How I Pray to MY God.

BadBoyBart.

Saturday, October 22, 2005

This is just some drivel that I came up with while I was putting it down on paper. 

How do I pray? 

I just pray. I call it think pray; when you think your thoughts are relayed directly to God (your higher power) bypassing any and all redirecting. He then assigns a representative to deploy the answer to your need. And your need is acquired.

I am remembering things from my childhood spent with grandfather and grandma M. He was a rock hound and had his wet-wheel in the room that I slept in. Late at night when he could not sleep he would come in and grind some stones or cut gems. I would ask him what he was doing and he would tell me to go back to sleep gruffly.  I would always take the side of curiosity and ask again, Will I never learn, you do not talk back to Grand Papa. He never broke a bone and the Bad has been fully repressed. I get flashes of it when I am feeling really pissed off. We were a family of devout Irish Catholics and were forced to kneel on the hard, cold concrete floor for two hours each night and recite the same words by rote tell you was worn out. And then be sent to bed without a kiss and hug.

I loved and will forever be indebted to Grand for all that he gave me. Life itself. Of course that is not really a fantastic gift. A lifetime of being alone and misunderstood. Of hearing  “The arts are for sissy girls.” But that is what I liked to do.

So what do I “The Actor” do; I would, did, and still do the only thing I could do. I played the part that I was asked to and tried to get the attention that I was so lacking. The people have run my entire life that I love forcing me into what they want and rejecting the outcome.

In my mind I am the best of the best at everything that I do. I have taken to letting my imagination run the full gambit of a mixed up array of Catholic religious dogma, psychiatric examination, physical regime and chemical dependency I did. 

I created my own world where I could not be touched, and as I grew I added to the nest of ideas I keep there. I have become the only one that I can talk to. I do not trust anyone and will use any one to get to my desires. 

As I grew older and got interested in girls {that would be sometime in kindergarten} I started feeding the thing in my head the fantasies I created, I was growing into a sub human, I was becoming disconnected from the world I existed in, REAL LIFE. 

I have been an addict to anything that could take me away from my life.  I did not enjoy being a dancer, artist, and actor and not being seen at all. The only artistic thing that was supported was song. So I excelled in singing, and was reworded by my peers, to a point. But from my family who wanted Jack Armstrong and got little boy Bart I was a disappointment. So I must not be right and would need fixing.

Back to the kid shrinks to see why I like art rather than fighting. I needed fixing. So bring on the drugs, up the dosage, sedate and subdue. That’s the way to treat misbehaving kids. Ritalin and raisins and forced Christianity. Drive the freethinking out of its head and replace it with decrees form GOD.

How do I pray? I look up to heaven and beg to be freed. I sometimes yell, and sometimes I cry. But always it is for the same reason. I fear a long healthy life of being always alone.

I do not have anyone that really loves me. Mother is falsely dependent upon me and so is strangling me with her needs. True taking care of her is a duty I hold and that should be shared by all her children. But Bart will take care of it. He is a GOOD SON.

Well this Good Son is growing tired of not having a social awareness. He is suffering from “Stay at home when everyone else is out living a life of meaning” blues.

I have been a good boy for seven eventless yet fulfilling years. I have removed the speed from my system to the point of sleeping all the working day. When I get going I do lots of work at once; but that is getting to be far and few between. 

So when I got into computers I found the cyber world and have created the person that I have always wanted to be. I am suave at first and turn rapidly into the beast. I am lost in any type of love. I never learned how to treat girls; I have never been around many girls.

Do girls desire sex as much as I do?

How do I pray? I say God get me the fuck out of here.

What with the fact that I don’t have any real friends, I do not have a girl to use, and I don’t have a job. I guess that everything else is going great.  Just kill me now. I just want out of this existence. If I cant have a life then why live at all.
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