A Crazy story by a crazy person


It is the season of merriment and laughter, not humor wise mind you, but relief wise. The death of the tragic individual crucified on a wall of books is the visual for the time of midterm and paper due dates. Though this occurs twice a semester it is a time where all good times come to an end for a dizzying 2 weeks of hellish avenue.  Laughter is this sense is hysterical but this is because of the madness dwelling within the exhaustion built up from late nights of study and writing. Creativity swells at this obscure moment of madness. 


While is sit at my seat in the room where all computers dwell, I look into the glowing screen and see myself as a tired individual. Looking is considered distasteful so I find myself staring into the window of other people’s imaginations. People, who shouldn’t be here, people who perhaps let their creativity be overwhelmed by their urge to gain wealth and power. By looking into the screen I can see Bill Gates, he is smiling at me with my reflection is those shining glasses of his. Does he make up the software that he sells, no. Bill Gates is a man to be admired but any man with consistent luck and a business degree could accomplish what he did. I turn away and check my mail blindly. It never matters what is seen on the screen anyway. I click and punch and click and punch. Someone will understand my pleas but I can’t understand them myself. 


To find this as an outlier you can’t see the life of a man drowning in midair without missing at least 24 hours of sleep. To think that madness is truly without logic one must be mad to consider this phenomenon. I on behalf of all that is insane truly do not see the logic in this persuasion. An idea is an idea, mad or sane, canny or uncanny, locked or unlocked. Life is filled with these little scruples and it is only the work of those without wits that solves them. 


Those who are truly mad do not understand the simply difficult concept of common sense. Like those with common sense have no understanding of what it takes to be mad. In the ways a person rants on (like now) one can find the meaning between the lines, but those are few and far between. If you can point out something to a professor that is nothing new. Your professors, if they are indeed truly well educated have long forgotten the pleasures of simple thought. To catch them in a mistake on simple matters means nothing to them unless they realize their dilemma. If realized then only depression and instability are to follow it’s long and twisted brier like path. The thorns are far sharper here than any nail it could mean the end of profit and life, as we know it today.

My advise to you:

1. Let your teacher make mistakes, it’s better for them.

2. Don’t let your thoughts of this bother you insanity is but the bridge to reality. 

(  HAVE A NICE DAY ( 

