Journal


The Fourth of September


Nineteenhundredandninetynine





What a neat font, I sshold use it more often.  As well as I should write more!  Thank goodness that I am able to write, have the ability to, and read as a young personon, as well as when I was a child.  It has been a while since I have thought about my medals,  whose honor of recieving was a great day in my life.  





Hmm, whether or not Shannon Easter almost won.........





These books that I read as a child, this series for perons of the arts, these indespensble traits which all people of the world have, a percent of this one, a percent of that one......


We are lucky to have them, and even luckier to be able to recognise their omportance and use.  





Love, and Honesty.......  I would like to begin with these two traint.  I first have to choose the person, who the   children of Europe would remebemer into puberty so as to lend a helping hand with the important decisions they are vonfronted with.  





Football on the radio!  Wow.  I know the fall has shown ist happy and light brown to yellow crimson head, when the sounds of marching bands, and yelling cheering, rooting fans fills this room which is so far away.  





I have not really even taken the time out to stop and think about where I was 


born, and the people there.  





It is almost as if I AM there, what do I meann?  Well....the names of persons  are familiar, the names of businesses, and schools.  Out and never heard of small towns, that I have been through!  The referees, who would like not to be run over during the game.  





Some of the things I have done in these two years, I would not want to report, or describe to anyone.  Some of the thought I wouls never want to bring into the open.  Some of the truths, are difficult to let in and more difficult to precess.  





I am having to constantly remind myself, that I am not in my own land.  Not because of the same reason as thousands of other persons, this I know from experience, from wanting with such vehemence here to be accepted, to be a German....but this has passed.  The passion, and the goodess out of which I am here has remained, but the other, the undefineable, the craziness, the irrational and impossible, I would like to leave these somewhere, from which no person would have contact to.  





It might be nifty to write about what I was, and wanted to be.   But what I am, and am becoming, is much better that the shadow of a person some others seem to be.  





I respect all persons, but do not agree with the ideal here, that all pesons are required to join in on all the public do and don(ts.  





please let all these persons who are trying to leave the past be, continue to do so, only at a better level, with ideas which bring a betterness to all pesons.





My back is much better, I wont say healed, because I do not want to admit that it could have been hurt.  I know that the extreme exercise which I gave myself to, definatelt has ist dissadvantages.  At the same time, I feel a stregth, whose presence makes itself know with its demeanor and dexterity.  





The things I love a very important to me.  The persons who lose the things they love, these persons deserve more, and  I would consider them special.  





I am growing, and am getting older.  





I think alot about Dad lately, and find that I am more like him than I had ever imagined.  Nothing wrong there, in fact, it makes me proud.  





My Brother has just begun to see what I learned through trial, error and stupidity.  Some need to be in the middle to learn, other only  to observe.  





Hare and the stars, and the cold, and the forest, and a fire, and the night.  There is no better.  





I need to think and to do so, I am not allowed to dream, therefore, early to reise, makes one go do what he can instead of having to shake ones head, in knowingness that one was like what he sees.  





My new dictionarz is fantastic!  Thank you miss Beatrice!  








