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I am a fraud, a living lie, a hack if you will. My life up to this point has been 

nothing more then a string of lies. I am no college student, sure by the definition I do attend college. Yet I have learned nothing, have no plans for the future, and hack my way through class using minimal intellect and doing what I can to get ahead of the game. 


What do I mean by this? Im taking five different classes yet none of them do I pay attention in. Let me break it down, I haven’t bought any books for class, and I don’t plan to. I rarely do my homework on time, and I study about the equivalent of when George Bush gets something right. In Chinese class, I pray not to be called on, and my memory is bad enough that I don’t recognize every third character, so I frantically look it up in a dictionary. Things, words, phrases, that I should know, I don’t. In sociology and Media in Society I wear my headphones throughout the whole class, English is just pathetic, and Speech....cmon’. 


I live multiple different lives to everyone who knows me. Not necessarily lies about me, but rather just how I act, what I say, what mask I put on. For instance in class I remain silent as much as I possibly can, where teachers rarely know my name by the end of the year. Friends know me as...I could only imagine... 


To be honest I don’t want to be here. Maybe its just Southern, or maybe its college. Some may call it homesickness, but I wouldn’t. I don’t miss home, I don’t miss home cooking, and sadly I don’t miss my parents. My friends..... well lets just leave it at I can only take so much of them. I don’t want to sound pompous but I honestly believe I don’t need college. Sure its only first year, and this is the basic shit that I have to prove I know, but why I can’t just be sitting back working on a novel up in the mountains baffles me. 


I’ll let you in on a secret..... are you ready? The only reason I am down here, is to find a girl. That’s right my friends, a girl. That is truly the only reason I can see for me attending college. I don’t want to be an advertiser, I don’t want to be anything that I can get a major for, and that is not because Southern lacks the department. I want to just get paid to write, but god knows that no one can be that lucky. I’ll spend countless years of my life wasting away in some job that I hate, while working on my third...fourth...fifth novel, and none of them will make me wealthy. Next thing you know I am a 47yr old living in an apartment in Montana cursing out society, and cleaning a shotgun every night.


Why Montana? Well for one thing I hate people. I would love to say just stupid ones, but lets be frank, according to my standards that accumulates for about 95% of the world. Am I as smart as I think I am, no. Am I as talented, handsome, blah, blah, blah, no, not in the least. Hell I got my education from GCHS. I mean to demonstrate just how dumb I am, I’m sure anyone could read through this and find countless errors in my writing. However my stupidity never gets out of control. I don’t try to dribble a baseball in the hallway at 8:00am, I don’t try to impress people by acting like a total jackass, and I don’t spend countless hours quoting shitty movies in everyday life.


I can’t tell you how many times, I hear that shit in class. It is part of the reason I am forced to use headphones. At one point in my life I wanted to be a comedian... I question that now, as I have encountered at least 65% of people have annoying laughs, and have a terrible sense of humor. Now I thought when I went to college I stepped up to a mature level of society. One that isn’t highschool. Now I know how wrong I was. I can’t stand “peer” editing papers in English class, because no matter what paper I get, I feel like ripping the paper to shreds, and just telling the person to try again. It aggravates me even more when these people get a grade higher then a C on their papers. If I was teacher, I guarantee I would have the highest fail rate of my students, because I wouldn’t allow shitty papers to pass the class.


You may be asking yourself.. “Geeze what crawled up Phil’s butt and died today?” and honestly nothing did, because it probably would be incredibly painful. Maybe it’s the people outside my door, seeing who can stomp the loudest at midnight, or maybe it’s because of earlier watching people try and play basket ‘pool’ (trying to shoot billiard balls into the pockets)


In highschool I considered myself on the upper echelon of the intellectual group, but I had peers. My friends who seemed to share at least the basic intelligence level that is needed for survival, but my god what the hell happened.


I’m sick of playing everybody’s favorite buddy. I’m sick of keeping my mouth shut when people are ignorant and annoying in class... that is right I’m talking to you sassy black girls. Normally things can just roll right off my back, and I can just think to myself that soon it will be better, but not anymore. I’m sick of holding in what I want to say, I’m sick of sucking up to people, so I don’t make enemies. From now on I’m speaking my mind, no matter how much trouble it gets me in.... and to start... “SHUT THE FUCK UP OUT THERE!” I’m sick of living this life of lies and coverups.

