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6/18/2021

The high life joke

As instructed by person 1, I am supposed to give this writing 
thing another shot with an extra twist. I have been given the 
privilege of being an editor of my work this time, in a sense, 
making a mistake would be hazardous and she will be constantly 
judging me however much output I make if I do not wow the 
audience. In hindsight, making everyone who likes to read accept 
that I care about the stuff I write is honestly quite exhausting. 
The exhilarating form of writing comes about as one person puts 
the mind in a state of free fall and manages to exert a camel of an 
effort by threading the needle. I am not a great offensive player, 
but my unusual use of sly banter and shallow witticism has won 
me favor in court with the most astoundingly handsome ladies 
whose character is very questionable. I like women like I like my 
pineapples, sour when you eat them out too much. People say I 
have a sharp tongue, but they have not seen my teeth.

According to her majesty person 2, if I am to write a book, her 
name should also be included in it since she must be credited for 
her astonishing perspective and muse-like mantra. I do believe 
her royal highness (clever juxtaposition and lack of care here 
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Sam – pats self on back), thinks too much of herself for no 
apparent reason than she must be respected. The quarrel of the 
age has been the conflicting opinions of whether respect should 
be given or earned. I like the idea of formulating opinions on 
the spot and not making the pool of conformity murky and 
contaminated, by polluting it with grandeurs of civility and 
magnanimity. When people conform, they hide in the shadows 
of deception. There is nothing more beautiful than conformity, 
yet the soul is constantly assaulted by the radical agenda of the 
flesh, and by deploying wishing counteractive thoughts against 
the shadows, one forgets to appreciate conformity’s beauty. In 
simpler terms, while she is on her high horse demanding or 
expecting respect, her majesty (nice flippancy here too – second 
pat) forgets there are litigated terms towards the opinions of the 
common people that must be held in high regards just like her 
frivolous wishes of being worshiped for her unrelenting elegance.

My perverted mind always seeks solace in accepting the deep 
views of myself and my fellow counterparts in the expression 
of the hate we bear for one other. When I think about it, deep 
down, we hate each other to the point of wanting to tear each 
other limb from limb. What people get wrong is not how we 
manage but how we do not. The second mistake others make is 
to believe we are wrong. When you think about it, at least we 
picked a side and bear the cross of hatred than the sweet taste of 
love much like the teacher from Galilee points out.
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Majesty splendor and formidable opponents

As often as I kept saying the sentence to people, it seems my 
sentence regarding the crown falls on deaf ears so I will write 
about it instead. The crown is heavy for the one who wears it, 
yet for the people that see it, it glows and shines with awe and 
splendor. My mind was pretty much screwed the whole day 
today with the nagging of duty. I managed to visit a palace that 
stood for the better part of the century, and it hit spots much like 
a very formidable masseuse untangling binds in tissue muscles. 
To say I was in shock and awe would be an understatement. 
Whilst writing this, I have a huge headache from having to 
correct the political languages of my fellow companions. I had 
never really been fascinated by ruling until now.

I guess when you mix in sex, boisterous women, and alcohol 
the result is unrelenting babies that want to screw the whole 
world blind. I saw nothing I wanted in the people who ruled, 
who they were, what they achieved, nor what they desired. 
I wanted nothing they had regarding the physical property. 
The only thing that burned my heart to the core and made me 
auspiciously jealous, is time. Time is the only factor I do not 
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have that they had plenty of. It seems the day goes by faster and 
faster and the people I love getting older and older getting close 
to checking out. The thoughts of losing the ones I love to despair, 
and unrelenting anguish due to separation, the thoughts that I 
will not get to spend enough time with them burns me to the 
core, hotter than Hades.

On another note, the perishing words of enigmatic propaganda, 
displayed for the world to see, did much to keep me focused on 
the prize. I am not anti-government; I am anti old people who 
do not want young people to have fun. To say I am tired of being 
told what to do by old ass men is an understatement not because 
I am a prick and lack honor but because they take the precious 
time I have I could spend with ladies of all color size and age 
with jugs the size of Manhattan skyscrapers. Men are sturdy 
and always want jobs done for the advancement of civilization 
and forget to live much like the critics of the palace that live in 
it and forget to bask in its glory.

Rigid discipline always creates a strong generation until there 
are no more battles to fight and glory to earn. Sometimes the 
bliss of pure majesty lies in boobies, beer, a good garden, and 
unlimited time. In my conclusion, the is no absolute joy without 
women not only because they have holes, I can stick my dick into 
for pleasure but because they screw me over occasionally to teach 
me, I am not all that.
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