Symbolism

Intro:


The main objective of this is to have in print the symbolisms with which I surround myself.  Over the years, I have come to incorporate permanent things in my life that hold deeper meaning than face value.  These things vary in nature and existence, and some are definitely not unique to me, but I think the symbolism that I place in these things is something all my own.  The list is starting at three, which seems like a simple shopping list, but through time I’m sure this will grow to rival the length of most dissertations.

Thumb Ring:


Inherently, this ring isn’t much different than any other mass-produced ring that American Eagle has merchandised.  It’s a simple band of silver, with a single + etched in it.  Nothing too atypical, right?  For me, it is much more than an ornament.  I never take this ring off, not for anything, not for anyone.  The + always faces me, so I can never lose sight of its meaning.  Since I got the ring, it’s picked up some minor nicks and scratches here and there, but the + still overwhelms the dented silver, standing as a bastion of positivism amidst a sea of distress.  No matter what hardships and troubled times I may come upon, my ring reminds me to keep a cool head and, when need be, remove myself from the bad situations and focus on the brighter areas of my life.

The Soldier:


I have had the winged soldier, as designed by members of the band Linkin Park, as my computer desktop wallpaper for the whole of the school year.  It can also be found on my web page, as well as my profile on KsUnderground.com, and I will be working to make it my AIM buddy icon sometime soon.  If you can’t visualize it, it’s a flag-carrying soldier with wings.  In my life I have studied Psychology among my many other pursuits, and within its teachings, there is a phenomenon called “Fight or Flight.”  In sum, this is the reaction animals make to a negative stimulus – face it or flee from it.  I have faced a diverse range of adversaries in my life, some of which I have chosen to run from, and some of which I have stood up to.  I’ve come to realize that not every situation has a clear-cut solution, and that there may arise certain contexts in which neither fighting nor fleeing may not be in the best of interests.


The skeleton I am envisioning is not easy to add flesh to.  Psychologically, flight means to remove oneself from the situation at hand, and fight means to stand your ground.  Is it possible to do both?  Can you remove yourself from the situation, in some manner, while at the same time fighting your opposition?  I think there are more than two choices to make – I think you can lose yourself, all your emotions, all your paradigms, and still face what is coming your way.  In fact, I think this would seem the obvious choice to make, if one had a choice.  Facing everything that is thrown at you with nothing to lose, nothing at stake, because everything valuable has been departed, hidden as if a known thief was lurking the neighborhood.  

Think of how some people rely on defense mechanisms to survive emotionally – the people that put up “walls,” the people that hide behind facades.  These people, maybe without realizing it, are the fittest of us all, because they won’t let anything damage what is secured behind such walls.  And in doing so, they welcome all challengers because they can be sure that their wall or facade is intact, and won’t let them down.  They’re fighting through flight, and that’s the way I operate, and thus the winged soldier is not the inanimate artwork it started as; it’s a self-portrait.

Haircut:


For years, I’ve really cared about my hair and how it looks every second of the day.  Even though the hairline may have receded some, that hasn’t taken away from the significance I place in a fashionable hairdo.  Recently, I decided that less is more, and cut off most of my golden locks.  What remains is less than a finger width of hair, not moldable by any of the gels I had previously used.  What I have concluded is that this recent change in appearance is similar to shedding my skin.  Out with the old, in with the new.  This school year has brought with it many things that I wouldn’t care to revisit, and as such I felt the need to get rid of anything associated with the person I was becoming.  This change of pace and alteration of style was just the trick, but I’m still getting used to not spending half an hour preparing my hair for public viewing.

