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    This work is dedicated to the stubborn.


    Chapter 1


    


    One should wish to wear the same thing every day, much like a uniform “ya dig?” Yeah, doesn’t one hate clothes sometimes? One often also feels like self-destructing. To kill oneself! To leave a body and this plane of existence!


    But realistically one may just be too lazy to do anything about it. Too lazy, jaded and clueless to go and get what one might want. The thing is, for the most part when one does know what one wants, they never have any trouble getting it. However a lot of the time one has absolutely no idea what one wants yet the rumbling and burning restlessness inside him or her cannot be quenched. Oh how one tries! Is one yearning for sexual release? One knows not for certain. Maybe one does need to get laid!


    One is able to numb their frustration but it just comes back as strong as it ever was and maybe even stronger. Is it just a turbulence one has to sit and live with? He or she might guess they have no other choice.


    They broke your radio. It may have well been your heart, their heart or all of your hearts but who knows? They will try to tell you that they never felt so horrible for breaking an inanimate object in their entire lives! However in their defence the radio died on them anyhow so it’s not like they destroyed a perfectly good radio okay? They really didn’t see any hope for repair and God knows they tried! But alas in the end it was scheduled for the scrap heap.


    So why break a thing even further? Why waste the energy of stomping it to a pulp you might ask? Well they’ll also tell you that the culprit is art. Yes art. Why not turn the disposal ritual into something creative and memorable? After all, a moment lived is better than a moment wasted wouldn’t you agree? Come on they know you would agree!


    How desperate are they? If an outside party could observe and take account would they come to the same conclusion? What if we all changed our minds all of a sudden? Does that nullify any outside party’s assessment? Do we still owe them for their time and effort?


    What? Is one supposed to look up to such a thing? One refuses to play your games. One refuses to pander to your expectations! Or even to your expectations of expectations! If there were an intelligent way to express laughter in written form then imagine it inserted right here. It’s also possible one is just lacking the awareness of such a method of expression.


    Fear, discrimination, ignorance or is it just plain preference? Whatever, if it’s not the ink on one’s skin it’s the style of one’s hair or the height of one’s collar! Money, money, money, that trumps it all! Oh how this exact moment is perfectly suited for laughter once again.


    Unbelievable, one tells you. Good God ladies and gentleman, as if any of those exist nowadays. How deep can you go in the arena of lies? How depraved is someone who could dwell so comfortably in the cesspool that is dishonesty? “Do you realize that you make straight-up deceit look like a big comfy blanket?” is what one would love to say to their face. Now don’t run away from this just yet, we’re along for this ride together and it isn’t all peach jam and chocolate.


    It’s not just some shortcut. Whenever one sees something fantastic there really is nothing else one would rather do. Leave the hoops to jump through by the wayside and give us the prize! How dirty can one get? Is there a monument one could consult and pray to? Sure one knows it’s idolatry but sometimes “you just gotta stick it to the man”. Right? Well even if you disagree it won’t change one’s position. Hell, even if you agree it won’t make you all friends!


    The freedom to revel and even destroy is absolutely crucial otherwise you are left with nothing less than tyranny. One is everyone’s enemy and the masses are asleep. Well that sounds a little better than the amount of sense it might make. However if you look deep enough into anything, sense is always there to be made, wouldn’t you agree?


    Is it more than you can handle? Once, twice, three times and still no reciprocation! You know what? Forget it! Take your holier than thou attitude away from here! If you think he or she is going to be like some of the other poor saps that placate to you you’re sorely mistaken, forget it.


    Will one be condemned for the things one has tried? For innocent exploration and experimentation? Will you do the condemning?


    The time has come for one to unleash a fury upon your head. One will start with your ears though. The anger, the frustration, the rage, the restlessness… It’s all coming forth and there’s no way to stop it. Save the flood metaphor for someone in a more tolerant mood. One just doesn’t care, no regard whatsoever. That pretty much sums it up. Every time one hears your questioning it enrages them. Sitting through your interrogations are torture. Irrelevance is the essence of you.


    Chapter 2


    


    How can one describe their innermost depravities in a way that is not gratuitous but substantial? Is there even a point in expressing those concepts? It’s obvious that it’s not up to the reader to provide a solution, a remedy or a cure therefore the only way to ensure substance when covering such a topic would be to use verbosity. Yeah, just endeavour to be as verbose as possible! There you go! See? We did it. It’s over. It’s done with. All right then, moving on!


    The humour if not lost on you would have brought by now a state that included chuckling or smiling or an overall uplift, more so than before becoming acquainted with the previous paragraph. In fact you may have even been utterly depressed and “down in the dumps” before reading that last paragraph. Well “y’know” what? You’re welcome. Straight from one to another. That is what depending on a friend should be like. Leaning upon one’s shoulder for strength to navigate through this cruel, brutal and sick world. It’s not sick all the time is it?


    What is the point of sharing anything if no one will read it? Why should anyone take such a risk only to be left in the dark when it’s all said and done? Ultimately it’s against any sane person’s will. To be creative requires the type of person who would throw all good sense away and devote hours upon hours to putting something together, all with absolutely no guarantee of recognition. Oh how fair! Here is one doing exactly that although he or she does have the power to protect it, to preserve the integrity of one’s work otherwise there really is no point because breath will continue to draw and release.


    No more drugs okay? He or she will live with the pain instead if that’s what it means to be true to oneself. Anyway, all things come to pass sooner or later. It’s just that one has never truly allowed him or herself the opportunity to absorb these feelings completely. One should suffer progress rather than numb the pain by self-medicating because residual pain will stay behind, hidden after every foray away only to ferment and grow stagnant and infect again. It will produce new and more undue torment, all ignorantly self-inflicted.


    How can you deny the truth? It’s a common question probably overplayed and stale in this day and age but it still doesn’t change the fact that you’ve denied the truth on more than one occasion! The where, the why, the here and the now. Wishes can’t be granted any more even if you’ve paid for them. Kill time because it doesn’t want to stay here. It’s the only way to survive, oh so cleverly organized and with the ability to move slowly as if it weighed a ton or to fly away quicker than a fly.


    Hurting people around you with worry, words and possibly even action. A typical story for so many households, it could be the exception or the rule. It all depends on, well what does it depend on? How does such a circumstance come to be dealt out? Who is judged to be the recipient of a certain life situation? Does anyone really deserve to be subjected to these things? One guesses we’ll never really know. All one can hope for is the wisdom to end its cycle in each one’s own life.


    Oh futility, it’s what one is reminded of every time they face you however it never stops him or her from returning and trying again. Is he or she just a chump or are they simply persevering? Nobody will say and maybe nobody knows for sure.


    Do you think they don’t understand what you’re trying to say? Do you really think you can get away with your backhanded comments? They are not as dim as you think!


    Do you have any idea how easily his or her feelings can be hurt? Sometimes you need to pay attention to the moral compass within yourself and ignore the ones of others, but if he or she doesn’t have any morals to begin with then they should be careful where they step when they step outside!


    Where did his or her pen go? If someone took it from them then their thoughts would not cease, his or her hands would continue the motions. You cannot stop their heart by removing their hands!


    A witch can fool you with her tricks but don’t retaliate without good cause or with forces beyond what is proportional. She is still a witch and her magic cannot be destroyed but she can destroy you. Every magician is cursed with a sense of fairness hence that is something an individual like yourself could take solace in. There always comes a time for justly deserved retaliation, this is something only the worst of the worst forget about!


    Don’t worry! Don’t worry! Don’t worry! Everything will be okay! Everything will be all right! Trust him! Look at the smile on his face! How could you not put your faith in such a mug? That’s what they thought. Again at this moment one wishes to give you a wink but as always, such subtle and insightful visual expressions are never translated well enough to the written word.


    Chapter 3


    


    How can one stand the chaos and the annoyance of the proverbial bees buzzing inside and/or around his or her head? There are as many excuses out there for self-destruction as there are ways to go about it. It’s a revolving door, a carousel with an extra slow pace and horribly decrepit horses stuck to squeaky rusty poles. It’s amazing how even with the force of an army, self-destruction cannot be stopped by anyone but the self.


    The soul is sick however it can heal itself in an instant. Momentum is a tool yet it can quickly turn into a nightmarish roller coaster if allowed to.


    He or she should be making more money. One forgets sometimes that everything they’re doing is useless and fruitless. This dark cloud of an attitude can easily come to be and thus bring such a thought but it’s really worthless in itself as far as thoughts go. It doesn’t help any, not one bit! Sure money needs to be made and it will be made but one can’t think of a way to make it quickly enough to satisfy his or her horrible mind. He or she might not care enough to satisfy that mind though, so it is left on its own to suffer and complain without a sympathetic ear!


    


    When one gets lost in thought concerning the acquiring of material things absolutely every non-materialistic pursuit begins to seem like a horrible waste of time. One knows very well this is totally untrue yet the thought persists nonetheless. Passing the time is the biggest burden one faces sometimes. The ticking of the second hand or the counting on a digital timepiece is torture! There are times when absolutely nothing can justify the survival of oneself nevertheless it perseveres despite it all!


    Breath listens not to material greed. Life goes on whether you’re rich or poor. Times arise when one feels utterly incapable and incompetent and impotent if they are accused of not making enough money regardless of his or her talents, abilities and accomplishments however noble or selfless! Ultimately does one believe their accusers or does one ignore their opposing voices and continue in solidarity with their path? With his or her true path, the inner voice of reason, the inner guide.


    Men today still feel this pressure more than women do in Western society. Money is a man’s burden.


    Who can deny facts when they’re laid out in front of them? Many, that’s who. It might only be manifested through the efforts of one man but the house will eventually fall if enemies are continually invited over for dinner. Faith is a precious commodity entirely necessary for any proper recovery.


    One can sense the attachment people have to devices, items and even ideas, hopes or dreams. All of those attachments are clung to so tightly that a fear emanates surrounding any possibility of losing them. Such an emotional investment they are. Life is fragile, fleeting and one doesn’t wish for their attachments’ demise because it would be a cruel wish.


    One may be able to proclaim freedom from all attachment however it may be more feasible to proclaim the willingness to accept the death of an item or device, a hope or a dream.


    So are you going to mind your own business or what? Do you think you’re the mediator for every individual around here? Just keep your nose out of other people’s affairs and you won’t seem like such a meddler!


    He or she feels like killing themselves, unable to withstand the passage of time, like the heaviest weight imaginable upon their shoulders, forever.


    Even if things are going “well” he or she can’t help but wonder about ending them! The quotations are referring to the possible cluelessness concerning the quality of his or her own life and the happenings therein.


    They’ll tell you with certainty that the opposition won’t hesitate to pull out all the stops! Unknown intentions, will you leave things to chance? Actually and more accurately will you leave things in the hands of your enemy? See, the only time chance comes into play is if your enemy lacks the foresight to plan their attack properly. Therefore what is overlooked then falls into the arena of chance. Take stock of all your weapons, all your resources and put them to use. Extinguish them completely if necessary once you have identified the ideal moment. Use them all! Burn your enemy to ashes!


    What is one to wear for a mediocre evening out on the town? Now please don’t misconstrue the intended meaning. You see, a less than mediocre evening wouldn’t even require any thought at all to what one would wear. A fancy outing would only beg the question, “How fancy does one want to be?” But a mediocre evening, well that is somewhat delicate. If you underdress for a mediocre evening then you’ll stink the whole thing up and come across as an absolute loon for muddying up something so easy! Overdressing for a mediocre evening will make you seem like a show-off or a “high nose” or both.


    Are you done blaming them for this? The sun is shining, their fault! The wind blew your hat away, his or her fault! They won’t buy it! They just can’t swallow this huge disgusting pill any longer!


    Maybe he or she overreacts, it usually takes a few minutes or more for the inner turmoil to subside. Once it does though, things get clearer and lighter. He or she is only human and it’s not always easy to absorb and dissolve certain types of offences. It’s like a whiff of horrible halitosis that lingers, festers and pretty much torments you for a while until it thankfully disperses. The memory of it keeps you agitated for a little while though, it likes to leave behind something to be remembered by.


    Repetition and dwelling upon an issue, these things may seem like a good idea and sometimes do prove instrumental but most times they do nothing but extend and prolong inner suffering. It’s also unnecessary to chastise oneself for dwelling on something a little longer than one hoped but that was just another inevitable step in the healing process. It was all unavoidable! The universe plays out exactly the way it should and the only thing you can do is try your very best.


    If you discover within yourself an immense amount of stagnant, dormant pain then don’t run in the other direction, brace yourself for a tumultuous and arduous journey of energy absorption and transference. It’s the only way. As is said, “The only way out is through.” As well as, “If you are going through hell, keep going.” These anecdotes are not around for nothing “y’know”!


    Can one eat now or does one need to get your permission first? Will you stop talking about your plans for us today? Does it look like he or she is interested in eating what you say and when you say?


    What one thinks about the most is whether they would need to grab something while on the go to eat or if what they had before leaving the house would be enough to hold him or her over. One just can’t stand waiting with an empty stomach and having something later than they would like which in turn pushes his or her meal schedule further behind. It’s so inconvenient!


    Of course this all seems so trivial to some or most but it’s actually very serious business!


    Sometimes one can’t help but wonder whether what they write is insane or just fine or even genius! It takes him or her quite a few read-throughs before gaining enough confidence to release their words out into the world to face the scrutiny and judgement of the reader.


    How could he or she explain the motives or inspiration founding such a text? What if one told you they’ve never read any body of writing even remotely like this? Admittedly very few if any texts have ever left him or her with a particular spirit or mood that elicited a similar reaction. All that being said, one is still mystified by the writing style that emerges from their own hand. Unexplainable, all one could attribute it to is the Universe or God or the communication of inspiration and the mind, body and soul. Please don’t jail anyone for these words! One guesses that the Marquis de Sade and Leonard Cohen were influential more than they could have ever thought possible. One could only hope to be as insane as the Marquis. Right here let’s agree that a wink has been expressed and maybe even a smile because a sense of humour is important after all!


    One feels so guilty sometimes even for being exhausted. It’s all relative to the amount of money made that day. What a despicable measure!


    Does tolerance to you include the tolerance of intolerance? Either it’s black and white or there’s room for shades of gray. Be careful how you respond because we’ll be the first to laugh at your hypocrisy!


    Chapter 4


    


    So are you going to stop telling them what language to speak? He or she can say whatever they want in any language they please! Got it? Try and stop them. One doesn’t give a whit about your politics. Whatever you say is of no concern to him or her. How about you mind your own business and be civil toward the language he or she supposedly shouldn’t be speaking instead of imposing your lonely tongue like it’s holding up the sky?


    Is one supposed to feel guilty over every bite of food he or she puts in their mouth? Should he or she measure up to some asinine standard of health created by your silly little mind or some media driven special interest group’s agenda? Who do you think you are sticking your two cents in about what he or she puts in their mouth? Laugh it up, go ahead. They’re not afraid of self-deprecation but they will not stand for your input or judgement on their food habits.


    My goodness! Does one really need to live the way you tell them to? More so, who are these requirements in place to satisfy? It certainly doesn’t jive with what one is yearning for! In any case the older one gets the less they’re fazed by such demeaning attacks against his or her lifestyle, it’s really no sweat off their brow!


    Why has one been handed the burden of procreation? Is he or she not a free person? Is one obliged to perform with a chosen partner deemed fit by a supposed superior or authority figure? What if they have absolutely no attraction to each other? Apparently his or her tastes and preferences are irrelevant! Who do you think you are? Do you really expect them not to respond to your provocations? Do you see he or she as a weakling walking around the city with their head down gladly avoiding confrontation whenever it pops up? Not at all! One will kick you to the curb! One won’t stand for your black cloud and will make sure you remember it. Just try it and you’ll see.


    Never mind if you don’t have time he or she will just use their money instead. Sorry to bother you and your precious sanity. Maybe if you could squeeze it in and find the energy to remember, he or she will be glad to accept their owed return in a month or two or three, whenever you please.


