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Hi a friend told me about a website for
journaling entries online which I decided to sign up for. I had a
hard time trying to set up a password. Doesn’t worry I managed to
set one up. I like to write stuff like stories and journal entries
including letters to people. I feel like I would like you to know
what’s my life is like. Here's more about me I love animals
especially cats despite Highlanders are terribly afraid of them. I
have two female cats, one is a tabby cat with black and gray
stripes on her and white legs and belly. She also reminds me of a
bandit because of her coloring around her eyes and nose. The other
is a calico cat with black and tan colors with white feet that
remind me of socks.

I like to hold both cats separately because
they rub their heads against my face as if marking me and saying “I
like you.”

I also love it when they rub their face
against my ear too. It makes me feel like I’m receiving attention
from the cats. I like the feel of their fur against my face and
their warmth in my arms. I like it when they purr too. I feel like
holding them is my way of getting a hug and them giving me
attention. I like it when they sit on my lap and purr also when
they snooze with me in bed. This makes me feel like I’m not alone
when I sleep. I also love to have a dog of my own because I
wanted one for a long time. I would like to have a dog because they
can be trained to serve me doing bodyguard work. They can hear
sounds for me like alerting me that there’s someone at the door by
the doorbell or by the door knock and when someone is trying to get
my attention too.

The dog can protect me from harm like taking
out a shooter at the TUGS “Terrania Unity Games” hosted by Lancelot
Nation.

I swear that if there was a dog there at that
gymnastics event the shooter would have been subdued. Ugh. Anyway I
like many dog breeds, but the German Shepherd Dog is my favorite
because they are very strong in looks and also being cute. I think
having a dog will help motivate me to exercise more and hopefully
lose some weight too.  I love to read books. I like to read
romance stories, autobiography and biography books about people. I
like learning many things about people from reading a book. I think
I’ll be reading more on subjects on people surviving that shooting
incident at a men’s gymnastics meet. I used to read historical
event books but I lost interest due to their negativity. Such as
this shooter shooting people mostly athletes competing at a cup
competition. Yuck. I think I like reading romance stories because
they are filled with positive scenes about a couple getting
together and living happy ever after. They make me happy when the
characters end up together after going through so much trouble. I
love to write in journals. I like to write in my journal about my
day. My journals nowadays are filled with depression’s talks on
this incident of someone stupid enough to bring a gun to a
competition out of a bag unchecked and started shooting at people
rapid fired paced. I like to buy books, which as a result, I have
too many books at home waiting to be read. I highly doubt that I
would be buying books on this shooting incident someone the shooter
was appearing to be a sore loser lost the meet and shoot up the
winner including other athletes in response to losing the gold
medal. What a loser! I’m in the process of typing some of my
stories because I hope to be an author someday. I hoping my journal
writing would help improve my writing. I would like to write books
on many subjects such as on historical events like this ridiculous
shooting, which I hope to, send to a publisher someday. My
favorite sport is gymnastics because I’m a fan, and I have posters
of gymnasts on my walls. I like mostly a gymnast named Kim Way
despite her buck tooth appearance, whose poster is on my wall. I
like her because of her tumbling and not because of her teeth stick
out like an animal or gonoid as they should be called animals. I
get a subscription to a magazine, which is about gymnastics in the
planet of Terra or Terrania as that name officially called which
probably would cover this shooting tragedy. The magazine also comes
with posters and pictures that I take out and put on my wall to
admire like this poster of Kim Way herself wearing a mask over her
teeth and look good by appearance’s sakes. I like to watch
gymnastics on TV too. Lucky me I saw this men’s gymnastics event on
TV and wasn’t in the stadium when’s the sore loser gymnast placed
last in the competition shot up people.

Cameras were still rolling when the shooter
started shooting at the athletes in a terrible way of saying “Screw
you for placing me last!”

Ugh what a sore loser. I prefer watching
female gymnasts because of their tumbling. I love watching them
compete and seeing my favorite gymnasts because I wanted to be a
gymnast myself. I wanted to do their tumbling tricks and dance on
the floor exercise but I’m too old to do this. My body won’t let me
do anything involving gymnastics hence I consider myself too old. I
learned in Psychology that your mind can mislead you. I don't know
why that happens but sometimes I guess it has something to do with
your mind. Your mind can help you think of things to do and
sometimes it can mislead you. I like mislead in thinking this
shooter that shot athletes in a competition was a sore loser.

