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Someone once said “The world’s a bubble, and the life of man, Less than a span,” yet while do I feel like time seems to get in the way. It always seems like I am waiting for something to happen, and then when that is over waiting for something else. 


Im squandering away time as if it is paper, or money. I use it and don’t care where it goes. I’m always waiting for the next thing to happen, and when it does finally happen I’m waiting for the next next thing.


I’m not even living a life anymore, as I am following a moving sidewalk. I can’t move forwards or back I can only sit and wait for things to happen. I realize I’m not making the most of my life, and my life has really only just begun. 


Tomorrow (Or today) I’m waiting for time to go b so I can sleep, because I refuse to go to bed too early. Then when I wake up, I’ll wait for a phone call in order to do something. My eyes will constantly check the clock as my body dreadfully waits til work, where I leave my friends and endure the drudge. The whole time I’ll be at work, I’ll be waiting for the time when I get off of work. Then I’ll be waiting in my car for traffic so I can get home.


Life is a waiting game, as everything always builds on the “next” thing, whether it’s the weather, or a possession, or a reaction.


When I was little I remember waiting for Christmas and Birthdays and summer, because those were the big events. However it always seemed to take an eternity to finally get there. For the first time I have grown up, and realized just how fast time flies by. It is already June 25th, I only have a month and a half of summer left, and It seemed like just yesterday when It was June 1st. 


I’ve been waiting my whole life for opportunities and events to find their way into my lap. Whether big or small, I always seem to be waiting for something; a frisbee game, a paycheck, a day off, a holiday. 


Hell where has the time gone? I’m nineteen already, done with the first year of college. In only a few years I will be expected to have a family, a real job, and my own house. Next thing you know, I’m going to be waiting for a child, a contract, a grandchild, and death.


“You wait for something that will make the wait worth the wait. You Wait! You Wait!”

(Built To Spill, The Wait)

