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Allow me to “blog” for a minute, (that is if you don’t believe my other posts are blogs). There was a time in life, where symbolism and emotions were prominent in our society. For instance looking up at a waving flag meant something. It was supposed to give off a sense of pride in the people, it was supposed to make us think back to all those that gave their lives fighting for our “freedom.” However, recently all that ever happens, at least for my small experiment, is now when people think about America, they think of negative connotations. College kids when told to think of America, most of them think Bush, and then anger and hatred comes out, and people talk about leaving the country and wanting to live in Europe, or Canada? What happened to the good ole’ days. The days when being an American was something to hold your head on. I of course fall victim to this same experiment, when asked to brainstorm what ideas came to head when the word America came up I thought of: “Red necks, Greed, Materials, low economy, and Overweight.” Do I hate America though? No not in the least, hell someday I’ll own a mansion in California, or Montana, one of the two. But, I’ve noticed that I’ve become more and more uncaring and robotic since the last time I checked. I don’t really care to be honest though, and most of those buzzwords come from movies or comedians.


I guess I should state now that this is written in “stream of consciousness!”


After watching “Saving Private Ryan,” and watching the old man cry in the beginning it got me to thinking, what are my sad memories? When did I last feel? I dug deep into my past, and realized I have only cried once in my entire life, and that was at my Grandma’s wake. Now I’m a guy so im not supposed to cry, but I haven’t felt emotion sense my heyday. When I was young, it was all over the place. Watching Jordan win number sixth, the Bears make the playoffs under Jim Miller, my parents separating, but now nothing comes to mind. My last heavy emotion that I can remember was guilt and sorrow after the last intermural football game senior year. Here in college I am a robot. I have no heart, no emotion, everything just seems to roll right off of me. I don’t get mad, I haven’t been sad, I don’t even get the rush of emotion from sports. I miss it, I miss feeling in general. Feeling towards something. I want to have a memory that I look back at and feel sad or burdened by responsibility, a memory that makes me smile every time I think of it. For Christ’s sake, I haven’t even felt panic or anxiety in a long time, something I would normally feel on an everyday basis. I want the rush of being alive, or at least being in pain. Hell I have sat and spent quite a serious amount of time about being a hitman, and I’m still convinced that I could kill without feeling remorse. Some may say that’s to being desensitized to violent medai and games, but it’s not, I just think I am turning into a robot, a robot without heart. Maybe that will all change soon, like on Spring Break, when I feel the anguish of sports, or maybe I’ll go on a date with a really great chick soon, but for now I’m just going to go drink my oil to lubricate my hinges, and shut down for the night.