He turned out to be a High Council wannabe
member by his talk caught on camera and him yelling “For the High
Council!”

Hence I’m not sure of why he’s doing that
Annoyov behavior as this talk is called for someone who does
terrible things in the name of High Council without the group’s
input. I was interested in that shooter the gymnasts’ guy because
my mind led me to believe that he was a good guy. The guy showed
his true colors by not getting the message that he’s supposed to be
good an all Americanian good guy. He turned out to be a wannabe
High Council member. My interests into this gymnast made me want to
have a sexual relationship with him. I wanted to follow this
gymnast like a fan or a fanatic enough to have something sexual
with him. Well, the guy didn't get it that’s his wannabe High
Council’s attitude was not appropriate for Lancelot Nation’s
people. I dumped him as a result by tearing down my posters of this
idiot. This guy’s press spokesperson responded to the public’s
answering questions on his attitude with some hurtful message. I
automatically deleted the recordings of this gymnast from my
computer including his good guy Americanian messages. I can barely
remember what those messages said including his spokesperson said
hurtful. I haven't seen this guy in Lancelot Nation in a long time
since the competition. Lancelot Nation is a small nation of two
islands. I'm surprised that I haven't seen him compete much despite
he supposedly retired and comeback to compete.

Also the guy claimed by an article “I have a
social disorder that made it hard to talk to people.”

I'm not sure what to believe about this talk
or not when this guy. I recently moved to an apartment in another
part out of Lancelot Nation’s country Northern Ireland because of
this stinking shooting happening in their capital city. I think I
live across the street from a wannabe High Council member an
Annoyov because there's a house with a car that looks like the
vehicle this male gymnast drove. I don't remember much about the
car at all. I do know what it looks like and that it's white. I
must confess that communication between me and my therapist I was
seeking for therapy in response to the shooting was awful. I could
barely understand him and he was a bad speller, ugh. I should have
listened to myself warning me that he was an Annoyov kept telling
me crap involving the High Council being good for me. Yuck.

My All Seeing One God by talks to him with
his mental white robed look into my mind mentioned “That therapist
was apparently hiding something from the way I talked to him.”

I think if the therapist with his wannabe
attitude wasn't scared of the God he could have been more
sympathetic towards me.

The God’s priests one of the order of
Lancelot later after I visited him for confession I confessing
“This therapist is seemingly a wannabe High Council member by his
rude attitude towards me.”

Priest instead of talking got a pad and wrote
instead of talking towards me “You could do more than have a
relationship with this guy.”

I think the God by priests’ didn't approve of
my sexual interests relationship with the shooter gymnast himself
at all. I hope God approves of my next relationship because I want
a guy with communication is terrific between us.

I hope I can understand him better than the
therapist who mumbled his words and misspelled his wording onto the
pad when’s I asked him “Can you speak up I can’t hear you?”

I hope I’ll feel a spark with the new guy
like the spark I felt towards the shooter gymnast. I hope I can
dump this shooter gymnast obsession and focused onto someone else
who’s appropriate. I think my parents would approve because I want
a guy to likes me for whom I am.

Unlike the shooter I sent him a letter once
of myself clad in sweats saying “I like you.”

I received in response a handwriting scrawled
note saying “You should dress sexy.”

I think the dressing sexy is a turn off in a
relationship. I think I'm supposed to dress the way I want and not
to please some guy. I'm disgusted that I did that. If I haven't
done the dressed sexy thing I don't think I would have dumped him.
I think I would have kept the relationship but I'm not sure. I
can't tell the future at all and I'm glad that I still can't. Ooh I
was nervous being in a play I joined to meet people out of
desperation of not having a guy to favor into sexual means. I wound
up meeting my latest boyfriend at that play.

I was in a play called "Fools Rush In."

I was so nervous being in that play despite
trying to impress this guy a fellow actor. I read from a script
paper to say my lines as allowed than memorizing my lines. I’m not
sure if the guy found it impressive or not.

He’s giving me mixed signals he saying “I
like you.”

I saying “I like you enough to date.”

The guy said “I don’t date.”

I wound up dejected as a result despite
confessing to the priest “I like this actor in a play I’m doing I
joined just to gain relationships means with people. This actor
keeps giving me mixed signals like he claims he likes me but he
also says he doesn’t date. What’s going on with him?”

