	Take thy cork from out my mind. It hurts like a spike through my soul. Get it out. I have no need of your meddling in my life I but take simple walks to clear my mind but you keep me even from that with thy meddling.�	I ask nothing but privacy on occasion and to speak my thoughts openly with myself I need you to not be conscience of what I say. So I say leave me to myself and my mind. If I do loose myself in this way then so be it! It would seem it is my destiny to forever be denied my wants and desires. You seem to want a chaste little son whom you'll get no trouble from. Well, you'd have it if you didn't keep you leash so tight.�	In summer I did sleep odd hours so that I could be by myself. Now it is the fall and if I kept those hours my grades would be through the floor. I can not afford that so now I walk. That is if I could walk. Be I no child mother. Worry not yourself for me. None who would bother me would do me harm for let them I will not! And if your worries are well founded then I am dead. And if that is the case then give me stone or fire- encasement in stone or burn me upon a wooden pyre of no less than two feet in height. I am a believer in fate- and a tempter as well. I believe that what ever happens is supposed to and that it must happen. Hence my downward seeking persona. I seek the depths because is the unforgiving cold is relief from pain, and pain I do suffer.�	Perhaps you think my walks are little moon light rendezvous. Well, I can tell you but this- only in my dreams. My walks are what they are:walks. I do not go off to some far away valley near a beautiful garden to meet a damsel who says,"Oh Jason! I knew that you would come this night but knew I not when. It is so good to see you again," and we would then embrace and kiss and lie upon the grass and speak happy thoughts to each other that only lovers would speak of. And when I would leave she would kiss me good bye and tell me of the fact that she would be thinking of me and I would reply in kind saying that I would be thinking of her and that I will return anew on two or three days from this, and lie upon the grasses with her again. This is not the case. Truthfully I walk for the entire hour and most of the next thinking of such meetings. Sometimes I alter my damsel to be a vampyress who has sought me for many years prior, but would never partake of my life's blood for she could not put me through what she goes through on every night. Some times she stalks me from the trees just out side of my vision scaring me and startling me only to appear before me and take me away to her castle to where we do things that I will not write of here. Later in the night she would bite my neck saying,"Your blood is my life, and I only take it so that we may never be apart." And I would say as I return the bite,"As yours is mine my sweet. May we never be apart again."�	It is usually then that this blissful illusion ends for I am once again in the confines of this sterile cubicle called Sugar Hill and then I walk tired depressed and unfulfilled to this even smaller compressed space where I am corked anew. Seemingly bottled and shelved never to be seen again. Leashed like a dog in the basement of my tortured soul. Never to live ... Never to love ... In pain without end.....................................................................................................................................................................................................- Jason F. Long sometimes Eldrick, sometimes Immortal sometimes vampyre once even called Elros Bladesinger... Damned to life everlasting. In Jesus' name some pray AMEN....





