Journal 


The Third of July 


Nineteenhundred and ninetynine





No law will be broken if I write a couple of pages or sentsences, or paragrphd on English, in fact, it might even help me to crawl out of tris slump, that has had a hold on me for these past few weeks.  


I am still lerning here, and am enjoying quite a nimber of what is offered here.  To be ablt to go into the woods when I want, is what I would have to call the optimum benefit.  However, there are others as well.  


For the first time in myu life, I am beginning to see and think clearly, after years of a tenebrous clould of guilt, hate, and uncertaintly which became my humanweather.  After having been able to put a good many of these things behind me, even though some of the moral wrongs are very much so a daily overcoming, I will eventually not beforced to resort to the therapy frame of mind at every corner and bend. 


With the coming of summer, and after having spent the entire spring of this year exercising, while reading and writing, finally some time of another I will be able to reap the benefits of the hard work.  


Yesterday, I must say, that to this point in my school career, I had the best meeting of all other combined.  Not exacty honed to perfection, but working toward a goal of being a respected writer, in a language other than my own first.  This feat would be looked upon by some as great and praisworthy.  Others have done bigger, better, and moer expensive, but I should be proud.  The mothods and means of arriving at the point where I will be deciding which new dimention of this world I wish to delve into, and become engulfed by during the third round of this selfinduced educational exoperience.....


There is so much that I heartily enjoy, that I believe anywhere offers unlimited range and possibilities for the accummulatoon of experience, sights sounds, and memories.  


It would be a pity to be forced to live my whole life without having seen and done the most that I could have.  The question is......how do I start?  And where do I send the articles?   I have, and with me.  


I have never met a traveling journalist, but have a fairly distinct picture of what they endure, enjoy, as well as work toward.  When I was on the train, visiting the area here, I was reminded of how much fun traveling is, and how exhillirating the feelings can be.   


Although Tourists and Journalists differ in perpose of a trip to a foreign counrty, similarities are able to be drawn as a comparitive.  





We are all human beings.  What I have known, and then again just begun to understand, what I never will be able to fully grasp.  





Wow, I found a tick on mys
