
A story,-  

 I don’t really remember what it is about but I’ll try to tell it the best I can. Once, actually 
never, there was a girl or a boy or neither. This not-person had a dream. That dream was to 
be the first not-person to achieve true goodness, or rather not-badness… because no one 
really knows what true goodness is or looks like, so if we found it, how would we know? 
Anyway, this not-person set about achieving the good. They started by realising that they 
were not being a good not-person. All good people start out as bad people, because if we 
were all good to begin with how would we progress? So our not-person starts seeing all the 
things they do that aren’t “good” and they gradually change their “bad” actions into 
mediocre ones, because no one can just instantly become good, what do you think this is? A 
fairy-tale? No. People cannot become “good” just by acknowledging that they have “bad” 
qualities. Something has to change because without change nothing would happen. Back to 
our not-person, once they got really good at mediocre actions, they stayed there. People 
are inherently bad; the good ones aren’t good, they’re just better than the bad ones. The 
real good ones are the ones who take those mediocre acts and keep doing them, because 
maybe one day a mediocre act will change someone’s life. Then that not-person will realise 
the consequences of their mediocre acts, and that’s the kicker. Consequence. The thing that 
dictates our actions. Once we see that an action has a consequence that is good for us, we 
do it more. That is why people get stuck in patterns of “bad” actions, because most of the 
time the “bad” actions feel good to them. But seeing your action do good for someone else. 
That, that is the motivation to keep being a mediocre not-person, I told you I didn’t know 
what this story was about. I lied. It’s about you. And me, and everyone else. This story is 
about anyone with the ability to change a “bad” action into a mediocre one. Anyone willing 
to try to change the way they look at their own actions. When enough not-people decide to 
do something mediocre, the world might just get a little better… I hope you decide to make 
a mediocre action today, or at least think about making one. That’s the first step 
remember? Acknowledgement. Decide its bad, do it anyway. Then change. Decide it might 
be bad; feel weird about doing it anyway. Stop doing it. That’s how we got where we are, 
starting back when we first thought about our actions. Then we progressed and changed 
and evolved which is nuts. How we got here is insane. Makes sense that wherever we go 
next should be a little crazy too. Doesn’t it? I refuse to believe that people are inherently 
bad anymore. I want to believe that they can be good, but I have yet to see anything that 
backs up what I want to believe. I have seen my fair share of mediocre people, I know some 
great mediocre people, and I myself am a mediocre person. I believe that humans need to 
change to grow, so change is where we have to go. The thing with change is that people are 
terrified of it. Because I guess the thought of abandoning all the thoughts and theories you 
rely on is a touch scary, but we need to get over it. And change already.   

 -a story about change.  

   

I hope you liked it, though it doesn’t really matter whether you did or not. The idea of 
change is there now. I hope you don’t mind that.  

  



So what makes people inherently bad?  

I’m sure you read that line and thought to yourself “I’m not a bad person, I do good stuff all 
the time” and if you truly are a good person, then congratulations. Because the vast 
majority of us, are not. We try to be, but in the end suffering and bad things come to all of 
us. In the form of decisions, actions or words. Some people make decisions that pull them 
down paths that lead to being a bad person. Others, have an active role in making 
themselves a bad person because they think it will be easier than trying, or the path of a bad 
person is all that is known to them. I believe, and maybe you do too, that all people have 
the potential to be good people, not just mediocre. Good. However, here is the thing that 
makes it so difficult to determine a “bad” person. Everyone, EVERYONE, has a different view 
of what a bad person is. An old woman has a different view than a working class 
businessperson, a young mother has a different view than someone who works in Subway. 
You, have a different view than your peers. We are all different people with different lives 
and reasons and choices in front of us. Nevertheless, we all have choices, even if they seem 
grim now. Even if they have always seemed grim. They are the choices we make every day, 
and each one could bring us closer to being a “good” person. However, there are major 
issues to think about on what makes a good person. On how to become a good person. 
People will try to sell you a ten-step guide to “goodness”. Those people are liars. The only 
way to get past suffering and the path of a bad person is alone. Sure people can tell you how 
or help you along the way; but it is much like the path of suffering. This is that you are in it 
alone. No one can feel what you feel or know what you know, sure there will be people 
beside you, or to weep for you when you are gone, but they cannot go though it with you. 
This is the same with the path of a good person. It might be lonely, but you’ll make friends 
along the way, other mediocre people, trying. Dealing with their own stuff, their own 
reasons to try. You can walk with them, or alone. It is your choice. But it is one you have to 
make. Everything stems from our choices, it’s how we come to change but choices are hard, 
and they take time and thinking… how boring. You should take a shot at looking past the 
“huge amounts of effort” involved in making a choice and glimpse what the consequence of 
that choice and subsequent action is. I think that’s how we should make choices, through 
the consequences. Not to a ridiculous level, that’s how people go nuts. But at least to what 
will happen directly afterwards. Because if we don’t even give a second of thought into the 
choices that can make us good people. Then are we even really trying?  