The priest wrote in response “Then simply
don’t date him or pursue the relationship with him period.”

The priest I see habitually writes his words
down like he’s seeking a vow of silence when it comes to people’s
confessions. I noticed others from seeing him have left the room
where’s their confessing with a piece of paper in their hands. Some
are caught putting this paper into the water bowl for holy water
and shredding the pieces over it as in leaving the paper into that
area. This is really disrespectful towards the church of the All
Seeing One God himself. Anyway as for that play I was breathing a
little hard while being in the play and watching for my cues to
come onto the stage and say my lines. I felt like I had to do my
performance perfectly. I also was nervous but this was helping me
cope. I could only concentrate on the director directing the play
instead of onto the audience so she helped me with my
nervousness. I also found out that I have a poem in a
college’s magazine. Yay!

I was happy until one student told me
“Another student copied a poem from someone else and post it in the
magazine.” called “Magda.”

Ugh how deflated can you get from this
student’s talk ruining my mood. I found this student was jealous
that my work was accepted while hers wasn’t hence her rude
commentary. I'm shocked that this student would do this. It's the
pits and this bugs me because the teachers have been talking about
something called plagiarism I believe is the word. I'm not sure if
I spelled it right. Boy is I disgusted with this student’s
jealousy.

I stopped being friends with her as a result
of this priest’s advice I confessing ‘This student seems jealous of
my poem accepted into Magda magazine hence her rude
commentary.”

Priest wrote “Then stop being friends with
her and just be cordial.”

I wound up obeying as a result despite this girl wound up the one
who stopped talking to me in the first place.

I found my efforts to talk to her have been
shot down by her giving me a look of disgust she saying “What do
you want now?” in some rude tone.

I followed the priest’s advice soon after
that. Anyway, I'm glad that I got the play over with. Needless to
say that actor who I was lusting after balked my efforts to date
him.

He claimed “I’m an Airen so stop asking me to
date.”

Airen is talk for someone who favors the same
gender in a sexual way. I’m not sure if this guy said this Airen
talk in response to me pursuing him or he said it to turn me off
from him.

I confessed to the priest during confession
once “This guy turned out to be an Airen as he claimed to me. I’m
not sure of what’s going on with him and his attitude towards
love.”

Priest said in writing in response “Love is
love. Accept that there’s Airens in Terra.”

I was forced to agree by the priest giving me
a familiar golden eyed glare of “Confess your crime.”

I saying “I agree even though I don’t see
why’s this guy had to be an Airen.”

The priest in response shooed me out of the
room by waving a hand sign towards me and opened the door to the
room by electronic button making the sliding door slid open. I was
forced to leave because of someone arriving into the room to do
their confessing. I stopped pursuing this actor as a result despite
disagreeing with his Airen status.

Beauty pageants and winning involving what I
was watching a pageant on tape involving Humans modeling dresses
for titles of nations to win the ultimate title of “Miss
Terrania.”

I favored a contestant Georgina George as she
calls herself. I was disappointed when she wound up as a runner up.
I wasn't happy about that. I think I liked contestant Georgina
because of her face and the way she lit up the pageant. I thought
she would win the pageant but it went to Katrina Wise as she calls
herself instead. I thought Katrina was a snob on the bob who didn’t
deserve to win the title by how haughty she acted towards the other
contestants asking for hugs, handshakes and kisses. She balked
giving them anything in response and wound up winning the title.
Ugh. This brought memories of wishing my state of Northern Ireland
would win a national beauty pageant. It annoys me to no end when
Northern Ireland hardly does well in beauty pageants. I'm surprised
that the titled holder hardly makes the final in national
pageants.

A snobby friend told me “Northern Ireland the
state has the ugliest women.”

I wanted to prove this snob on the bob wrong.
I wanted someone from Northern Ireland to win a National Beauty
pageant representing the Lancelot Nation’s states. I don't know
about competing in a pageant because I have no idea what to expect.
I do have been watching pageants featuring people who Northern
Ireland hardly does well.

The lack of progress of Northern Ireland’s
women really annoys me when’s this snobby friend keeps insisting
“Northern Ireland’s women are ugly and shouldn’t be competing in
the pageant.”

Also I hate it when the contestant I favor
ends up as a runner up instead of the winner of a pageant. It bugs
me.

I got my hopes set on bragging to this snobby
friend ‘Miss Northern Ireland won that national pageant!” but that
hasn’t happened yet.

