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He says he understands, but he does not. He could not because I have 
not told him what I truly feel, that what I am doing is not really adding any 
value. Perhaps I do not understand him either. I feel that like myself, he is 
being polite and not telling me the entire truth. That he is hiding 
something.  





I put these words on paper and I am not convinced myself they are true. I 
am not sure if what I am typing is actually a correct transcription of what I 
am thinking or if it is all fake, all made up to persuade myself that I am 
doing something, even if half-heartedly, to change, to give myself a better 
chance.





I have been seriously thinking about telling him what I have been going 
through, to talk about my insecurities and my lack of involvement on 
anything remotely useful. But I know well I would not be able to do so, for 
it would be suicidal. I have to find a way to express my feelings without 
being overly pessimistic. 





As I said, these are all extremes, excesses. Not the middle ground. It is 
hard to find the middle ground for me. Maybe that is where my true self is, 
in the middle, obfuscated by all the extremism to which I swing from time 
to time. To be fair, it is not always like that, most days are probably 
normal, but I only seem to focus on the extremes and by doing so ignore 
everything in between.  





As fate has it, they bring all the food together except for the pizza ordered 
by the old lady. Unconsciously (or perhaps not), I start eating without 
waiting for her food, something that I realised later may have been 
considered rude. I did not care about that, all I wanted was for the ordeal 
of being in front of this person to be over as soon as possible. 





I know some of the comments are probably right, and that I could have 
done better if I could have looked into the details, but sometimes I feel like 
I do not have any confidence left to move forward, that the world expects 
me to comply and be polite while it beats me back with the biggest stick.  





Perhaps there is no such thing as reality, only decisions taken at a 
junction. There decisions move us in one direction or otherwise, but it is 
all external. It is all imposed by the circumstances. What our reality is, 
from inside, is hard to ascertain. 





There is no longer anything left in me willing to do it. The only thing that 
keeps me moving forward is a desire not to give up, because I always 
give up on everything. I am not sure anymore if I should continue giving 
up because there will come a point in which nothing seems to work for me 
and then what is the point of continuing with life? 