    Are you offended when one takes their shirt off? Do you not recognize a warrior when you see one? What exactly is your problem? Do you think one gives a heartbeat about your judgements passed? Let them introduce you to the jewels of their vocabulary and if that fails, their fists. He or she will fight to the death Sir, can you handle it?


    


    The colours are designed to let us see exactly what it is you really think of him or her and in turn saves everyone involved a lot of time! We have neither the time nor the interest to make even the slightest acquaintance with a coward or a wimp. Where is your gumption Sir? Can you sum up the pain you’ve experienced all into a single word? Why should we believe that word? Show them proof! Here is proof, in one’s colours and in their scars.


    The next time you rush them to finish eating he or she will smash their plate over your head. Who do you think you are? Is one supposed to eat as fast as you do? Are you King? Why don’t you exercise a little more patience and self-consciousness?


    So are you going to give him or her the money now or will they have to come chasing for it tomorrow at the absolute second before it’s needed? Is that how you honour your agreements? Do you think anyone appreciates this? What kind of reputation are you trying to uphold? You drive them crazy. One never knows if they’ll get what they need from you. The funny thing is he or she can’t remember when you ever let them down. See that’s the funny thing because you always do come through even if it is down to the wire. Nevertheless you always instil a doubt in us every single time!


    


    Who do you think you are judging him or her that way? You think you’re so much better than they. You cite blatant fabrications along with a claim to independence meanwhile you live with your cousin and you can’t cook! Give us a break, you sit at a phone all day and stand above them on a platform touting career accomplishments. Listen, it’s obvious you need someone who makes more money than you do and lives more comfortably than you do so you can cash in your ticket and upgrade to the life you can’t have but dream about every minute of the day! Find yourself that cash cow or that golden ticket. Enjoy the material fruit from the tree that lacks roots, from the tree without substance and filled with termites to the brim. Termites of superficiality, termites of spiritless life, termites slow eating.


    It’s funny how sometimes you can fall for an assessment, drape it over your eyes like spectacles as easy as a snap of the finger but one knows better and has learned better. You could point out to him or her how the only partners they can get are the ones that are “used up” or outcast. It’s funny how you consider that to be an assessment with merit while being unaware of the light it casts upon yourself. You’ve shown everyone your true colours and they are green and gold.


    


    They could go around professing their revelations to everybody they know but who would care? It has nothing to do with anyone caring really, he or she is sure it would be an interesting piece of nonsense to quote to their friends on their social media outlet of choice. Let’s all have fun and protest against materialism while sipping on a five dollar cup of coffee the size of a who knows what? Something big though. If you need that much caffeine to get through the day you’ve got a few problems, the main thing being other than your addiction to caffeine.


    Give them the outcasts and give them the rejects. Hail to the ones with the courage to stand alone. Cheers to the imperfect ones! Here’s to living according to your own rules from your own vision and with your own flag. Let those materialists seek what they seek and attain what they wish but never emerge from it again. That shall be a lesson to them! He or she hopes they die after discovering how truly poor they are inside without any chance to rectify. Poor of soul and poor in spirit.


    They can say you’re a prude no matter what your gender! You say something half-baked and hide behind as much facade as you can muster then you push one away because they call you on it. At least he or she can speak the truth to you, tell you that you’re a monster. Do you have the gall to do that? You’ve already proven you haven’t! Who do you think you are to judge one on the way they live? Why don’t you go back to your palace since you seem to have taken a tumble and found yourself in the presence of vermin and a stale environment?


    Chapter 5


    


    Hey can he or she ask you a question please? Try not to get offended. What is your problem?


    Every moment of rage in a day gets transferred to the page. How therapeutic is that? Oh don’t confuse these words with confessions, secret messages or passive aggressive communiqués. They are here to illuminate and serve up scrumptious morsels for you to enjoy. It’s all about the phrasing, the sentences, the paragraphs and that “je ne sais quoi" we are all chasing every day of our miserable little lives!


    Let one inject a little clarification here; rage is not the sole source. No, definitely not, granted it is part of it but not even close to being dominant. Inspiration purely from love and the wonder of life is another important part of it although some may consider it cliché. Any old thing that pops into their head is fair game as well.


    What’s the matter, did you not like the selection? Why didn’t you make a choice when presented with the opportunity? Oh you wanted to see what everyone else wanted first? Well that wasn’t the question posed, that wasn’t in the cards. One wasn’t even made aware of such an option. All he or she knows is they were asked to choose and they indeed made a choice. How did he or she come up with this choice you ask? Well one doesn’t know, were they supposed to consult a committee of egoists first? Were they supposed to run off for a half hour and research it before responding or were they supposed to omnisciently know this question would arise and arrive prepared for it? Wait! Most importantly yes, he or she believes this is the zinger, were they supposed to ask what you wanted to hear? Yes they think that’s it, you just wanted to be in control yet again.


    Yes it was very good, he or she tasted it and assured you however they just don’t like fruit in their food. Yes you may be confused or surprised, it’s understandable. Yet the fact remains that he or she dislikes tasting fruit when mixed into the contents of any particular dish slated for the “meal” category. One barely eats the bitter excuse passed for fruit nowadays anyway! It is possible that after a meal one will savour some strawberries or the like, they do admittedly compliment a meal nicely. Also, when fused with a dessert of some sort he or she can then enjoy fruit. No way would they resort to fruit as a meal in itself or to hold them over until the next meal unless there were absolutely nothing else to satisfy their raging hunger with. Does anyone realize they’re simply eating sugar with a few sparse vitamins? One would vehemently rather eat a steak or something of the sort so very much more satisfying.


    Here they are. Another day, another night, another fight, it’s always true. Another kiss, another dream, another death, it’s all for you. This, that and the other thing. All they need to do is forget. It’s easy as pie, just forget. Do they have any idea how angry they’ve made him or her? How angry they’ve made everyone around them? Do they think this is all a joke?


    The slightest little setback or glitch in the works simply drive one mad! A temper can be as short as the shortest thing in existence. The shortest thing imaginable, never mind a fuse! Shorter than that, much shorter! Whatever you can possibly think up, that’s it. No, even smaller than that!


    Can you believe the world today? What is one to do? Especially with all this pressure to look like some fancy-pants overachiever. It makes the rest of us normal folk just feel bad! We’ve got good things to offer too “y’know”! One guesses since our vessels, our packages and the wrapping around ourselves isn’t the sharpest or the trimmest then we simply aren’t worth it. Not worth anything at all.


    When you hold evil in your hand and smile upon it you have become intoxicated. This will fade, all intoxicants fade eventually. Nevertheless while intoxicated anyone can do drastic stupefying things as if they were invincible. They tend to act quickly lest they sober up and their plans are thwarted by time and metabolic breakdown.


    Sadism makes for the best screenplays, stories, tales and theatre. It grips the one spectating. The only way to create the best villains!


    Soups! Soups are always the exception to every rule.


    When one looks around and thinks about whether he or she wants to bring a child into this sick world they think exactly that; why would he or she want to bring a child into this sick world? This world is very sick. All one wants to do is mind his or her own business, stick to as much truth and good as one possibly can and make a quick exit out of this pathetic plane of existence. Now this view may be rash and admittedly this existence isn’t always pathetic but this world is a twisted world and one shouldn't willingly subject any creature to live a life in it. If you’re already alive then fine, play the hand you’ve been dealt however one shouldn’t be so arrogant to believe that their spawn will save the world or even make it a better place. Sure their offspring could make the world a better place for some and maybe even for many but the world will still have so much evil in it. Is it all really worth it? If one had the choice to go back from whence he or she came then would they say their goodbyes and go? Regardless, he or she stands here and makes the best of it according to their view since that’s all we really have anyway, our own view.


    “Why don’t you join a [trendy] gym?” Why should they? Even if other people think that makes him or her lazy and unconcerned with their health, one doesn’t give it a moment’s concern. Keep your judgements to yourself because he or she won’t hear them. Enjoy yourself and you won’t hear a peep from him or her. One doesn’t need to keep up with anyone else or be a part of their little club. Forget clubs.


    Do you want to know what else feels like punching a clock? Sitting in a bar. Loud music, a drink, a crowd of strangers and nothing to say to any of them. That is his or her idea of torture. Well close to it anyway, there surely are more torturous things out there! Still, it is torturous enough for him or her to be in such a circumstance which is why one avoids bars and clubs whenever possible. One would greatly prefer any variety of beverage in a quiet environment, the key being quiet and if it must be in public, there being a minimal number of patrons would be a big plus.


    A wish list comes to mind only after the gifts have arrived. We’ve got what we’ll get and there’s nothing he or she can say to change things! Oh if we wished and wished for something else it would be all fine and dandy but it doesn’t matter because we waited too long to tell those who could actually give us what we wanted!


    Chapter 6


    


    Suit yourself, sit with your discomfort now. Every single noise they make drives one crazy! How can they live with themselves? Don’t they get tired of their own noises and smells? The maddening thing is they don’t so much as try to better themselves. Sometimes one wonders if they even notice at all! God forbid if one brings it to their attention, oh no. One mustn’t go there.


    Do they like being the gatekeeper of everything? Standing between others and their freedom of choice? If he or she were to refuse something from them but attempt to acquire that same thing from another source would they try to stop it? What business is it of theirs anyhow? Do they own this table and all the food upon it? If one asked to begin with a smaller portion would they later be refused a second helping from the trough? One knows not for sure whether they will or whether they won’t! They’ll throw away the spoon and leave him or her with nothing more because they are the gatekeepers.


    What are his or her plans today? Really? First of all why should one explain themselves to anyone and second of all what if one doesn’t even have any? Maybe one likes to have no plans! Maybe one enjoys going through the day dictated and guided from one moment to the next by the unknowable expanse out there. Who do they think they are? Are they the approver or disapprover of his or her life? Should he or she look to others for confirmation that their plans for the day are up to par with whatever nonsensical standards popularly pushed? Lay off will you? Why won’t you just let it be?


    One would rather accept a larger learning curve as long as the knowledge came from a source other than you. Why would he or she subject themselves to a condescending attitude? One doesn’t need to be put down for not swiftly grasping what you proclaim to be the easiest thing on earth to learn.


    Forgive them or don’t. They don’t care. He or she will never put themselves in those hands again. One no longer has any reason to trust them. One hopes there comes a day when they’ll be lacking the know-how for something and he or she will be the only person who’ll “know-how”. Oh yes that’ll be a sweet day!


    Can… They… Hear… One? He or she wishes they could. One wishes they would. He or she will always be the first to extend a hand of forgiveness and peace and the others will always be the hateful ones. Is this biased? Is this being too one-sided? Is this what being “straight-up in denial” is? Entirely possible, one won’t lie. It’s highly probable he or she is just sourcing this from his or her dimwitted imagination!


    


    “Hurry up now!”, that’s what they always hear and what one is always told. It’s a common saying and a common credo. “Silly human!”, is what an alien would say about this whole thing. Insert a laugh right here “would ya"? Let’s cut the rigmarole already.


    Silliness is probably what anyone would deem these words herein to be. Who knows if they’d be right or wrong for saying so? At least they had the opportunity to appreciate the words and phrases. Is this literature? One sure hopes so! If they’re opposed to all that he or she has said to date then why are they still reading?


    The feeling of inadequacy never fades. It creeps up at night when their guard comes down. Not enough of this, not enough of that. Does this need to be replenished? Are we running out of that? Thinking about countless items and tasks that slipped the mind. The guilt begins to feel like it’s getting you buzzed. One wonders when they’ll learn and when one will stop believing and falling for the guilt trips.


    This is inspiring! Yes that inspires him or her. Not some poseur or wannabe pretending to be, but truly a warrior through and through! If you don’t agree that’s fine, different strokes after all, just don’t start proclaiming to them what’s what and what’s not because they’ll refuse to recognize it. Insert an annoying pathetic groan and a contradictory statement right here because you’re nothing but a coward! Yeah, take that and shove it. He or she won’t put down what inspires you and he or she sure as death doesn’t need you shoving opinions down their throat! One would vomit right in your face this instant and mind you these words written here aren’t proverbial.


    Don’t you have any sense of decency? You’ve been entrusted with an extremely private matter yet you fail to conceal it for passersby? What if the matter in question belonged to you or someone of your immediate family? One is shocked and insulted at your lack of respect and you owe them an apology!


    Curtailed very quickly, too quickly. How else can you keep it up? Is it worth persevering for? Maybe one shouldn’t give up on his or her dreams. It doesn’t even need to be a dream, one is trying to refer to the inner voice. You can call it instinct or listening to your gut, the point is once you have glimpsed or felt and have been shown the magic it holds, there won’t be suitable words to accurately describe what one is pointing at and you’ll just know. It’s universal.


    The universe, God, Allah, whatever. It doesn’t matter what anyone calls it.


    He or she is a lover and a fighter! If you don’t protect them you are hurting them. You need to live kindly towards the ones who share themselves. One will just go with the flow and keep things real, awake, wide-eyed.


    It’s amazing when someone puts so much trust in you almost immediately. You need to cherish that and be thankful.


    Don’t throw away human beings or something will come and get you late in the night.


    One digs deep and scrapes every last bit out and dumps it onto a page. They should count themselves lucky to have been handed such unabridged power and the responsibility that comes with it. All one can say is “Thank you” and take the wheel and step on that pedal and GO!


    Just don’t lie and all will be fine!


    “What is this?” “Why doesn’t it work?” Why does he or she always have problems with those contraptions?


    Can’t anyone see the pain one goes through? Some people cling to their illusion of happiness so strongly that they wouldn’t step toward a man in misery because they fear contagion, as if they were standing tiptoe upon a precipice and only with one slip and tumble would they lose their peace of mind. These types of people have the least peace of all.


    So whatever opinion or preference you express with a big enough smile is supposed to apply to everyone? Are they really expected to follow your tastes and expectations? Why would you assume they would or better yet dare to think they should? We can hardly believe how arrogant and self-absorbed you are to go so far with these elaborate and specific criteria set up with the hope that its end result is projection onto others. Leave them be “will ya"?


    One already has time breathing down their neck therefore he or she doesn’t need you too. Are they supposed to feel ashamed? Guilty? Guilty for living the way he or she wants to live? Guilty for living differently than you do? No thanks! One is just fine where they are and they’ve no need or desire to be anything like you. If you can’t handle what comes out of their mouth then get out of the way!


    So basically when you close your eyes it’s all the same and there is no difference in how things feel. The thing is, it would be nice to have something pleasant to look at. How does one get that “something pleasant to look at”? Should one put in the time or is time not enough and is there a higher price that must be paid? Maybe he or she doesn’t have the energy or the patience to do any more than what they’re already doing. Does that mean they’re destined to be with nothing more than what they’re currently getting? It all sounds pretty hopeless, so much so that one ponders rising out of the rut, clear of the groove but at the same time it seems futile and pointless. Out of one’s league. One thing’s for sure is he or she doesn’t want to give up more than they’re comfortable with in order to fulfill a new fantasy!


    All right now one is going to lay a few more thoughts out on the table and risk sounding overly repetitive. Even if he or she had "carte blanche” with somebody ultimately it would be preferable to be looking at a remarkable form. One can get along with a barnyard animal if necessary! They don't need a rocket scientist, just a remarkable body. All this being said, the thing one hates most is a prude.


    Chapter 7


    


    Everybody knows it eh? Well if everybody knew it then they wouldn’t be discussing it now would they? Excuse him or her for not knowing what everybody knows! One isn’t everybody and you should be well aware of that fact! They make it really easy for someone to suggest they go lose themselves in the woods somewhere. Excuse him or her for not knowing about a matter as simple as that, one must be an idiot!


    Hurt and torture them, it doesn’t matter, they can take it. One is here to serve as your aggression dissipator or your whipping boy. Proverbially and figuratively. Why not? One can take it! Take advantage! Don’t you worry about him or her because they’re worthless and undeserving of any concern. Yeah it’s true, truer words have never been spoken.


