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All of the energy I spend on belittling myself, sure has seen better days.  


The morning is still pitchblack, and I am all geared up to go to  my second round of tests for the day.  





The mixed feelings I have about leaving for a time, to go to the desert, or where it may be, so that I can study Arabic, are beginning to take hold. 





My performance on the test yesterday could be not only improved tenfold today, but my attitiude could use a little adjustment as well. 





I wonder where all the money comes from people have.  I certainly dont`t like the fact that persons with addictions and problems pay for the things that the “normal” citizens use and abuse.  The world has worked in the same manner for thousands of  years, so who am I to attempt a new foothold on being drug free? 





My fellow students at the Student College, are all ready for the  coming years, and I wish them well.  


As for me.  The teachers are the ones with whom I talk, with whom I tell the truth, from whom I ask for help.  And even somtime who I respect.  





The life of a teacher is not measured in teaching hours, or awards, or the grade curve, but the lives of the ones who pass under the wing of a man or woman who has taken it upon himself, to either imporove upon that which he has learned, or to the avoindance of mistaked he or she has made.  





More and more students become slaves of the english language everyday.  To a certain degree, a language has some of the qualites of a child, that has s tages, and episodes.  





The growth, development and nurturing of these qualities is so closely related to that of the original and first learning processes of a new born, that no to catagorize those continually in the process of launguage leaning, such as the multitudes of earnestly studying four and five launguage speaking persons, in a separate group, into a separate class, would be an ovesight of intelligence  on every part.  


To compare the classses of persons in the society we live in today, has become the fuel for the wealthy and the plight of educators.  Selfless giving is a quality which the man with his four cars and two houses not only knows well, but in many cases has become the center of his thinking.  


This hard working man, who has never known the ailings of hunger, or the suffering of being human, has a spirit, ans a soul.  But he does not have the scars.  


Men proud themselves upon achievement an hard work, and of course the rewards which are the fruits of his own labor.  It is a phallacy to believe that the persons of classes “lower” than hisself are unable to comprehend his work, dedication and ethic.  However, can this man acomplish the reverse?   Is he able to see the simplicity of life, and the humility of those around him.  More importantly, is he capable of perception of those who offer and give help, when unseen to him.  


This man lives in every corner of the earth, along with the persons “lower” than himself.  He is not a slave to the boudries of feeble rivalries, or clashes, and he is not chained to the unchangability of a single society.  





________
