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Dreamy Thingies-The Outline

TOPIC SENTENCE

My goals are not earth-shattering, but planning for such events is futile, as the best of acts are usually spontaneous.
FIRST PARAGRAPH TOPIC SENTENCE

Firstly, I’d like to focus on social rather than career-oriented issues.
FIRST PARAGRAPH , SENTENCE ONE

The greatest social challenge, at least in my case, is certainly that of marriage.
FIRST PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE TWO

Specifically, in my lifetime, I aim to marry at least once, but not more than three times.
FIRST PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE THREE

Although I doubt that it shall work out, I will also attempt not to produce children within the first six years of wedlock.
SECOND PARAGRAPH TOPIC SENTENCE

Secondly, let us address my personal goals of a nonsocial nature.
SECOND PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE ONE

I aim to write at least three books.
SECOND PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE TWO

If, somehow, I end up hitting it big, I’ll do all I can to successfully coin my own word.
SECOND PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE THREE

In all honesty, I think that I could say that my consumption of several years worth of oxygen was more or less justified if there was a fansite somewhere on the internet devoted to me.
THIRD PARAGRAPH TOPIC SENTENCE

I’ve saved the best for last: the generic, obvious aspirations that most of us have.
THIRD PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE ONE

I want to have a reasonably paying job that I enjoy and a house to boot.
THIRD PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE TWO

First of all, I plan to attend the senior prom in dashing style despite myself, escorting a beautiful and superbly educated girl, decked out in wildly attractive yet modest apparel.
THIRD PARAGRAPH, SENTENCE THREE

I also intend to find a way to achieve general happiness and satisfaction in life without deluding oneself.
CONCLUSION

In conclusion, though my goals are relatively humble, there’s no reason to believe that I won’t achieve my full potential in truly important events, which are generally unscripted and unplanned.
Dreamy Thingies
I have a dream that one day men will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.  After we’ve achieved that, we can bicker over which parts of their character are attributable to various genetic and environmental factors.  Then, we can debate over whether or not it is ethical to try to reverse certain negative characteristics of human nature, and then stage a huge protest, whichever way the verdict goes.  After that, “COPS” can compile a collectible video of the police attacking some of the rowdier protesters with riot batons and mace, procurable at a video rental near you.  Seriously, though, this assignment prompted a lot of mental poking around, and at the conclusion of it all I think that it is safe to say that I have no dreams whatsoever.  None.  Certainly, I have ambitions, which is what I intend to devote the remainder of this paper to, but first I find it necessary to asseverate the complete absence of any variety of dream, save for the occasional nocturnal rambling that I actually choose to remember..  The fact is, I simply lack the necessary mentality to produce a dreamy-eyed monologue culminating in an easy four-step plan to eradicate disease, worldwide.  Sure, the elimination of the virulent scourges that plague some of the less prosperous nations wold be nice at first.  Then, of course, comes not merely an explosion of the human population, but an explosion of various quick-breeding animals, disrupting ecosystems worldwide.  Conflicts would quickly arise, and before long new and bloodier wars would be figuratively kneeling on the proverbial windpipe of the world.  Some call me pessimistic, but existence often demands that even in my state of cynicism I strive to find something profound and stirring.  Sometimes I am satisfied, but more often I encounter only emptiness, a vacuum encased in a garish shell.  In such times, the fabric of my life seems to disintegrate into a random and pointless series of emotional twinges, like the feeble cracklings of a spent bulb being unscrewed from it’s socket.  One might argue that, by contrast, the victories over my more dubious nature would be doubly rewarding, and this is to some measure true.  The problem, as certain others might see it, is that I would rather be right than happy.  And though I am neither, more often than not, I am at least secure in the fact that no one can fault me for trying.  So, without further ado, I present my most important ambitions, which I intend to bring to fruition before middle-age.  My goals are not earth-shattering, but planning for such events is futile, as the best of acts are usually spontaneous.