Why do people make so many mistakes? What is the purpose of these mistakes? I’m pretty 
sure we will never know for sure. But our mistakes make us who we are, if every person was 
perfect the world would be a boring place. But that doesn’t mean people should strive to be 
bad.     

Suffering is what drives people to actively make bad decisions that have harmful 
consequences and so in a way suffering is the root cause of most of the bad things that 
happen in this world. So in order to make our lives and this world a good place for others 
and ourselves we have to eradicate suffering, in all its forms. To do so we need to help more 
people, plant more trees, save the bees. We have TRY to be better for ourselves and our 
world. But to understand our actions and the consequences they have we need to look at 
the bigger picture, at our whole lives and how they change others and change themselves, 
which brings me to my next loosely connected point; 



Our lives are set out in linear paths; sure, we have hazy memories of yesterday or last week. 
But we live our lives on one continuous line, non-stop and singular. Other lines may join you 
over time and run next to you, experience the same experiences. But the memories and 
feelings that come from those shared experiences are entirely yours, no one else can feel 
them for you. And eventually you will be on your own, drawing a line through the universe. 
Creating your own artworks and masterpieces, while you run through this linear life. I don’t 
understand why life has to be linear, it’s my timeline. Why shouldn’t I control it? But when 
you see a face from your past and suddenly you feel seven years old again and discovering 
the internet in your best friends bedroom, it’s like your line has changed.  Seeing one face in 
the millions that you have probably seen in your lifetime has brought you back to this 
particular time. You can’t stay, and you can’t change anything, but you can experience it 
again and feel the same emotions as you felt when it was really happening, but who’s to say 
it isn’t really happening now? You don’t have full control over this timeline. The only thing I 
can control, is me. That idea is half-comforting and half-terrifying. Knowing that everything 
around you in this world is dictated by someone else’s timeline and decisions. But in turn 
you could affect someone’s timeline the way another effects yours. Someone with one day 
in your line could have a month about you; we never know how we will affect someone 
else’s life. Their line. You could cause it to bend to match yours, or you could change to suit 
them. We don’t know. It’s that uncertainty that causes me to be so anxious in my day-to-
day life, knowing and being aware that one small decision for me could massively impact 
someone else. But back to linearity, it’s confusing, despite it being just one line. We live 
year-to-year, month-to-month, day-to-day, minute-to-minute, second-to-second. Moment 
to moment. That’s how humans travel though time, close your eyes and wait for a minute 
and you’re in the future. Don’t look around for any flying cars or hover boards though. 
Because that’s the thing about linearity we have to experience and go through every 
moment and second, no matter how boring or tedious it may be. Trust me, I wish I could 
skip parts, but this is the way it is. And we have very little choice in it. But don’t lose hope 
and think that life is unchangeable it is very much changeable we just have to put in the 
effort and time to change it and grow.    

