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I geuss that I have passed some type of barrier here in my life, as the things that I used to do, seem not only strange, but wrong.  I enjoy life, and I enjoy what I do.  Some of the things that I see here in Europe are not only inexplicably horrendous, but also very depressing.  I am only zwenty-six, so why don’t I like to go out, get drunk and reak havoc?  My time is up then.  When I came in the door, I though to myself, and it actually started to make sense and put a smile on my face, that I could really be professional writer, even if the lerning proscesses take a little time.  I miss the order and cleanliness of home, I wish that more people here could see that what they do, and how they act is to some persons offensive.  To add aponty here, it seems as though no one really wants to change, or better themselves.  Everyone is allowed to do what they care to.  A portion choose to be obnoxoius, and portion want to be better than what they already are.  I have been able to see, as I observe, and view the people of Europe, and there are those who are extremely nice, and considerate.  On the other hand, there must be some reason for the lack of restraint that appears to be the foremost Problem on the agenda.  By no means am I even close to being the best that I can be, but at the same time, I am learning as well.  Last weekend, when I became angry, I reallay should have better controlled myself.  I apologized, but it seems to be a barrier of some type in the area of caring for others.  I hope that someone cares for me.  I am also certain, that my family does.  I want to say nice things, and achieve great deeds, and always tell the truth.  There are so many very intelligent poeple here, yet, on some occasions, the direct opposite shows itself.  The Women here are very beautiful.  I geuss that I will leave Dietlend alone, she deserves to have her time.  I hope that she didn’t call the cops, but I wouldn’t put it past her.  She obviously works very hard, and enjoys what she does.  I am embarassed to have to say, that I am beginning not to like the bad things, such as the drinking, smoking, and belittling, but at the same time, I have been at times guilty of these misdimeanors as well.  Why one should be banned in Europe, by Michael Thomas Harbuck.  No one would read it, because there are not enough persons here who want to change.  Will this continent always be so dark?  And Africa was named the Dark Continent.  Why is here so profoundly famous?  What has made here so special, when I can even say special.  Actions are better than words.  so accordingly, actions are worse than words as well.  Do I really want to spend the next four years lerning Arabic, and if so, what rewards will I gain from it.  I am not only pleased with my Field of Study, for which I have a very nice man to thank for it, to whom I have probably already given more than his share of headaches.  I can hardly believe that I wrote so much today.  I enjoy it.  I wish that I didn’t use the stimulant, and that I could free myself from nicotin again.  My chance for love would be nice to have back as well, but for this I will need to work evenharder.  


