Facts at 3 a.m.   

And how does this relate to me?

Life is just a black canvas that allows nothing to be written on it.  It is just as the black sky that I am staring at now.  No stars though.  Life does not alow for these glittering specks that try to serve an indefinite purpose.  

Why do the stars exist?

For me, they never did serve any purpose.  I did not too.  I spent my childhood eternity glancing at the stars in the depths of the night, they spent theirs gazing at this innocent child who was staring --oh so softly—at them.  But I was never the child that they noticed.  Never.

Why do these emerald hills exist?

I spent my life on these facades of joy.  We were great friends.  Not because both of us spent moments of happiness together, but because both of us were hiding something from the stern reality.  I still remember the time that both of us came out of our facades together.  I grew into a teenager, as I am now; a stern and cruel man, guilty of every sin Man induced upon himself.  You turned into what you are now.

Why do these corpses exist?

Friends or enemies, they are humans.  I don’t know them, but it seems that I know everyone of them now, and I feel something for them.  Something I just cannot describe, or would rather not describe.  Compassion? Hate? Anger? Fear? … I don’t know.  I laugh as I turn my head, retreating into my shell once again.  We were friends, now we are dimensions and worlds apart.  But I know, someday, this vessel of mine will run ashore on this paradise island they call death.

Why does war exist?

It doesn’t.  It is just an evil thought that was planted into our willing minds by some evil fiend during a moment of carelessness.  War does not exist.  I killed my fellow brothers because of basic instinct.  I fight for glory.  I induce bloodshed for the honor of my people.  War does not exist.  War is just something used to describe simple honor.  

Why do I exist?

I won’t. By the time dawn takes off, I won’t be present on this universe anymore.  Only my cocoon will be left behind, as a mark of the sorrow I suffered in this world…  

