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u:.ll— it's been a long year of reflection, like i've lost
my way. like i really need, with painful throbbing, to
look backwards to see throughthe fog of forwards., so i
dig tarough these pasts that have piggy-backed to make up

my present, trying to remember who i've been and where
i'm going.

]

.
- nd . \

feno are oll random selections from journdls, starting
with my first in 1985 at the tender age of 12, this is
.an incalculable fraction of the whole, and still i censor

Naelf more than i would like.

-
-

Tioad's

.

some explanatory notes
appear here and there,
thouga sometimes even i
don't remember what i'm !
talking about, or i justj} -,
don't want to sav. y
meaning is not equivalentj-
to -heauty.

all drawings are by me,
from old sketchbooks &
journals, except for the
one on pg #20, whioh is
a blind contour ef me by
matt "scene maggot" obert
t94, providence,

this is dedmdted to neil,
who inspires me to tell
secrets, and cosmo, who
lived through 80 much

f _th

%
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eh yeah, super fun contest time. a free t—-shi;'t. to the
first person that can correctly identify where i stole
the subtitle from. and i need details, folks. extra
points, but nomextra prizes, if you can give me the rest
of the words, too. annie danger and anyone who has lived
2{ With me for any period of time is disqualified.
lyer whining, you get. free t.-shlrts an,ytd\yao




1/15/95
i think that in order to face what is going to
happen to me, i should face whal has happened to
me, with a clear conscience, gel it all out on
paper at least.

11/1')/01

.o ayOU cultivate a personalityv and people add
on ro it' 1<==nr=r=dinsr on ho\. They ]oo‘,;' 51.?: - he

!. world, 'md rnavbe fhaf distrmop is ! -

S0 omptlmeq g tipfoe fh]"mlf“h 11 .

T

T

anq qomphmpsi m:”ivf«lfe It

my first journal entry ever. funny how i
mloss over the terrifying nightmates i suffered all
that year. tney seemed to abate when my grandmother
stayed in thespare bed shoved in the corner of my

jexy large room

this is

~ 12/11/8F
I ., dear diary, : Wy £
today is the first day of wri +ting in you., i will .
confide my darkest secerets inyou. sometimes i

will forget to writs but almost everybody does., today

was like every other day in the 6th grade my hothc_ r
| oo P e . S T R Y o
is bothering me. i'll be right back., sorry i had to
leave. as i was saying today was boring., 1 ean®t wait
til friday because my
T R L T R BB e TR R T L e K
i grandme mignt be coming and she makes great perogis .
(per o geez) (a polish food), i hope she brings
_ ] > s " 2

swee theart, so's my grandma., i want Lo say also
that i Ju e it when she sleeps in ny spare tedn

sht L

Dreamlénd .
To all, to each, a fair good-night,
And pleasmg dreams and slumbers llght



.\ 3/12/92 o
e just stur_tnd‘ te _rcnd ny 9th grade

di 4 1Journl. as i've said i'm bm:ad»-._.__.__.._
” “N jtheuird thmg is tha tha.t. i remember -

e

Bl ~ taon oTtheacam- demi'ued P

X idon't - -'
f;mhr being quite so pl.thetin
duning tho- as i smm‘l

o it oa 4"11' reflected in: nw ‘ri&ing. "].1_
‘Mg to be nice to everyome a.nd“gi&"
'orbid 1T i should mmha
¥ on paper wTeT:["‘ “seve.

kTN
k 3 Eﬁ_w‘ felt so vulnerable -

_ _ln.tolyf so open. to e 80 many ﬁliﬁsﬂg
$1 tender & wa.iting for "someone to o
1.8 stab me in the back, it
| seems tT"prpen that.*—« .
qwq,- cycles of"aecepfance ¥y '
] fp.uinfiﬁ, ;ng ::o-.‘:g f‘riends
.-_.'Tmn bite & yap and take
4 i n’ﬁ‘in where we are with
P aoruhasa in our ayaa, a.nd T
n afinar!- miss *ym, e‘nn
Fﬂan ym're by my side. “‘@i' ==
.t!m nmy of fucking wings —
‘-= “hands & eyes.. hden'st - -
{&..117 think se. “whati
&,.,_a.mtifii u.cl.nt thhs= o
, ‘'what do 1 say 1’-0 that,
A\ --H'oco, silly.
= ¥ e & 8 lif' i keep wt:iting i can
¥ B | - | keep tHe dogs. at bay (and.
ok e . i ‘$realize that 1 !‘0311? can't.
{ 1ive al1 by myse€lf Tike 1.

think,. that 1 need a variety

1

il i e
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£ 1 L T — e . :
"perhaps we are asking the wr ong queationa.
i feel furtive, like 1 was, hiding in my
bedroomin high school, 1isten1ng ta that
.same X album over & over again, (ok wait
'm thinking of a2 particular month here)

A 'w th that w de open w indow inches from my
face. it could mean every’

]

orror story we
told inm that room,psychos climbing on the
roof outside. or it could mean fuckine
freedom, standing on that rpof with . my
secret death wish, howling at the fucking.moens

4/27/93
everyone would always rather be with someone elsé,
it"s been that way my wholelife, everyone loves me
leas thansomeone else, and it never changes,
i was justat the firehese concert. it was beautiful

