January 1st 2012
Well, I'm choosing to write a journal for 2012. I imagine that some day I may have a story
written about my life, and it would be good to have a detailed account of it. I did some work in
the morning, can't remember now exactly what it was, but it wasn't long before I was
responding to text messages and making plans to hang out on the beach. It was a holiday for
everyone, so the beach was as packed as I've ever seen it. A teeming mass of humanity,
helicopters flying overhead, waves crashing, a real spectacle. I was offered a ticket to a
warehouse party by Nicole, but just couldn't bring myself to accept. I just was not in the
partying mood. George also invited me to join him camping for 2-3 nights. I wanted to go, but
the swell is low and it's just too much time away from Silk Road, and there is so much to do
before the rents get here, and before I leave for Thailand. I need to get DigitalAlch set up
handling the resolutions, and it just seems like Variety Jones gives my broad sweeping tasks
on a daily basis. Emma, Jessica, Cally, Kim, Tim and a couple others, Mike, were all on the
beach with me. Playing paddle ball and soaking up the sun. I've been thinking a bunch about
what is next for me. I like my little life here in Bondi, but what if I love Thailand, or want to go
on even further? I don't want to go backwards, and while I could see a lot more in Australia,
I'm not even taking the opportunities that are coming up as it is. I need to find a place I can
work from. Cheap and off the beaten path.