This way I can say “Miss Northern Ireland
isn't ugly period!” to my snobby friend. 

When it comes to winning, I hardly win anything I wanted. I wanted
a T-shirt from a gymnastics meet which some gymnast threw it at me.
But an old guy wound up taking it away from me by catching the
T-shirt when he leaned over and caught it from his seat. I felt
hurt and upset that he cheated and caught what I wanted in the
first place. I was annoyed and not happy about that. Then there was
a soccer game when I was younger against a team my team never beat.
We scored a goal against them and were on the way to winning when
the some player scored the tying goal. I wasn't happy about that. I
wanted to so badly beat them because they won every game against
us. It annoys me when I hardly win anything at all.

The last time I won something was a cat bed
years ago which my mother raiser made me throw it out claiming
“That’s dirty and not washable.”

I think I should have tried to wash the cat
bed, but it got thrown out. I hate it when this
happens. Anyway, as for beauty pageants, I got a lot of hope
riding on Northern Ireland to do well in a disability pageant
involving deafness. I hope she makes the final because she's a
great person and I happen to know her very well. I think her
personality will make her a winner and I hope I'm right too. Being
impatient has me nuts. It sometimes drives me nuts when I can’t
wait for things. I ordered a magazine and the website says it takes
eight weeks for it to come. So where's my magazine?! I'm impatient
and worried that the magazine won't come at all. I sent them a
check in Lancemas’ month. I should have gotten it by now but I'm
just surprised that I haven't gotten the magazine yet. I don't know
why I'm so impatient. I think it's from growing up in my life. I
had to learn how to be patient when it comes to Lancemas day
presents because I wanted to tear off the wrapping right away on
Lancemas Eve but I waited then. Sometimes I hate having to wait for
things I ordered in the mail. It gives me a bunch of worries about
what happened to the item. Some items take a week to come like this
doll I ordered. I send them a check and they called my Dad about
that due to me having lousy handwriting on the order form. They
wanted confirmation about that. I did get the doll a week later. As
for the magazine, I'm still waiting for it to come enough ranting
for now. Ugh, I hate it when it rains because it's annoying.
Sometimes I should be glad that it rains because the state needs it
due to the fire hazards said in the news. I'm just not happy about
the weather lately. On Thor’s Day the weather made me wants to stay
inside and be a recluse but I went out for some exercise too. It
was good that I went out. I saw some friends and did stuff too. It
was good for me to go out because I was feeling down in the dumps
during the weekend. I wonder what brought that sad mood which has
me confused. I bet a dollar that it was the coming rain which was
why I wasn't happy at all. Going out and seeing friends at school
and walking helped cheer me up. This sure helped me feel better
too. I'm glad about that because today I was worried about the
weather but it was a sunny day. I went out today and boy is I glad
I got home before the weather turned nasty. Tomorrow on the local
news it's supposed to have some sunny weather. How nice. I’m being
sarcastic here. I sometimes hate it when it rains because I have to
walk in that weather due to not having a car. I don't have a car
and I just don't like walking in all kinds of weather starting from
middle school to now. I've walked in the snowy weather and in the
rain too. I also walked in blazing hot weather too and all that
just to take the bus when I lived in a shoreline town. It makes me
whine for a car because they can protect you from the weather and
sometimes help you get from place to place instead of getting
wrecked up by the weather elements. It's the pits when that
happens. Since I live in an apartment but no car, I have to drag
myself to school in all kinds of weather. I would rather drive than
walk in bad weather but at least I get the exercise. Who wants to
walk in a snow storm, blazing hot day and really raining days is
beyond me just to get to some place like school? Ugh, this is the
pits! I'm so tired today. I don't know why I'm tired. I guess I
must have not slept well at all. I went to bed around ten thirty
last night and woke up a few times in the morning, first at six
thirty then before getting up around eight forty five Yawn, I'm
tired. My dreams were filled with horror images of myself attending
that shooting where this gymnast Annoyov shot people. I had this
recurring dream of seeing the shooter pulling out his automatic
weapon and firing at people like I was there. I crouch down in
response and hit the floor despite not sure of whether I was hit
with a bullet or not. I do remember is someone managed to taser the
shooter unconscious by an electricity gun from sneaking up behind
him. I don’t know why’s I’m dreaming this scenario. I felt nothing
but horror and shock as if I was there at that event suffering from
nightmares of someone next to me being shot by bullets a fellow
gymnast and covering his bleeding wounds with my hands. His blood
appeared to be black colored of a clone as indicated to me. I
should have recognized that the people shot were clones of actual
athletes despite their black blood.

