Life As a Book

Never wonder if you have the potential to be great. You are always great. The question to ask is whether or not an object, thing, or person has the potential to be great with you.

No matter what anyone in the world believes about you, you are only who and what you believe yourself to be. The answers to life are all laid before you. The quest is to find the questions and then sew the answers to the questions and create for yourself what you already know. Life exists to enlighten you, to entertain you, and to sustain you as you are. All you have to do is to be true to who you are as an individual.

The only limitations you have are the ones you burden yourself with. The things you accomplish in life are the things you allow yourself to accomplish. If you doubt your abilities or succumb to fear of failure, you will never be able to truly express your true self because you allow the fear of failure and misunderstanding control your life and actions similar to being a slave to fear and failure.

You must somehow overcome these fears of failure and misunderstanding to be able to freely express yourself, thus utilizing your gifts and talents to the most and best of your abilities and potential. Thus you will learn how to become master of your actions and overcome fear rather than allowing fear to take control of your life and constantly fearing failure, being misunderstood, and judged by others and holding the expressions of your gift and talents a prisoner waiting desperately to be freed and once again be able to be freely expressed by you.

In the realm of the mind sets a story waiting to be told. It is up to you, the narrator, to tell that story in the most honest and thoughtful way. You are a book with a binding, pages, and numbers. As you age, your pages are turned and you find the next step in your story. The binding is what keeps you going, it keeps you structured. But it is up to you to maintain that binding. Ignore it and all your pages will spill out from the comfort of your covers and you will cease to exist. Hide yourself and you will be removed from the bookshelf of life.

Dust on your pages does not mean you are not looked up to by the world; it means you have been neglecting yourself.

Dust upon your cover is the sign of rejection from the outside world. A book of related topics does not always mean it is a family for there will always be those books that are cast out from the many and tossed into the wastepaper basket. It is up to you whether or not you stay out of the trash for there are always empty spaces on shelves. You just have to find one and make it your home. Home is not always where you belong, but where you fit in. Never limit your surroundings to those you are familiar with for the unknown may bring you a much brighter future where dreams can be made a reality with the comfort of a successful market.

You will never know how many pages there are to your own book. It is up to you to find the beauty behind the mystery of not knowing, and therefore, waiting and longing for the adventure of each page until the last has stepped up and greeted you face to face.

The only time you will ever become a myth is if you try to erase your own story to create another. The flow will be interrupted and the structure will be defaced leaving you with a blemish upon your page that is unremovable.

If you try to erase your own story, you will only create a black hole in life's bookshelf; a black hole that will suck the juice from the other books about you. If you do not like your story, it is up to you to create a new path, not erase what has already been. The new path can either be the road to success or a path to death where not even the corpse of a tree will hear it.

Under the dust of time your pages may wrinkle, but many will still find your story worth reading. A wrinkle in time only means a bend to a clever story, a new beginning to an old tale. There is a beauty behind every marred page. But it is up to you to find that beauty or to hide that mar and suffocate the soul of who you are.

Imperfections are not always a sign of worthlessness, but a sign of improvement either waiting to be formed or in the process of being.

Pick up the book of you and dine in the supplement of who you are. Life is only tough when you forget to tenderize the pages of your life with self-love and affection. Never deny yourself for the world will spend enough time denying you. Never neglect yourself for it is not up to the world to turn your pages or keep you dust free. It is your job to keep up your own pages. Never forget to hug your image. For how you perceive yourself is how others will perceive you.

In the end be all that you are, for all you can be is all that you are right now. Always be true to yourself.
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