B but i couldn't stay. i wanted to cry, i wanted to
| scream. i had to leave,

™ proud of mvself. L ae

S my ieminist 11 erature profeasor my 2nd term in
@ college insisted we write our stories. this was
terrifying to me, but the first and most important
\*- lesson in how my,a,pa.ut affects m nroaent.

i'm writing a 'short autobiography for sandra's class
fand it is so hard., i dom't know what to leave out. K
i don't know what to center.on. i donm't-know how to

keep the tears from burming in my eyes. i thought ‘i [

had dealt with a lot of this before, i dom't know, [




in a wheelchair after a hold up in alphabet city

left him with a bullet in his spine, in this

dream i was charged with tkking care of him, a

dark-& twisted version of the fun we used to

have as i pushed him through the city streets,

runMing down hills and threatening to push him

into traffic if he crticized my navigation once more..,

S irom the last few weeks of my second
term of college, befere i found mymelf back in my
hometown for the summer, working the same Jjob i
had in high school, desperate & poor and with few
kindred spirits left in town...

|
T o

4 knew that 1 wasgoing to be
I fime but 1 -didn't know
; Where to2et t o be ok,
Qi 41dn't inow, ana-3 kept J.
b swimming, 1 left Jerryf
WLOChitd, T Vrew he wonla} .
3 be.oks“"1 Just kmew.
but 1t q1dn’ e happem
and. them 1 woke up.§ -
X
L KMew it would be
.this way, the sadness

r om my eyes falling
to your feet,




]

die, no matter how hard scratch, -

either, they do® not refaec Tanything- !
the sadneas. andl 'b‘he sun sets on my scene j§
{but 1 do not walk into it, 1 turn away i
with the sadness falling from my eveg,

5 st::..-’\-‘ ———

W being Home, but 1'll have to try. ‘there 1s}s
f much- that 1 love im those streete and houses

R DUt 1T stares me im the face with bloody
eyes.. 1 will-start to scream and mever stop.}
ere 18 just so much there, -no. one  Sheuld P

have to 2o back and readjust the weight to

. their shoulders such as i have to doe

i ask my dreams for answers and get ... mothing.
Inot that & can remember anyway. - iache and it's
stupid and writing-about it only makes me feel

- - it gz

‘~"“-*=- -‘*‘*

what. i miss the padded walls of  academia.
everything that 'i do. i just/caused a skip in. my “u
f bad religion record. genius is flying away- from§y

i me .., wondering how it could have ever thought to

,A - \-\.J ﬂ’ - s &

et -

'uﬁifl not . g

oy

holler. at the waters but they don't listen

5
|
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land on a wretch ‘such as i for even a short time.

no,i never thought i possessed geniusy but sometimes i

1 felt like it possessed me',

| . P———

‘ 5/10/98
| we walked to the park, hbldl“F hands; because he
wanted to roll in thegrass. the walk to vets field
always seems secretive
:to me, hidden paths under bridg:,, stairs to the
quietest street in town, quiet so quiet.,.and we

wandered behind the shed and entwined our limbs
as wé stared into the sky and *enlaymd old flickering
filmstrips in our heads, with soundtracks

gcratchy and damaged included. never enough time,
never
he is the only constant in a world of earthquaking
change and vicious mood swings.

_f,J £ S H_. FRATEES

Aa 6/10/@0
fi lost who 1 write for: write for now?.

-+

5/3/88 i somctlmes sit, and wonder what. p“ople tthk of me o

for instance, if i say something funny” then
they laugh but are they really
thinking "what an idiot." i always

try /!
to make good impressions by thinking ‘

well before i speak and not (
doing things the wrong way.

isn't that an amazing thing,right t
my mantra,my words of power, speak
them and they wake up, brush
themselves off

& come true.




2/16/99
i still don'!t know where you are.
i still don't know what n; feet t“ri upon.

‘\\4 s

i cou]d never Cret used fo s § A really, the

moment when the *rour drops awayv from vou

. £ . .
and the pressure in vour headfeels more

=

immense than can be bef?:ﬁs the firs* time

. 1 ot on ap. Hﬂ:m'—_ﬂf‘.’r?}‘or wﬂ' ‘J‘llln in
mv mouth, piece after piece vﬁjjij:ﬁﬂ&qw

lached and there was nmo more r oom, until 1

practicalily droolgglﬁz:¥ myv rh1n,_nr*%ﬂll::f11

just to keep the feeling of my head

imploding at bay., now my jaw hurts lrom l.atLln ? g
too many sov proftein nugeets, and mv

kidnevs

ache from the weight of my uterus sheadinq"

L. vl !
B its skin and i feel that this plane demonstrates
- - —— T A e p
that there is no more kindpness in the world, r‘ A <
T N T T T NN

