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We all hit a point in our life, where we no longer fear death. Whether it comes years down the road, or you realized it when you were ten. The fear of death no longer weighs too heavily in your mind, and that can make someone very dangerous.


For as long as I can remember, I have never feared death. I understood that it was a part of life and could come at any minute. That however, hasn’t translated into me living my life to the fullest, oddly enough. Now I wouldn’t consider myself a dangerous person just cause I don’t fear death, that doesn’t mean I embrace it either. I don’t drive excessively dangerous and fast, nor do I pick fights with strangers for no apparent reason, however I am ready to accept the challenge.


Since I was little, I always imagined giving my life for someone else or for a greater cause. Dying some meaningful death even if it was to only one person. School shootings were big back then, and I always thought if it happens here, I would attempt to be the hero even if it meant giving up my life. 


I’m pretty sure I was disturbed as a child, because I remember always thinking to myself, how would people react if I was to die. Who would show up at my funeral? Who would cry? What would people say? Of course even had I died, I would never have known, but I always just found it interesting to think about.


Anyways.... I want the adventure of doing something that is truly life and death. Now sure there is the argument that everyday we go through life and death situations, because driving somewhere, or perhaps our jobs have possibly fatal outcomes. That is not what I’m talking about though, no, I’m talking I want a burglar to break into my house when only I’m home. I want to fight someone who pulls out a weapon, or better yet I want to attempt to save someone from a burning building. 


Now I know everyone wants to be a hero, I’m sure it’s a dream of everybody. But this drive in me, isn’t so everyone knows who I am, personally that would probably just piss me off. No I just want to see what my reaction would be, and whether or not I could handle it. I’m not doing it for the fame or the women, no I want the story. I want my life to have meaning when I finally go, the thrill and excitement of being on the brink of death and fighting back.


Win or lose, I want to fell the thrill of life, and maybe something so close to death, would make me appreciate life more.


What’s the worst that could happen?

