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Ok, so I have a little bit of homesickness, but what can I do?  I just had to have a can of dip, to satisfy this hated addiction.  Sometimes I wonder if all the knowlege in the world will be able to cure all of whose problems arise so unbeknowingly.  I heard in the radio that the president admitted to something, what I have no idea.  The privates on the base are looking better all the time,  but that is only because I have a crush on a very beautiful german woman, she who wants nothing to do with me.  I hope that will change soon, but there’s no garantee.  No way am I going to give up, yes, I can go over and over on my mind the advantages and disadvantages of attending school here, and really I have already made up my mind.  Thus I need to do my best to make the best grades possible.  I have worked only a few days here, in the hot sun, although not as hot as if I was in Florida on a construction site, but I feel that I do myt best, considering that I am not the biggest and most muscular guy around.  I am amazed everytime I see the workers here.  However, it is a reality, that most are foreigners here in Germany, like myself.  I wish that all people could read and write at a level where we all could communicate on the same level.  However, all people decide for themselves what and how they live and work.  I am making great strides, and need the help of the teachers and other persons who help bring a young man to his full potential, and him the preparations for manhood.  I need to be more patient with all of the persons who are learning Englisch, besause I have been impatient, I apologize.  My last model is super, I am surprised that I was able to finish it so soon, eventhough I should have known, that as I have already built quite a few, that with each one, I become a better modelbuilder.  Unfortunately, I am not making any money from them.  As long as I tell the truth, I will feel good.  That is one of the characeristics that I like about  Europe.  Am I crazy for wanting to marry, no, I really want a super relationship with Dietlend, but I am no european with a BMW, or Mercedes.  I know, however in my heart, that she really doesn’t care about the material aspects.  These feelings come from the longing to be able to provide for her, instead of having to be the undominant.  If I am to love this woman, I nees to be albe to tell her everything, without delaying, without worrying what she will say, and at the same time, be aware of the fact, that she is a woman, and sensative to the world.  Admittedly, it is wierd being able to speak, read and write in two langauges.  Sometime in the futurte I will probably say the same about three, but I am not exactly doing as well as I want with French.  I know that the lerning processes take time, but I am not the most patient person, only one of them.  It is a miracle that I an still alive!  If I had been Dad, I would have shot me a long time ago!  There are alot of young persons here, I never reallt notices them in the US, I wonder why I have here?  


I am trying to better myself, fron being a mechanic, to a professor of another language in another country.  That is quite a difference.  But is it really better?  The goals and natural processes of man are actually quite different.  The goals are often describes as intellectual and moral.  I am of the opinion, eventhough I am guilty of being hypcritical, that the moral aspects of life are more important than those of the materialism.  Does that coresond to what I want?  I want, am I therefore contradictory to myself?  I deserve to be albe to live free, and attempt to make a good life, and can this whereever I am.  I nees to take into account, that I am one of the low men on the totem-pole, and have to work upwards, as all of the other citizens of the world must.  What can I do?  Who wants to read the drivel of a young man, who tought himself to love an live and work?  The natural instincts, to eat, survive and reproduce are those which cannot be denied.  As the first of three children of a very intelligent and loving family, I have the responsibility of keeping us all ‘in line’, and to make sure that we all survive.  This fact is not overbearing, but an honor, and a miracle.  I attempt to comprehend this universe and whose precesses and mysteries, but never be able to answer all of the questions.  However, the duty of a lernes man is the upkeep of the thirst for knowledge.  How are these men and women chosen?   Or is this duty one which is not one which can be given out, rather one which is inherited, or learned?  I am only a student, one who is trying his best, what else can I do?  





One misconception which I want to try to supress, is that all persons who speal Arabic are all persons who only have the goal of destroying the societal structure of the world.  I do not know why I feel this all of a sudden avid surge of emotion towards this goal, but all things have a reason, or does chaos rule the world, herewith all things happen spontaeously without reason?  





 I am lucky to have enough money to pay my rent for the next month, and my insurance for October, but need to beginn planning even further ahead in order to be prepared for the intensive study in the fall. 





Also, I need to send my payment for my fine, so that I don’t worry my head off about it.  





I need to start the process for the rent contracts for the comming months.  Tomorrow!  





That is all for today.  I will write in German later, hopefully when I am at Dietlends.  I want to see what it’s like to write with her around.  Ü.  Michael. 














