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Ramble


I’m not myself today. I’m not even close to myself. Everything should be good, I found a job, so no more dad harping on me. I got to sleep in, and I’ve been relaxing all day. However I am not the same person I was yesterday.


Can someone be angry about what they cannot fix? Something that isn’t avoidable? Something that they can do nothing about? I can easily say yes, someone can be angry for all these reasons, but does it make it alright or normal? That even I don’t know.


I found myself stuck in a rut coming back home, and even though I am not living on my own, it seems my troubles have multiplied, or maybe I only have one trouble that has multiplied in intensity. Everything seems easier in college, life, love, ambitions. Nothing is difficult, I’m laid back and in control of every situation. However that has changed.


Yes I am back together with all my good friends, I’m playing sports left and right, and going out to eat and hang out almost every night. I’m fulfilling all my goals for the summer except for two right now, and one I am defiantly going to work towards. That, however still leaves one that won’t be achieved. A goal that was never even conceived and even forgotten until earlier this year.


Something I wanted to forget, a feeling I wanted to repress, a mind set that I thought I lost. That would be to easy.


Have you ever thought something over so much that, in your head you took ever angle of everything and analyzed it like a puzzle? Combing over details, watching yourself in your head do different things and then formulating a reaction. Thinking to yourself about what is the right move, right action, right words, right thought, everything over and over again, so worried about making a wrong move. Right, Right, Right, Wrong..... I mean Right. Thinking and thinking and thinking some more until your head feels like caving in, and you feel like you should just take a nap or some sleeping pills, so you can deal with it later. 


A moment that you live for, an experience that may never come, but something that has you keep going back for more regardless of what your brain tells you. Yet a feeling you know you should avoid. Like the forbidden fruit, its just so easy and tempting to try, but you really don’t want to get kicked out on your ass. You want to test it, you want to see just how bad the consequences are, but your still afraid that it will leave you worse off then before.


I understand now why killers kill, why seemingly innocent people lash out on the ones they love. Its pressure and stress. It finally gets to them, it drives them to the breaking point, and then sends them through the panel of glass in front of them. And then much like a bar fight, it gets out of control immediately after the first stool is kicked out. You can’t go back in time, you can’t prevent the bottle breaking, but you’ll be damn sure to dwell on it for years after it happened.


If I could go back, I would change my life, I know one decision that I would be better had I not made. I know one regret that always comes back to haunt me, like a foot on the throat, or a dagger in the back.


I wish.......


I wish.......