“Drat!” I say.

“I confess to having this odd dream.” to the
priest once including saying “I dreamed I said a vulgarity word of
drat” which drat is the High Council’s speak for vulgarity word to
the priest.

Priest wrote “You’re to write down your
memories of your dreams your receiving and keep journaling entries
onto this.”

I obeyed despite confused to why I was
receiving this journaling order. I found after I wrote or more in
case typed down my journaling notes involving my dreams is when I
realized I was getting memories of a male gymnast attending the
competition that survived the shooting. I’m not sure of why I’m
getting his memories himself despite I’m a female who’s never
gotten memories of anybody else but my own. Another mystery I’ll
solve later. I feel like no matter what I eat, I can't seem to get
the energy to stop feeling tired. I wonder why my arms feel like
lead and I have a heavy feeling on my chest. I don't believe I have
a breathing problem but I’ve been feeling this heaviness onto my
chest when’s I wake up from my nightmares. I hope not on this heart
condition but I do have allergies. I wonder if it's my allergies
that making me feel tired today. I feel like I went up a mountain
and back yesterday. I think it's because I went up the hill to my
Father's house yesterday and went down the hill to school. I think
it might have something to do with that. Ugh, I can't wait to fall
in bed and go to sleep tonight but I have night class which makes
me not want to show up. Unfortunately I have to show up so I could
get a good grade in school and do well too. I'm bored and bored. I
don't have much to do now. School has been closed in response to
people needing time to mourn for the victims of the shooting. The
shooter has mysteriously disappeared from sight with no focused
onto him. It seems the tragedy is focusing onto the victims than
onto the shooter himself. Something I think is appropriate. I feel
like I have to constantly find something to do just to ease me out
of boredom. I'm getting a little tired of the same routine
everyday. Wake up around eight o’clock by alarm to watch a talk
show then watch the news at eleven o’clock for the weather report.
Sometimes I would go online my computer and check my email. I have
a limit amount of TV channels which leaves me bored when’s all
their blaring is too much onto the victims of the tragedy. I don't
feel like watching those television novels. TV shows that involved
romance novels becoming live action shots stories. They bore me
with their characters whining about keeping secrets, losing a
boyfriend or trying to trap him and stuff like that. It's the pits.
Sometimes being online doesn't give me something to do and leaves
me more bored. I wound up going out to walk but it seems like a
long day to me due to having a night class tonight. School insisted
on having night classes resume despite day classes have cut their
progress. I would rather skip it instead of going to the night
class. I think I'll just go to the night class and then go home
after it. Maybe I'll find something to do soon because I'm going
crazy in my mind and I'm annoyed that I find life boring. I should
find life exciting but I live in a town that is boring hardly
nothings happens in this town. Yawn. This leaves me bored a lot.
Sometimes I really would like to live in another shoreline town
because it gives me something to do and I know that there are
places to go. I wonder what I could ease me out of boredom. Eek in
class one night in Playwriting class we students read two plays
about murder. I say eek because I was upset about having to put up
with the subject of murder. Disgusting, and one play was a copycat
story of a woman in Rhineland doing Annoyov behavior onto males.
Mostly she drugging males by having them suck her boobs’ areas and
stealing their wallets once their unconscious including stealing
their clothes to leave them naked in public. This nakedness results
in the guys arrested for public exposure. Ugh jeez. Boy was I
freaked out when I walked home last night. It also was dark out and
at night after ten o’clock in the night. Another play had a guy
that killed people because he was trying to get rid of his
inhibitions. This sure freaked me out. I was upset and not happy
with the subject. I really hate the subject of murder because I
don't want any of my family members to die that way or my friends
too. It bothers me a lot but I don't know why it does. I guess I
would rather die peacefully than the process of being murdered to
death. It's disgusting and makes me feel awful with a big Yuk! I
hate it period which makes me say a big UGH! I went on an outing
with a guy DJ. It's my first in two years. I haven't gone out with
guys very much. I just don't know why. I mostly go out by myself or
with my family and relatives too. One day I waited outside my place
for the guy to come. DJ came in his car and then we went to two
bookstores. One was a cheap bookstore where you could give books
for store credit. I brought two books and he brought some books
too. Then to a big bookstore where I brought a book and he did the
same then to a grocery store to shop for food. After that he drove
me home. It was a nice day to be out with someone especially a guy.
I dressed as myself this time.

