 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
Fantasy Planet


I live in a fantasy world, one that is far from reality and even farther from any possibility. I drift in and out every now and then, but mostly it happens when I’m alone for an extended period of time, such as at work. Now I’m not talking about the daydreaming we all do when we are bored, and I’m not talking about the fantasies we replay in our head in order to make ourselves feel good, no, I’m talking about a fantasy life that I actually live in outside of my own.


I wouldn’t be surprised if this was the beginning of losing my mind, and in a few years I’m sitting in a straitjacket, rocking back and forth, lost in the thought of my fantasy. The worst part is that I can’t prevent these little instances seeing something just seems to trigger these occurrences. 


I’m happy there! It’s my dream life, I have money from writing a successful novel, I don’t have to work, and I have a family. I’ll play through small unimportant instances in that life, such as going to the store and shopping, yet I’m always in a good mood. This life isn’t far from the present, or at least that what it seems to be. Then I’ll drift back into reality and I’ll become depressed.


I realize that I’ll never have that life, not to the extent that it is in my dream. Sure maybe I’ll have a family, or maybe I’ll even write a successful book, but it just seems so perfect in the fantasy. I drift back to my boring work routine, or sitting on the couch at home and feel terrible. It either makes or breaks the day for me. I either have good days or bad ones, and like any patient going through rehab will tell you, the bad days aren’t very much fun at all.


Good days mean I haven’t thought about it, and I went through my entire day keeping busy or at least with something else taking up my mind. While bad days consist of having my mind focus solely on what I don’t have and what I will probably never have. It becomes demoralizing, especially when I try so hard to constantly look on the upside of everything. It seems to be the one thing that I can never find an upside for.


Of course when I have bad days it never fails that I seem to talk to people online in which I probably seem so overly dramatic, depressed, and troubled that I can only imagine people getting the wrong impression of me which really doesn’t help anything at all. I don’t want people to think that I am some kind of Goth or Emo child, who solely focuses on something so minuscule and makes it such a downer, cause I’m not like that. Nor do I want someone’s pity, I know what can fix this whole problem! 


Stupid heart! My mind can accept the facts, why can’t you?

