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By Stephanie Morse
“The future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams.” – Eleanor Roosevelt 

“From error to error, one discovers the truth.”- Sigmund Freud 
Preface
The wind blew against the window like a violent hurricane, knocking down all the trees standing still upon the maroon colored hilltops. Lights are flashing on and off due to the rain pouring heavily on the rooftop, and it’s barely six o’clock. 

My art portrait is not even close to finished; all the time that was supposed to be spent on getting everything ready for the winter art show was wasted on endless movie marathons, dancing to music, and by constant tiredness from staying up late talking to my old friend non-stop. 

I have the whole world under my feet; I graduated with top honors from Mantis Academy, voted best creative artist of the year, and went on the best summer trip of my life to France, Switzerland, Austria, Italy, Spain, and Tahiti. Guys would check me out; I would wear the best top designer outfits of the season, write the best English papers out of all the other students in my class, and I was loved and hated by all my fellow peers. 

While I was talking to my friend Delilah on Social Butterfly, I suddenly had this uneasy feeling that I have done something wrong to a guy I don’t know named Peter, I checked his profile and reassured myself that I never did anything, and that it was nothing to worry about. Then somewhere out of nowhere I type in Isabella Clementine, a girl who I hated to find that she made a new account after seeing it disappear from my list of blocked people that I used to prevent myself from seeing their ugly faces or them possibly trying to find my account and contact me. I decided to place her on the list, only to question myself on why I wasted time worrying about this whole nonsense and to just remove all of them without fearing they may find me or not? Plus I hardly knew them, and they are a bunch of losers anyway. Besides, I am in college now and need to focus on my last minute scramble to get my art done in time.
With all my courage and strength, I removed all of those people. Then I look at their profiles one last time, and it made me shake even more. 

I felt like I was losing control… 
Chapter I
For two weeks, I felt awful about what I have done to myself. I made everything go down the drain, all because of some stupid “so-called” cyber addiction that got so out of hand that it made myself think that my mind, body and soul had already died when some parts of me are still living. It started to fill my thoughts with untrue crazy stuff like me stealing personal information, money, committing crimes, talking behind my families back and so forth. To make matters worse, my mind started to pollute itself with useless lies, faces and other crap that I looked at from watching movies, T.V., even from looking at a picture of my classmates profile on my college account made me think things I would otherwise not want to think about, and then an image of me and this girl I used to know popped into my mind from a cover of a video doing a lame parody five years ago on a popular video making site called “Movie Mania.”

Everything started to fall apart inside of me, even telling my own parents about my complicated situation numerous times was hopeless, and I can never get them to see my point at all due to me forgetting what I was about to say all the time because of prolonged thoughts I was trying to get rid of. The only advice they tell me is that it’s all “normal” to feel this way, and that I’m just like everybody else when I am not; this made them think that I was just obsessing over nothing and to just be a plain regular college student and do your homework. Everything they said disgusted me even more, and the worst part is that my ability to express my emotions mentally is gone.  
I can’t sleep at all, I feel dangerously numb with no pain, I don’t taste, smell, hear, or see things normally like I used to, my own mind and body doesn’t take in any nutrients from eating and drinking, and I get disoriented, distracted or forgetful that I end up bumping into things.  When I do something simple like draw a picture it either doesn’t come out right or I end with a crappy drawing that it makes me want to stab myself until I can no longer breathe. I started getting nightmares about my past mixed with dark unusual strange dreams like a spider eating her children, and keeping only one of them, seeing old faces from Mantis Academy and the school before that, dark alleys in the city, anything dystopian that pops into my unconscious state of mind. 
Basically, if I try to explain or remember one thing, my now stupid mind will suddenly forget it the next minute as if it never happened and returns to its “normal” state with a blank expression on my face, either with unusual happiness even to sad or tragic events, or evil laughter to after seeing somebody get hurt thinking that it is ok when it’s not. 