    When you put it that way one can’t help but question and doubt its validity. The more you proclaim something to be true the more he or she believes it should be questioned! Why do you need to reinforce things that much? If it really is truth then it’ll stand the test of time.


    One hates going to the dentist! It’s such a burden and a horrible prospect of an experience. It drives a wedge of discomfort deep into his or her soul. This is likely an incredible overreaction depending whom you ask.


    One worries that he or she is too fat or too lazy, no matter what one does he or she feels like it’s not enough or not good enough. As for feeling fat well one may not actually be fat however one may not be skinny either. He or she eventually forgets this train of thought and pretty much becomes indifferent to the whole subject but if someone reminds them of his or her wonderfully admirable physique then that’s what makes them feel inadequate yet again.


    Words, words and more words. Quickly! Write some more before they start thinking you’re lazy! Hurry up before time passes and then in retrospect it’s judged as irresponsibly wasted! An irresponsible waste of time, life, everything!


    Wishful thinking, wishful thinking, incessant blinking. How can they be so insensitive and so unaware? One looks upon the simplest things as the largest burdens! Even absolute necessities come down upon him or her like pilgrimages through forests of stinging nettles, thorns and predatory animals! Why does one have to have decaying parts and pieces of him or her that require such continuous maintenance? One would rather sometimes die or just simply lose all of his or her teeth.


    There is much silliness here, absurdity now and wickedness too perhaps! There isn’t any more room to grow, no more room to run. There is no knob to turn so they can only slam doors shut and pray that their thoughts subside instead of resolving them by bringing their focus inside his or her own body. It’s funny because living amongst them all not to mention being at their whim is the default, the standard, the norm, home.


    Go ahead and ignore him or her because they will do the same to you. Take that high brow of yours and elevate it higher. Raise it to the highest level then tip over and die with a big splat and thud. What a mess you’ll leave and no one will clean it up! One person even ducked and ran as you were falling down!


    One doesn’t need to feel unwelcomeness, it brings no pleasure at all. He or she is no masochist despite what their life experiences may bring you to believe.


    Does he or she swear too much for them? Maybe they should go back in time to whiteout any or all potentially offensive slurs. He or she thinks it wouldn't be worth risking it because going backwards isn’t appealing at all. One would rather alienate oneself and remain honest and raw than be lauded for playing the game and not making waves. After all, forget a little bitty regular wave and give them tidal waves! Hurricanes! Typhoons!


    He or she would rather play along and politely nod and wait for the jokes to subside because they would rather save themselves the embarrassment of admitting their ignorance and lack of understanding.


    Where does one sign up to join your club so he or she can know exactly where to avoid going? Give him or her one chance, even just one hair of a chance and they’ll bring you down if they can regardless of great personal risk and loss. One doesn’t care anymore, you are the enemy.


    Nausea and relief simultaneously, he or she would rather trade one for the other but they haven’t yet been presented with such an opportunity. They’re just glad they got to the bottom of what worried them. It really was silly however that’s usually the case with exaggerations of this nature.


    Sometimes he or she can’t stand some people’s joie-de-vivre. Not that being joyful about living is a bad thing but when you make it seem as if it’s a competition and you’re winning it or something of the sort, it just makes one want to vomit.


    How much can a person take? How many lies must one endure? How much secondhand knowledge must they accept as first hand truth? Of course nobody likes to be questioned, this is too challenging for the ego! No, no, no, no, no! Right, he or she will have to take your word for it then.


    There are so many things swimming around in anyone’s head at all hours of the day that when they finally wish to turn them off and actually do, what comes to him or her is a euphoria like they just ingested something psychotropic. Maybe they’re exaggerating about all hours of the day but it could easily escalate to that point if it’s allowed. Rather, if one resists it. Only in resisting does torment persist. Allow it to be and it will see you as the bullied little boy or girl disbelieving their empty threats for the first time. The bully will be dumbfounded and might try a little harder but still to no avail, soon you will be left alone in favour of someone else who insists on fighting back. Fighting is useful and necessary at times of course, don’t misunderstand! Sometimes fighting is fruitless and one will not venture to delineate here and now when those times are and if you begin to ponder those times for yourself you may be in fact wasting your own time!


    Worthless words filling pages and pages and pages. At least they are not physical pages so one is only perhaps wasting electricity. Once you do begin thinking about what he or she is actually wasting though, the spiral can continue on indefinitely. Here’s an example; one is sitting there typing at a computer. One could say he or she is wasting physical energy by typing their words. One is also wasting mental energy by coming up with their words. However where those words are really coming from is up for debate. They are coming from somewhere beyond oneself really. All right, moving onward. One is wasting his or her eyesight making sure they’re typing letters in the right order as well as by looking at the screen to which they’re typing. One is also wasting more and more space on his or her computer’s hard drive with each character key that’s pressed. Not much space one admits, but memory is being used up nonetheless.


    So many people see him or her as dependent and unable to stand on their own two feet when hearing the details of a life situation. The funny thing is (to him or her anyway) that one knows they are a fiercely independent and fearless person. They know what they’re capable of and do celebrate all things discovered within themselves which previously were thought to be impossible!


    Lots of things bother him or her but at the same time it inspires one to share and infect others with it. Nah, they’re just kidding. But are they? Is any of this making sense? He or she guesses it can be construed in a multitude of ways but ultimately they are who they are and one is who one is. He or she refuses to pander to their meaningless criteria. One is not your slave!


    Chapter 8


    


    Please excuse him or her but do you live there? Do you live there in that house with them? Oh you don’t? So then what makes you think you have the right to knock on their door and tell him or her what they should be doing and when? What gives you the right to tell them to maintain their homestead according to your preferences? You’d best step off his or her stoop at once before things gets ugly comrade!


    He or she thinks they are fed up with all the games the opposite sex pulls. One is tired of trying to act in a way which will, in a sense, better compute with their I/O ports and he or she isn’t referring to physical parts! One guesses they are having so much difficulty because they are so far away from the norm or they have just been barking up the wrong tree. He or she should try a different tree or just set up camp and give up altogether!


    He or she doesn’t care whether you understand why or why not! You don’t need to understand anyway. Don’t act like you’ve got the Holy Grail and don’t laugh at him or her because they are refusing your offer! Who do you think you are?


    Do you expect him or her to eat and drink what you eat and drink? Are they supposed to do what you do? Follow the same regimens as you do? They don’t think so buddy. Do you think one gives a whit about your thoughts concerning his or her attitude? Are they supposed to be interested in your opinions over their style and dress? Is this some sort of standard you are trying to uphold for an image you are trying to impose? It is isn’t it? You are trying to control not only your own appearance but the appearance of others around you as if it is your responsibility. Do they reflect badly upon you? Is he or she your child? Is he or she acting like a child by confronting you now with this issue? Would a child tell you to duel or desist? Is one acting appropriately now? Find yourself a new slave because he or she would much rather cut your head off then live according to your guidelines.


    To convince someone that he or she is worthy of breathing. One has no idea how to secure this approval. Any method is only short lived at best. Is he or she doomed to constantly defend themselves up to and including the day they die? It seems like they have no other course of action besides tolerating disapproval. It’s not like disapproval would kill anyone would it? He or she also wonders if you could possibly overdose on approval.


    What you’re telling us is lies! We don’t believe in your mumbo jumbo. How can you tell us with a straight face that we can’t possibly know our own bodies? That it’s impossible for us to feel even on the deepest levels what’s inside of us? Are we just supposed to rely on an external voice or an external source? Outsiders? We are not dismissing them entirely but what if their sole purpose is to act only as our interim examiners until we are able, on our own, to connect to the most hidden places inside our bodies and see for ourselves, diagnose ourselves and heal ourselves?


    If you come near him or her with that thing again they’ll break it over your stubborn head! What? Don’t believe it? Just give it a try! Give one an excuse to bring you misery, come on!


    It’s funny how when you’re seeking with a strong and focused enough inner energy things just materialize where you least expect it. Opportunities can reveal themselves in the strangest places and out of things that are within arms reach!


    Time to worry or time to play? Let’s wait and see what we’re told to do because it’s a lot safer that way. The eye is always watching us so we must keep busy and if we don’t obey we’ll be riddled with guilt whether we like it or not! It’s a blessing and a curse, inspiration that is. The flow of it from its source, when one has developed their own direct line to the universe in regards to creative expression, it becomes something one cannot turn off like you would a water faucet or a light switch.


    Oh don’t you know that if you make the right kind of enemy you’ll never be able to go and escape no matter what you do? Actually there is a way out, there always is a loophole somewhere to be found somehow but loopholes still are never pleasant. Anything you’ve got to work hard to escape from always comes with a price. You’ll never know what that is exactly until after you’ve signed it all away and by that point you’ve paid everything there is to pay!


    How far would you go for a scheme, a plan or a trick? Mind you it could be profitable and it’s funny because there are no limits to such things. As a matter of fact time is probably the greatest weapon or tool at your disposal! If you stick to something long enough you’ll win it by attrition!


    Don’t ever let up! Guilt, guilt, guilt! Here’s some more so lay it on thick! Take the whole jar or box or whatever it comes in.


    So many little things to do and they’re all frivolous, unnecessary and meaningless. To whom though? You might agree and they might disagree. Who’s to say what it really is? By the time you finished arguing about it all, time will have passed and it’ll have summed up to irrelevance! Don’t waste the time that is wasting away around us, waste your time on whatever you like! Don’t let others tell you what to waste it on because that would truly be a waste!


    Thinking and thinking, counting and recounting. Tallyho! Running down lists until they’re done and satisfied with themselves. Energy spent feels great but idleness is always so difficult!


    When one thought gets going and reminds them of a feeling it then begins to build and turn into a train that departs from its station without a braking system! Basically all that’s available in terms of options is to stay on the train and hope he or she gets to the next station in one piece! Whatever one does he or she should not jump!


    Acting serious, so serious it’s misleading. Then slam down the good news with the same conviction you’d use when slamming down an axe.


    Forbidden things, secrets, lies and taboos. Wondering why they even exist, rats creep up in the most inopportune places. Termites eat your dusty closet from the outside in until all of your skeletons crumble into ash on themselves. Reaching deep down to dig out something that’s there but vague and undefined except by being somewhat defined by spirit and attitude.


    More, more and more. There is no end, you can lie or you can confess but neither will be your salvation if you hide behind a scheme. The light will always peek through the jagged bloody cracks.


    How much more buried treasure’s hidden in there? Crack open that chest, dig out all the entrails and empty out all that blood! It’s in there somewhere! A wish or two or three when in need can go a long way!


    Turn the mirror around and show it to the demon. Let him or her (or it) get scared for a change!


    Wondering if one should stop or keep going but sometimes he or she really doesn’t know. It’s mainly based on the worry that when the time comes to shine they’ll be standing there like a fool holding an empty bag which should have been holding all of his or her tricks! Worry, worry, worry!


    How else can they manage such a feat? Lie, cheat and steal! Why do they make so much noise late at night? Is it some sort of competition they’re having with themselves? Let’s wake the dead! Louder and louder every single day until Satan himself is knocking down the door pleading for some silence!


    What kind of lazy good for nothings are they to let something repeatedly call for attention for hours and hours on end with no response at all on their part? One refuses to tend to their own affairs therefore he or she will sit back, listen, watch and wait for others to tend to it for them. This probably makes those doing the enabling just as guilty however they aren’t even fazed by it at all! Are they stupid? Are they ignorant? Does he or she need to be scolded, alarmed and pushed into action for his or her own sake? It’s all just a big show to us so we’ll sit back, relax and watch the ignorance unfold. We’ll let it pass right through us as if we were made of netting or as if our skin were cheese cloth!


    How else can they be tolerated but by blindness? Self-imposed, forced, jammed down one’s own throat blindness! One guesses he or she must simply be biding their time and waiting for the parade of ships to pass. Grit one’s teeth and bear the noise, such disturbances don’t go over lightly nor do they subside quickly. They stagnate and proceed as slow as a turtle and it’s just not fair. One never asked for any of this! Why is he or she always delivered unto that which is the opposite of what has been asked and desired?


    Don’t let the detectives find you with cake in hand! Don’t kill yourself tonight. Don’t be ashamed for making them wait when you said you’d be there. It’s okay, they weren’t put out too much. What’s shocking is how you fell so quickly, how you succumbed to the demon inside you as if you were running through a field of dreams and dived onto the softest flower bed you saw! Don’t let it get to you, mistakes happen. Don’t beat yourself up over it because what’s past is past and what’s done is done.


    Oh serenity at last!


    Chapter 9


    


    How could someone be so stupid? Should he or she give you examples? One believes they could give you many but they probably won’t. Quota, quota, quota, fill that quota! There’s a tingling and an itching and absolutely no backscratcher in sight! So many plans all dependent upon them it could all crumble down with the very first hiccup. Plans coming to fruition can be felt similarly to how a frequency gets stronger and a signal gets clearer. You can feel the buzzing get louder and vibrate deeper within your soul then “BANG!” life happens.


    “One, two, three, four. I declare a thumb war.” My God do they love it, a good story that is. It enlightens, it inspires and most importantly it brings them emotions of many kinds. Priceless is one way to label a story, a good story, not just any story of course. Obviously good is subjective however there comes a point where the qualities that make something good can be well spotted. Positive energies, these are the things that truly bring value to life. They don’t have to be dressed up in the same outfit to be of the same family either. This is a big misconception so use your heart and not your eyes. How can so many people lead a life of lies when they can loudly hear truth knocking at their door? Have they put out a restraining order and exiled honesty from their property? Has it been this way for long?


    Does anybody even remember what the truth smells like anymore? Sleep renews, replenishes and replaces all those that need it. Whatever you want, it has and whatever you need, it will provide. Live a lie no more because it’s just too detrimental to your health and you’ll die and nobody can stop it but you.


    So what else can they say about themselves? Do you think one wants to sit through some sort of interrogation about their life? He or she doesn’t have an interesting story to tell however maybe they would have one if he or she took the time to come up with one. Not fabricated but factual of course and it would have to be formulated through the use of effort spent and time passed but alas, one doesn’t have the energy for such a task. It’s of no concern to him or her whether they impress you or not since you don’t give them anything and you don’t pay their way.


    If he or she visits you again they’ll only be reminded of why they haven’t visited you in so long. One never has anything to do there and there is nothing he or she wishes to see. So what will become of them? How will they pass the time? One simply hates going there and he or she doesn’t plan on returning for a very long time, if ever. What makes the prospect of the journey even more bitter is to be in close quarters with so many people for too many hours of the day. Oh give him or her respite, give one space, give them freedom.


    Every time one thinks about money or a career he or she runs into the same halting thought, “Does it make enough?” This question alone usually stops him or her from venturing into anything for fear of wasting their time and not making as much money as they should. It usually sticks because their heart isn’t in it anyway so one guesses that’s fine but there hasn’t been an idea since! Nevertheless the now is fulfilling in itself although it doesn’t pay.


    What is it that he or she doesn’t have a grip on? Is there something slipping out of his or her hands or has something already slipped away and they must now endeavour to retrieve it? What bothers one the most is how liberal you are with your hypocrisy, it’s funny how you purport to be so tolerant yet you are intolerant of opinions contradictory to yours. One wonders how accepting you will be of criticism. It’s funny how the most liberal ones tend to be the most hostile to opposition.


    Does someone’s ridicule actually influence the receiver’s stance on any given subject? Does the one delivering the ridicule actually expect it to influence the receiver at all? Why can’t some people intelligently question or criticize another human being? He or she wonders if their critique is even attached to any vested interest in the subject at hand! Are they simply trying to waste his or her time? Do they see themselves as the bringer of knowledge? The enlightener? The corrector? Unbelievable.