1/22/08
| whatever., sitting inthis fucking awful airport,
and i could make a headache very easily in an atmos- {
phere like this one. chemical warfare inthe check-im
line, and i have an old vendetta here, »SFO likes
me to suffer. thebastards. feel 1like sleeping, s0
perhaps as soon as i take off into the wild plue i
can fall back to sleep,
eos Tude waiters « exene cervenka, i swear, stupid
airport.
LS W T T L
7/18/05 Py do 1 find such sadistic pleasure
R Imissing people, “therels something cozv in
e breaking ol my heart, something familiar

in the midst of all the > pain, it must be fimaf

in

to move on, towaris these pwoplp that leave RIS
. -

IR "¢ hurting. T guess once vou start

B missing it gels worse and worse until you haveh .
‘0 move to shake the pain ofif, kPPr1ﬂF

6
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| 1/1 S

i eruuslrlthntnoknundurh.rwingmon ll
ey 4 havewrt| TS T R
indhl!_ﬁ) wr;ua. F i had just arrived at mers months before, still,
mi'"ind a_fun ohrdstmas,! | oo & nue v oret e e
“woke up|at 4:%’3 o g < :Z?ﬁ.“i.‘;:ﬁ:.ﬁ;z".&m

she approached me in the kitchen of therestaurtint
ik Eei a radio ml we had both ended up working at, though mever &t

and the same time. i was unruhbing refried beans from |
'. -L'.‘m r’ﬁ_ord! _,_._a_om N the lu'pat pot ever when she appeared out of :
clothes. intmas d I “seemingly nowhere and started to tell me that

. she had come acress all these pietures ef us
i ."nming! " “nt tol. together. tears came to her eyes as ghe said,

a | timidly, "th od times, huh?¥ it was
a‘ .‘ ia{‘w.g.‘t 'ch“g har qu of .:;:o;;:.u:: uo-nh:t 1 was wise .nough
- stuck up for me

, th smile and say "yeah." such closure and ;

RS ey SR e T il o s
0 ome wrer: ewek Sp| LTI AL

ﬁmfm.
@ 2[T4J86 -
| sorryed haven*t writtas; ‘we don't have school for
“ a week because vacation. today was almost the ¢el
worst. valentine's day. first joanne sent me a anrd
for & joke that said "i thinmk you're great. i love
t. your secret admirer.” -she- doe: “does that \sometimes (plays
t&ejriﬁ!mm _dwalin took it[and showed it tc everyome.
en jncob said’ i hul a seli‘ porfma.it (i .'nm{ a:-ﬁliiiiff

ﬁg—_ — ——

lha go{‘. a.11 tha ‘noys to stl;"l'. birking amil
Noef - to) {ne my lelf-porwt.
\:\4/30/00 80 meh'hhit in my head have

\ {te get it m thmutad by paatu, have
N\ hﬂ an age. _where that will| centinue

A\ to hlppon forever & ever? living
\ thrangh o. univeraq of pasts.

- 5%@? [people shouldn't
* ]__e’xpect things fr‘om me,
L because somet’ﬁn g1 Tike"
to do. th.’mga that{are outside
“their expectations -
Man-thev demand an_

explﬁnation from me.

|| #woked up. .., N0 one can
1cheapéi anv-mf*[what i do if
i do mot' a'TTow “them to. 7




10/1?/9or...next i was riging thEEPgh the mead°"°'f
on my bike, 1Was trying te. :

i Y et s
but . tha__ bike wasn't helpir;gg any.ome;r hdeer:med h.
to.deave it and Just walk,]” BN
wheﬁ i ‘came back there were a lot of othq_L
" vemicles by the side of thel.
dirt rmmﬁaurgounqlng mr'wikﬁ:]ffz
there was also:a| '__.;
woman, she was speaking! Carue
" .8trangely as if she £
‘were. possesged. 1 tried
to. speak tb her,
but instead ‘got scared out
_of my mind mwhat she was|
saying, isean't for the
{1ife of me rememben:N
anything she said., well, 1]
_was 8o scared"that't—hoppeu

bike and
gyLm:fT_a to ride off. the

problem was that | someone 2 "had |
.changed it. one e Hand leWar
was 1onger than the other;

' the“pedals were,

bent the wheela put of Whack J
eto, 1t was s hard to ride and ﬂ-
couldn't get away, the woman was

1aughing 1ike a g}tgynand 1lcor%gn t realrg
get away. Y f‘ 4ﬁ1

the next.dream was even more bizarre,,,: |




at, louis seems unfriendly to ma, avaryone glares

and i am not inkansas no more. fighting off the
urge to get coffee,need more sleep. just spoke
to a girl who was very nice and i¥ turns out she's
from good el' california. go figure.

L 4715

S § aimost got u;gry with ‘him, r_mt for mthing
‘he did directly, more for my own faults, wanting to
fall back into our 1ife befors But my- life now.
at.ill calling,. lying in his arms and staring up at
thevfa'l'*—t anal-death flyer. to hard, -all of it

gricukt s he poke like postry, and that  — -
‘too di . s #ounds”si '8illy, but his words
worke ®0 well tosethar tlmt my 'brel.tY rm'_iihy

m them. |
rsmd_ :ii”th_hiir" he brought that = mt_:a*qr old tense
depreuion of my

_ ‘Aot worth the" !Einm I ihnu, ‘and the. nigh.f_
S 1 ooked up in a ¥ttle _apartment drinking: until onme
‘[blends into the nexi, nightmares every time;the ‘

