The inherent dishonesty of autobiography

Autobiography is a lie, right? It is fraught with misrepresentation and forced climax. The writer chooses which part of them they want to present or hide deep underneath the words they pen. You cannot know a person from reading one; you only get to see a certain persona. This is what I am struggling with. There are things in my life I don’t wish to share or revisit. My first real memory is hard to dissect it is painful, wrought with the failings of adults and the neglect of a small child. I don’t want to feel neglected I want to be set up as if I am as free as the wind, and as at peace as I was in the next few early memories I have. I am already lying I am already missing out the truth that truly shows how I became who I am. Everyone does it. The lovers that get together tell their life myth to one another, and they lie. They tell eachother what they think the other person wants to hear so they will not be left. Do you like Game of Thrones? How many sexual partners have you had already? Not that many. In who’s opinion is that, not to many. Why is it important to lie? I hate it I despise everything about lies, they lead us into dark places we don’t have the experience to escape. Yet knowing I feel this, I have already chosen to tell one at the off. My first piece of course work is a lie, a cover up, a joyous celebration of my love and not as the truth would have it, the confusion of rejection, the despair of loneliness and physical pain of the neglect I faced until my mother came home. In reality if I were to psychoanalyze this it is the former experience that makes the joy I felt so much more joyous. Thus making the pain more important in the ‘truth’ than the joy I want to portray!
There are other lies I will tell if I wrote a whole bio’ I would hide my shame and cover up my regret, because I can choose to, because I don’t want so and so to know the truth if they read or I want show the reader something other than what made me who I am.
[bookmark: _GoBack]In other cultures, Sioux for example the shame is in telling your own story, it’s gauche and ego is sinful. Look at Buddha, he proclaims and is revered, he tells his own story as to enlighten the listener. He does not mention the wife and baby son he left the day of his birth to profess his words. No he hides the imperfections. I don’t want to be lire so why won’t I write my shame and my pain. I have done it! There is another document buried in my box of pen drives that clearly states the painful moments of life, my learnt fears and scars I carry from my parents shame.   I hide this not because I don’t think the reader will want to read it, in fact they should and lest face it most TV programs these days are focused on the pain but interspersed with joyous moments that allow the watcher to feel, okay!! Life is not all about the good times life is really more about struggling through the crap it throws at you. Maybe you don’t agree. I hate that readers expect a certain kind of thing from you or that TV insists on making detective programs that start with hideous murder of an innocent woman. What does that say about the viewer? Are they perverted, twisted or are they just insane? What is dark humor? A way of taking the edge off something so distasteful no one would watch or read it otherwise! I understand that shit happens but why the morbid fascination with it and why is it allowed when we can’t even talk about an orgasm. A beautiful natural thing that happens to almost everyone. I feel sad writing this now because I know that women are still being forcefully castrated in Great Britain. Is not great, it has its own biography that covers up these things. Great Britain, built from the pain of other nationalities and still is. Slavery has not stopped it has taken a new palatable form, the immigrant worker paid a pittance for doing the work no self-serving brit’ would do!
I am disgusted by the very nature of biography the ego of the writer and the lies they tell! 
I’m ranting now it has poked a finger in a festering wound and I am angry that I have chosen to lie I am a hypocrite I am absurd I am a sham a scammer in contempt of the truth I debase reality I am ashamed that I choose to lie! Is that what a writer is a deceiver, twister of truth, a changer of meaning, a falsifier, and concoctor of misinformation? 
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