    Can you say “disaster”? Oh how easy this all comes about! The tide can turn and swallow you quicker than you’ll realize. There is no mercy at sea and they like it that way! Don’t waste your time trying to save the buoys from floating away into the horizon and misdirecting the boats and ships. The lighthouse light is about to burn out and soon death will bring its guests to the shore. It takes two to tango even on the high waters wouldn’t you agree?


    Wishing is hopeful yet hopeless at the same time and it’s more one than the other depending who you ask, depending who you believe it can be desperate or desperately inspiring. A gap in time presents a horror to those afraid of space. Will you fall off the face of the earth if you don’t have your next step planned out to the “t”? If your “i” is not dotted will you jump off a cliff? Don’t worry, your breathing will not stop if you forget to inhale. Time will pass whether you pay attention to it or not, in fact there will be more time the more you ignore it! Don’t believe it? Give it a try.


    It’s difficult to keep up the charade, where is the need for it coming from? Is one just passing the time with the only thing that comes to mind? Is there anything more than what comes to mind anyway? Where else are ideas supposed to come from? The mail? From the dog? One’s neighbour? Anyone but oneself? No, he or she won’t accept that, will you? Let’s be reasonable shall we?


    Every new prospect is overwhelming only for a second or even a minute if you’re unlucky. While waiting for the minute hand to turn you should just breathe and let it run its course. Wondering if one could make it to his or her destination, could they? Yes, yes they could even if one must resort to crawling and facing blacking out into unconsciousness. All it takes is to put one limb in front of the other. Watch out for the pebbles as well as playing it dangerously by ignoring the machine’s recommendations concerning reaching out to those on the wrong side of the percentile margin for help.


    He or she is throwing some more words together to help you see the world in a different way. Are there any thoughts you don’t particularly want to ever visit again? Why not? Don’t you think that by visiting them and having tea with them, arguing with them and fighting with them is the best way to get to know them and their weaknesses as well as strengths thus abolishing all future opportunities of being afraid? Think about this well because pondering never hurt anybody, a step does not turn into a path unless you continue putting one foot in front of the other. Even a jump won’t ruin you because you could always find your way back!


    We’re squeezing blood from a stone! Squeeze it, hurry up and do it, try harder! This is what it feels like, sounds like, looks like. Worrying and watching and waiting as the seconds pass. We should speed up time all around the globe but is it possible? No, if one could travel back in time he or she would find a place to hide and never be found again! One wishes they could live in a hut which would never be disturbed by a neighbourhood watch. Could he or she have a permanent retreat? A resort all to oneself? When there is nothing left to compare yourself to you are finally and completely free! Life is only as exciting as the birds deem it to be! How delightful.


    Tracking progress indefinitely, the journey is just not enough sometimes. You need to be aware of how far you’ve come and how much is left to travel otherwise you’ll feel lost and misguided, won’t you? Is there even a journey that exists that completely and wholly forces you to forget the number of steps you’ve taken along the way? One wonders if such a path exists but surely one would’ve heard about it by now. Maybe one is just talking to the wrong folks!


    What now? Does one just throw some more ideas your way until you say, “All right! That’s enough! You got it buddy!”? Sure, he or she could do that. It’s easy, see? Just regurgitate and keep those floodgates open, don’t censor your thoughts. Let the pen flow and write regardless of incorrect spelling or even gibberish because it’s all coming from somewhere mystical anyway so why judge it?


    Chapter 10


    


    It’s time to get real, it’s time to get a grip. You need to look around you and say, “This isn’t good enough!” then grab onto that invisible handle and hold on tight. Throw the suitcase into the water, run from the sun and into the night, tip over all the tea trays in the café and scream! Their laps are all full of tea now and you’ve got the chance for a clean getaway so don’t squander it!


    How many people wish for better days? Don’t they know that the best of themselves is within and their days are constructed from the reflection therein? Everybody wants this and everybody wants that but he or she doesn’t want any of it, how about that?


    One feels like they’re chained to this desk with this writing apparatus, doomed to churn out more and more words until the day they die. One will never get a break and one will never get a reward yet here they are, chained. A prisoner of this life and of this work, will he or she ever be saved?


    If someone invents a contraption to speed time up to the day one dies or at least up to bedtime please let him or her know! One doesn’t care what the consequences are! He or she thinks they’ll make this their life’s mission, it seems like a good way to pass the time don’t you? Inventing things and maybe then he or she could patent them and sell them to Walt Disney or Tim Burton or Barack Obama. Wait, those are all Americans, he or she should probably keep them within the family or keep them Canadian. Maybe Pauline Marois would appreciate something like that? Wait, she might not even consider herself a Canadian! Time to make coffee and/or go for a walk, you decide.


    There’s absolutely no stopping this need to keep producing. Even if he or she has done pretty well for the past forty-five minutes they still feel like one should be tapping those keys, dipping that pen and spilling that ink all over and around. So as the good slave they are, one obliges. Here he or she is and here you are… Are you enjoying yourself? If one could figure out something else to do believe that they would but there’s no fun in anything else! Not one iota! Is he or she making sense? Probably not but that’s the least of their worries! All they know is that the more one types the faster the seconds pass and the better he or she feels about breathing. Harsh, one knows, but truthful.


    His or her biggest fear is that they will be left with nothing to consume once their current cache is extinguished and they will be irreparably damaged by the sadness of an era coming to its end. Anger, anger, anger, it bubbles up over the silliest of things but is it really silly? If you dwell on it or let it control your life then yes it may be silly but if there is a valid concern with something and this particular thing happens to be small or tiny in stature, who’s to say it’s worthless? Just because something is small doesn’t make it worthless, life is full of the big, the small, the in-between! Size doesn’t matter, at least in this case it doesn’t. Do you have a sense of humour?


    Boredom, time is ticking away and each tick is like a sharp pain in the side with a pin or a knife. All one can do is keep moving forward because it’s the only medicine they know. Any artificial substance will only create a mask and a numbing and will fail in the end. One wonders if it’s appropriate to open up like this and share such intimate details with strangers. There is such a big margin for error and misinterpretation, moreover he or she may be the most boring writer in existence who has published the most inane and pointless string of words, sentences, paragraphs and chapters fathomable!


    What else can one say? Do you have any news for us? For this pain and when it might go away? They have it all planned out, his or her next visit to you will be their last for a very long time. The only thing keeping them from never returning is the guilt, it’s what brings them back every time and sooner than they’d like of course. When will they get to be in control of those faculties? We’ve been patiently waiting in line for years now! It’s been way too long since anyone has given us the go ahead to feel some relief and it’s high time we get our turn!


    How else can you play the game? What if you don’t even realize that a game is being played or you yourself are the game? Would you really be considered a victim if you were completely oblivious? One would venture to propose that you are in fact not, actually you may even have found a loophole in the whole thing! Ignorance may in fact be bliss after all so let’s sit with that for a while and see how the hat fits. Let’s see if the shoes fit and let’s see if the pants fit! Oh how nice it would be to have well fitted clothes wouldn’t you agree? They make the day so much more bearable don’t they?


    Hurt yourself by throwing barrels full of happiness around then uncorking one of them and showering yourself with its contents. See? You just can’t win all the time! Even the most positive have a smidgen of the negative and downright dangerous in it. Never let yourself be fooled again, don’t be so naive. Will you wake up and start walking like a human being or will you continue to let those legs of yours follow along a designated pattern? Nothing good will come of you waddling around to and fro hoping to bump into a friendly guide or a helping hand. Keep it real, keep it in the family, keep it local, never forget.


    Frighteningly wasteful. Sometimes frightening and sometimes wasteful. They are prolific like the ones they look up to. They are not the ones you admire that’s for sure! Who can stop us? Why would they even bother? Life is to be lived, no rules for us thank you very much. Keep them all in that jar of yours and please lock it in your cupboard. Pray hard that the burglars won’t find them. Pray hard and you’ll get to keep your glass cage. Walk not too far from your abode lest someone will appropriate it as their home! Leave a dog chained up by your front gate to avoid any trouble from the neighbours. Keep the street clean with the bodily fluids of your victims. It’s easy to fashion a hose out of intestine and run it through some sort of petrification process in order to suitably spray with it a protective mess over your front lawn and driveway! Nothing in this world is impossible my friend!


    Worry, worry, worry wart, why are they so worried? An irrelevant insignificant little ditty totally unthreatening and docile. It’s funny how such anxiety builds on a plain of desolation however when something actually deserves a red alert, stress is nowhere to be found!


    One guesses it has to do with extreme focus and on the other hand discomfort with idleness! Let’s just say that peace is like a dream you have now and then that you wish were true but you know it won’t ever be! They’re referred to as “passion dreams”. They can be very strong and realistic, not only that but they can produce such feelings of yearning, longing and want the likes you never thought possible!


    Let’s say that they agree to disagree because it’s really in the best interest of their friendship. Let them keep the business running since it doesn’t matter who’s in charge here as long as the ship gets home!


    Chapter 11


    


    So here we are starving and it’s all because of you! Not only have you decided our fate based on the notions you felt at that particular moment but you now tell us to feel guilty for the little we still have! You basically make sure anyone giving you some sort of gift or gratuity feels like they have lost somehow. No matter what you receive you seem to have to reciprocate something of superior value! Your pride is absolutely horrendous and it stinks up to a five block radius! We can smell it all the way from here so put a lid on it “will ya”?


    Don’t be so wishy-washy and let your opinions fly! Take the bull by the tail instead of the horns if you really like to live life on the edge. Don’t, don’t, don’t, so many “faut’s" and “faux-pas”. Who to listen to? Who to believe? Should one even care? Nah, you’re right, let’s just continue on with the inner path, the inner voice. That’s our vote!


    How much poetic license can one take before the language police come a knockin’? He or she wonders if there’s a manual out there they can consult on the subject. Is there a leading authority figure making the rounds of lecture halls and amphitheaters? Maybe he or she has a website or a Twitter account! Oh how popular and loved that person must be, right?


    Time and time again they use the same methods but with a little adjustment. It’s wise to make changes to your game once in a while anyway because it’s the smart way to evolve and hopefully get ahead. Bit by bit and steady wins the race! The Tortoise And The Hare was a fantastic story as well as a great life lesson. Would it be considered a fable? Sometimes children have the best insight. The fog can be murky and endless for the lost but a figurative flashlight can save your life. It can save your future and it can establish sanity.


    What better way to spend your time than alone, in the dark, with a knife? What better way to pass the time than by staring at a candle made of blood? Let’s cut off the head of a pig with a blade forged from a virgin’s bones! Have you ever seen a blade forged from a virgin’s bones? It’s pretty awesome. Sure it may not be a samurai sword but it could still do a butcher’s job if you really meant it! If it came from the heart! Speaking of hearts, they go great in a stew. Don’t take their word for it! Burn through that guilt barrier and emerge victorious on the other side, you won’t regret it and you won’t be disappointed.


    In this current weather and at this time of night do you believe it would be fun to do what you propose? Well that’s the thing exactly, they don’t see it as fun, but you do. So? Are we all supposed to bend to your will? Unbelievable.


    Let us be! Are we to sit here and accept your dominance over the choice of food we are about to ingest? Take your strict and self-righteous ideals away from us and keep them to yourself please. We will not sit here and let you dictate what we are to enjoy and do, this is too much and you’ve gone too far. Unacceptable. How can you, straight-faced, actually expect everyone around you to live according to your rules and within the confines of your comfort zone? You will watch him or her do what one wills and you will say absolutely nothing, just as one will say nothing while you live the way you choose, thank you kindly.


    Why did you ask him or her if regardless you were going to force them with threats? He or she doesn’t want to, they can’t, they shouldn’t. One of those replies is a more direct response yet the other replies are a little more polite. Let’s keep the majority of our plans running. Stick to “Plan A” and if that fails there’s always “Plan B”. What we won’t reveal to anyone however is “Plan C” and “Plan D” are firmly fleshed out and ready in case of the worst. We won’t fail! Not on our watch!


    Right, well let’s just keep the conveyor belt running because people here are worried and stressed out, they need reassurance and they need hope. People are getting hungry! They’re all worrying about where their next meal will come from! How can you cook when the lights are off? Where can you possibly sit and sit comfortably for that matter if your pants are too tight? No fighting now, “y’hear”?


    One is going to let you be for now and he or she will simply walk away. One really can’t tolerate this type of treatment anymore. The psychological far outweighs the physical which is probably not something you’d say in the midst of physical torture but this will ring true after a while, he or she assures you. His or her body is releasing all the negativity and its toxins. The spirit is taking up new residence and is evicting all the demons and the dust they’ve left behind.


    Anger can simply build out of nowhere. It bubbles up and boils and ultimately and truthfully does not yearn for release but absorption! Absorbing is the key, there is so much to be transmuted! It seems like a dead end because once one thing is soaked up then another nightmare emerges. Nevertheless, the signal that such a path will indeed bring success is when what has been transmogrified doth never return!


    One wonders how anyone can lie and pretend to such an extent. One also wonders how their hate for someone can stay so solid, meaning it hasn’t grown and it hasn’t wavered. He or she is wholly uninterested in the subject! One loves it! Do you really expect someone to devote so much time to getting to know you? Figuring you out, all the while without a hint of sexualization. How can you be so arrogant? What makes you think you’re worth someone devoting so much time and energy solely on you without providing them even the slightest bit of incentive? Do you really expect a shared interest or two is enough to make someone spend money on you, show you around town and introduce you to their friends and acquaintances? It boggles the mind. Are you the last person on this earth? Is the selection pool out there so shallow? One is comfortable with their body and doesn’t need to impress you. Do you believe that the body includes the spiritual? There are two things one is torn by; items or tasks pulling at his or her brain and heart. Even if one succumbs it is never enough, regardless he or she gives and gives and gives some more. One will not stop giving as they have no choice in the matter. All they can hope for is a little mercy and to be spared any pain although the burden will never completely depart.


    Some more cravings now, the craving to continue adding, to contribute and build and grow. One sits and bleeds until there is no blood left to give. If this is the best he or she can do is it enough? Deep down one knows it’s true, he or she knows the truth without even having to consult with themselves. One doesn’t need to prepare an argument for debate because it’s so obvious and as strong and firm as the oldest tree in the forest. There are so many opportunities for doubt but time will slash them all. After a while the sickness being dealt out will no longer touch you. Imperviousness may be bestowed upon you and then subsequently, as if like a weapons belt or a tool box, an infinite number of opportunities will present themselves and be at your disposal. The infinite in one and one in the infinite. Nothing will faze you any longer, neither overcoming nor transition.


    He or she is absolutely tormented by the insignificant thing that must be done tomorrow! He or she cannot know any more than they already do but regardless of this fact nothing will happen tomorrow that they can’t handle. Everything will be just fine! Nothing will hurt, not a thing. Oh give them solace! One will continue to serve as long as they are called upon. He or she is not one to run away from their duties but is it too much to ask for peace?


    Why should they do this? Is there a reason why he or she should live that way? Just because you tell them to, right? Do you see any sense in that? What do you care? What’s it to you anyway? It’s not like you give a whit about them! You’re simply telling him or her what to do and how to live because they bring you amusement of a sort! Thanks a lot, yeah you’re a real pal. Great advice buddy! Now excuse him or her while they go and not only do the opposite but completely ignore your words altogether. Don’t think it’s possible to do both of those things simultaneously? Well they’ll show you a new trick or two, just you watch!


    Chapter 12


    


    Here we are again at a blank new page all set for the depths of his or her soul to bare for all. Sometimes just the idea of a thing creates a more intense aura than the nitty gritty or the actual details of it. One might guess this rings true for others as well but it’s probably something that could be dubbed “self-created”. Maybe “self-deceit” would be most appropriate however it may be a little too harsh since one really does have the best intentions! Is the thrill of a fantasy invalid?


