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I make believe

Anger, this blessed trait, comes in various forms. Our heated spur of the moment actions, our civil arguments, notorious grudges, and the epic slow kindling of hatred. Of these, me being a “in the moment’ personality; I relate to the first type. This is the quickest and the most formidable. These people are prone to get mad at anything- from events not even related to them to stationary objects to people caught in their own crossfire. Since these ‘episodes’ oscillate so often it is difficult to pick out a certain date, an even more difficult feat for someone who forgets which day it is. In addition, of the incidents that do stand out-they did not go in my favor; therefore, I could not right an essay on what I did to resolve it. However I can narrate what I do when things do come out in  my favor. Promise not to laugh.

I make believe I am a soldier.

I make believe to endure whatever is thrown at me.

I make believe whoever is yelling at me is trying to break me. That they are trying their hardest. Trying to have their Insults hurled, their words devoid of meaning meant to sear my skin, seeping in slowly. Choice cuss words drip over my face, slide greasily through my ears. Aspersions crawl under the blanket I try to hide underneath. They eat away slowly, attempting to acidize myself.

I make believe whoever is hitting me is trying to get information out of me. I resist the siren call. Information I will never release, for the sake of endangering whoever or whatever I was protecting.

I make believe if I open my mouth, the information might skitter out.

I make believe if I show emotion they will know they have gotten to me. I am impenetrable, my face betrays no emotion.

I clench my fists, and trying to repress the violent supposed power I keep latent within my sinew. A soldier never reveals his power until it is called upon.

I make believe, my courage, my utter control, is awe-worthy.

I make believe no one can withstand my iron lipped silence.

No one can mistake this steady gaze for cowardliness.

I make believe I am the sole reason, -a loved one, my country, humanity is able to survive another day.

Dramatic?

It works.
