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Good Morning.  The clock has already struck midnight, so I has better get my butt to bed.  I felt better at work today, especially now that I am beginning to enjoy concentrating more.  I geuss the german guy here has a right to be mad, I didn’t give a very good first impression.  So I stick to the rules, and hope that noone knocks on the door at three in the morning, and demands that I collect my things.  I wonder why I don’t my door at night?  I geuss that I don’t fell threatend.  


I am having money shortages, and am hoping that I receive some help again.  If not, then look out roadways and streets between here and Africa, because that is where I want to go next.  I am pretty scared to think about all of the things that could happern there.  First of all, there are all of the language doferences, however, the French took care of alot of this blockade.  Then there are the strang viruses and diseases.  I probably should not worry about these so much, as my body is alredy a walking virus incubator.  I would love to love, but I have all these little genetic bombs.  Ahh!!  No big deal. 


So the building loses some of its inhabitants soon.  I wish all of them the best.  


Phew.  I have finally used the book of Arabic that John gave me.  I wonder where the heck he is?  Hopefully in a better position than myself.  I wish I could thank him for the books.  


Everybody wants to do the wild thing lately, what is up with that?  The one I like doesn’t like me.   Eventhough I could have sworn that she wisperde in my ear that last time that I saw her.  When so, then what would she have said?  I am enjoying imagining things, so what is one to do?  I have alreasy asked her when she has something wrong with her plumbing, what else can I do?  I can’t force her to go to bed, but I sure can try.  As for her boyfreind, I guess I’ll just have to meet him. 