    Traverse those train tracks already “why dontcha” and stop teeter-tottering with your likes and dislikes or your hopes and dreams. One knows it might be difficult and scary but maybe it’s actually rather too easy for you! Swinging back and forth from a tree of personas (with some of them being “non grata”). If you continue backtracking or jumping with only one foot in then you won’t ever reach the corner of the street or beyond! Do you know how the sunset looks when you’re standing on a new edge?


    He or she is squeezing as much juice out of this lemon as possible now. Wait, did you remember to bring the sugar? This is going to be a long day!


    Time and time and time and more, time and time again! So much time! How many more times can one use that word? One can guess there’s absolutely no limit. Maybe some people out there will consider this drivel. “Who just writes the word ‘time’ a bunch of times in a sentence?” Do you see humour in any of this? He or she admits it’s not incredibly obvious nor even that funny compared to the jokes from the “golden age” of comedy yet humour is still here to be found nonetheless!


    He or she guesses that once this whole thing is over and done with they’ll be proud, yet it’s also possible it would amount to a tremendous failure! They wonder how it will read, enthralling or desperately boring? Only TIME will tell!


    Sometimes one wishes that they were very intimidating, however after giving it serious thought he or she usually retracts that wish. Not only does it take a lot of energy to keep up the intimidation factor but you can’t let in any love or else your house of cards will come tumbling down. Furthermore what kind of people would one attract if that’s what he or she is like? Is it really a path he or she would want to walk on? Probably not however variety is the spice of life and a little dash of spice now and then could make the whole dish taste much better!


    Sometimes one wonders if taking a drug to numb their pain is a good idea or whether one should just grit their teeth and bear it. Walk through it. Crawl through it… Now don’t misunderstand him or her because they’re not referring to anything serious here. We’re just talking about the common cold or something of the sort! It might be nothing, trivial for most but for a lot of people even the smallest substance can seem like an elephant of a drug! It’s all about what one is used to.


    How else could you live if not comfortably? Why torture yourself? It’s just not fair to anyone in your immediate vicinity, your energy sphere or the emanation from your centre. It will infect and affect and cause an effect to all those around you! It may even transmute the physical inanimate objects in your surroundings on a molecular level probably just enough so that a stagnation will take up residence in them forever. Who knows, maybe it is possible to emanate such a strong wave that could crumble objects to dust! What a sight that would be! Wouldn’t that be considered a superpower? One wonders if the army could find a use for such a gift?


    Could you find a better way to manage pain? How about self-image with its ups and downs? What about all of the above? There can be pain in the upside of things too, believe it or not. The ceiling we all inevitably hit still hurts even when at your happiest. Limits are what makes the world go ‘round. Without boundaries we would all just float off into nothingness! Do you know what he or she means? Let’s say molecules and atoms and… wait now, don’t let one fool you into thinking he or she is a scientist! Oh no! That is quite far from the truth however one is not ashamed to unabashedly proclaim their theories to the world. Therefore let’s just say that all that makes up who we are and the things around us simply break down. Without those lines and barriers and constraints wouldn’t we all just intermingle and fuse and end up as one giant blob of whatever? Or maybe we’ll all just repel one another and end up a floating never-ending sea of undefined life! Food for thought.


    One was in so much pain just a little while ago. He or she is still in some pain now but not as much as before. They were in a sense praying and meditating and surrendering, all at once and under the cover of darkness. It was a nice reprieve that has granted them their wish. One wished for just enough relief to make it through an important few moments in time. Once through that meadow they would treat themselves, honour oneself, be compassionate with him or herself. The source of pain can be a mystery sometimes. Ultimately one believes it to be cleansing regardless of how painful it is! This doesn’t mean that we can’t ask for help sometimes because after all, one is only human!


    Revealing a secret or releasing a secret, both seemingly similar actions amidst disgusting noises and horrible sounds. Amidst dark clouds and regretful, mournful sentiments. It feels grand and peaceful. Do it only to someone you trust. How much should you trust a potential recipient? It doesn’t really matter, as much trust that’s necessary is always in proportion to the size of the secret, wouldn’t you agree?


    So, so, so… How else can one start a paragraph other than by pretending they’re rambling on and on about something important? Give him or her a chance and the story will come ‘round! One just loves the sound coming from their speakers lately. It’s like a meat and potatoes dish accompanied with a nice bottle of wine! It’s like a hot cup of coffee in the morning with a sweet danish to dunk and eat. Basically, one doesn’t think they can ever get enough of such a sweet sound. If it were a blanket then one would wrap themselves in it and cover their head and never emerge ever again! Feed him or her their meals through a straw if you have to!


    Closing his or her eyes, trying to breathe easily and steadily. One wonders if they’ll be able to stay awake for much longer. The sunset doesn’t bother them, not even a “smidge”. In fact one loves the dark, one loves the night. Night people. Darkness’ shroud is like warm milk. Straighten one’s back to look Death in the eye even though he’s still far away over the horizon. It never hurts to be prepared though! Who knows, maybe Death is tall and can spot him or her from such a distance and is looking to snatch a sloucher instead of a “stand up guy”. Do you know if there’s a hotline one can call to find out? Is Death on the internet? Available for consultation only at midnight perhaps? Does Death have an e-mail account? How about Twitter? Maybe Death is making a little money on the side by selling wares from the souls He’s claimed on eBay for all we know! The souls though, what happens to the souls?


    Existence and souls, where do souls go and how do magnets work? Don’t let that obscure low-brow cultural reference turn you away because there won’t be many of them. The Internet generation knows so many more useless facts, anecdotes and silly jokes than any prior generation! Do souls take up arms in preparation for the journey of leaving their vessels and heading towards wherever it is they will end up? Are there soul hunters standing in their way? Do souls get mugged on the way to heaven? Are there any bullies in purgatory? Is Hell really just an all-inclusive resort vacation in North Korea? Clouds ever gray with food ever bland? The Dear Leader constantly revered? Is the trade-off a cozy bed with simple yet endearing television programming? Why would you need anything exciting anyway? Excitement is overrated!


    One has come to the conclusion that they’ve reached their absolute limit in regards to your insistency and forceful opinions. Truthfully one is so far passed his or her limit and beyond aggravation that it’s safe to say they’ve figuratively left the building! If this issue presents itself to him or her in a literal fashion then they’ll be happy to demonstrate what “leaving the building” actually looks like! The past is what it was, that was then and this is now. How much longer will you go through life correcting other people’s feelings and perspectives on a matter? It’s one thing to share your differing views however one has no qualms with biting back if you try to sit on them!


    How was your day? How was their day? It was long, wasn’t it? How were the day’s feelings toward you though? Can a day really belong to you or them or anyone at all? Aren’t we just fooling ourselves with such thoughts? Not only is there self-inflicted trickery but there’s pain and anguish as well! If the day were truly ours then wouldn’t it bend to our will? Alas, it’s not ours. We live according to its whim and he or she loves it that way!


    Let’s fill up a few more lines before lunchtime, let’s tell our minds that we’ve done enough and maybe even went the extra mile! Let’s all put a smile on our faces knowing that we’ve satisfied the requirements of our Masters. Isn’t it nice to be an upstanding citizen? Isn’t it nice to be law-abiding and nonconfrontational? Nobody likes confrontation and they hate a troublemaker that much more! Keep your questions to yourself Sir. One doesn’t have the answers you seek and you really shouldn’t be asking those questions anyway! Good day to you Sir, good day.


    Chapter 13


    


    It’s all gravy from here on in! They surpassed a threshold that he or she dreaded for a very long time, at the moment one’s foot rightly stepped well beyond that line they flailed their arms up high and screamed, “Hallelujah!” Correction, “Hail Satan!” Humorous? Probably not however they definitely thought so! Who knows? Do you? Does anyone know for certain? Nope, nah, no way, absolutely not! It’s impossible to tell and impossible to determine. Deciphering won’t work either, friend. Just let it be and let it go. Let it happen and let it flow! No one knows where the chocolate comes from yet all the while that caramel is still hiding away, way, way far from the vanilla.


    Things that you could never predict, planning and arranging things that seem trivial, is it because one has nothing else to spend his or her time on? How can they do something worthwhile if he or she has no idea what is worthy? One tries not to overthink things believe it or not, they’re only posing these questions in preparation for trial, public lynching, the court of public opinion. Hobbies are great! Whether one is approved or disapproved of, certain pastimes never fail to cheer him or her up. One wonders if there is anything else he or she can do to further their role, their soul or spirit in this race toward the finish?


    All they’ve got are a few more words left to go until he or she reaches the end. What end? Probably not the end you’re thinking of. Let them just keep you in the dark and consider yourself warned! He or she will snap a photograph of a dreamcatcher and call it art. One has all the tools they need yet they yearn for more because they’re all just frivolities, toys and distractions. Oh how wonderful it is to be content with what one has!


    Hurrying and trying to sneak in a few more words before stepping out. One needs to give solace to the voice in their head! One needs to feed the hunger in his or her stomach! Hopefully these few words will ease its pangs. They want a little comfort and a little peace, just for the next forty-five minutes please. Already the relief is now beginning to rise, the sky is clearing and the horizon is whitening. The pink, orange and blackness that is on the edge of it all is fading. Oh, oh, oh how nice, nice, nice. It’s all so fantastic. What is? One doesn’t know.


    Here we are with a few more lines. Let’s feed the beast quickly before it bites! One wants to do about five things at once. He or she may be exaggerating, it’s more like two things. Yes just two. However small in number that seems, it’s practically impossible nevertheless! Just try it yourself! You may trick yourself into believing you are accomplishing such a feat but in reality you are only doing something one at a time, abruptly switching over from task to task all the while sacrificing the overall quality of your work! Is one right? Secrets can ruin your life and those of others along with it. Secrets come in all shapes and sizes, they can be good or bad, believe it or not. When a good secret is revealed it’s possible that it may bring about negative consequences, the results are independent of its nature. What’s the point of this digression? Maybe digression in and of itself is just one other spice on the spice rack of life? Goodbyes can bring out such deep emotions. Tears, heavy hearts and yet they are sweet in their own way. One would rather they rip him or her apart than to never be given the opportunity to experience such a wonderfully profound moment that comes about from time to time in this life!


    We love you all, every single one of you! Thank you for bringing us so much joy. Thank you even for the tears. Is there not enough words to describe our appreciation? Unlikely, but we will forever endeavour to try! A few more forced and squeezed out examples, letters and phrases to please the muse with fangs as sharp as razors. Let them sleep peacefully please! Have mercy on their souls!


    Let’s get this show on the road! One probably said that already somewhere but shows aren’t continuous nor forever. Sometimes they end and tear down, pack up and move on to the next town to do it all over again! Consider today the next town. Wait, not far enough… The next country! Possibly even a whole new continent! How does that sound buddy? Everyone likes new continents, they’re a fresh start on a magnum level. Do you know what would be even more awesome? A fresh new show on an entirely new world! A different planet than the one we know… Where can one buy the next ticket off this popsicle stand? This heap of fleas! It’s easier to confront change if you turn all that you are leaving into an inferior and negative element. It is unlikely to be the healthiest or most honest way of transitioning but it works for us!


    Here’s to you! Here’s to them! Here’s to time running out on all of us and pushing us and our guilt buttons into doing more and more and more. We have no choice here, in this matter we are absolutely imprisoned! Even if one could escape they’d have no idea where to go and he or she probably wouldn’t even want to leave! They are like one of those gorillas in captivity that is so accustomed to being a slave that his or her cage is unlocked but they still remain.


    Such intense feelings come about. One basically invested weeks and weeks of mindshare into a complete fiction even though it was filled with beauty! One actually shed a tear and felt a deep welling up inside him or her. Literally it was a wish for this moment not to be, a wish from his or her depths to not be witnessing this occasion. Would you mind turning back time or simply ceasing this event from existence altogether? All things must come to an end whether good or bad, they do end. Oh how celebrated you are and will be. One is proud to be standing here leading the march, at least in their heart. You will never die as long as we shall live! One’s memory is the reel, their words and voice is the projector, we are the canvas. Let one take just a bit more of your precious time to illustrate this point. Let one try his or her hardest to hit this home. Has it worked?


    He or she needs to keep busy and occupied and thoughtful or else their aching heart will tear them apart! So here they are, repeating any old trick he or she can think of and moving their fingers attached to bones, muscles, neurones and anything else one missed! It’s absolutely beautiful, the angle and colour and shot that a camera could display when in good hands that is. When done right, the view transmitted to the audience is magical and can be transcendental! It provides solace! There is nothing else one can do to mask or destroy this feeling they’re having. It’s all a pastime, one big hobby, one big lie! The only way to grow is to feel. If the only way to move forward is to crawl through the glass laid out before us, so be it.


    Sitting in the dark with a dim light in the distance, it’s beige. It’s a bit damp and he or she thinks there’s a smell in the air because of it. This happens every so often, sometimes once a week. It’s tolerable but never comfortable, even bittersweet perhaps. The level of acceptance can vary depending on whether you’ve had enough water to drink and food to eat that day. Intoxicants never work. He or she thinks they’ll use this time to catch up on their very favourite stories. A detective and a journalist alone in a cabin. Want to hear more? Sorry, you’re going to have to discover it for yourself, get lost in it yourself. He or she likes to keep their best kept secrets just the way they are, secret. The colour is gray, the wind is cold and the wardrobe is black. One is home!


    One is absolutely done with feeling guilty. They don’t like it and they refuse to perpetuate this self-mutilation of the spirit. We choose to feel comfortable with who we are and we’ll also avoid looking for approval and reassurance in this especially when we already feel it within ourselves. If one feels fine why should he or she confirm such a thing with you? No, thank you.


    If only they could see us now, wasting pages like the rainforest is at full health, just look at us now! Withdrawal from too much TV. Squeezing words in only where it is comfortable to do so otherwise one just won’t be able to continue. Sure, one may run out of road soon but they’ve already got their eye on the next interchange and the exit on the horizon!


    One is liberally filling up areas which could handle more weight, all for comfort they say! Consider it a tad rushed though, more like a spice that can be frivolously added without harming the dish but sparing use still delivers an agreeable taste. One is trying to keep it fluid here at a nice pace, let’s keep it real, creative and fresh.


    Chapter 14


    


    They’re keeping it real, keeping it righteous. They’ll deliver guilt onto you thicker than religious guilt ever might, similarly how a priest gets his minions to do his bidding. One loves the feeling of settling into a session of transcription, writing or research. Especially when using a clean pad and pen on a writing surface well maintained and free of clutter and even smartly colour matched! Let one sit under lamp light by a window at night wearing a robe, freshly showered, full of hope and on a full stomach no less!


    Ah yes, it’s the ideal time to make new decisions and reconsider old ones. Metal, writing, Metal and writing or any pastime really! So many things simply go fantastically with Metal. One is not ashamed, he or she just brings out what needs to emerge. Trying his or her best to empty out, pour out onto the sidewalk all that’s left from or all that is! There is no specification as to what defines “from”, there is no source here. There may not even be an end. No end and no beginning and no highfalutin philosophy following close behind it either.


    This is great guys and we should do this more often! Let’s make it a habit, a weekly get together! Wonderful.


    We gave it a shot but it’s time to ask for directions. We need some mindless tales to help us stay awake tonight on this lonely road, let’s hope we can make it in one piece. They’ve got some weapons to keep them safe, do you? Are you willing, ready and able to use them? To do what it takes to protect yourself and stay alive? Survive? Let’s wait and see!


    Soon winter will fall and snow will come, they can’t wait. Let it cover them! Bury him or her alive! Let one die in a snowflake coffin cold and blue, white and humid. Let’s turn that frown upside down with an ice cake or with snowball desserts. Nonsense or “below freezing terminology”. There’s absolutely no way one can break away from this literary theme for the next five minutes.


    Let them tell you a secret, okay? All right then, they’ll get back to you with it in about a month, just leave your coordinates at the desk on your way out. Okay that’s enough, please leave him or her alone, it’s time to check out. One admires your positivity but he or she doesn’t share your attitude. Good day Sir.


