Le Journal


Mardi Le Quatriéme August


Mille cent neuf quatre-vingt-dix huit





Bon soir.  Je ne voulais pas parler, ou ecrir!  A demain!  Michel.





Journal 


Tuesday the Fourth of August


Nineteenhundredandninetyeight





Good evening, I should attempt to be as professional as poddible, because I am trying to increase my lerning capacity, and also my professional ‘air.’  Unfortunately, I do not appear to be able to achieve either one of these.  So, I have not written in englisch for quite some time, yet I still feel as though I am able to write in it.  No problem.   Since I have been here in Heidelberg, I have talked more in Englich, than the entire time I lived with the Goldenbergs in Freiburg.  I have to say that I like both cities, however, I have yet to experience the really big cities of the north, or for that matter, any of the other large areas of Europe.  I will probably only visit these as a tourist, because of my limited knowledge of the language.  Thus, I like Germany very much, especially the people.  Eventhough, there are alot of persons   who are in need of a job, they are an extrememly hardy folk.  That is obvious.  As I saw the Gentleman with his scraps from the cafetieria today, I simply let the fact that he ate there everday in the same manner come to me as normal.  I would have given him a milk ticket, but he would in all probability, told me where to go.  If I wsa still of the opinion that I could take some type of ‘soft drug’, then I would be in heaven, ‘or hades’.  But I won’t.  I went to an arcade this evening, and had fun at the pin-ball machine.  I need to go read. Ü  Michael.  


