What do I want to do this semester? What do I want to do in general? I have never really given much thought to this which is probably why it is so hard to write this paragraph in the first place. When I was younger I always wanted to be a mermaid, then later became OBSESSED with biology but then my junior year I went to Journalism camp and very quickly became known as the girl who “makes things pretty”. But that is about as specific as I ever got.. I like designing things, I especially love the challenge of it. I like being given a specific problem, or figuring out the problem and fixing it in a new and exciting way. I am not good at decisions. When I was younger my father always used to time me when I was debating over what to order and decide for me if I was taking too long. Once I have a direction I’m fine, but without it I’m lost… with nowhere to go, no direction, nothing. Really its sad how incapable I am of coming up with ideas when I have no basis. What do I like? Jane Austen, the Bronte’s, the idea of living in that time, harry potter, the idea of being a witch or just having magic—would I want to be called something else if I had them? Like “Adrianne the all-powerful” or something less lame perhaps. If there really were witches and wizards what would they call themselves, I bet it isn’t that… what is the root of those words? How can something so strange be found in every culture? Even before mass media and the internet EVERYONE had heard of witches. They had different names of course, but the same general concept of a human having extra powers to manipulate nature still applies in every version. How is it possible that at some point, in the separate realms of the world humans all thought up nearly the same obscure story, they were all dealing with different circumstances, weather, animals, languages… and yet they all thought of some super-human with the ability to do magic! Was it just a crazy desire to have more control, to be stronger and better without the effort. Was this an indication that humans have always been lazy and the only thing that makes it more apparent now is that someone can survive a relatively good life being totally lazy where as back then it was be lazy or die? And if there was a true practitioner of magic, did he or she travel around, how is it passed on? Is it through potions and communication with otherworldly spirits as some tales claim, or an inherited thing attached to the very DNA of the creature. Why am I rambling about this? BECAUSE I HAVE NO DIRECTION! Its 12:17. When is the witching hour? Well per my research I am currently in the witching hour, good thing I don’t believe in monsters because I’m at risk until 3am. My plant is dead. I wish I hadn’t watched so much Gilmore girls it makes me want coffee but I know that I’m going to give in soon and go to bed hoping to wake up in the morning inspired to write something more useful then this horrid rambling. How is it that I can write and use so many more words while … well writing then I do in everyday language? I remember one time bob was saying that he never would have guessed that I was as smart as I am because of how ridiculous I am, I doubt he used that phrase because he was too nice, but still the general concept was that I talk dumb and so people are surprised when I get into things like honor society’s. At least I’m not like Madeline, she has horrible bangs, I never liked them. That’s another thing, I am so judgmental of others appearances, I think its because I don’t want to focus on my own so I look at … the cable is on… where did I put the remote? Oh there its under the pillow. Ok where was I ? I am a horrible person, has that been fully established. Oh no I think I had calcium within the 2 hour realm that I shouldn’t because of my medication, oh well I doubt that it will make a terrible difference. I should probably go to bed soon, I’m very tired. Although I really haven’t done much of anything today so I really shouldn’t be. I watched selena and drew dance, does that count? My mind was doing all the physical activity with them. Sometimes I wish I could dance. I am so horrible at dancing that it would be so awkward for me to try and learn now. I want to cha-cha, salsa, SWING! Omg I could be a swing kid like Christian, and Wilson, who knows what his real name is it doesn’t matter. I wonder if another line will fit on this page or will it be bumped to the next one? Well this one stayed but yup I’m on the next page. HOW SAD IS THAT. None of this can be used at all… unless I want to write a throwback to the beat generation, but who would want that. It wouldn’t be novel if the idea has been done before (duh definition of novel but whatever). I should really read on the road again, I don’t remember most of it which is sad because its kind of a big deal. I want to read howl too but only because of jess, stupid jess I hate him less than dean though but who cares about fictional characters… ha! Me! I’m the big loser who would probably meet adam and scream “DAVE RIGYLSKI!” or something like that… I probably wouldn’t remember his oc name because that’s something that I tried to push out of my memory or something but I shouldn’t have because its nothing to be ashamed of I mean it was a pretty good show until the brother showed up and started shooting people, ok I’ll admit it it was horrible minus all the parts with ab BUT I can’t say that that sailboat stunt was ok… pretty lame… uncalled for but I have to defend him because I would like to think that he was going against his own morals and standards in filming that episode… or rather scene, although they did pull that across into  two seasons so it was a big deal… wow I just went on for way too long about that. NEW SUBJECT. Copper boom? OY! I wish I was a Gilmore girl, they would know what to do… just give me a caffeine drip and I’ll be thinking like them in no time. 