Firstly, I’d like to focus on social rather than career-oriented issues.  The greatest social challenge, at least in my case, is certainly that of marriage.  Despite the blatantly and frequently expressed skepticism of many of my contemporaries, I do believe that it should be acceptably easy to find a female suitable for espousal.  Goodness knows that I make it sound ludicrously scientific and analytical, but being so removed from the actual event, my only other choice would be to slather the text in false sentimentality.  In any case, I do believe that forging a fairly successful conjugality shall be possible for me.  I mean, ugly people can marry, for cripe’s sake.  I’m not saying that ugly people should have any less of a right to full and rewarding romantic lives, I merely indicate that they don’t, whether any of us like it or not.  Point made, I’d like to clarify some of my earlier statements.  Specifically, in my lifetime, I aim to marry at least once, but not more than three times.  Call me old-fashioned, but I simply feel that some of the charm would leave the ceremony after the third time.  Although I doubt that it shall work out, I will also attempt not to produce children within the first six years of wedlock.  Six is mostly an abstract number, it only seems to me that six years is a fair time to judge if a relationship is going to end up working out.  Also, an exact period of time must be set so that my judgement is not clouded by hormonally induced rationalizations.


Secondly, let us address my personal goals of a nonsocial nature.  No doubt many unforeseeable twists and turns will take place between now and when my goals shall be more accessible, hence the generality of their nature.  I aim to write at least three books.  I have yet to acquire the skill to generate plots which can be extended to book length, but are not too heavy-handed for my writing style.  If, somehow, I end up hitting it big, I’ll do all I can to successfully coin my own word.  My prime candidates are “garretous”, “splurbian”, and “noobak”.  True, they don’t sound like practical words, but does one think that “bump” did when Shakespeare introduced it to common usage?  In all honesty, I think that I could say that my consumption of several years worth of oxygen was more or less justified if there was a fansite somewhere on the internet devoted to me.  As conceited as that may be, I can’t deny it.  I can hardly claim to be an expert on life, being hardly fifteen years old, but it’s become rather apparent that normal success requires stability, whereas success to a more extreme degree requires one to have a screw loose.  Take Mozart, Kubrick, and God for example.  The only hazard in being aware of this is the fact that if one have a screw loose, one is more than likely to end up being just that weird old guy who lives in the run-down house at the end of the street.


I’ve saved the best for last: the generic, obvious aspirations that most of us have.  I want to have a reasonably paying job that I enjoy and a house to boot.  I know that eventually I’m going to have a house full of foreign sculptures and tapestries, largely because every time I go into one of those expensive souvenir shops, I get the wicked urge to buy something ornamental and foreign, but I rarely have the money.  The result of the few occasion during which I did have the money is the fact that my room is now decorated by an Egyptian canopic jar, a pair of Chinese war-dog bookends, a Nepalese Buddah, a Somalian war mask, a Zambezian voodoo doll, and a miniature Costa-Rican totem.  This is not a bad thing, at least by my judgement.  Of course, this is coming from a guy who prefers intelligent and literate females to those with empty heads and disproportionately large mammaries, so bear in mind that my judgement is probably fairly warped.  Now, as I near the end of my third paragraph, it dawns on me that it is not sufficiently lengthy, and thus I am prompted to add a brief list of my more miscellaneous goals in life.  First of all, I plan to attend the senior prom in dashing style despite myself, escorting a beautiful and superbly educated girl, decked out in wildly attractive yet modest apparel.  Further details on that goal being nobody’s business, I shall proceed to the next.  I also intend to find a way to achieve general happiness and satisfaction in life without deluding oneself.  Of late, I have come to suspect that it involves developing an intense relationship with another person who, like oneself, has a good time just to spite God, or the gods, or Fate, or whoever’s responsible for this whole mess.


Oddly enough, I feel far more refreshed and optimistic than when I began this essay.  It has also allowed me to clarify a number of my goals, and put a slightly new spin on things. So, with that on my mind and my incompetently short concluding paragraph finished, I go forth into the world.  In conclusion, though my goals are relatively humble, there’s no reason to believe that I won’t achieve my full potential in truly important events, which are generally unscripted and unplanned.