S |eyes close. my god that air ﬁ—Tag'ﬁ,
ﬂil’ﬂ it ;‘JU.B:E kQSp! gef‘iing puihgd_FrOund u‘d——,—-—'_ L ey

+ 5. =
te,sa.ﬁ enclqd bl g5 _.Jm

nnington
in the middle of dotntm are no big thing.
unfortunately more Ppeople seemed interested in the

| /5725756

uide.‘nlk sales down the éther end of main st. ﬁo’k 1 'm‘f'
. 8itbing in the shade behina theiﬁ‘* Se

- Lﬂé&e 1isten1ng twthe gospel rock

©  Femanating from uer‘émeaEh the T}]esu’
a:-a’»ﬁ_&ﬁs_ﬁL anner next to the EE’E”{:T,
~ Jl ere ‘etched souls are getting
_,, - up p and tes_Eif‘vimz; to no longer 7 §
' "being lost. you zan ﬂways_ﬁll gospek

v




rock, even o iy
without wonds,

1t has some
certain awful G

quality that
is completely
1ndescr1bable

‘yet thoroughly

disguating
With lot# of | G
k_e:?r__b‘OEIds g

tha crowd under-

" neath that:

- surprisingly|
|Smgll,

" cuz everyone

" else has

"fqi}en to

the sim of

commerciallsm,i

which 1tdoubt|

is anv longer

hid& above this great
expanse of what looks like squares,toys, garbage,

it's hard to imagine strip malls,painand the waste
of lives loves and all thatgoea on thousands of
feet below me, it is all . =«

toy and plastic- Iron here, muat be or i'd ge crazy.




N 5/22/02

godyihow maudlin, how mediocre,

pa-thetic,

e i'm oh SO busy. e pic
‘waiting for all__ the_se thiniga,"waitip’g and “Ot%'ge't‘ting;_
i ' i on .2 m1SSLON O 4T Ge - !

hidden exciting cocoon in the heart of éﬁrythihg.

Y aireaay af debive houste- THESTIINN]
i’ (days have been a whirlwind of frustration 4
{}iﬁ?jélhlééﬁ:’h?gqu;pég‘& moments of clafkityhe
& beauty., goddamn 20 foot truck with all of [

;our belongings & two motorcycles & a rather B

"ETT"QEET#JfHatffgﬂ%BE.wo‘ writing

|- W WAL b B e e A ey

‘about, typical moving bullshit, shedding [ o
"~ [unwortny belongings on the way. things are B
srstrange that way, once they*r e gone you [y
' Mo longer miss them, aside from the smally
things that make you feel gd&i:j“w"jﬁﬁﬁ s
chris's blue motorized burny rabbit, so shinyv'
and Tull of power. of all thé things 1Tve memd
08 miss that the most.” I could trave].

the world with this book & that rabbit & be! ' -
content & at rest stops 1 could wind
P Ub & let 10 go!o.

T TR

‘_ |

A am attached to a mound o paper, things g

':ﬁ. I ¥ritton for me, by me, lmages Ol -potentis
d) EERE forn & shredded & pasted together tomesr
D0e cas KD e complex & beautiful whole new things.
m how can i get-rid of these? 1 ewen brought

A
™ VOU NEVEr KNOWe .

my x-acto blade on the road.,

el

g




B
for most of my life i allowed myself te be braim- |

washed that if i got good grades and did well in
school, i wouldn't end up hating myself for all
eternity. or at least i wouldn't wash dishes for
a pittance for the rest of my life, it came dewn
to this: i was fucking weird and lacked any ;
semblance of social skills, but i was smart, aj

that would have to save me. right? sure.

high. sehool”
6/21/92

this entry is from around the time i graduated

shit,ifeelso trappad in this life, i try to kid
. myself that i'mfree but i. ‘weigh sa much . . _
‘on high school and college and grades and gettlng through =
it all. is this justexcuse, procrastiantion,fear? o
or am i being smart?
"i mean,cause i look at the people who u‘e-*aupposodly
"free" around here and they're just as fucking trapped.
they cnn't leave any more thani can. at least in

geptember i mout of here. or am i dautimd to keep

; 5 Y _ 3 ol ’ .
returning to walk northlmpton like a I‘u:cking -
ghost?. Ihntever, too frustrated to itsuro it out.:

2

|
|
J

eet me;

e
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A /18/07] 0
and theréis nothing ' ¥ /

X .y

%h11 frain ride will be hard without a cigarette

L S '4' .

+ovorrnwhq*w111 be worap. i have no idea
whna or '
S O]ﬂrr to lADDEN , useq 1o

? tﬁbl like i Mad the slightest idea of Fhe
I_I')Dsuib_’Lllties, but now i see blankness.

of the impossibilities,

l i'm frightened.

: t cuf mvself of f f¥#¥om people then

e i feel sad when there's no one to hang out
withe 1 hide,'i rims what the fuck am i doine’
5/25/2 n
the - bus” driver announces the street names like he's a death
metal singer in a bad dream sequence where everything moves

28, e 1 { - ‘
V do J (i’) thigs o mvh‘.ﬂlf‘? h()w' can {1 not v;i

see na '8 Lec ?ﬁ hammer til i'm picking my

S

brains off the sidewalk,

5hit, shit, how'd it pw‘ to be july already|

i want to do

community here; where?

near distanca.

page cut into ) / %trin

& m .. _ X - anf—n. |

ELECTRICITY | ~ 4\ E@Pj !

