Journal


The Nineteeth of March
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Phew!  It is pretty obvois that I have lived here too long, and lerned too much!  What in the world would someone else do? In my position?  I am required to be at the bottom of the barrel, at this crappy place they call a school, what in the heck are these people doing?  What I need is a vacation!  It seems as though every time that I begin to be happy, or even have good days, that someone, or something has to be done.  That could be interpreted as that when one takes on responsibility, his free time begins to dwindel, as well as his or her drive.  Well, the human race has wanted to be able to reach this Nirvana, this Heaven since the beginning of time.   To which all of the good things in life are attributed, peace, hapiness, and the right to do what one wants.  Unfofrtunately, (or not so, if one has the inkling!, and the will!)  the world is not perfect!  I wonder if God wanted ot that way? 





As a philosophy student, I am suppodes to take a stand on this quite sensative area.  Some say that God is there, some say that he is only a figure.  I would prefer not to have to think about God, as if we are his creation, then he only wishes us to be happy.  This can be compared to what fathers want for their children, for them to be happy.  





Obviously, there are things which are hindering my full concentration on my studies, and what I should be doing.  That my room stinks to high heaven, and that I want to work in an enviroment, where I do not have to be in the presence of things which had taken my life from me.  I have the right to protect my body and my health, I should have already moved, in order to have some type of assemblance of order.  





For the first time I am enjoying spring like no other time in my life, I wonder how many other people feel the same?  For three days in a row, I was able to go out and ride, and be in the sun, it was great, and only the foreshadowing of things to come.  





I also am discovering what I lost when I was not as happy, that being, the joy of being alive, and the joy  of  being able to learn.  





I will write more later.  It sure feels good to be able to write again.  What I need to better, is my ability to relax, as well as my ability to bring forth my imagination, to attain a goal. 





I see why germans are seen as the destroyers, they take what they can, and what they give back, does not pay for what they spent on it.  I also see why their companies are being overtaken, they have amassed so much, yet are not able either to manage all of their assets, or they simply have lost all drive to be better, in that  drugs and alcohol have ruined their lives as it had mine as well.  





I will not be forces or presses to change what works, and what I know will be the right thing to do.  


I will not be a victim again, of persons, who want to be something they are not.  





