Thought i had a great idea , an inspiration to write something today , just to disappoint myself, as i sit here , and having forgotten what i had thought about in the first place. Don't you just hate it when something eludes you ? That it does exist in your mind ,somewhere, deep where you cannot simply just grasp hold of it and make use it. 

Then i remembered something. What is anger? Anger in its pure form is beauty and that it can be harnessed , to do good rather than destruction and pain. Thats all and i don't have anymore to say . Simple isn't it?

I do not know what to think or what i think . In fact ,  I don't even know what to write anymore.

I am spent.

