60 years (in Pidgin English):

Sixty years didn´t kill me til this week.

Sixty years, extremely quickly finished! 

Did we really believe it?

Seen pretty things in these years, indeed.

Mini-vicinities, villages, districts, big cities:

Pillnitz, Biblis, Linnich, Trier, Kiel, Wien with Grinzing

(in increasing city limits).

Been in Sicily; recently business trip: East Indies.

Still missed visit in Philippines.

Didn´t see Icking near Prien (Chiemsea?).

Didn´t see Tiflis (Tbilissi).

Strictly limited dreams:

Fishing in Mississippi.

Swimming in it with big speed.

Singing with Billie Jean King.

[Singing?? She is merely visible in Ping-Ping!].

Will insist in visiting Fiji beaches.

Meeting with queen Sirikit, with king X.

Intimities with fifty-three virgins (syphilis-free),

if spirit is still vivid,

if pretty thing keeps being rigid.

Freely speaking: with re-engineering.

Shit! Isn´t this dream silly? 

Is it deeply needed? Oui! Si si.

Nix gimmick, nix schickimicki.

Please believe me: 

Simple things seem implicit in me.

Kiss women, keep sinning, keep thinking, keep drinking.

Nix Bit, nix Piripiri, nix Vichy piss.

Killepitsch? Flimm´s Kiss Cream? Kingfish beer?

Simply drink real(!) beer.

Sip sixty chilled whiskies. Jim Beam!

Sincere wish (within me): Team spirit in TC6.

Living still sixty years in peace.
Cheers, three beers!