I just wanted to take a break from myself, and do something more productive with my life. I thought going to see my grandma would be a great idea; after all I can help out with washing the dishes in the kitchen, do some laundry, learn how to cook, and just spend time together enjoying each other’s company. 
It felt good visiting my grandparents for two months in Florida, I feel a lot happier being around them. My grandma isn’t doing so well these days, and my mother has been very depressed and rather guilty about not spending time as often like she used to back when my older sister Clara, my brother Sylvester, and I were still kids. To me, my life would have been different if we actually did go out to Puerto Rico, and visit the family more often if mom let all of us besides me stayed home schooled until college, and prevent Sylvester’s absences during high school for his constant wild partying, sinking grades, and for hanging out with bad people. He would have to go to summer school all the time, which made my parents really upset. Clara was ok, but when she sets goals they never usually get done right away, and would always change her plans at the very last minute. Me, I was in my own silent little world doing art, daydreaming about my future, isolating and perfecting my inner creative self, not saying or talking much during conversations, hang out only a few times with my friends, study hard to graduate, walk outside one or two times, waste time listening to music, going on Social Butterfly, reading about how my other friends are enjoying their happy lives, finding other people to friend, and just shut myself away from my family feeling like I don’t exist.

I knew that I wanted to make good use of my time, and since I was on break until February, why not spend it with close relatives?

We started rummaging through old stuff, looked at pictures of when my grandparents were young, their home in Puerto Rico, and old family photos.
Then my grandparents, mom, and I decided to drive up to go get some sandwiches for lunch. 
Chapter II

The restaurant is filled with hungry costumers, there were eight tables filled with people munching on their salads, sipping their soup, and drinking their beer out of the bottle. I order a chicken sandwitch with Dijon mustard, lettuce, and brie along with a side of fries and lemonade.

We sit at our table, and we start eating.

“So, how are you doing in school?” asked grandpa
“I am doing ok, the finals drove me crazy but I think I did ok.”

“That’s good; you want to keep it up. A good education is important for a well paying job these days. A lot of people go and get the degree they want in college, but don’t get paid an awful lot.” 

“So, what do you want to do with your life?” My mom asked.

It amazes me she would ask such a rhetorical question.

“Write a novel, become an artist, work at a travel agency, there are a lot of things I want to do with my life.” 

“Don’t worry; you have plenty of time to decide.”

Sure, that’s what any parent would say to a student who ends up having an identity crisis, an unfocused messed up mind, had wasted time on technology, ends up being called a “naughty girl/slacker” by a dumb guy for missing class, and who had lost her talents, respect, trust, and hope for her future. I’m lucky I even have a B in foreign languages and a passing grade in art after my teacher yells at me, even though I convinced him that I was working on my art and to give me a good grade, which of course had to be a D+ for  missing five classes and my lack of motivation. 
After eating our lunch, we decided to go shopping for three hours. I bought a nice outfit with white ruffles, some Swiss chocolate bon bons, a warm pink cashmere sweater, a porcelain box with roses on the lid, and a caramel colored Victorian cameo necklace. For dinner we had beans and rice, tamales, shredded pork, and flan for dessert. 
Then we said goodnight, and I drifted off to sleep.

Chapter III
I tend to fantasize about anything that comes into mind; my imagination can do anything I want it to do. Taking pictures make me feel good, and it’s an artistic talent I’ve master since I’ve had my first digital camera. While my dreams were filled with endless nightmares and other useless shit, I like to think about the orange sunsets we have on our deck back in California. Capturing every moment feels important to me, just to a least get me a good outlook on life itself and how thankful I am to experience these kinds of events. 
I feel instant Euphoria, a state of consciousness, and a good reassuring feeling that everything is going to turn out fine. My family loves me, and that’s all it matters. 
There were mistakes that I made in my life, but I must always tell myself that things will get better if I make it happen. Moping around will not help, and I certainty won’t allow that if all it’s going to do is make me hysterically emotional for no reason. So I decided to go do something fun while I’m here in Florida for two months.  
Take pictures, and make a photo album.