ENERGY, LOOKING FOR I\ —
A PLACE TO GO.




8/10/95
j feel that now more
than ever i know
what!s happening
‘and i'm scared.

10/16/93
1 remember staring
in the mirror as
a child, looking for
anything that was
pretty in any way.
after a while i
Would think i A
saw-something and
leave, completely
dissatisfied and
angr v. why was |}
the one Chogen to be
A the mutant?
1 don't know what
he sees In me <.o
5/1/86

s eo i nope for beauty but

think i have my own'beauty
4/10/95

jt's 5 am and i'm
really doun on myself.

. see i hate my body,

1 hate myself, i'm

starting to see myself
as an anpnoyance to /
everyone, the token
> tag-along who never says
7 Tthe right thing ...
i think i showld justgo
to bed.  maybe i!'ll have a
, | good dream or something.,
i'm a pathetic child who just
doesn't know how to talk. and
"i'm back in 6th grade again’
) .hélp. Q§

.14\




|/U/)‘|
i wonder who it is who first got the idea
that i am a little girl, i wonder if it was me.

11/1/90
1'm feeling more and more
content with myself. 1 had this
total self-confidence probdem but every day i
can feel myself coming out
off 1t more and more...i know it sounds tacky
but thinking 1'31 only be voune once
scares ‘e out of being a stupid idiot.
8/21/00
anyway, i just feel so disconnected and . parancid,
wll my hope is fleeting, and if something doesn't

every gay

) break soon i'm gonna scream, here i am, spewing the
same old shit.
sos 'Ok, but who the hell's fault is it? really?

i'm the one who thinks it's ¢k to go
through old letisrs until i"u crying. who shuts out
current friends by talking Lo ghosts
see 1 want to set this book
onfire, stupid me, yeah, leave me alone with m
thoughts and sometimesi feel so beautiful. and
sometimes i want to cry. but i can be shaken by

the tiniest thing now '

yeee Onthe brink of acknowledgement of my specialness
&« i back off, don't any of you fuckers recognize

. me, don't any of you fuckers tell me i suck.

7/8/95 scctt showed up. hung out with him for an
hour or two, hard to stand him anymere, also hard to know
why he comes over ... i'm just personally sick of
hearing hjm Corﬁplaﬁin of horedom oh so constantlye.

it bores and drains me. but then
i slept, fitfully and crazily,
screaming at the hippies outside

~ the window, mosquito bites all
over my arm and dreams of biting lf,
monsters, 1 was awoken around 4 am [
when 1 went to sgratch a bite

WHAT IF I COME
UP SNAKE EYES 7




and orabbed the bloated bug 1%H:ead, expioding

insect, blood and car m my f{ingers,

in my

half-sleepiness ‘1 *hnnvh+ ‘d pul]ed i

: ? E oab of f
a tick out of my arm, or pullpd a 8 |

2 . :
of a2 huge monster bite, V r'ioht, irw Was

' "or some reason
bites. for som

i feltiviolated,

T o)
A"
= - R b

covered in

l( f_, Lu

yes, why don't i belittle how important certain
people are so that i can feel independent while
blocking out pain that might be awaiting me ia the
future, that would be quite heal thy.

2115 Q5 PN i ‘ : s
(/ 'Lr_!snci_a'rflon turns up rothing .-’;Oﬂdc

word : % '
wrt has left and r"f“n‘o*c'-"r)us loneliness has

M

AvVe no
8/27/96 . |
is this anotaer golden age,another period where the
words come shcoting violently from my head and i
flit about trying to catch them with my big butterfly
net.
1] : : 25 . S -
tnis was tne tirst Luu' 1 set tool !_Il my '11,1,1
school after graduating, to see my brethner in
ie musical, it was pretty liberating to see
it from the other side.

5/20/93
i went back to school for the musiical and realized i am
better than those people. for the first time i felt i
had strength to do something about it. it changed me,
i feel the power through my body at times when i need
it. 1 am so glad,

S TR R T, A

R 9/18/00 '

gonna kick some fuc-flng ass, y'know.




LheSe ragmen 3 are par ol & much laz-ger story 4
that is, in it's completeness, net as exclting :
as these bits are by themselves & taken : Lo y
h grrib] utofcota

and we were on the floor whez;ﬁle cops =
leaning against om another, -

| blood sealing” ~our ha.ndntogether. stupid fuek
punckung a light bulb,

without hurting someone and i'm not even involved
really. well i guess you could say i started it. :
yes, i guess you could,
1 \

8/1y/ee;

° Tbalmo, out of ba.lmo & u:abla > i

=D

pnt days md why must i go [
I a.gail.
a.nd i'fea.r th:.s bobk, i fur nw mthoughts th.le

days. . or maybe they bore me, it's hard 1) tull the

difference. but they used to come peuring out of me ]
mow 1 cut vnem oif at the souree, =

unaba -'.