Last time I date a guy Jorgen what a jerk,
told me “You’re to dress sexy you’re a trophy for me to admire and
flaunt.”

As a result he pushed things too far in my
father's house by trying to get into my pants literally for sexual
acts which I dumped him right then and there.

Lucky me Dad came home and I said to this guy
“I want you out of the house and away from me with your sex addict
attitude!”

Jorgen said in response “Suit you. You’re a
lousy kisser.”

He left the house without looking to close
the door hence one of dad’s kitties nearly escaped hence we had to
hunt for her outside. A pity to the kitty for being nosy enough to
get outside! I wanted to take the relationship slow instead of
rushing things. I want a relationship where I could be with a guy
for the rest of my life instead of having to divorce him after a
few years of marriage. That's what I'm hoping to avoid.

I think that my relationship with DJ is in
the "Just friends" phase but it could move into something more.

I don't know but I'm willing to let nature
take its course instead of rushing things. I must admit that I was
nervous as heck when DJ came. I was nervous because it's been
awhile since I had an outing with a guy. I also was smiling a lot
too. I think I really like DJ a lot too.

I don't know if he's the "One destined" or
not.

I think my god should decide that. I would
rather take a relationship slow so I could get to know the guy and
know what he likes and stuff like that. With Jorgen I felt like I
was being forced into a relationship I didn't want and I suffered
as a result. I also still don't know much about Jorgen at all.

My father or raiser involving the male term
job who I still refer as daddy told me “Jorgen appeared to be
hiding things from me when I talked to him.”

I think if the guy really liked me he really
should be honest and not hide things from my father and be friendly
with him too. That's how I feel about relationships. I hope I'll be
able to learn how to cope with the relationship with DJ and learn
from my mistakes with Jorgen too. I wound up trying to kiss DJ onto
the lips during a drop off of him dropping me off at my
apartment.

DJ balked the kissing instead asked me “What
do you think an Airen like me can pursue Jay” Actor I pursued in a
play “and is he an Airen?”

I was flat out annoyed to discover DJ was
only agreeing to the date to pump me for information on Jay I call
him Jay for his name is Jay.

I said in response “Ask Jay himself.”

I got out of the car carrying my bags out of
disgust that I was again targeting guys who were turning out to
favor the same gender for sexual means.

DJ followed me to my apartment’s door
carrying his bags he kept pestering me “What’s Jay like as a dater?
What do you think of Jay? Pretty please tell me what you know of
Jay!”

I was annoyed to be used for information
involving Airens to date each other.

I said in response “Why can’t you ask Jay
instead and stop pestering me with these ridiculous questions?”

DJ in response dropped his bags of books and
walked away with disgust onto his face I heard him saying “Females
are disgusting.”

I found DJ ignored me and my efforts to get
his bags of books back to him instead drove off leaving me with
four heavy bags of books as a result. I had to carry them into my
apartment onto the third floor of a house appearing to be the
servant’s quarters actually. That apartment has multiple bedrooms
but has one kitchen and two bathrooms despite catching the landlord
using the downstairs second floor bathroom for showering multiple
times. I swear the landlord is pursuing me into a sexual act way
because he kept leaving the bathroom clad only in a towel baring
his muscular chest involving yummy abs.

He kept giving me a smirk or some dreamy
smile and saying “Victoria.”

I’m not sure who’s Victoria he kept on
mistakenly me as despite he kept on calling me that name. My name
isn’t Victoria but Samantha Black. I’m called Samantha as always my
whole life including the last name of Black some Canadian Native
American last name that got adopted into my ancestry hence I’m
living in Lancelot Nation out of some ancestor wanted to live among
civilization instead of living off land like a homeless bum or
naturalist. I'm so tired of this sexual favors I seemed to be
getting from males including this joker way of Airens targeting me
to pump me for information on guys they want to date Ugh. I guess I
didn't sleep very well in response to DJ leaving his bags at my
door. I kept waking up to check what time it was this morning. I
think I was exhausted yesterday. I spent part of yesterday with the
landlord’s family.

The landlord
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