Now that you maybe kind-of understand why your life specifically can change everything, I 
can get to talking about something else that is connected to what I have been talking about. 
Maybe, the thing with writing what you are thinking all depends on what kind of thinker you 
are. There are two definitive types of thinking: straight-line thinking and big-picture 
thinking. Now, as you can probably tell by the everything about me and how I write, I am a 
big-picture thinker and my train of thought is more like seven trains on one track that all 
closely miss each other and all the conductors are screaming. There is an easy way to 
differentiate between straight-line thinkers and big-picture thinkers, give them a task of 
getting from A to B. The straight-line thinker will find you the quickest most direct way to 
get to B, while the big-picture thinker might get to B… eventually, but on the way got 
distracted by three butterflies, a dog and a useless piece of information that no one asked 
for. Did you know that armadillos have prehensile penises? You probably didn’t, but now 
you know. Anyway, back to thinking. The reason the way we think ties into what this is 
about is because the way we think directly effects the decisions we make, now that might 
seem painfully obvious to some, but others may never have thought that different people 
see choices in very different ways. If given a choice that has definitive right and wrong 
answers most would not even look at the ‘wrong’ answer because it isn’t the answer we 



have been taught to recognise and choose instinctively. Maybe once we could look at the 
‘wrong’ answer and try to see if any good could come out of it. That is a concept probably 
unknown to all you awesome straight-line thinkers out there, because seeing a choice and 
choosing one is easy and just another part of your day, but maybe thinking more and seeing 
past the labels of ‘right’ and ‘wrong’ is something you could try. Now I am not condoning 
being an idiot and choosing to actively cause harm or distress to anyone but those hazy 
choices where you aren’t sure. Look closer. Try and look past what you were taught is right, 
wrong, and see the good in everything. That’s how we are going to get somewhere in our 
lifetimes, or at least that’s how I'm going to try to make the world a better place. Because 
what can we do but TRY. The way we think is more important that we could have ever 
imagined, I mean back in the day people who thought weird were burnt at the steak and 
stoned to death. So it’s fair to say that we’ve come a long way since then, but not far 
enough I think. We still have prejudices and perceptions that effect the way we look at 
others, they are learned behaviours passes onto us from people around us. We can change 
our own minds if we try hard enough and examine our own behaviours.  

I’d like to talk more about how people think, but the thing is, I only experience how I think, 
so to understand how others think is near impossible without getting inside their minds. 
And without some serious shrinking technology that I don’t think is going to happen in my 
lifetime, I won’t ever be able to really get inside someone else’s head. So I must be content 
with understanding how I think and simply asking others how they think. But in saying that, I 
don’t think I will ever know a person enough to ask them truthfully about how they think. 
Those kinds of questions are reserved for people who love one another and have trust in 
their lives. Not me. Trust is also a funny thing when concerning humans. Because some of us 
trust wholly and without thought, others give their trust to no one because the thought of 
another person knowing too much about them scares them. Oftentimes to the point of not 
trusting themselves. At the point of not trusting, people become disengaged from life and 
it’s a sad thing to see, if you ever meet a trust-less person, try and imagine how they must 
feel. Now, I am probably not the best person to make comments on the fragility and fickle 
nature of human trust, but who else was going to do it this way? To try and get a point 
across to a lot of people without longwinded descriptions of the human psyche and a Freud 
reference is always going to be hard. Because people have an ingrained belief of what 
writings about the human mind and soul should look like, and it surely does not look like 
this. This looks more like a ball of tangled Christmas lights than a growing, evolving stream 
of thoughts on how humans function and shape each other.  I think that this might be the 
best way for humans to connect with each other, through true thoughts and no lies or 
cover-ups, because with those in place we would never see the true faces of the ones we 
care for and even the ones we don’t know.  

Now I don’t remember what this part of this story was actually supposed to be about, and 
that is a wonderful, fantastic thing about the human brain and humans in general. We think 
so damn fast that we forget what we were making a point about! Or in some people the 
thoughts come on so fast that our hands can’t keep up. It’s crazy that so much can be kept 
in such a small space. I love the concept of the human mind and the vast expanse that 
seems to be inside of our heads. 