    One admits that they’re totally addicted to nonaddictive substances, activities and ideas. He or she just can’t refuse this or you, right now or ever. There is no peace in them or around them and no matter how hard one looks he or she is unable to find it. Maybe you could help them? They’ll just leave his or her coordinates at your desk on their way out and hope for the best! Now is the time to take advantage of your kindness and generosity. Here is the playing field where your dreams and morals will be corrupted. Everything you shared with him or her will now be used against you! Part of you knew this outcome were possible yet you persevered anyway in the hopes they’d change their mind or forget about it or simply be nice to you. You were wrong, so sorely mistaken that you’ll never be fooled the same way again!


    Let’s give the peanut gallery something to gawk about! One loves to laugh (laugh at you) and one loves to be mean (mean to you). If he or she could destroy you at the push of a button they just might do it, even though it would end you and end “us”, one just can’t resist the prospect of seeing you succumb to complete and utter destruction! If you have a better idea or simply a wonderfully charming reason why he or she shouldn’t kill you now, please share it with all of us.


    They love winter. This winter seems like it will be brutal though, so cold it could hurt the sides of one’s face, from his or her ear down to their teeth. It burns and burns like his or her head is about to explode, it feels like a fire. It gets him or her angry and then it passes. Pain is directly linked to negative thought. Didn’t you know? It’s true. Pay attention next time, unless you get lost in it and only realize what’s happened after you’ve come out the other side. That’s fine too, just keep trying and one day you’ll see the dark world that pain brings you. You’ll be okay, promise!


    Let’s, let’s, let’s, get the party started. Keep the lights on and the music loud. Use the same words over and over because we’ve got no creativity left. He or she is going to have to borrow some hope and wisdom from the dealer on the corner, he charges a lot of interest though. Nothing is free. One could always pay full price but they’ll have to sell a few things to dust up the capital.


    How are you feeling lately? They’ve got an idea but you might not like it. How about we send you a list of our demands by mail? We promise to use the nicest stationery available!


    They’re basically in pain again and again. Squeezing something from a stone is pretty much their entire daily existence. Maybe not, sometimes it’s not, one gets these swings you see. One doesn’t ride on swings yet he or she still manages to get taken for a ride. The rest of you sit back and watch. Sometimes they’ve got to hang on real tight because things can get hectic, chaotic, fuzzy.


    One wishes they were a vampire. One wishes they were a wizard. It would be nice to be Harry Potter. One doesn’t know which vampire they’d like to be, any would be fine really. It’s got to be a mean one though and not a sappy sparkling one.


    One loves photographs and everything about them. Taking them, filing them, editing them, organizing them, looking at them, sharing them. If one could just scan something then that too would get him or her excited. Sometimes anyway, it’s a little off-topic but close enough, it makes one feel like some kind of investigator! One loves the vibe of the whole thing. His or her biggest fear is that their batteries will burn out right in the middle of a shoot. Wouldn’t you agree that it’s quite the legitimate fear? He or she likes to live on the edge though. Let’s have a big smile!


    For the umpteenth time he or she has deleted their profile from a dating site. A social network of sorts. Some of them lend themselves to quicker real world meetings but some are just black holes, you could get lost in them for months and have nothing to show for it. One wishes they’d all crash and burn. If there were a way to take down those annoying wastes of webspace they’d gladly be the ones to push the red button. “Let me at ‘em!”


    Why does one have a headache every single night? Well not exactly every night but at the most curious and strange times and for unknown reasons! Let’s attach ourselves to fences and wait for the bulldozers to run us over, overheating with a pounding heart. Could one possibly break out of this body? There is a shell, a prison cell and maybe there’s a doorway one can step through to make a run for it. Are they too fat? Is their body imperfect? Are they awry or rebellious to society’s ideal standard? If only that really mattered, why don’t we pray to all the gods we know for death to come to those standards? Let’s. Again with that word, has one run out of words? Is an intelligent vocabulary no longer available to him or her? Limited, is one not digging deep enough? What about reaching too deep? Do you think that the flightiness of creativity and a muse on the loose is the only way to go? Probably. One seems to be partial to that method. Take a walk down the road and reach that point where the land meets the sea. Where the sun meets space and the moon meets the night sky.


    They’re back! Take a picture of the two of us please. We’re all dressed up but admittedly a little bent. The good and the bad; dichotomies. Some words, oh those addictive words, they pop up and peek in through the cracks of your bedroom window. Even your bathroom window if that’s the only view into your home that’s not facing a brick wall!


    Inspiration is hard to come by. Is inspiration hard to come by? Who can one send this question to in order to receive a truly correct response? Why don’t we really look at the heart of the matter? Placing a question containing any old type of wording into any old type of publication in order to give it clout will definitely fool a whole lot of people! From one thing to another, eager to put pen to paper but preoccupied with that paper’s aesthetics. It’s all about the vibe, the right effects will allow for a more effective springboard, one that really lends you the strongest struts and pillars of support to keep moving forward. Bring one back to the 1920’s please, only for an hour or two! It better be a speakeasy by the way, where one can drink some prohibited liquor and sing along to good ditties. It’s funny how “coloured people” provided the arts in many instances while whites would consume it all and pay less for it than they likely should have!


    Thank you for understanding, we’ve got a deadline to reach here! One can’t waste anymore time with you, he or she has laid there time and time again being barraged by your incessancy. They’d literally pull the covers over their own head, drown their face into a pillow and wait it out. You are the biggest bully one has ever faced and the rub is that you’ve been there since birth! The worst one of all even though you’ve been there the longest but only now he or she can see you for what you really are! All they need to do is just look at you smack dead in the eye. Your rocks and twigs and dirt fly by, never touching them. Not a speck ever got onto his or her clothes yet one had, for so many years and so many instances, masochistically dodged into your wrath! If only one knew then what one knows now! He or she is standing still, watching you wither away and die, burning out. The flame without oxygen will disintegrate.


    They don’t need you scientists out there to nitpick at every inaccurate assessment he or she makes! One likes to use words creatively and sometimes the round pegs don’t always fit into the square holes so they need to jam those buggers in. Stomp on them with his or her boot, hammer those stubborn nuisances into place just to get by in this crazy world. Sure if you pay close attention you’ll see all their flaws but they’d rather not be flawless if it means turning into a stuffed shirt like you. You’re so boring! So rigid! One can’t stand it! They don’t want it. Thank you for understanding but if you don’t then no one can help you. It’s none of his or her business! Cheers to all those who’ve fallen and hooray for better days. Let’s all celebrate the ones who’ve died trying because that’s where all their strength is derived. Here’s to the hermits and the outcasts and the losers. Keep breathing! Show them who’s staying alive!


    One is going to run for this final stretch right here while listening to fantastic melodies buzzing around in his or her head. Humming them back and conducting an invisible orchestra, trying to keep that vibration going. As long as one can keep it they’ll fight for it. They’ll fight to the death for it! It’s magical and amazing how a single note or a single voice can strike that heartstring, in the right combination of course, and send you off to another planet on a one-way ticket with no thoughts or cares as to how you’ll return!


    Let one stay there forever if this is what it feels like! They don’t even need to pack a bag, just give them freedom!


    Chapter 15


    


    It’s not that one has anything against vegans. It’s not that one has anything against a different race. It’s just that one doesn’t want to be told what to eat or how to live or who to love. One doesn’t want to get into this too much with you. It’s a personal subject however there are elements that shouldn’t or rather can’t really stay lumped in the “Personal” or “Private” categories for very long. At some point you’ll have to share your beliefs with somebody and it may well be with somebody who’s the object of those beliefs. At the very least this can be considered a great test, can you fathom this situation? Perhaps you’ve already experienced it?


    It’s very important to be able to formulate a belief for yourself but taking it too seriously could be a detriment and any belief you’ll concoct must at one point or another be voiced or even defended. If this never comes to pass then what you have instead is a private thought and possibly even a prejudice that may eat away inside you. For better or worse, voice yourself, say what’s on your mind and stand up for what you believe in. Is this licence to step on somebody else? Crush somebody else? One could say yes and one could say no but it’s a much more valuable question when posed within.


    It’s time we start supporting the seal hunt because there are just some things that need to be stood up for. Tradition may not win the hearts of many in this day and age but something can be said for a people’s way of life. Do you know how expensive it is to ship vegetables to the Arctic? By the time they get there they aren’t even that fresh anymore! How do you expect a Native people to survive the harsh winters eating vegetables and wearing cheap thin fabric made in China? No, we need to step back from the liberal left-wing agenda and let people be. One isn’t going to preach anymore about this but something had to be said. A message can travel to the most unexpected places and via the most surprising means. Vis-à-vis this piece of literature. Is it literature? Until someone says otherwise he or she will grab the flag and run all the way home with it!


    They’re just going to start filling up space now, you’re at their whim and they don’t care if you suffer! It’s time to get sadistic and test your patience to the absolute limit! Do you believe them? It’s entirely possible that they’re lying through their teeth! The funny thing is you won’t know until you know. That means that the only way to find out if one is bluffing is to stick with it and keep reading. Bluffing, it’s an interesting phenomenon, or would you consider it a tactic? What about a tool? If someone were to push you to follow through on a promise or a threat, “calling your bluff” as it is dubbed by some, would it prove wildly successful or awfully disastrous? One’s philosophy is, “Do not posture unless you’re ready, willing and able to deliver.” This may prove harmonious for you in life.


    One loves to revisit and soak up interesting reports and stories. Do you like how one jumps from one topic or subject to the next? Do you appreciate and admire one’s disdain for rules, regulations and accepted form? It’s quite possibly one of his or her favourite things to do, break the rules that is. Hilarious, of course. He or she is making this sound like the missives of an outlaw and one isn’t afraid to admit they happen to look up to outlaws now and then. Everyone should take a page from the book of psychopaths, psychophants and killers once in a while, they’re a veritable gold mine!


    He or she is in a rush to keep writing because one can’t sit idly. They worry at the prospect of downtime. What will he or she do? How will they last through the night? Will he or she float away and out into space? Their hair is too short to be pulled out from anxiety and frustration! One loves how a window opens whenever a door closes. The feeling of accomplishment over the demonstration of will power when shedding any kind of vice is addictively satisfying. It’s amazing how the chains you break free from curiously give birth to a new and positive alternative. Life is incredible that way, wouldn’t you agree?


    Does this please you? His or her bondage by your hand? One knows now that if they need to fill up time then their creative outlets are within reach and ready to serve. It hadn’t been an easy road to reach that point and he or she had never thought it would ever be possible to be able to tolerate the bottomless expanses in between action. Now he or she can burn, then rest and repeat again. It took a while.


    One isn’t going to rush anymore, they’ve got no reason to at all. None in the world. There’ve been so many instances where anger, frustration and restlessness have not only crept up but boiled up from the inside. Eruptions outward into flailing manifestations have scared him or her time and time again. They’ve surrendered whenever possible and subsequently withstood countless moments of pain and discomfort. Each and every time one has come out the other side successfully but with it would also bring a new and deeper level to confront.


    One sometimes wonders if it will ever end. Each barrage of torment when conquered brings renewed strength yet then something new rears its ugly head when he or she least expects it. They can’t help but wonder whether something is wrong, seriously wrong. Is it curable or utterly hopeless? Is one doomed to be at the feet of such horrors forever?


    As long as he or she can bury themselves in whole or in part in their writing, photography and music (or any other artistic pursuits) it helps he or she feel more worthy of each breath taken. It makes them feel like they’re keeping busy or at least busy enough. There’s also that expression, “worth your salt” or something to that effect. Anyway it makes him or her feel good and helps one tolerate disappointment or uncertainty about the future or anything else. One is grateful for such a thing and they’d even go so far as to call it a gift. It is not destructive but recreative.


    One guesses that’s the whole point or byproduct of art! He or she may feel lonely but no longer frustrated and maybe they’ve even surpassed some or most of that too. It was a habitual loneliness, they saw such extreme futility in certain acts and responses so he or she simply gave up any chance of success or even participation! However one still feels kind of lonely and maybe they’ll share that feeling with another lonely friend of theirs. It seems like the new positive habits they’ve been developing are laying the foundation necessary which would allow one to build new and hopefully lucrative activities and pursuits! Since establishing healthy, nonaddictive habits one can sense a space forming allowing for new endeavours to come to fruition! They are very excited about this.


    As long as they can keep writing or simply keep their hands busy or maintain his or her valve to an open position so creativity can continue pouring through them then one won’t fall into despair or boredom. One does what they feel and that’s it.


    One thinks they’re learning to ignore the ignorance. They’ve got to remind themselves about something or another or else it will slip their mind and evade their memory rather quickly. He or she must scribble down reminders but if handy they’ll type their reminder into a digital device, however more often than not what one needs to keep in mind is just shy of being worthy of digital storage!


    Donuts, delicious donuts. Coffee, colours and wonderfully appropriate cinematography. Absolutely admirable visuals! Let’s see if we can make friends all the while resisting our deepest darkest self-destructive vices. We live next door to each other and nod now and then just to keep it all on the level. There’s a code of secrecy between us all. Let’s keep it safe, alive and well!


    Chapter 16


    


    He or she is in a rush again to get back on that couch and watch some more TV. Hurry up Geronimo the actors are waiting! The long haul, it’s not a trek for the faint of heart! They’re going to take it easy tonight. It’s nice to be able to see over the summit, there’s nothing but a horizon of hope! It’s a wonderful pink sky and the air is scented with enlightenment. They’ve learned how to absorb the frustration, restlessness and burning. One still needs practice though because they haven’t completely eradicated the disturbances yet and one probably won’t for a little while longer. He or she is likely going to need to evolve past this entirely like they’ve done with so many other past afflictions, mental obstacles, traps and mountains.


    He or she is coming upon the end of one of the most amazing psychological journeys they’ve ever had the pleasure to take part in. Stories, epics and tomes with such rich lessons and wisdom brimming and overflowing! What a fine mess, a blessed mess! What will one do? Maybe they’ll just lie down and worry, sit down and worry, play guitar and worry. One won’t do what they usually do at other times during this time because then they’ll run out of things to do! If one were to shift his or her whole schedule forward it would create a new and open expanse and they’d fall right into its bottomlessness! They’d lose themselves and never find their way back! Let’s all get some rest now because it’s been a long day. Now that we’re all organized let’s look to the future and the long trek still ahead of us. One didn’t take that drink with you because he or she knew you’d part ways and leave them poisoned with no hope for miles. Good riddance! How about we chalk this up as an example and keep it secret forever?


    He or she is so happy they’ll get to see their favourite people again next year. Oh it’s such a treat they say! They’re overcome with joy! You’ve got such a pretty face and a fine figure, what has one done or who has one helped to deserve to lay eyes upon such a treasure? Speaking of treasure, don’t you know that one man’s junk is another man’s…? He or she doesn’t want to ruin it for you but if it should remain elusive then you might probably be better off without it! Have you ever considered such a notion? Maybe it never even crossed your path. One envies your natural ability to elude expressions, people, places and things. Would you be so kind as to impart that precious skill onto the rest of us someday?


    Oh! All he or she wishes to do now is put one foot in front of the other and continue toward the marathon’s end. They saw the finish line when they passed that hill a few miles back and now all he or she can do is envision it in his or her mind’s eye. That’s good enough don’t you think? How about he or she ignores what you think and proceeds according to their intuition instead? Never has it failed them yet! Isn’t it nice to trust your instincts? The secret is inside him or her, the master within. “The proof is in the pudding.” One wonders how that pudding might taste. Is it chocolate? Vanilla? What about rice? Would one be able to have seconds if they asked for it? Does the request have to be made politely or could he or she be rude about it? Basically the fact he or she is trying to uncover here is whether pudding is an inalienable right or not?


