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In every way, shape and form I am the embodiment of pure insanity.  Every aspect, every event, every mishap and mistake of my life shines through my skin like a strip of flesh harboring and infectious core so complicated and disasterous that it rivals the eternity of pain that one would receive in nine life-times in hell.  No words I can grasp in my extensive vocabulary of incidious words could explain the depth of insanity slowly eating away the cracked foundation of my former handle on reality.  For this I have chosen to accept that one day, possibly not too far from now, I will join the ranks of thousands who lose touch with rational thought each and every day, spinning me into a whirlwind of chaos and madness til I forget everything that I once held dear in my short, but drawn-out life.  The more I age, the more it is apparent to me that the world isn't the magical place I once thought it to be as a child, but rather a stage for an on-going Broadway play in which the main characters aren't in control of the plot, the plot is in control of them.  The stars in this unwritten play remain nameless, however the ideas that toil them like lab rats in an unescapable maze are known all too well, yet still are unseen by a world of "actors" oblivious to the fact that they are really just mindless pawns in a game that I know will ultimately end an upset in the favor of the silent gods.  These "gods" are:  politics, injustice, and the root of all evil, mankind itself.  If one more, and I loosely use the term, "soul" were to understand the things that I think about and take note of in my solemn, twisted mind, I would be relieved of this burden of being the only person to really understand that there is no meaning to life that the lesser intelligence keeps searching for, but rather a whole series of random events set into motion at the beginning of all life.  I cannot put into words just yet exactly my explanation for this revelation, but when the time is right I am sure that everyone will be ready.  Every person who spends his or her life searching for meaning has therefore wasted their lifetime of which they could have enjoyed the more exciting features of being alive, had they accepted the fact that there truly is no meaning, or answer to why any of us are here.  Why does mankind feel it has to have a meaning for its existance?  To feel more important and special, part of a long line of fairy tale books called religions that I would place on the shelf with childrens' books, under the section heading "fiction."  To feel better about themselves and to deny and forget the fact that we are no more than animals that are educated.  We breathe just like dogs, we see just like birds, and destroy one another like lions protecting their territory.  Patterns in nature within every species show similarities within each other as a whole entity revolving around itself as one, not to sound like a hippy.  From the tiniest one-celled organisms, to the huge galaxies in the deep recesses of space, we are but things whose paths collide now and again leaving our marks on a canvas that becomes a painting that no one will ever admire.  So to end this realistic view of everything, I leave you with these words:  In all of the beings, living and extinct, what makes us think we are the chosen species to be offered a chance at immortality in heaven, or an eternal damnation in hell based on the acts committed by not just our race, but every race of living things there ever has been.  Why are we led to believe we are so special, when we are but animals intelligent enough to fear dying, yet creative enough to imagine our own faiths to make us feel better about death, and resourceful enough to scare others into agreeing with us.  It just seems silly when you look at it like this doesn't it?  From my point of view...








