Chapter IV

My photo album is turning out the way it should be, all the pictures I took have a very special meaning. Most of them are from the rose garden in the backyard, and the Florida Keys beach looks almost like a gorgeous tropical paradise. 

Hours and hours float by, and while I’m doing a great job on my scrap booking, I still feel guilty for no reason. My thoughts were driving me crazy, fear was making me close up like a telescope, and an icy sensation was locking up my mind and body like a criminal in a prison cell. 
I needed to get to the bottom of this, because I can’t live with this pain and agony anymore. I go on my laptop, grab my diary, and start writing down my thoughts and feelings. Importantly, I wanted to reveal the truth behind the suffering and unusual behavior of mine without help. 

They were going to be gone for the whole day running errands, so I might as well get this over with.
I was almost done getting all the facts I needed to solve my problems, then I looked on the search engine, and typed in Minerva Moonshine. Next thing I knew she was popping up all over the first page of results ranging from her video channels, work profile, social media accounts and wait… Adoption registry?

From what I recalled in past, I would sometimes search her  and some people’s names just out of boredom  when I was tired  or see their faces show up in my imagination, afterwards I can easily get rid of them as if I never saw anything. I used to look at Minerva’s adoption thing numerous times; from first encountering the sensitive information I clicked back without fooling around with it, after forgetting about it for a long time I looked at it a few more times and was fiddling with the buttons like send personal message, block user, note, comment, etc… But nothing would really happen cause A. you needed to have an account to do that, B. it would always lead me to the login/register page, and C. I convinced myself numerous times that it’s illegal and stupid to do that because it will do more harm than good. Thankfully, I never made a real/fake account, hacked into one, or typed a random username or password including my own to see what happened. 
I immediately wrote it down in my diary, along with the written proof that I never intended to stalk or harass anybody, betray or do anything else bad. I even watched that stupid video I did with Minerva back in ninth grade just to get my fears and thoughts over with and out of my brain forever. 
My mind hasn’t changed one bit, why are those thoughts still there? Is there more to this situation I need to know about? Have a permanently ruined a normal innocent human being or it just a phase I’m going through?

It was no use, and I ended up wasting even more time when I could be making more arranged picture collages for my album. I shut my laptop, and went back to work.

The front cover started to resemble a warm rose colored hue with the floral stickers I added for extra whimsical flair.  I admired Grandma’s pictures from when she was young; she always looked so beautiful wearing those dresses made in the 1950’s, which brought out her dark raven hair. Their cat, Cleo was the sweetest animal they owned, she had the softest white fur closest to pure cotton, and would hardly ever bite anyone unless the person is unfriendly, instead she would run away. I was crying after hearing about the death of Cleo after she consumed some bad tuna. 
Each timeline, memory, photo, and genre made me think of a much better world my family has lived in for generations. It made me happier to remember all those trips to Europe, summer escapes into the wilderness for two weeks into August, Clara’s first year in college, Sylvester getting his driver’s license, and the time I lost my first tooth when I was three. 

Home school was the best thing that’s ever happened to me; field trips to the beach, art museums, parks, the mall, and eating cotton candy at the carnival were so much fun. Classes were never taught in boring classrooms, there were fun activities like mind puzzles, outdoor adventures, and even picnics. High school came along, and that’s when all my happiness started to fade. It was the time I met Minerva and her sidekicks from The North Star School, a school I only lasted in for one semester due to my learning issues and social isolation also involving bullies who had gotten on my last nerve. The kids were assholes including this guy named Spencer, who I should’ve never had met in the first place. At first, we started liking each other until my crazy crush on him turned out of control, and even after sharing our first kiss together it affected me for ages to the point where I sent an e-mail to him asking him how he was after I transferred to Mantis Academy, and his mother got mad and told me to never talk to him again. Of course to add more fuel to the fire, the parody video Minerva and I made about a music video ends up haunting me because while we may have had fun, she suddenly turns on me and acts all crazy because of her contacting her birth mom on an adoption site. She had many other problems that I won’t even bother going into details from my own perspective on what I think about that moron. I met new people sophomore year, and I was friends with even more boys and girls who were bad eggs. Having to hear more personal problems from their lives made me go crazy, and act mean knowing that they were jealous due to the way I dress, act, and think differently, how I get better grades, and have more opportunities and experiences compared to idiots like them. I was glad to be able to graduate after all the pain I endured, yet I had made friends who were nice and understood me like Delilah, Marie, Amelie, and Lauren. My parents love me no matter what I do; even parents of bad delinquents thought I was a better role model. 
I now realized that based on my compulsive internet use, it was due to insecurity, fear, introversion, and not being outside too often. I was worrying for no reason about those losers bothering me when they never did; searching their names and learning about their own lives made me feel enraged, bothered, pessimistic and somewhat jealous since my obsessive acts were acting up again. Honestly, my personality type can usually become reckless and begin to dive in head first without considering the consequences, making me feel unknowingly guilty. I can fantasize about me already being successful, living in France or Italy, be on top of the world with my increasing popularity, have lots of friends, drink, and party all night long, have a handsome boyfriend, kids, smoke when I’m depressed, and pretend in doing all of that without actually “doing it” in real life where I just sit in front of the screen expect these goals to accomplish themselves. 
Technically, they are the kind of tasks I promise to do and unfortunately can never get done on a normal daily routine, which made the work pile up until the walls are too high to reach anymore. My mom blames me for being a lazy ass slacker, which made me yell at her for going against me when she was only trying to help save me from failing in life, and possibly prevent me from working as a maid for the rest of my career picking up after people all because of me not wanting to make my own brain work thinking that it’s quote on quote “dead” “out of order” or “doesn’t work or exist anymore”. 
Snapping out of my misery, my mom and my grandparents come home from a long day doing stuff. I help bring the groceries and shopping bags, placing them on the kitchen counter.

“How was your day? Did you get any sleep?” my mom asked.

“Yeah sort of.” I didn’t mention what I did virtually.  “I put together a book filled with pictures of our family, it’s a surprise for now but you’re going to love it for sure.”
With that, a warm smile shines upon my mother’s face. She kisses me on the forehead as a symbol of trust and hope.

My misery was not going to stay for that long, nor the fears of me being disowned or shamed for making mistakes and bad choices that were accidental.

I wished that I made better decisions, and then maybe I wouldn’t be in this mess. 

Its nine o’clock, I fall asleep quickly before those abusive mean thoughts from music, and the media and my life come back and bother me again. 

“Dreamlantis,” I said “I’m excited about this idea of my new world already and best of all… NO DARKNESS OR MELOHNCOLY!”  
