My Intro
Guarded with cynical sarcasm, I foolishly camouflage my insecurities with sideways antics and frequently snide, occasionally insulting comments and behaviors.  This is not out of a sense of rudeness, for that is not my nature.   While often times funny, this character trait has also resulted in occasional humility, causing me to avoid close relationships which I desire with a haphazard heart and a shaky hand.  It is out of fear, a fear for not only me but my children, to gain closeness with others only to let them fade away into a memory, only present in the distant past reflections and those “remember when” moments.  I am not what I seem to be.  I am just like the majority, most of you, attempting to avoid what I fear, and in turn hiding from myself as a means of avoiding the most common fears: rejection, heartbreak, and loneliness.  So, you see, in an effort to avoid these things, I unknowingly sabotage my entirety, only to realize that it is I who am the sole cause of my loneliness.  
	It is not without much self criticism and an incessant desire to find what it is that has caused oneself, at twenty-five, to refer to herself as an “old spinster” that one realizes just how their defenses, their often subconscious, yet inane sense of preserving their own pride, has begun to do exactly the opposite.  I take pride in my children and I love them dearly.  Would I take more pride had I the self realization that to open myself up to a world of people, who no matter how long they remained in the “remember now” moments, still would affect the children and me, teach us, and help us grow?  Would I be more content knowing that I let down that guard slightly and let them in, only to let them turn and walk out again?  Perhaps, it is a mere game of Russian Roulette within one’s own psyche whether or not to truly let people in or to simply let them believe that what is viewed from the outside is nothing but a mirage of what they want you to see. 

