conversation was interrupted by an Aboriginal ex-boxer who appeared to be drunk. He stated that among his people, some of the old men could look straight at the sun. The young lad started to down-play this, declaring that it was impossible. I gave him a nudge and told him to listen for what the man had to say was not as impossible as he thought. The ex-boxer gave me a knowing stare from sober eyes. I would only know it were possible had I done it myself. He knew that I knew that it was true.

