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Well, good evening, I seem to start all of these things with the same opener, that has to come to an end.  Where should I start?  ( this sentence is also quite a frequent visitor to these pages!)   So I am feeling what it is like to be a  victom of one’s own niceness.  In what way, are yougoinh to ask!?  First of all, the person who has the most patience is always the one who is looked upon as though he has none.  Now, that I know  I have everyone’s attention.....!  I should just leave this horrible place and situation alone, but unfortunately, I want to be able to say that I ahave cpmpleted something.  While I was herftily fighting a virus, of the kind that I never i a millionen years thought I would envounter, even thought I have more that likely had them many times before,  two of the other ‘gentlmen’ if you so want to call them, decided to throw one of theit all-nighters in the kitchen.  I went in, half deleroius from both the sleep, and the lack of it, and  showed my can.  Consequently, or as a result, whichever the litte lmpdick german guy prefers, (ah, he’s not all that bad, but his girlfreinds are ugly, and with a capital U! . so anyway, the door to the kitchen, which at this time has a busted return spring, I let fly a couple of times,  and it comes off of the hinges, hey, is that where that expression comes from?  Obviously.   I wasn’t even close to being able to sleep, and wrote a letter of confession in the wee hours before anyone was awake, also before the maintenace man arrives for work.  So I pay for a door, I want to put a plaque on the wall, so that I can say ‘here was a travesty of justice, whereby I pais!’  Unfortunately, because everbody smokes, and drinks, this would go unnoticed, until a cigarette machine is placed above or below it.  


Then, today, I receive a letter from the what ever whatever, in which they warm, me to be quiet and not to make a fuss.  So after three months, oh excuse me, four months of living in a hell hole of a kitchen, with a nigger who talks to himself, a fat moo cow, a cripple, an italien princess, a quack doctor, a limpdick german, and now a slant eyed kook, everybody wants to be the perfect little angels, and put everything on me.  Ok, go ahead, it means that not only have I greatly erred in coming here, but also, that what should be will be, and I will be able to go home tyo my family, with the thoughts that this beutiful land, is nothng more than a horde for smokers and drinkers. and irresponsible persons like myself.  When one begins to think of a place as bad, and repulsive, then it must be.  The human brain is a winderful machne, it makes mistakes, but perception is one of it’s strong points.  This perception is the truth and drives our lives.  Without it, as I have already lived once before for quite some time without all perception, heresay lacking a sense of smell, or a sense of taste.  Moreeover, what most detrimantal is, has to be the lack of mental agility, the lack of prowess, and drive. The draining if all these is what today is called depression, I want no part of it, I deserve to be free of these things which I do not like, and I am enjoying comntrolling the things which I hadn’t for many years.  I have here then one choice, go forward, and do not look back on these set-backs.  Most importantly, let noone tell you what to do.  Keep your nose clean,  and be nice.  Niceness is rewarded with niceness, however, can you know that someone is not nice, without even having met them?  Absoutely, not only through body language, but also through past experiences.   Dad had to put up with me, and all he wanted, was that I didn’t smoke.  Yahoo!! Years of work, and still I have trouble with it.  Now only to be ounisched again, to where I have to go to the lands of yesteryear, whose poeple have not yet lerned to free themselves.  I still have problems with it as well.  I started when I was eight or nine....no, it was later, about eleven or twelve.  Since then expcept for a total of twenty-two months, I have been a slave.  I am tired of being a slave.  If I want to be a slave, at least I could choose a master who is nicer, and treats my body with repespect.  Namely, .....the arabic language.  Although many persons see it as a desert without en end, I want to explore all of it’s cracks and crevices, to which many a new sandparticle can be observed, as they mold and shape the new landscape.   


In order to go fürther, one has to want to....I only see, and have only seem a limited number of these persons to date.  Not only am I scared to pass these barriers but have to as well.  Why?  Because they are there.  Most will look at what I do, at these pages, at my drivel in german, and laugh, please do, the pieces whicj are even of half the quality they should be, were not even written here.  Is it not only typical, it is the norm.  All the eastereupopeans, all of those wischeing to come here, they cause a flux of persons, who wish to be free of these boundaries of having to pay and teach these.  I am one of these.  Then not as well.   This tangent goes nowhere!!!!  Enventually will someone want to see what I have done?  Is it not the wish of all men to have a legacy, a memorial, a piece of work that goes beyond the boundaries of the finality of death.  What else has God goven us?  Love.  And the Family.  Who can argue with these two things?  Well, alot of people, but they are either all not really all there, or somebody is able to pay them to attempt to bring them to the ground.  Let someone try to take my family away from me.   Then you will see sparks fly.   If not earlier.  


So what if I am not able to reregister for the summer semester?  Then I will be forced to go away...and learn what man learns in this way, with nothing.  The memories if my days in Bavaria will never leave me, had I this, had I that...the little time that I was not worried about a nicotine fix, I was able to enjoy nature, as well as try to help the best I could, to help myself.  I was able to write drivel, and then some more.  So why should I bother?  I would have to say, that out of all of the poeple, old, new, children, parents, foreigner, or not, maybe one out of a hundred would care to read....but the state, has to buy him the book, because the rest of his money he spent on drugs.  Capitolism, it is dead here.   I can’t tell you that, because first I have to see what type of taxes I have to pay.   As for the opinions of others, the bog question is, why do people stay here?   I will have to work on that, as I prepare to leave on a new adventure.   Because....waa, waaa.   Instead of paying, I should go to debtors prison.  A month or so, then, a clean slate.  Time to eat.  For the third time today.  


What would you do? if you have to go somewhere else?  Well, what I have seen and heard here has to be the truth, in that a place to work, where one is respected and feels comfortable, is seldom to come by.  The glory lies in being here, or what?  Where are the rewards?  To be able to teach the world?  What in the heck are you trying to teach?  This country has still not recovered from wounds which were inflicted over fifty years ago, and yet I chose to come here?  I need to have my head examined.  Not to mention the fact that all, want to, or have to, learn my means of communcation.   I will not bother with this any lomger.  I have to learn the language of diplomacy, of join the foreign legion, both sounds good. 


That is enough for me.  at least for today.  


If anybody wants to tell me that I do not speak a second language, go right ahead, I like it.  Sarcasm, what a wondrous thing.  


I wonder if Dad thinks about the fact that he could have two spermatozoa banks on two continents?  


As far as what the lady said about persons who visit far away places, have to be rehabilitated, I am starting to see why!  