/a/as .
today oa the phome mom was talking about dad. i mever .
wanna see him again, he always says we lie all the time.) .
" he said he would call us during the summer whem i was "
| in3rd grade (i'm now in 6th) and he never did. we
never heard from him simce. i've always hi’ced
being with him.

feal:.ng good a.nd loved., so much Pﬂ“l‘ i‘ that. P““m
«that growl, iscan barely stand the immense ' g
and ‘adrenalin rush, m;r god i'm sool.

MBER 1980 ||
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was thanks ‘tb-z

arbmedt . the

Was éfa.nc
e

T aay 50 Ne could TNrow us of 1k ‘--‘,v_.-_:?"
e Dack of his rich boy toy power boat Ul
A2 U8 around a Take on our Taces. e O
-ac Yally, 1 was the only one truly dra rged
2 i myseIT unmable Lo comply With suchy Ak %
.2 concepf' ofms
Time. eprcnesso he equlip-

o WU nvo Ved draws definite lines as ‘ro

. P

.__\‘:'




who can participate, entertainment for those wealthy
& bored enough. plus there's the defiance of death
ilwelvtd, a little excitement for the mindless, .« -
pcrha.pt i'l]l wipe out & get extxemely hurt, let's
compare scars as i suit up. i found it a.ll pa.inﬁll
& useless, the skis so haavy on my tiny stick
ankles that waves dragged them wherever they would,
my bbdy did not agree with the idea that it should
be pulled at 20 miles an hour om big klunky pieces
of wood.; ricky's father is a subscriber to the
;L"l'_xft;mor of the mean, laughing as he pulls my arms— . |
Ytheir comfortable warm sockets, mamsuvering h.i.s
toy through his own wake soc that waves washed over
Sus. .inside )ithe boat, just as we are dry and warm & h-
happy again. ' the kind of guy who pulls your chair
eut from under you, amused that your tailbome Jr_._.. i
now shredded & useless, hexdeems it necessary to .
give us advice, tell us we are stupid in'eur ways, ’
he has typically "made it'! and ' there fare
 has the right to tell us ever &\ over that we are
wrong. he is so distant from me' that J. ca:n‘t. tven
hear him speak,

13/910/02 junkie waifress how i 1ove vou so coe
““she looks older close up, lines moving in,

and she bIinks her eyes as 1 request avocado.

hard to ! undarstand, 1 ZueSSeas -

(but that is where

understanding t begina,
““when i re realize that 1

: -_, jmust .1 .1ook as. fucked
up a8 1 think they are.
e "whan Y realiza
1 biked all the way
R |over he here -& wal_ga
8 in with my fly ‘unzi
' 3/28/93\008 % gioe i

" L‘"h' sings diredtly @t at me, BO

‘Teally, but i wen't give ! 1::,
Li_vbﬁ’.ti i fell. 1 on| my kmees in

ut for the goddou but she didn't

‘even notice. 10



hugged 8 house, e t
we were looking im. but we just happened to

glance in as we walked by and he .saw us
and ran’'out screaming, e called us

my eyes were always Duggy.

‘this was frem the first leg of wha l!hlt ‘was supposed

to be an at-least-half-way-oross-the-country
mobareyclé read. trip.but the destruction ef rielq'n
bike by an unsbrupulous mechanic left us

stranded in vegas for two wesks, then
heading back to santa barbara, where we spant 5

months tryink to get back on our feet before
moving tosan francisco., some pecple deserve to
d in the head a lot. *

see hié-pointb_

gas.like orazy,

beloning black :

smoke & over=W

heating, his T
milegge went

way_down & WO
had to stopevery ¢




=

B e AL‘

& let 1f cool down.
# an hour, - we didn't notice this umtil
ventura, but ‘we never thought of tur ning
around, crazy anger kept us going & fueled@

thoughts of revenge.

.e s BMYWAY, WE left our C
middle of the night, like smeaking out om

the bill i felt 111 & crampy, my insides

rebelling against- the early hour. . but we

‘were warm and full of talk ‘of freedom &§

what we should see- hefore the money runs out.

the.night was warm & moist, mist on mv
Visor & my mind making sense of -the dark ju
‘shapes around, so. cal. is beaufiful iwthe
) hours before sunlight washes away. the
< wstery-im the laniscape. We gr ew angrier

as we pulled ourselves farther f?om*the
source of our anger. g£as station.; R '
‘breakfasts, shedding layers of our clotk 1ng

"drive % an Hour, rest

ag_time wore om & we weren't making much _&
e ; rogress, tHe only 1iving beings argun. ’
A 1the clerks who took our:money. the sunrise _;a

o w.found us in lancaster & lost, we Had* missed

7 ]our turnoff without realizing, rieky held
Ly |d1p1mm’W'_greew

. l& silver bBeetle-bug who wouldn't leave the
imity of my belongings. we didm't kmow
v it could fly: "it arguéd that it should
'11ve & { had to agree when 1 saw it 1 ap
7 those wimgs,” we found oursa ves on INE
;; oddly misnamed "peach blossom highway® with il
¥ no gas station in sight,<pullinginto "
PR victorgille o fumes, that was when welg