 



Now for a not so subtle segue to my next thought that I have decided to put on paper 
because some of my closest mediocre friends told me to. That thought is self-awareness. I'm 
honestly not sure where this is going anymore but I'm going to keep writing because it feels 
good to get the tangled-up ball of Christmas light thoughts out of my head for once. So, self-
awareness. That’s a funny thing that no one really understands, most of the stuck up stuffy 
old guys who write about this kind of thing pretend to really understand why and how we 
became self-aware. When in reality, how could anyone ever pinpoint the exact moment 
someone thought “wow, I'm thinking about me. I exist. Huh.” Because I'm sure it happened 
so long ago and was such a weird moment that whoever thought it immediately went and 
hid from the world for a long while. Because who wouldn’t. Have you ever just sat for a 
while and thought about the fact that you exist and that you are alive, in a billion to one 
chance, you exist. Over anyone else that could have existed. It’s you, and you’re doing 
wonderfully considering the immense weight all of us carry day to day. The weight of being 
human is a heavy one. And not one we should have to carry alone. It’s incredible and 
terrifying to think about why we exist and what we need to do to survive in this competitive 
world. It’s even more terrifying to think about how small we all are, in the grand scheme of 
things, what do us individuals even matter for? We are such small parts of everything, and 
that makes it so easy to think that nothing would change without you. Now unless this mess 
of inward (and now outward) thoughts has reached the most self-absorbed person ever, I 
think I can safely assume that we have all thought about how nothing would change if we 
had never been here, and that is a fun thing to think about isn’t it. There you are at three in 
the morning lying face down on the carpet. Good times. Thinking. Thinking about everything 
and nothing at all. Sometimes I wish I had nothing to think about, but then I think to myself 
“that would suck.” so I am happy that I think, even though sometimes, it all gets too much 
to think about. I really hope you keep thinking. That means you're still here, still fighting to 
exist. And that is incredible. You are incredible. But we need to change, all of us. Because 
that is what this is about, it's about change. And no matter how much our tangled-up 
Christmas light thoughts will try and distract us; we must remember and recognise. That we 
all need to change, in some way or another, big changes are coming, and I just hope my 
mind is open enough to cope with whatever comes next. We are all self-aware. Now we 
must self-evaluate and figure out how we, individually, can become better.  

Now how to write about something else when all I can think about is how overdue my 
geography homework is. But I’ll try, because that’s what I do. I procrastinate, and I try. But 
why try when all we get from trying is pain and more suffering?  

I want to write about people, and social conventions. “Oh no, not more pretentious garbage 
on how flawed society is”, shut up and let me get to the point. People are complicated. 
Every single one of us is different to the next and has different things they like, dislike, hate, 
love, won’t shut up about and so on. And I will confirm that this is definitely hate and red 
bull fueled pretentious garbage, but fuck you for assuming it would be without reading my 
garbage anyway. Now, back to how much the way we live sucks. We all race around all day 
every day searching for something we think we need to make us worth something. And it’s 
ridiculous, live for you. Not for what you think you’re supposed to do, because living like 
that leads to a feeling of perpetual uselessness when you can’t seem to find the thing that 
you’re supposed to be amazing at. Nobody is amazing at anything, we all see things 



different and literally everything is subjective. And that’s what the fuck it all comes back to. 
We are all our own people and no one gets to decide who you are but you. 

I tend to think about lost love a lot, it hurts to. But sometimes you need to feel that to feel 
anything. Sometimes you have to listen to those songs that once made you smile and laugh 
that now make you cry and reminisce. Because to feel sadness and pain is to be real and 
alive. That is one of the few things that makes us feel real and stay here in this world we 
reside… I hate funerals. And I really just want to leave that point there and move on because 
talking about them makes me sad. But for the sake of looking like I know what I doing, I’ll 
write about it. No lies, no holding back, no cover ups. That’s how I’m going to do it. Because 
I think that’s the best way to convey my thoughts. So, funerals. All of that grief and anger 
and pain in one room. Now as an empathetic person who has been to many funerals, I can 
tell you first hand that it is so hard to even be in that room without breaking down into a 
mess. How are we meant to condense someone’s whole amazing life into 30 minutes of 
talking then a prayer or two, it’s insane and so hard to even think about. 

All of these thoughts are such questionable questions, and I often wonder if they will end 
anywhere at all. 


