Here it is, the culmination of my anger.  I’m coming out with it.
All of you fuckers who dislike res life need to remember for a minute that this is a job you chose and that no matter how much you think it’s unfair, there’s someone who didn’t get chosen who would have taken the job seriously.  No matter how unfair you think it is that you lost a little money on an awesome trip, or that the office is unfair with the way it does its lockout finances, or that you think they don’t support you, or that they can’t do this without you so you can run amok without fear of getting fired, or that you can have your friends take more precedence than your residents in a house event, or that you can show up your boss because you dislike the way they do things, or that you can try and justify the reason you don’t contribute to house or HA events because you peaced out, or any of this bullshit that is happening lately, you should shut the fuck up and appreciate for the second that you’re getting paid for an opportunity to help other people in more ways than a normal person gets in their whole life.  Any time you do something to show off in front of your boss, or when you dismiss something because it doesn’t please you, or any other selfish bullshit, or when the office makes a decision you don’t agree with and you throw a pissy fit over it, fuck off and quit, because you forgot the one most important thing about this:  It’s all about the residents.  No matter how much you want your 40 dollar deposit back, you remember a single good time you had and think of how selfish you are.  The worst tragedy is that your bad attitude translates to the years after you so the utter lack of policy enforcement and sense of responsibility are here to stay unless someone does something about it.  No more being the cool HA who doesn’t write anyone up, be the cool HA who your residents listen to when you enforce policy because they respect what you do for the community.  Fuck anyone who gets an ounce of defensive over reading this, it’s ridiculous, this is a job and you’re lucky as hell to be here to begin with.

Onto computers.  I have devoted my life to computers, they’re my passion and I love working on mine.  Recently, mine took the form of a paperweight since it was so slow.  Why didn’t I fix it?  Because I’m always fixing someone else’s.  It’s not my job, but people come to my and I willingly oblige at the expense of my work and sleep.  Why?  I don’t’ know, maybe it’s because I like approval or I think I’ll get more friends, something I never, ever had until high school, maybe it’s because I used to pine over being a popular kid, only to find myself crying on the steps of the Villa Park Elementary because the only person who could possibly considered my friend started picking on me and became friends with the people we had despised for years.  Maybe it’s comments like, “Are you going to that party?  No?  then I guess I’m going!”  Maybe it’s that that drove me to blindly seek approval.  But here I am, I can hack like a maniac, build or fix anything, play guitar as well as I want to, kick the shit out of anyone I ever tried to wrestle with, do anything that would give me an edge in society, take advantage of anyone I want, and I realize I don’t need friends anymore.  Which is why I can’t justify helping people outside of my job anymore.  I like this job since I’m good at it and I get satisfaction out of it, but at the same time fixing computers or any other silly thing people break is now out of the question.  You know what’s funny?  Spencer Pforsich and I went to dinner one night after I fixed his computer, and he offered to pay for me, and it filled my heart with warmth.  Why?  It’s the only time I’ve ever received anything other than fleeting thanks for doing something for anyone else.  Well, one other time, but for some reason I feel it’s unethical to discuss it, let’s say it has to do with an awesome group of guys in the A-40’s who helped me realize that what I was doing at the time was something I actually felt rewarded for.  Nice guys finished last and I’m tired of being a nice guy.  Am I being a little bitch for complaining about stuff I agree to?  Yea.  Fuck off if you think I’m unjustified.
Now onto more personal things.  You know why I don’t go out and drink?  Because I don’t like to be out of control and drinking with almost anyone I know has become a social obligation.  Even if I decided to drink I wouldn’t tell anyone, first because at this point in our lives it’s all a result of social obligation and getting drunk and acting older, second because I’m in a position as a role model, and there’s no reason to advertise that I do something, even if it’s perfectly legal.  Showing off is for stupid brats, and I have no respect for you as a person.  Last night, one of the wonder twins turned 21 and I saw her in Sav-on buying enough alcohol to literally drown in.  And she’s renowned as a stupid bitch.  None of the reasons I’ve ever told for not drinking is untrue, but I’ve confronted my personal demons, and these are the reasons left.
And relationships.  Yea, Jenn and I fight a lot, but we get through it.  And I’m happy, even when I’m not happy I’m committed to making it better.  And I have a mental log of everyone who has ever suggested that being apart for 2 years will break us up.  Even if it’s most likely possible, to think about that in that way is the same as thinking about life in terms of the fact that you’re going to die one day, so might as well make it now.  Serious, go kill yourself.  And to the hordes who tell me when I say something about how our relationship is that it’s wrong or should change, fuck off.  There are 2 people in this relationship, Jenn and I, and we play the game by our rules.  I’m not dating any friends, parents, advisors, I’m dating her, and if you have a problem with that and want to offer a suggestion, then buy me a new car stereo and prove to me you want to be a part of this relationship.  I love her and there’s nothing any of you can do about it, and I mean that as disrespectfully as I can to the people who would be most offended to hear that.  Amen.

You don’t have a chip on your shoulder, if there’s anyone who should it’s me for volunteering to help everyone else all the time without taking any help myself.  I was president of a community service club and octupled its membership.  I am giving up summers and years of my life for the servitude of others.  I don’t sleep but I help people.  I fight for the underdog, I always take whoever’s side I’m listening to in a fight because they wouldn’t be talking to me unless they wanted to feel supported, even if I completely disagree.  I sit up at night and worry about people I have no responsibility towards because I am worried for their well being.  And the reason I’m saying this isn’t because I want some form of recognition or thanks, that’s stupid, I think the rezzies are stupid because there’s no one program that is better than any other, anyone who ever put on a program deserves an award.  I hope this letter alienated as many people as it could have, because I don’t want to be your friend, I’m sacrificing all the bullshit drama and relationships this city and school have brought me to say once and for all that almost everyone I know (Almost, this is qualified, the people who I respect should know who you are) is a selfish piece of shit and needs to be slapped in the face as hard as the nearest person to you can.  I can’t stand to maintain a relationship where I have a deception between someone that causes me to lose my fucking self respect.  If this applies to you, I risk everything I’ve got to try to bring a realization to the world to take fucking responsibility.  I write at the end of this letter that my past and present residents are exempt from anything printed in this letter about being helped, because I chose this job and continue to choose this path as a career and reserve all of my helping efforts to your needs.  It’s all about the residents.
Time for me to start enjoying my limited time in San Diego for the first time.  I’m playing by my rules.  No more drama, no more getting in the middle of shit, no more sacrifices, no more being walked all over, and no more mister nice guy.  Expect to hear exactly how I feel if I feel something.  