L
Ll
£

200 milea to go & ricky 8 bike




ngwuith«the oncom nguheats stripped.
down & bathad.in*useless _suntan lotion, we
down 15, which shoots 8traight to :
the.town of sin, trying to remember how
geen gas stations last time o
: re :: ﬁavefe—dg_ﬁhis wWay..sbarstow was the 1"
first sign of civilization & found me DNNNE
glexhausted, dehydrated & posttive i couldn' tE
maké: it any furthers i was curled up
on' the side of the conve nience store

trying. t_o nap, when ome. of the elerks
Lapproabhed me, 8 Ethusiasm im h{—~ehes‘
e was, 80 excited a the sight ol our

mutbrcyclea it woke me riBht up, Someome f
teo talk to aboub.nothing im.par iculary

enough so that the atretchea seeme shgtﬁﬁg,
one: gas_station’ -rove& a veritable 08818, W
plewty of shade, a picnicitable & a shower,
_which ricky. jumped imtobriefly before wé'moved om
| ea1a hib a traffic jam briefly ,

degree heats
1v a standstill im 110
ﬁacbuaiugﬂ.aplit lanes 'til peole started

moving; ~hop into.a.lane, wait until they.
Etéﬁﬁid, and .cruise paat all the gleamy

around excited and.women 1n tiny 2 plece
denim outfits, families orammed in aire
29 conftitioned. R¥'s, parents who can't




wait to drop the kids at the pool
so they can lose all their money &
kick it home with their heads
between their legs, the sun
™ sucked all moisture from me,
ruched on to the next stop with
my head spinning in dry sand,
my mouth glued shut &
cracking. 60 miles from
vegas mv bike began to
heaﬁ worse than ricky“s?
burnine my skin from 3 .
once high noon passed it got a bit easier §
to handle, slight breezes, cloud shadows. '
110 miles from our destinatiom we came across
C%noﬁv of dark cloud with a definite

heat Tightening torfuring the ground
shaking the bike beneath

inches away.

a

edge,
o the south, winds
me e
didn't know how to handle what the world was
trvine to do to it.

AR e ad : -'

2/28/95

life downtown doesn't change much.
old faces come back,nc matter where they go.

my skin shrieked with the change, °

new faces ars
rare.
they always return, for one
"my ex was upset and wanted me back.
"there's worlj up here."

"i don't know,wish i'd stayed.,"

they all regret coming back but they always da.

this girl, friend of jessica's, wants to follow a
stripper she met to texas. i found a piece of paper
on the floor after she had left:not too long age with
doodles,hearts « flowers,and in shaky uncerst
uncertain letters "i am moving to texas and

i'm never coming back," as if she had to reassure
nerself of her convictions, which we all i1eed from
time to time and i suppose that's why this book is
filled with so much bullshit. but too muchof it
leaves you without the wish to write at all. 23

or the ability,

reason or anothers:
'




7/6/8T hellof i meaan to
inform you that i no longer
like whitney houston,

out of everything in here,
this is perhaps the most
embarrassing.

......

1 “wonder how lwﬂb.L can babble and say
there is freedom in thl% pnn

S e mr—

so little,

10"0Whﬁr ,'no nlLfnr how i shake it i only get
{ small amounts huL dL a lime

s

5/14/02

i want to confess to someone please,

3/21/92

i'm getting back into the weight low
self-esteem thing, i think i slip
back into it when i'm let alone with
my thoughta late at night ... when i
start to tecl this way i want to do
something about it right away. i
feek like i'm wearing too many layers
and that taking off the excess would
reveal the real me, fuck.

oot

6/14/92
anywayr, 1 haven't really eaten
nything in the paat few days. 1'm
sort of cn a starvation diet, actually
it's just like normal, i never eat
anything anyway.
1/16/03 this isn't poetrv Jlike 4
wished it wonld be,
At's hurt child coming out., :
8/5/95 beavtiful rain storm last
night and the lightening striking trees —
acrocs the highway, why do i feel
pleasure when little kids stare
at me ... and those 4Assholes in
the bank vester day, whispering those.
sleaze coated phrases right next to ’

24




LERL W

|mv_ear. "i can't believe you made a-Statement
s T 11keo

uth&t "
s o _”‘TP

whatever oldJman. »
fi WE . T - 2

. in on me now,
# eurl, just pick up the damn phone. people are o
% people, and they are not Just waiting for a chlana &
f'$oumﬂm ﬂu\ofywu.

r . . N "W ::!. I I
'ﬁitil.g f.r the hu.'.. 'ni‘-""'";" < h":h ]
IEKIZZEI should draw with my eves closed , B

maybe ﬂOtblii

and tur ning ardﬁnd

thera is beaubv in the ugliest of things



9/24/96 - there's a rather

mruight guy up the street;
' “%alking to himself & beldhing,
[ “saying "ploue yplease, | e, ,| please %
' I 1 think he is trying
_%o_talk himself out|of throwing'
up . sc:;ry'g'w.,
\ \'1/34/67 | 80hodl '8 ' okay, i
A gueu,.l"ju'.-.ct hate being
o ttuﬂ?! on because of what
24 f:f ‘weardl, v it's-not W-W
/ _paln:lbla tb feal as ‘iomljr. as i
7do now. when i get older 1'11
'qa fmoualand 'rito awful |

