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A FRESHMAN AT WEEK FOUR


Before I begin, I would like to extend my apologies in advance for the overt verbosity and antiquity of my speech. For this brief moment in time my mind does so lend itself to mannerisms of a bygone era. Perhaps such oddities as these arise as the first stage of my dementia. I have indeed worked myself into great enough frenzy to be due a convenient nervous breakdown. I fear however that a state of euphoric relief in some small padded room somewhere shall remain aloof from me for now, only sparing a touch of hysteria to aid me in my plight. But now I simply rant. Allow me to illuminate to you that strain which I have endured the past weeks. Not for your pity, or aid, do I do such a thing o gracious people. Merely to get some small portion of weight off mine own sore chest do I speak on a subject such as this. 


For the past fortnight I have labored intensely upon my studies. Rising early and setting late, I have applied the very soul of my being into those noble truths put forth by those greater and wiser than I. Oft times mountains of materials would be shattered with the full force of my mind thrown to the task, and yet upon the next I would find my consciousness crushed and oppressed by the tiniest pebble of knowledge. One upon another my studies fly to the face, and for every one that is battered away three more fill the void! Are such maddening things intended to be borne by man? Can they be? 


Perhaps tomorrow will bring a brighter day, but for now I take but small comfort in the words I have let fall to the page. Thus is the way large problems must be conquered I suspect -with but small comforts smuggled in between the cracks. And now, dear people, I have held you captive long enough. I must proceed to yet another task that demands my attention and you must proceed to yours. I wish you high spirits and may all your burdens be light ones!
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