The alarm clock is ringing again. Looking at it, he finds that it is already in the afternoon. After last night’s drink, Jack feels headachy and dizzy. It is a gloomy day. The wind is strong, and a branch of black clouds are always hovering in the sky, like some mutilated pans that cover the sun all the time. 
Jack goes out of his house, and sits on the ground. Looking from his view, it is only a deserted plain with wild grass there. Turning on his radio, he wants to hear something that is different, but instead, it is just a piece of news that thousands of nuclear bombs from the enemy are aiming at his country. it is not what he wants to hear, he turn it off, and pick up his pens and notebook. Jack writes something everyday. Like what he sees, and what he feels. Confusing and questing, disappointing and sorrowing, that’s what he would do everyday. Some old acquaintances of his would take drugs. “Drugs are helping me to explore myself, in the dreamland”, according to one of them. But for Jack, writing is one of the two ways that frees him from thousands of anxieties; the other one is alcohol. Yes, indeed, alcohol makes Jack feel clearer, and stronger. It is his everyday need rather than a reward.  
“It like a lake, a rather clear one which forms a rainbow for me everyday. It is the light which illuminates the dark room, and shows me a path to go ahead. It is an elixir of life which gives me strength and fast thought. It is the substance that gives me the moments of solitude.”
He writes every night, like an early bird that never feels tired. He writes what he sees, from both his fellow young men and the world. He writes what he feels, from the hard touch of the world, and the storms in his stomach after drinking. He writes for money so that he can earn his living, though he has never expected his work will be become greatly popular after his death. He writes for peace, though he has never imagined it draws him into a circle, which confines him.
In the course of writing, he is chasing the peace. Although he can do the same when he is drinking. Drinking makes him feel flowing, like a cloud floating in the sky. Nothing else matters, and just flies to the light. By contrast, writing seems more realistic. His writing is a sort of dairy, a record  of his life. He writes about what kind of people he meets, and what sort of life trip he is going on. Words and sentences are continually coming to his mind, and never cease for a rest. 

Writing and drinking are a release, both helping him to let off steam. He has numerous words that want to speak out to the world, after seeing its falling, and depression and suffering. These two methods are helping him to do so.