'books ahougoom-t_ngy and nikki.

taLnikki she’ 1uu1ted my clothes.,
117II/‘E‘1 love white trash|

|amerioana tract houses’
 hot .dogs.and applefuckin}
pie. .1 love to!see all of |,
these failed Buburbiaa. 1b'34
il;gg the signifier for the
|dbwnfall of’ [their plam.,]

I 1t7s everywhere here, you:get

om.a|train and| you're 'surrounded bv it,!
fwe're arrivad Ain cleveland. g

'nbii.- don't hate myself, sometimes i'm very unhappy
with the’person thet i am and the feelings that
belong to me. -




. txiptyche.

ir-" A ontnergreyhound to san fr
muni bus ‘to the mission distriot, and then back om
the greyhound the next dayto get back to santa ‘cruz,

~

4 had a stupid crush torturing my belly, but it's == -: :

shere i first got the idea for this issue, special

N (LK S U 11E

&, i'm writing like a manic chicken, ferward-amd to-

ito the side every other second te see if the bus is
coming ... twisty turny I7, let's see - hew leng 4 « »

pan:write for before i get sick #* butterflies.in my
stupid traiterous belly ... k

k D B And 9 - up
sitting on thw sunny side. i really ought-teo.think
these things through. but seon we will head = %
nerth and we will all be in the shade/ 9

those aren't real dogs.

+-trendy white girls reading eldridge cleaver an
annoy ing, smirky, flamey frat boys and that ene woman
frantic te get of the bus for that one cigarette,
8i remember that. -'

relax, i know what that means,

reading neil's words i just want to bare my fucking
" #oul ‘to the werld, pl e

vsohat an ugly cookie cutter place,

like a comtinueus need to pee.

S what suek,

i love SF as a place to visit.” i lovethat

%4 have friqnds that i can find there, that i know it's
4 streets secrets, and most importantly, i love that’
4 i can leave and go home to & place that doesn't make me
4 crazy. ; - :

SR R i ek e e T

e b e e e S M I S T ¢ T
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fucking b.u.v. if == tall hl.ir-thining guy in a shirt
Teading "if you love me yeu'll swek its" echampioning’

Wl ellerly asian ladies from the“evil slurs of the drunken-
' bmgphtthd man, with shirt open to navel and an open
pimt of vodka. kicked off the bus while ‘everycne
yells at "suek it" guy' cuz all they can hear is that'

he's saying "fuek" & lot im fromnt of children., then

a woman engage's him in conversation nbout her mother

.on life support, ‘she's om her way to tllk to the doctors
rabout pnllilg the pl‘nc right at that moment,
and it's not that 1 can't believe this all happenmed, °
but- that 47411 happemed at once, like a big sloppy
he world, welcome home., if you love me you'd
" wow, i almost want one.

N4/22/02
fucking metal .detector to get on thefucking'..
g:nyhouxd. a¥d rhc'n on the buswith me but’ drunk

yllhl‘dl@'.* shit, guy, stay away from me. he
raany ‘bothers me fu-_nom reasons soundn like 8§

) he cmntcr & dcmuding Y on- way
tieket to san frepcisco. "you are in ln&miloo.
says the bemused clerk, long nails | typing om " T
plastic Cdvered koybonrd... oh, man, i might jut have
i to fall asleep soon. i dom't kmow. my eyes hurt and i'm
W full of jfree luma bars. g

¥ TR
b Vgt

e..there i go with games again, always-With th
fucking shit, god damm, i just want some real *
interaction with people sometimes, mot thuo game s

i feelings and weird strings.

{10 niutnl in san jose, worloring why my kidneys

"B0 much and why i feel 1ike f'm going jo throw::
cuz 1'?0 hd nothing to oa‘btrudq, too nany luna

AT




crazy dancing equals bruised kidneys or something,

«s .What makes you talk like that ard why do i

think its ok? and i want to start compiling journal ‘.
entries from way back when to present ... because
being personal is freeing., and i wonder what

the result will be, i'm incredibly

curious ... but really, is there anything werth it
in thoge bocks? is it all whining and moaning about
boys and gurls, weird dreams and every now and

then a geod stery. is that all?

town i call home now. what the fuck,why

the birds fucking chirp and i need a shower and

journals and listep

eee 48 SOOI &5 we got onthe highway it started reining,

wrath of god rain that felt like crucifixien. when 1

stuck my hand out the window it cleaned out-the
stickiness of everything and scraped the piles of

bug corpses o ff the windshield. it was as we be gan

onour own, witnno one to rush to, nowhere

to be on time til vegas, thati really began to
feel the shackles of everything start

to slip off. new england was always se eppressive
to me for s¢ many reasons that even i don't know,
and it felt like pure fréedom te get away .. a lot
of pecple wanted ‘me to stay out east,and i could
never explain thattrapped feeling to them. but as
Va got bigger and bigger, more rolling green than

‘d ever seen, i kxnew i could do anything, that i
engineered my ownescape lxom that trapped feel ing
and it was the beginning of something great. i've
never felt thatso truly as i d4id invirginia, withtae
battering violent rain washing it all away,
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