    Hi, how’s your attitude? What’s their name? Everybody knows that the jig is up and wishing won’t save us anymore. Trouble on the front line. The food on his or her plate is way too spicy, could he or she have a glass of milk? They won’t fall for your tricks ever again, never again! The sting lasted a long time and left a bruise they’ll not soon forget. Even if it gets tough, feels tough, one needs to keep walking and listen to them not! How much more can you complain? Do you feel it worth your persistence? Why don’t we continue after dinner or maybe tomorrow after breakfast but it’s got to happen quickly. Does it look good now? Have you got a better idea? Thank you very much.


    He or she watched you coming slowly down the road. Once in your fancy car and the other time on foot wearing your nicest blue suit with a red rose tucked in the lapel. You also wore a blue top hat, true class. It seemed like a really warm suit able to withstand a crisp fall day! The moods your sounds put us in are absolutely wonderful, you never fail! One is so grateful to you for creating such an opus and wishes they were all here to witness it! Is it possible that there really is a shred of humanity left inside you? Maybe even more than a shred? If so, would you please send those involved a letter notifying them of this miraculous happening?


    They’ll be sure to get back to you with their utmost regards and maybe even a cookie or a fruit basket. Thank you for being so courageous! It was way more than one could have asked for or expected or wished or hoped! Thank you dear for the help, care and attention. You’ve cooked so many delicious meals for them that he or she could hardly ever repay you in a million years! Blankets warm not only the body but the heart and soul too! Let him or her wrap you up in one, feed you foie-gras and serve you sips of a delicious red wine. How many more guesses does one have before the house comes crashing down upon them? Please tell them because he or she can’t bear another headache!


    Here they are standing on the edge of a cliff looking down into the rough waters below. One could easily walk away but the sun is about to rise so he or she might as well stick around to watch and absorb its magic.


    It’s quite nice to be able to see you here with all your friends and that other person too. He or she is sure you don’t think much of it but to that person it’s very flattering and quite an honour. Have you been way too hopeful lately? Should they quit now or should he or she keep going? They could either pack it all in right now or keep creating as if everyone’s paying attention (even though no one really is). Sounds like a good plan! The only way to go! No need to worry, friend. Let’s all sit back for a minute and count our chickens and eggs, he or she is sure we’ll come to a peaceful agreement then shake on it and maybe even share a drink to celebrate! Stop pulling at his or her socks please, they hear you loud and clear! No need to bother and annoy them, no need at all.


    Are we laughing yet? Have you ever read such a thing before in your entire life? One can see the ugliness and feel the sleaze. It creeps up the walls of one’s soul like a spider, a slug or a silverfish. Something truly disgusting and unsettling such as an earwig. The entire environment needs to be altered and acclimated before the pesky parasites truly accept the reality, which is that they are no longer welcome. That’s how powerful the revolution will be. “I believe in you. You believe in me. Who believes in us?” Don’t forget to write! One doesn’t mean to string you along, not for too long anyway!


    Jumping from one raft to another trying not to drown in this pond with an unknown depth. There are hopes of escaping this swamp but the chances of success are slim since the currents don’t move much at all and these rafts are rickety anyway. It’s nice of you to try to console him or her but they think your time and theirs has passed. They’ll keep juggling whatever comes their way because one hasn’t closed his or her doors or put up a sign. He or she is still renting the space but they only check their messages once a year! Thank you very much. It’s important to maintain form, don’t forget that.


    One appreciates the heads-up but he or she doesn’t think they’ll take you up on your offer. Even though what you have is quite common and some may even consider it harmless or an acceptable risk, it is regardless not a risk one wishes to take. He or she wonders whether this will end our friendship or not. It may be a good test of it (which they aren’t entirely opposed to).


    They have given you a chance and they have been patient. The thing is it doesn’t seem like his or her presence or effort has been appreciated. Therefore it is with a heavy heart yet a strong resolve that one will end this relationship effective immediately. It’s very important to him or her that they stick to their principles on a matter such as this. You had to be reminded every step of the way. This is no way to treat a loyal customer of several years. Thankfully there is still the freedom of choice in this world so before that becomes extinct they will make sure to use it to the fullest extent imaginable! He or she will exercise it in the interest of keeping it alive if for nothing else. They also think that you should take a look into your personal matters more astutely because they don’t want to be your headshrinker anymore!


    Chapter 17


    


    Thanks for the well wishes, the gifts and the cake. You can be sure they wont soon forget such a valiant and honourable display of gratitude. In between fits of rage and incessant interruptions they’re here trying to keep things going, steady riding baby. With each breath one takes it helps bear the burden. It’s nice to be able to share stories while trekking down the road. Now that they’ve cleared their heads things can get back to normal! Let him or her hurry up and rush this job to completion because it’ll make them happy and keep them out of trouble! “What is he talking about?” Nobody knows! Could anyone say anything with absolute certainty?


    He or she woke up with a big crick in their neck this morning. It took a few hours and a couple of good meals to warm his or her blood and help them feel better. One doesn’t think they could let this go, it’s way too intense. Sometimes you confuse them and they feel like idiots. You don’t come to one’s rescue either, even after a while when it could really be useful and appreciated! One thinks they’d rather be pulled in all directions than be ignored, left alone and alienated. Thanks for the effort but you’re wasting your time. Whenever they’re on the edge of a cliff with one step away from death he or she gets very emotional and knows full well they’ll miss what’s left behind.


    Thanks for paying attention all those times throughout all those years. He or she is sorry for being so oblivious and dense, they just didn’t get it. You’ve been very accommodating. Time and time again so many of them have been rough on you, poor baby! Laughing is the best way to break the ice. Abstract pages might turn some people off but who needs characters or a plot when you’ve got spicy words and meaty punctuation? Don’t let one bore you because they really don’t want to waste your time. Anything could be considered tedious if you have no patience. Be patient! Before you walk out on him or her please give them another chance.


    One appreciates you but do you appreciate them? It’s a two-way street “y’know”! No traffic jams, just gravy or should one say clear sailing? Blue skies? These metaphors don’t apply to roads it seems. Too bad because you’ll have to settle for them but at least he or she thinks they’re nice! Let’s, let’s, let’s. Let us not worry or fear. What is there to fear? Why is one pleading with you about this all over again? Why don’t we fear and run in panic? Yeah let’s! Why don’t we? Might as well since there’s nothing better to do today anyway. They’re a little tired of seeing your smile as well, take it and turn it upside down! Save him or her the rhetoric. How about you save him or her the cheery disposition you’re so eager to contaminate them with? One doesn’t want to be around a contagion such as that.


    Here’s to the menaces! Celebrate the worst of the worst if only for the sake of variety, the good get too much praise in this world. Wait, let he or she think about that one a little while longer and get back to you. Thanks for the well wishes again but one doesn’t need them nor do they even want them, they’ll get there on their own just fine if you don’t mind! You keep knocking him or her down with your holier-than-thou guidelines but they refuse to be shackled by your labels.


    How on earth is one going to get this published? Who will read such a thing? Is it telling much if one can’t even classify it? If one weren’t able to even do that then would it be impossible for he or she to send it anywhere or discuss it with anyone? Thank you for your attention, they wonder if you’re the only person on this planet who will uncover the secrets here. They would include the universe in this wonderment but he or she doubts that aliens speak English, do you?


    If one went and put in an order for a brand new car and dropped the pink slip right on your lap and said, “I thought you wanted the car so I got it for you, now pay me back!” would you consider that to be fair at all? You asked him or her a question and they gave you a pretty simple answer, “No thanks, I don’t like it. I’m not interested.” Apparently that wasn’t a good enough reply for you! It seems like nobody is allowed to simply not want to do something. Now you listen here because one doesn’t need to have a reason not to do something or not to like something. Is that all right then? It’s as simple as that really, are we obliged to convince you?


    Another thing is if you ask one what they think or what he or she wants and they tell you but then accuse them of being selfish then you probably should have asked him or her a different question! One greatly dislikes having the tables turned on them without even an ounce of it being warranted.


    Breathe and let things organize themselves and fall into place. A little patience will go a long way. They’ve decided to let things happen the way they may. Even if they’re feeling in the mood for something but one doesn’t know quite what exactly, it won’t matter because they’ll take a breath and stick to his or her guns (whatever they may be on that particular night) and leave the rest of it up to chance or fate! Once one reaches the top of the mountain they’ll climb right back down because of course one can’t live at the top of a mountain! Now once he or she returns to base camp they’ll replenish their reserves and maybe eat a hot meal before getting some quality sleep then following that they’ll turn to face the next summit and begin the climb all over again! That’s the way it’s got to be, whether there’s someone waiting for him or her with a helping hand or not they’ve got to keep on moving.


    One is not going to be pressured, guilted or forced into producing for you. There are certain things you just can’t rush! Limits, quotas, deadlines, how do you feel about it? One looks forward to seeing you again sharing coffee in warm surroundings. It would be nice if there were earth coloured drapes and darkly painted walls around us too, maybe if we’re lucky! He or she thinks you should slow down because you’re seriously freaking them out. The last thing he or she needs is a neurotic and clingy acquaintance scaring him or her half to death pretending they’re going to move in!


    Do you need the worst beating you’ll ever receive? To be treated worse than you’ve ever thought possible? Why? What’s the real reason? What business is it of yours why he or she chooses to ingest this or that in one way or another? You need to learn when to mind your own business! It’s time to give you what you need. So many paths to choose from so don't try to climb onto a horse that’s too high for you to handle. It doesn’t look right and you might not be able to return from such an abandon of good conscience!


    Unnecessary. What is? So many things! How can you know? First try looking at what persistently consists of the most nonsense. As soon as one has got the time and privacy he or she will visit you. They can’t wait! What’s frustrating is that you promised to pick up what’s yours yet you failed to do it! Will you keep your word tomorrow? They’re waiting expectantly however one seems to think that they shouldn’t hold their breath! How are you today? He or she is doing fine thank you very much, let them see what he or she can do for you instead. They’ll take that and raise you a big punch in the face followed by a smile and hopefully that’ll be enough of a lesson for you. So what are you saying? They’ve got to drink what you drink? Eat what you eat? No, thank you.


    Chapter 18


    


    One is absolutely appalled, dumbfounded, astounded, disturbed, surprised and revolted! Unbelievable! Never has one witnessed such monstrosity and such little artistic merit combined into one travesty. It’s a mockery of the medium that it’s delivered upon.


    Now they’ll wait and see if their honesty and straightforwardness will be punished or simply accepted for what it is (a response). One knows it’s not the reply you wanted to hear but he or she didn’t want to leave you hanging or ignore your request. Hopefully you’ll recognize it in your own way and we can move past this without so much as a bump over a pebble on a road.


    Wow it’s cold out there and everywhere he or she turns it’s dark. It doesn’t help that they willingly subject themselves to dark imagery in the name of research because none of it helps. Hopefully now they can move on and save themselves from more than a few nightmares. It comes down to pure sadism you see, it’s unclear whether sadism with or without a sexual element is the worst kind. One wouldn’t venture to prove that to him or herself (again) and they certainly wouldn’t urge you to find out for yourself either!


    One is just going to soldier on no matter what gets thrown their way. They’ll raise their collar a little higher and avoid exposing their ears to the dirty rice being flung at them from the sidelines! Could one get an Amen? Could one get a friend? Hopefully someone who doesn’t expect a weekly pay check for services rendered. He or she gives back but to some it’s just not enough, you simply cannot refuse even one request or you will never be welcomed back again. Don’t test them! Don’t even step anywhere near their toes! You’ll pay a dear price if you do.


    One wonders what’ll happen when the time comes. Are they are just waiting in anticipation to say no? Oh how they can’t wait for that glorious day! He or she considers it a great test of your strength, expectations and demanding nature.


    What a wonderful day in the neighbourhood wouldn’t you agree? One hopes they’re not infringing on any copyrights here, who knows what sayings and phrases are owned by somebody out there! You’ve got to love realism and honesty, sometimes garbage makes its way into everyone’s home when it was never invited. Then when you ask it to leave it refuses! The only way to clean your home is to grab a knife, gut it and take it out with the trash. You’ve got to love nostalgia but modernism may be more auspicious, post-modernism may even be better! What about future-modernism? Does that even exist?


    Could someone Google that for him or her and send over the results? Thanks in advance.


    One really doesn’t appreciate being forced to hoard all of what you don’t want to hoard for yourself.


    They’ll take whatever you give them and they act like they could use it all. He or she guesses they’ll just play along! They look around and are not afraid of the demands coming at him or her, they all bounce off effortlessly. Would you like to see? Test out this claim of theirs? One is quite confident it’ll work out just as they’ve trained and they’re not afraid to prove you wrong. One is not afraid of anyone, not even a fight to the death. If one is faced with such a situation he or she guarantees there’ll be no backing down. No. One won’t back down.


    Get your motor running and move on down that highway. Don’t stop for the peddlers, it’s for your own good! Thanks a lot for trying your best and maybe one day it’ll matter. Until then they’ll try to send you the occasional postcard.


    How do you feel about death? How do you feel about life? Could one ask a more general question? Could one get any more vague? Let him or her hide behind the mist and inside the cave, it sounds like a fun place. Quiet though, it might give them a cold. He or she doesn’t want to get sick over this, it’s not worth it! How about they take a peek out at the sunlight? Could they share in your sunshine? What will it cost them and is there a tax? If there is could he or she refuse to pay it and how will you punish them if they do? Is there nothing in this world that is without consequence?


    You might disagree with one’s outlook, predictions or perspectives but ultimately this matters little to him or her. Honestly it does rub them the wrong way (and everyone dislikes being rubbed the wrong way) however it’s impossible to avoid being rubbed any way at all unless you hide away in a cave!


    Are you a feminist? Is there a, well the word he or she is trying to find is, a complement to feminism? The “ism” that would describe man’s perspective. Does such a word even exist? Would you consider those two “isms” to be opposites? Is one mistaken to assume they are complementary? He or she guesses it would depend on the type of feminist you’re addressing.


    Churning, churning, dredging things out and drudgingly soldiering on. Not stopping until we’ve reached the mark, maybe somebody will thank us for it someday but that seems highly unlikely. He or she guesses something can be said for hope and faith though!


    Here they are but where are you? They’ve decided today to go their own way. There really is no reason to supplicate to entities that steal, rebuild and profit from something created by nature or a lone inventor. He or she won’t waste his or her time trying to convince people whom they don’t even care about to begin with. All you’re doing is slowing down one’s progress and chipping away everything he or she should hold onto and pursue for themselves! They aren’t going to rush even though they have a small number of items on their list. Take a breath and put one foot in front of the other, no need to run babe, take a chill pill dude.


    They forgot a page! They skipped a page! It’s okay because they’ve got lots of pages where that came from.


    “Don’t worry your pretty little head.” Isn’t that a really condescending thing to say? Oh you know it is! Don’t let he or she keep you because we all know you’re busy, much busier than him or her. “Keep on truckin’!”


    They’ve got to stay organized, no shortcuts for any of ‘em! One doesn’t know exactly what they’re doing although he or she does get the gist of it. What are your expectations of them? Let’s lay them all out on the table. They’ve got a list of various concerns and he or she is always being reminded of their existence! If one sees you then one sees them all. One sees you and hears you but just doesn’t care. We surrender! We won’t fight you, we promise! Go ahead and try, you’ll see. Provoke him or her and you’ll see for yourself that one will no longer be bullied! It’s amazing how an image can be amazing. A quiet yet powerful image can amaze. A loud but at the same time weak image may trick a few though it won’t fool many. Does it fool you? Go ahead, you can admit it! We won’t judge!


    One wonders what you’d do if you held the reins and how far you’d go if you felt something was right. Or forget “right” and let’s say “necessary”. Could you deal with it and handle the consequences? One appreciates all of your help but please let him or her be, let them live in peace! You’ve given them what they needed now let them enjoy it.


    Please give him or her the strength to get past this and whatever else comes their way. Guide them please and help them learn what they need to learn, help them grow.


