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Oliver Rawlins was a good man, or at least he thought he was. He had been taught to respect others and the rules of society from an early age and he had always done so to the best of his abilities. He had never gotten himself into a fight, broken the speed limit, or even raise his hand against a woman. He abhorred violence and wished for nothing else but to see everyone get along. Friends and family called him an idealist and, while that was true to a fault, he preferred that over being a pessimist whose existence was always marred by doom and gloom. To all his naysayers, he would simply say,

“Let me live the way I want, please.”

and hoped that would be the end of it.

In a little over thirty-one years in this world, his philosophy had served him well and he wanted to keep thriving but maintaining a healthy state of mind wasn’t always easy. Every morning before heading out to work, Oliver would stand before the bathroom mirror, stare into his manly reflection, and repeat his mantras until he felt the positive energy coursing through his body. Usually, a five-minute session was enough to center his thoughts but, on the days when he was feeling more tired or grumpier, they could last half an hour or more.

Today was one of those days. Oliver had woken up feeling frustrated and exhausted. The workday ahead felt like an endless slog, and he just couldn’t muster the strength to get out of the house and face it. He stood in front of the mirror, half-naked, trying to coax some positivity out of his reflection. But the man he saw staring back at him looked tired, worn out, and double his age.
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