I Decide my Title
Ok, let’s get this over with… so first off, I’m not a bad guy. Why would you even think that? Is it cause I broke your legs? Because I was trying to win and push forward to live another day? Now that’s not what makes someone a bad guy, don’t you think? Actually… Wait, wait, don’t tell me! It’s actually clearer to me when you shut that lying mouth!, when your voice goes zip, this brain zings! Is that even a real word? Doesn’t matter, what does matter is this gross misunderstanding that you’ve left in the air, said misunderstanding ended with the exact scenario I told you from the very beginning; me winning and you in a puddle of your own blood… except you’re somehow not bleeding, even with two broken legs… freaky. Then again, this academy has always been known to make people like you and I weird and strong, that healing factor’s too slow though. Your bleeding may not be there, but you’re still gonna be in utter agony for the next few minutes, enough time to listen to this lesson I got for you.
Anyway, what’s more important is to make sure you and everyone who’ll try to kill me in the future is aware of: I’m not a bad guy. Obvious fact really, but I still gotta tell you somehow. Sure, I kill and sure I boast whenever I win, but isn’t that natural of a winner? Isn’t that basically what everyone does? Heroes cheer in victory, but that’s still them boasting about a victory, right? What kind of person just stands there like… ugh… I just won, I feel terrible. A fucking loser is who. 
A guy like me who wants to live will always feel happy when they win and survive for another day. It’s completely normal! You try and tell me no one will feel good about winning! Honestly the only thing you should blame is the academy and its staff. The very thing you praise and worship, I loathe and defame, and why shouldn’t I? An academy like this that constantly pits every student against each other in a battle of survival isn’t a real learning place I’d want to send my children to. This damn place, it’s got some kind of hold on people, you get sent here, you live here, you either survive or die here and then you just die in the real world anyway. I never wanted to be a part of this system and yet here I am! Oh I’m sorry, was that an attempt to crawl? Go ahead, I’ll even give you a few more seconds while I make your ears bleed from my words. It would make up for the freaky fact your legs haven’t shed a single drop too. But you’re young and stupid, so chances are you’ll only half-listen to what I’m saying and plan revenge instead. Dumbass.
But let’s bring put that topic to one side, get back to what I wanted to talk to you about… I’m surprised you want to crawl, go on! Get to the finish line! What’s with your slowness? You want to live, right? Ooh! Maybe it’ll cause you to finally start bleeding? That’s why you’re crawling like the bug you called me before? Hey wait a minute, that means you were calling me the wrong title even before you tried to accuse me of being evil! Ah crap got off topic again.
Now! Let’s get your nasty, accusing little mind set straight. First of all, I am not evil or a bad guy, like I’ve been trying to say this whole time! Ugh… just because I beat your ass to Kingdom Come. No I am not a battle junkie because I fight so many times, even if every victory fuels me to do better next time. And no I am not a survivor because I’ve won so many of these death battles. I may sound like a survivor because of that, but trust me, I don’t see that as being a survivor, I just see that as lucky that I wasn’t the one with my teeth in the ground.
What I am… is something I decide myself, I choose what my role is. I have the decision, the control over how I work, how I’m seen, not you and certainly not any of these cowards. Yeah! I’m talking to all of you, judging everyone else with your eyes, never brave enough to voice it! If you all see me as something else, then you’re obviously wrong. The only person who knows me, is me. Oh, I’m sorry… Gary? Mary? Larry? God why are names so hard to remember? I forgot that I was talking to you, not these cowards… so anyway. My role is something that I decide for myself, not for outside parties to choose, not for the world to try and stamp me with, and certainly not for powerless cowards like everyone watching us fight, having no possible way to do better than you, at least try to not accuse me of being evil.
See what I’m getting at? Roles of power are something that’ll always be a misunderstanding, you can choose to be whatever you want… I can choose whatever I want to be. Hell, these cowards could choose what they want to be if they weren’t sheep that listened to the staff’s ideals! One day I could be a survivor, another I could be a fighter, then I could be evil. But not today, today I’m something much more, today I’m just a guy, the elder in this situation who’s learning all he can from this battle that he dominated. Wanting to teach you how to avoid this result next time It’s the same with you, you can choose your own title… so don’t let everyone else pressure you into this berserker role they say you have… you’re an angry kid sure. But you’re more of a powerless kitten than a raging berserker right now. Decide your role for yourself, just like I have the power to decide my own role for myself, kid.
So while you crawl away, I want you to remember this face that beat you. Hey! No looking at the wrinkles! I swear I’m only a few years older, not a century! But don’t think of it as a face of evil, a face to defeat or kill. I want you to see my face as an example of what you should be: someone who decides for themselves, someone who isn’t bound by this academy’s stupid potential system. Someone much more powerful that you can probably be once I’m dead and gone, which won’t be for another two thousand years, jackass! Your potential isn’t something you’re just born with, it should be something you shape, mould and craft with your experience and knowledge. See? We’ve been talking for a few minutes… well, I’ve been talking but you get the idea. And look. You’ve already managed to get to another part of the battlefield, you crawled to the end and now you’ve got wise words to reflect on, no need for thanks, I just want to really find more people who are willing to turn their fists against the academy instead of for them. I want more people to remember, that not only do they have their own decisions to make, but you… yes you all have the power to decide where you are in your life, no one else.