    It’s nice to have visitors. Have you ever enjoyed a tall glass of happiness? They sell it in containers and it comes frozen solid! You need to thaw it out in the sink and then empty the container into bottles. After that you’ve got to keep them in a cool and dark place. Then you can crack open a bottle once a week and take a shot or two every night after dinner. At that rate with one bottle per week you could moderate and regulate your happiness consumption! Stretch out that supply and “Boom!”, you’ll be on easy street from here on in. Don’t believe it? Here, have a taste of one’s own special brew and if you aren’t completely satisfied he or she will send you off to Hell because that seems to be a place more suited to your preferences!


    One loves to discuss odd and obscure topics. He or she made a list today, checked it twice, then threw it away and instead used a computer to keep track of it all! Sometimes he or she wishes they were a comedian. One wonders if it pays well but it probably doesn’t. They’ve got a manageable to-do list with very few worries, isn’t that nice? Don’t fret, everyone arrived safely and timely. Through snowfall they made it, the weather be damned! Coughing can put a dent in your comfort level but sometimes it’s just the body expelling toxins which is a good thing. The weather can inspire a great release, so here’s to health! One likes to collect pictures of you, the very best they can find. You’re like a treasure to be preserved and protected!


    They’ve got a lot riding on this right here. They’re pushing away the chains that they thought they wanted. He or she came so close to wrapping them around their own throat that if “hand over fist” could be accurate enough as a simile then that would be applied here. Nerds can sometimes annoy more than charm. Geeks are popular, more so than ten years ago. He or she doesn’t see it as anything to worry about though, don’t get them wrong, they neither support nor condemn!


    Catching up to the invisible bar that is the standard. Standards can be irrational and unreasonable at times and in this case they are downright vicious! Thanks for all the love, friends can let you down but art is forever! Is this making sense? Maybe they’re reaching and grasping for the stars. Would one need a space ship to succeed? What if he or she can’t fly the bloody thing, would you help?


    He or she is gearing up to revisit and review the things they hold dear. Not entirely all the things they hold dear but just a few things. One hopes they’ll find the time for such a sojourn. Who should he or she plead with to be granted this permission? Who should he or she beg? Maybe they’ll take their chances, do what they wish and then deal with your wrath if you catch them!


    Now’s the time to rise up and do nothing, now’s the time to posture but retreat after only a few minutes of scaring your opponent. Now’s the time to lay it all out on the line then stomp it to a pulp. Now’s the time! What a wonderful era we are living in, give him or her everything you own and get nothing in return. How fair, we all thank you, what a great deal! Thank you for giving us one day of reward per year and taking much more from us every other day. We are guilty and we feel guilty. We love guilt! We take this business very seriously because it will feed us, clothe us and shelter us. Please don’t throw it away, you’ll never get it back and if you do it won’t be quite as good (it never is these days).


    Chapter 19


    


    Take the wind out of his or her sails and your own sails too. It’s fun to do, sit there dead in the water. Let someone rush to you and rescue you like they always do. They’ve managed to obtain the permission necessary to orchestrate his or her environment exactly the way they wanted it but for just a couple of days. That’s more than enough anyway, well probably not more but indeed enough!


    When the moment arrived that he or she received your news they were completely in awe. Not only were their first thoughts negative but they still haven’t subsided! It seems like his or her unwilling attitude has been mounting up steadily and with no end in sight!


    They’ll let sleeping dogs lie and wait to see if things clean themselves up. If they don’t then at least he or she won’t be chasing their tail more often than one should. After all isn’t it unavoidable to have to do a modicum of tail chasing at some point in life? He or she has been lumped unwittingly into the boat labeled “Confidante”. They help people by listening to them and discussing things but they won’t say they dislike it even though it has been thrust upon him or her. One doesn’t worry about what they receive as payment because they always seem to have what they need (although not necessarily what he or she wants). It’s okay though, what can you do? What can you say? Just let it be and be thankful which may sound cliché but it does have some good sense.


    One loves the smart use of colour; the way you can pop a few things into a frame, give it some hue or saturation and then voilà! you have the proverbial “thousand words”.


    One intends to research this as deeply as humanly possible. You might be wondering what the subject is but it doesn’t matter. It could be apples as easily at it could be the tactics of surveillance! Feel free to fill in the blanks for yourself. One vows to turn over every stone they can. Information, information, information.


    He or she wants some money. Some money to do stuff with. Well of course! What a novel idea!


    They’ve enjoyed spending time with you very much! Let’s all hold hands and sing a song now.


    How much farther? Where else can one go? He or she loves libraries, archives and photos. Well what do you love then? Maybe one day they could share a city block with your house on one corner and their house on the other and on the condition that there’ll never be another soul around for miles! Our dogs can throw dinner parties!


    They love the Swedes, don’t you? What’s not to love about them? One guesses that you could find a few things wrong with them if you put your mind to it. How about this? He or she will love any country you tell them to! Any country at all! The only requirement is you must love it too, this way for better or worse you are all in it together!


    One thinks he or she was just visited by a ghost of some sort. Maybe something intangible departed their sphere or whatever. It’s hard to pinpoint the meaning of such a thing. A religious altar of sorts hanging from a nail in a wall since God knows when suddenly falls and that means what exactly? Maybe nothing but let him or her tell you this, the noise it made could have certainly woke the dead!


    They made some changes and updated a few of their things, upgraded the numbers and set some more realistic goals. You are one’s journal and/or diary. It seems like whenever even the slightest thing happens to him or her they simply cannot resist telling you. It itches and burns so why not share it all? You’re there so they might as well enjoy your presence and thank you for it by filling you in. Why is it that it’s almost impossible to contain these revelations within oneself? Can’t one be happy for him or herself, by themselves? It really is a curious phenomenon; sharing, telling, proclaiming, broadcasting. When something’s on his or her mind to get done it badgers them without relenting. Please help! Oh well, it’s really not that bad. One won’t die or nothin’! Keep it real “bro”, take it easy and don’t worry about it. Yeah.


    They had this deep blocked feeling in their chest and it lead to uncontrollable coughing. It has subsided lately but there’s still a little lingering. One thinks his or her mind and body have been detoxifying, evolving and growing, into a new skin per se. They’re running down another checklist in their mind and everything seems all right now.


    One wants a printer and a scanner as well as things to print and scan. For Halloween one wants to be a detective!


    Some chap proposed a ridiculous offer to them this morning. Who do they think they are getting off on such folly? Who in their right mind would accept such trash? It was quite insulting actually!


    Here he or she is sitting so they guess they’ll write to you again. Everyone’s doing it but all their friends are dead. Maybe you will be his or her first (their first in a long time). He or she has an addiction to books and there happens to be one in particular, he or she wants to take it along to dinner and probably will! Dinner tonight, “Me and my book. My book and I.” That’s what he or she will say when you ask about their day! One doesn’t care what anybody says, you’re all right in their book!


    They’ll just put this right here for you with a little bit of rum and a note. What it says you’ll have to find out for yourself and although it’s encrypted in a cypher you can decrypt it if you try! You can do it!


    He or she loves coffee, it gets them a little crazy and their body doesn’t always jive with it but they love it nonetheless.


    Now hear this! Somebody is visiting us so give them the grand tour “y’hear”? Don’t be snotty and never be snobby. You might be galavanting around the deep web for your information fix but not everybody rides down the tallest mountain on just one ski before breakfast on a Friday morning. Let’s take a deep breath and think deeply about who we are and where we’ve come from this way we can approach strangers with a respect that may seem new to you but is as old as time itself.


    Let’s keep it all above board okay? It’s time to be honest with ourselves here, nobody likes a fool who pretends to be a wise man, remember that. Who said that? Who knows! Do you? Is it true? One has so many more quotes where that came from, they’re not messing around here! They’ve got books and books, shelves and shelves containing volumes upon volumes all able to discredit you. Let one snap their fingers, pick up the first leaf that touches their digits and watch as he or she burns you to a crisp with it.


    There’s a new block of words waiting for you on that parchment over there. It may contain some foul language and ideas you won’t want to hear but they’re necessary for your development as a person. Proper development and right development. What development? Regarded by you as inappropriate yet extremely vital to them. Who wins? Do you have your knife with you? They may have a gun. Better bring two knives then.


    Basically they’re piling on all the work now so he or she doesn’t have to touch anything later. What is one saving oneself for? A night of rest and relaxation? Will they even stick to this plan? Maybe it’s just a surge of inspiration, nobody knows.


    One could spend this moment doing absolutely anything else yet one is writing to you. Is it right? Who’s to say it’s wrong? If they aren’t supposed to be here why then are they? It doesn’t make sense, that statement, the statement referring to whether this moment is being spent rightly or wrongly. Who’s to say? Wouldn’t it be impossible to spend a moment wrongly if you were to really investigate? Like a boundary in a video game where the map has not been drawn, you simply cannot pass! If you were supposed to pass or if it were right to, then you would certainly pass! Alas you can’t, therefore if in life you’re able to pass wherever you please then it must be right to do so. Do morals come into play? They may, which brings to light another tangent to follow. What do you say?


    Apples, persimmons, mangoes, cantaloupe, tomatoes, water and beef bouillon squares. Do the math, smell the smells. Dream and sleep easy then thank them in the morning.


    Now that they’ve got a free hand they’ll tell you a little bit about what they consider grand. One wonders how much he or she can discover about the paranormal. “Magick” is also quite fascinating. A religious man may scorn such things but some do acknowledge them all the while remaining wary. One wonders how much money a ghost hunter makes. It seems that if you had an innate ability for witchcraft and/or energy awareness or manipulation then you just might be perfectly suited for this line of work. How many moons must you watch come and go concerned about what to call this and what to call that? Choosing a label for something could set the stage for a full-scale offensive campaign! Everybody and their mother will knock on your door to see who really lives there!


    It took a while but after much deliberation they’ve settled on the ideal approach. With extensive deliberations such as those you inevitably reach a point where not only are you splitting hairs but you are looking at two hairs of only microscopic differences. Interchangeable terminology, synonyms on multiple levels. Now all one feels is the pressure to impress. Here you are with them at this particular juncture and you’re thoroughly concerned with whether you have something to show for it or not! Do you feel like you’ve wasted your time and brain cells? Luckily they’ve found something new to sink their teeth into, three things to be exact. You may be wondering what these newfound pet projects are so let’s just say that there are many more ridiculous things out there that someone could waste their time on.


    One is feeling an enormous amount of pressure to satisfy at this final stage of things, at this ebb of a majestic tide. Yet it might not be so majestic, it is to them but it may not be for you however what they believe is what’s important so hopefully it’ll rub off. They’re making a list and they’ll have you check it twice okay? Great, thanks for your patience thus far.


    It’s nice to have had you around and one hopes they’ve been kind and hospitable toward you. Please come back soon because we always like having guests. Next time we’ll fix you a nice supper and we’ll enjoy some good wine and a nice after dinner drink!


    Chapter 20


    


    One has to admit that sober living isn’t fun. This may or may not be true however sobriety is definitely a more affordable way to live. Also, the mind is clearer but don’t get carried away on this point because a sober mind can still be disoriented or clouded by an innumerable number of things. In the end when you tally up every single pro and con you can think of, the choice to remain sober wins. Do you agree? What if you don’t? There may be plenty of supporters for “Team Subjective”. Someone once spoke concerning this particular dilemma, they referred to how success is the only real measure of right and wrong. Now of course this way of seeing things could be accepted at face value and while it does make a certain amount of sense the entire perspective itself could be deemed subjective! One doesn’t think we’ll ever get to the bottom of this but the good news is we don’t even really have to!


    He or she will keep running for the stars. The ever bright moon rises low and they’re pointing a finger to the centre of it all.


    One wonders what we’ll talk about but friendliness is a trait they can rustle up if necessary. Do you like his or her sense of humour? Don’t ask them what they’re doing please, one doesn’t want to keep any more secrets but they will if they have to. Look at all the peace and quiet, it’s so fleeting. One keeps a piece of it in their pocket and the rest of it in a jar. Hopefully they’ll be able to store the little they have left for at least a few months. The storm’s a comin’ isn’t it? Maybe they’re overreacting a tad.


    One loves to laugh just as long as it’s Wednesday or Saturday. Every other day he or she remains stoic and serious. Any other day he or she may be found crying and curled up in a hole somewhere. Don’t let them get all dark on you please, don’t let darkness ruin your day but do know that a little bit of contrast is helpful sometimes. Some probably consider it necessary yet it may actually be an issue that lives irrespective of anyone’s position, similar to a law of nature!


    He or she is here now devoting their existence to typing you these letters, hopefully it brings you a sort of pleasure. What would be even better is if you were blessed with the sparks of revelation, the sparks of imagination and realization as well as insight! This is what one deems most important when he or she reads something, anything at all. One hopes it brings them something new and profound, something that can nudge him or her onto a path that surprises them. Any moment of the day, any day of the week. There is always room for positivity but even if negativity arises it could still lead to creation. Destruction makes room for creation.


    The fear of something will likely bring more of it to you and when it arrives you’ll be ill-prepared. You may have a great deal of pain coming your way. Like a dam that blocks the flood waters from destroying your village, certain things can’t be dammed up, certain things will knock down even the strongest man-made elements!


    We’re all cleared up now! This is a great achievement, it’s great to feel that fresh, clear air. All clear! Wonderfully light and clear, clear, clear! Clarity (it wasn’t substance induced either).


    Keep your eye on the road. Keep your eye on the sidewalk. Watch your step, look at your feet. Don’t trip! If all else fails and you find yourself hurtling quickly to the ground you must make use of your hands for protection! Don’t be a fool! Use your tools!


    Sometimes he or she looks at a man of science and wonders if he has a heart and if so, they wonder if he has the capacity to share emotions. One doesn’t want to single out the men of science though, we should include the women of science too. They can easily be just as robotic and seemingly inhumane. They may have good intentions but the rigidity in their planning and implementation can be so frightening it makes you wonder whether they should be removed from this world. Strong words, one knows. Strong enough? That’s probably something a council of some sort should deliberate upon. It’s not one human’s place to make such a decision singlehandedly. It would be too great a power for any lone person to hold although many of us on this earth would probably kill to attain such power! Heads up!


    So you want to borrow something of theirs, all right, he or she hears that but what would be appreciated is if you had the courtesy to ask to borrow something of his or hers. Simply because you know they possess a certain item that you wish to make use of doesn’t make it right when you mention or declare you want it and consider this a request in and of itself. How about actually asking him or her? “May I borrow your…?” “Can I borrow your…?” “Would it be all right if I borrowed your…?” “Hey, I need to borrow your… Could I?” See? Those are very key elements in a request and it really offends him or her when you simply assume you’re entitled to borrow something of theirs. Just because you know one owns a typewriter or a camera or a record player or even a penny doesn’t give you the right to come to him or her with a terribly rude or ill formed request to borrow it. He or she says “No” to you.


    Welcome to the new age of… What? Medicine? Sports? Music? A new age could begin at any time and without warning! They’ve already spawned two new ages just this week and it’s only Wednesday!


    They’re on the final stretch now. He or she can’t stop but in a day or two they definitely could! Time to wrap it all up and end it gracefully, keep the carcass from building up a good stink along with an infestation of maggots! Isn’t that a wonderful image to sign off with? It’s quite fitting.


    The sound of the bell is making him or her deaf. It’s been a while since they’ve set their feet in the sand. Witches’ wands encircling over the heads of their slaves. Cauldrons brimming with magic. Hell fires are rising and we’re all jumping up and down because the ground is so hot!


    Does one have the peace of mind to travel the forest that lays ahead? There is a blackness over the horizon, howls and screeches are coming from the trees. Sunlight may be waiting for them on the other side but no one knows for sure. He or she guesses that the only thing they can do is put their faith in the right place and put one foot in front of the other. “And they’re off!”

  

OEBPS/Images/cover-image.png





OEBPS/Images/The Invisible Papers by Agostino Scafidi.jpg





