Ever hear the story of Midas and his golden touch? Well I have the opposite if there can be such a thing, and I, unlike Midas, never asked for this gift. The gift of turning everything I touch into shit: A heaping, steaming, stinking pile of defecation. Relationships, jobs, goals, plans, people, money, my life, etc., etc., etc., everything I come into contact with is slowly transformed into pure, unadulterated crap.

It’s true, and I’m not just wallowing in the bogs of self-pity. I feel as if life has smiled upon me with the irony of opportunity and the frown of incontinence. 

Advice comes freely from those around me; those close enough to see the barren fields of my destruction. All words spoken from mouths of experience and good intentions. Words designed to remove the feeling of helplessness that they feel in my presence, but the ideas –good as they may sound- only add to the guilt. Overwhelming heaps of strewn trash neatly collected in the recesses of my mind and swept clean of the sweet nectar of happiness that accompanies life. 

There is no place to run from this nightmare as it uses a better travel agent than I. It awaits my arrival at even the most remote airport terminals with a lei of Aloha, and a cynical kiss of laced apathy. Believe me I have tried every possible avenue of escape short of the ultimate which looms only as the bridge of no-return. Something exists within me that not only thwarts my every best-laid plan, but holds me captive for its sinister pleasure toying with my life like the grand puppeteer in a twisted children’s carnival. 

Life grows gradually more unlivable starved from the sustenance we take for granted. Things like occasional – take infrequent and divide by infinity – happiness appearing like passing cars on a desert highway. Zooming along at blurring speeds and stopping somewhere else further down the road. Somewhere nicer where there is a gas station, liquor store and lottery dispenser. I’ve tried flagging them down, hitchhiking, laying in the road as if I’m dead, and even threatening God with my disbelief, but still they zip past with eyes fixed eerily to the yellow line.

As a logical man I cannot assume for one moment that the world is fucked and I am the only normal one. Far be it from me to trick myself with such flights of insanity. I have accepted this fact, but it allows no peace, no tranquility. There must be some middle ground; a place where compromise reaches out to logic and sanity with the friendly handshake of partners-in-waiting. Perhaps not only am I fucked, but the whole world with me. The rest of you play a game of pretending its not so while I opened my eyes didn’t like what I saw and was unable to shut them again. Blind ignorance the norm and the safe. Oh to return to those days of childlike bliss. Days before the cruel, unrelenting selfishness and greed and fear and appetites too large to be contained in three-dimension and gullible hope feeding on soft brains. 

Does any of this make sense? I have swung from caring to giving and back to the head-wagging unbelief of the so-called reality around me. Trapped, nay strapped, to the yoke of plenty and fed only by the life-giving tit of destruction. 

With mixed emotions and thoughts playing out scenes of my demise on the white theater curtain of my mind I enter the world unwillingly forced to partake, and unable to say no: Venting, raging, filled with terror, overcome with grief and guilt, ashamed at having been born and unable to die do I flee to nowhere and return to everywhere I have been before. Whether I endure six months or sixty-five years nothing will change that hasn’t already been altered, and everything will stay the same that has always sucked. The sounds of justice exist only in a dream of disillusion. The deeds of the unjust remain unpunished forever. There is no solution to life. There is no problem except in our minds and the perception of reality. I have no answers and no longer questions nor concerns. The empty sucking of dry milk from a dirty glass and the dirty taste of moldy bread fill the cupboards of my discontent. What can be accomplished to an end that is productive and positive for all? Where can a life exist free from the madness of corporate greed? Who can strive to succeed when measurement is defined subjectively? Objectively there is nothing for all cancels none and leaves not a semblance of either. Not even a lack of nothing nor the emptiness of a hole fresh dug. 

To think is to be cursed. To be at peace is the still, cool waters of heaven running swiftly, deeply through the anal retentive minds of our masters. 

Fuck them all. 

