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The Thirtieth of December


Nineteenhunderdandninetyseven





I had a nice queit day today, too quiet, the boys are still away.  I feel better today though, I took a climb to the heighest point of this area, like I try to twice a week, and threrewith, through the exercise or sweating, I’ve hopefully rid myself of this wonderful european cold virus, the same that Simon had, and already kicked.  Dad and Andrew snt me some money for Christmas, the question is then, should I buy myself the little wussbucket cooker or not?  I really appreciate it, but it wasn’t necessary.  I wonder if Hether will send me a letter or not?  She hates my guts, but the opportunity to vist here is a good incentive, but she has to make the decision, I still have to tell her that I slept with the other two girls.  Her face when I saw her in the drugstore showed really no emotion,  I wish we would have started to ride bicycles and to study together, but I can’t change the past.  I wonder waht her Parents think of the postcards I’ve sent to her?  Hmm, either they think I’m a wierdo, or they will let her make her own decisions, and wont give her any suggestions.  I will love her again, without barriers, I know she has had her share of problems, like I have, but that is not enough for me to give up.  I need her womb.  and all of the other things she is capable of.  I’ll try to bring my Englisch up to speed with my German, I am still amazed that  I can do this, scwitch from one to the other, but it’s pretty neat.  I need to concentrate on my French, and of course, keep lerning the useful phrases that I need to be a beter writer, in both.  Heidi writes much better than I, or should I say that her vobabulary in certain areas is much better than mine.  I wonder why Austria ist never in the news.  O.k, back to work.  





See ya.  





