Inevitably, someone is going to read this and be
offended by it, and while that very thought warms
my heart, that’s pretty pathetic. Even worse, however,
1s that someone- probably the type to actually use
the word “bohemian” in a self-description- is going
to agree with it too. The only people I respect are
those who won’t care either way. Interpretation be
damned, I've said my piece for my own reasons,
and no one will ever know why for sure. This truth
1s my own, and though you may borrow it, it will
never be yours. And that makes me an existential
dick. Excuse me, asshole.

Comments are welcome in the space provided.




