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I feel as though I am carrying with me, at all times, the spirit and presence of one Dietlind Frederika Wünsche.  I wish the lady would marry a nice man, who will either convince her to have a child, or plan himself not to have them.   Once must one be rejected.   Who is to say however, that the reasons for the misslke, cannot be corrected?  


Surely at one time or another, the natural drives and forces, (those man has so openly claimed to have mastered, and fully contained), will begin to work their way into the very hardworking ladies thoughts.  


There I am not to be the one, unless some miracle occures, who tames this fiery beuty, let the smile of hers choose her partner.  Some couples fight and squabble among themselves, some remain placid.  All types, shapes and sizes, are all in love.  


To return to my strange feelings....


I hope to have learned, to heed the warnings of young ladies who have the will and want in life, that includes battling off inapropriate suitors, and viscious visitors.  


I was admitadly surprised that the returned message from Doctor Fischer was a positive one.  I see now why I have to learn some of the basics of writing again, like editing!  These skills will be of great use in the future, whether at a career oriented desk job, or in the field, collecting notes and sample for the purpose of bringing the experienced to those who wish a view.  With this super large and everexpanding network of data, pictures and information, what will become of the fieldworker?  Fortunately, nothing will replace the human ability to reason in the immediate future, so ....I will keep writing!  


My small vergitable garden is growing very well.  My next science project should include the meals of choice for catepillars.  The forcement of chemical into the garden was a large step in the population explosion within the last century.  I also, like many other scientists will continue to wonder what will become of the ever expoentially growing world.  Originally, I wanted to use no pesticides.  Correspondingly,  I would have practically no plants whatsoever. 


God lives.   At Save-a-lot.


I must learn more Spanish, if I ever plan to venture into the latin world.  


Until tomorrow.  


Michael 


