Ok, I need to free write. I need to get out of this basement hole of a computer lab where no one talks and it’s really annoying.what else to talk about. I want to ride my bike, hard and fast until I can’t ride no more. That was funny. That article about the bicyclist was enlightening. I understand how riding as hard as he could provided him with peace. It gave him a respite from his thoughts. You can only think breathe, breathe, pedal, faster harder. It is feeling yourself and your world. It isn’t about thoughts. It’s about flooding your mind with senses. So much that there’s no room for thought. That’s peace. I need to learn to quiet my thoughts so that I can be more at peace with myself. I think mom has ingrained in me her anxiety issues. It’s not blame, but cause. And dad, his depression, his struggle with life and the meaning you can get out of it. You need to love life, for what it is, good and bad. Take it all in as a sign that you’re alive and kicking. I am alive and kicking. I kick to reach the surface, I kick to break free of restraints. I kick to get my heart moving and feel alive. Why is killing wrong? I don’t know. Because it ends any struggle, it ends life. No feelings, no remorse, no correction. It is running away from a problem. It erases one side of the issuesjjfsakfjasdfs;lkjhn;kl

