It feels so good to write again…my old friend, words on paper…can’t come close to the feel of a warm man beside me, or the sound of my children’s giggles, but it will do for now.

What do I love about writing?  That the silence hears me and draws me in, an open vacuum ready to accept all I have to share.  No person is like that.  Most people give you their opinion or take offense, with writing they may still do that and think that, but you are free of the constraints of others, free of the responsibility for their feelings, and so you can just be yourself truly, however beautiful, however twisted, however cruel or kind…there I am free to be me without condemnation or expectation.  I will not ever apologize for anything I have written, that’s like asking a singer to apologize for hitting a bad note, it happens, but they just keep singing and the listener will just have to get over it.  I know within me is the darkest and lightest of all places.  That’s the risk of living….seeing, hearing, experiencing those things you dislike and don’t agree with just so you can enjoy the things you do love and do agree with.  But what if you found no distain or judgment in those other things, and were at one your dark side so other’s dark side did not offend you, ah, then you’d just be enjoying yourself all the time (
It feels so good to write again

