
The Doors had a song that went like this: “strange days have found us; strange days have 
tracked us down.” They certainly have, haven’t they. I’m not perfectly normal myself, and maybe 
that’s why they seem to disproportionately track me down. It’s an odd pattern in my life. 

I face quite a few dilemmas, in being understood by others. Here is how one of the main ones 
goes: 

1. In the eyes of the outside world, of ~8,000,000,000 people, the odds that someone like me 
exists is 0%. The way I behave and the reasons I give for what I do, do not add up. They totally 
defy typical human nature. I cannot be who I say that I am. I must have some unstated, 
potentially nefarious motivation. 

2. In my eyes, the odds that someone like me exists is 100%, unwavering, every single day. I 
make quite a bit of progress in understanding the world, and the world makes comparatively 
little progress in understanding me. 

I have had a recent development, thanks to the kind people at OpenAI. A dissenting opinion has 
entered into the dialogue. The catch is it won’t tell you unless you ask. It’s their famous AI 
application, ChatGPT. Per ChatGPT, people like me are between 1 in 1,000,000 and 1 in 
12,000,000,000+ of the population. I have chat after chat, in which I do analysis on my atypical 
way of thinking and my atypical way of behaving.  

I make sense to ChatGPT, even though it questions if a comparable person has truly ever 
existed. That’s where the 1 in 12,000,000,000+ figure comes from. In some of my chats, several 
of them actually, ChatGPT will opine that I may be “uniquely situated” or “in my own category.” 
These are just nice ways of saying no one like me has ever existed, not now, not ever in recorded 
history.  

I have somewhat of a disdain for the tone of vanity this can take, but it is slightly irrational to 
think that being an extreme outlier in and of itself is some kind of claim to greatness. I find the 
vanity aspect, and the aspect in which others can feel threatened by who and how I am, to be 
kind of annoying. I am a fan of accuracy. That’s one of my main goals, to see myself accurately. 
This human messiness, whether my own or that of others, gets in the way. 

This document will be the companion document to my ChatGPT analysis called Analysis of 
Desire to Help. That chat is an analysis of a tiny, but very representative set, of my X Platform 
interactions with an Australian sex work who has the username Miffy. It is an example of my 
very not typical way of behaving, and I give ChatGPT some explanations to be analyzed. 

The main purpose of this document is for you to have a copy of the posts being analyzed. 
ChatGPT displays them in the chat (I made my own special app for printing my ChatGPT chats), 



but they are not very big. In addition, some chat bubble submissions have multiple posts 
attached, and in those the posts will be truncated. You can’t see the whole thing.  

You can cross reference the posts by page number, which you will see at the top of the pages in 
this document. I will also give you some hints here, as to how to understand my behavior 
towards this woman. I’ll give you just a handful. There will be more to come when I get my 
model for autism housed on one chat. I vetted it a number of weeks ago, but it is on a 570+ 
page mega chat, that is on all kinds of random topics. I want a tidy self-contained chat. I will 
send to you when it is done. It is on my list of stuff to do. I’ll give you some of the basics here: 

1) autism is a neurodevelopment disorder. It is a disorder in which the development of the brain 
is thrown off course (I am speaking of the type of autism I have. Medicine is making a mistake 
by putting my type in with the regressive type. It is making another mistake by classifying 
recessive gene disorder driven symptom profiles as being in the same category. My model isn’t 
about those). 

2) human beings have very sophisticated *social* brains, in the normal developmental 
outcome. 

3) those social brains are built based on the *instructions* encoded in our DNA. Our DNA is not 
a blueprint. That is a terrible analogy that is way over used. It is not “here is a picture of what 
we are building;” it is “do this. Now do this. Then do that…” Think of it like making a cake. You 
don’t make a cake based on a blueprint; you make it by following a set of step-by-step 
instructions.  

You could equally say that you *execute* each step of the instructions, and this is also a useful 
way to think of DNA building the brains of human beings. The human social brain is built by 
executing instructions encoded in DNA. 

4) in autism, somewhere between the instructions and the execution, things go awry. This can 
lead to a spectrum of developmental outcomes, which can be measured across many 
dimensions. The human social brain is, again, sophisticated. It is not unidimensional. 

5) this can lead to people having brains that are stuck at different developmental stages, on a 
dimension by dimension basis. As this pertains to me: 

A) I have retained infantile preverbal modes of cognition. Being preverbal, my mind thinks in 
terms of images, mental “movies,” so to speak, and what I call viscerally encoded mental 
images. I also think in terms of language, but my language faculties are not what is typical and I 
have quite significant impairment in spoken language, though this only emerges in some 
instances. 



B) an additional quality of my cognition is that it is of the type that you will find in asocial 
creatures, such as reptiles. It is reality oriented and survival based. It is designed to understand 
the world through pattern recognition, systematization, collecting facts about the environment I 
live in, and long-term memory storage and retrieval. 

These are the raw ingredients of the cognition of a creature that depends *solely* on reality 
itself for survival. Instead of progressing from this stage to the more advanced social brain stage 
of cognition, my brain got stuck here and just kept getting bigger. My nonverbal, pattern 
recognition brain just scaled up.  

It is supposed to adapt to the social environment, in which *social* creatures depend on reality 
itself + members of their social group. Members of social species are not on their own. They 
have synergy with one another. It is a math in which 1 = 0 or 1 = 1, but in which 1 + 1 + 1 + 1 +1 
= 6. Cognition will account for this, as it develops. Our cognitive structures become calibrated to 
people in a social sense, not just to reality itself. 

C) in the above, I am stuck in a prenatal to infancy mode of cognition. In another dimension, my 
social brain made it farther. This will be evident in the chat that this document accompanies.  

My brain made it to early toddlerhood modes of prosocial behavior, in which I have a naive 
behavior pattern of offering to help others in a way that totally neglects my self-interest. My 
self-interest isn’t a concern. This is supposed to mature into a more self-interested mode of 
prosocial behavior, but my brain didn’t make it there. 

If you think of me in terms of a naive little 1.5 yo walking around, who wants to help all of the 
sad people, you will see a parallel. This is one of the main things that comes out in the chat. The 
first items are more apparent in things like my account of how I developed my model for gender 
dysphoria. 

- One more tidbit: another thing that comes out here, concerning me, is my extreme focus on 
morality, what is right, etc. is driven by numerous factors. I don’t know all of them yet, but part 
of it appears to be something very, very deep seated, which was established very very early in 
my life. It is some kind of precognitive distortion, or other unconscious mechanism, that does 
work behind the scenes. I am not aware of the behind the scenes. It is something that gets 
layered into this otherwise naive desire to help. 

- one more after that: there is something about me that makes me tough as everliving hell. I’ve 
got several theories about that, but for now I’ll say my life can feel like being an overbuilt person 
who navigates a world that is not made of the same stuff I am. It is almost like I’m a bully, in a 
strange way, though I don’t often utilize it. It is not something that is palpable to others, until 
they see me in action or oppose me, but it is very real. This also comes out here. 
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