More than two decades of existence.  What have I done so far?

Despite going through fifteen years of school and graduating without much difficulty, landing the first job I sought in a jiffy and the next ones after that without anyone to back me up and living quite independently in an ideal, respectable "singles" apartment whose rent I religiously pay with my meager salary, I still feel "drifty".

"Drifty" I simply define as lacking focus.  Afloat.  Empty.

Empty not in that deep emotional sense involving romance, relationships and matters pertaining to the heart.  I've outgrown that kind of emptiness I now perceive as petty as I have  outgrown my passion for chocolates although chronic cravings can't be ignored at times.

It is emptiness close to inadequacy and groping in darkness yet way far from desperation and suicidal tendencies.  To analogize, it's skydiving at its finest.  Falling for nearly an eternity not knowing where you'd land but knowing you would, in time, though in what state no one can determine but the parachute behind you which may choose to protect or abandon you.

My family, like more or less half of the population of our dear planet, is not perfect.  Ten siblings armed with hopefully only ten different personalities clashing once even the minutest friction sets in is not a pretty sight.  To add spice to our already hot and sizzling existence, our parents once in a while demonstrate to us the fine art of clashing or at least give us a bird's eye view of what real friction is all about.  It could be their unique way of saying "parents are better than kids" or worse yet, "we're even".  But amidst this seemingly unideal setting, we know among ourselves that it's love and nothing else which binds us together.  Being rougher souls on the surface, we'll never be comfortable with mushiness but we're admittedly softer within.

Socializing has never been a problem.  Parties and get-togethers are hardly scarce as much as opportunities to meet different kinds of people are constantly there for the taking.

Friends I have enough to last me a lifetime.  Being utterly selective when choosing who to trust my deepest thoughts to doesn't make a difference.  Quality outranks quantity.

Here comes the juicy part.  Relationships.  Romantic, that is.  In the past, I had this foolish notion that someone in his or her 20's who does not have a romantic attachment is certainly unhappy.  I could be right.  But the nicer part is, I could have been utterly misled.  Relationships are not the only gauge to measure happiness.  There are tons of others waiting to be explored or have already been which can be enjoyed by anyone regardless of age and status.

I've had one serious relationship in the past which abruptly ended on New Year's eve.   To rub more salt on the screaming wound, my ex announced his newly found relationship three months later right on that night we were celebrating my college graduation together.  Whoever executed such heartbreaking events must need a comprehensive lecture on appropriate timing.  The impact on me was tremendous.  I was torn between freezing to death inside my frigid heart and coming out of the cocoon I imprisoned myself  in within the span of our relationship.  I can laugh at it now but it was an ugly choice I didn't want to make at that time.  But being the level-headed person that I came to realize I was, I moved on.  Having no one to watch my back every time I made a move proved liberating.  Having to do practically almost anything without depending on anyone other than myself boosted self-esteem and more importantly, self-worth which I've never given much thought before.

My ex has been keeping his girlfriend longer than he kept me.  From an angle, it seems like a hard slap on my face followed by a vicious spit while both of them are laughing behind my ears.  From another, it looks like they deserve each other.

I'm washing my hands on this one.  None of my business. 

Our world is unstable.  If it were, we wouldn't need cardiologists to check our heartbeats anymore because the world would have been the stiffest place to dwell in where nothing merits the slightest jolt of excitement.  No skipping.  No nothing.

Years ago, I never thought I'd ever be friends with my ex but it turned out we became more than that.  However disapproving my friends have been and still are, we've further strengthened our bond with respect and understanding in the nobler sense.  True happiness?  I don't know.  Carefree existence, maybe.

I seemed to be unfazed by my life’s measly imperfections.  Until I encountered this one…

Career.  Haven for hopeless workaholics, power driven maniacs with serious fixations to the corporate ladder and well, the stereotyped "lifeless" creatures who have no one to get busy with but the non-discriminating beloved work.  

Yuppies drilling their brains to keep the corporate wheel turning are no different from the construction workers literally sweating it out at the drilling site.  They all grind their wares to make a living.  It's fulfillment.  It's existence. 

I looked for work after graduation because I was bored with my life.  There was nothing worthwhile to do.  My hands were full of stuff to attend to.  Friends to party with, places to explore, time to waste.  It was a cycle of stupid proportions.  A pointless quest done over and over just for the heck of it.  Call it youthful passion for anything weird and exciting.  Call it the long-awaited freedom from academic and social repression.  Whatever.  It was fun.  And clean.  The word fun, after all, varies in description.

After years of  searching for the right professional path, hopping from one job to another, I seem to have finally found the appropriate niche for me.  Working my self out in a stressful yet challenging industry, I take pressure after pressure with a broad smile glued to my face.  I've finally stumbled on the job which can keep up with my ever-changing expectations.  I no longer consider it as my daily guide in determining my cerebral capacity to prove my brain's worth.  It's just plain work providing sustenance on my way to real independence.

Real independence means shying away from parental generosity in terms of financial support which translates to living below one's means by doing away with all the unimportant luxuries and gain people's respect while starving to death as opposed to going beyond to live comfortably while intensifying the parasitic image of yourself sculpted in people’s minds.

Talk about ditching self-worth in favor of comfort or playing martyr by doing the opposite.

I’m currently satisfied with where I’m at professionally.  I hardly have problems with my status as a social creature.  I’m not a burden to my family.  I get broke once in a while but I get around juggling my financial responsibilities.  I’m not bored with life.  It still gives me butterflies in the stomach.  And yes, the rainbow still fascinates me.

It’s like I looked at myself in the mirror and this blankness stared back at me lazily.  

