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        Saturday, November 12, 1988

      

      Well, nothing much exciting happened today - oh except I lost my virginity, broke up with John, and then got back together with him.

      He came over at about 10:00 in the morning. By 10:45 we were in bed, by 12:00 we were having lunch with Mom in this restaurant for wannabe's downtown. She was totally trying to act like a big shot, babbling on and on about absolutely nothing practically the whole time.

      She does that, talks about things that make no sense, all the stupid shit she does at work, just to make herself look important, make her life look like something it's not. The larger the group, the more she'll talk. Luckily today it was just John and I. Less talking. She made us eat es-car-go as an appetizer, and she kept calling everyone honey, even the waiters. I hate it when she pulls shit like that.

      I told her John, and I just had sex. To piss her off, shut her up; see the look on her face. I swear if she hadn't shut up, I would have stabbed her with the snail tongs. The look she gave me was priceless. She just about quit talking after that. John just sat there and smiled - the cat that ate the canary.

      The actual act itself, by the way, was pretty uneventful. I could hear Tommy watching TV in the next room. For me, it hurt - bad. I discovered I'm tiny, and he isn't. I could feel the skin stretching and tearing, and it hurt like hell. He kept moaning my name,

      Dylan, Dylan, oh God, Dylan.

      Pushing harder and faster. I tensed up and dried up, and all I could do was pray for him to get done and for it to be over with. Then, all day long John acted as if nothing different at all had happened - jerk!

      I mean, we had talked about it for like weeks beforehand and he just floated along all day like all we'd done was nothing! So, we ended up getting into a fight, I yelled at him and he yelled at me and then I said, “We're through!"

      And he left. So, I called him a couple of hours later, after I'd cooled off, to say no hard feelings but he was out, so I left a message. Nothing too long, just a quick little, "Hey, this is Dylan, no hard feelings okay? Call me back if you want."

      Mom says it's best to call, but not leave a message if they aren't home. She says you just need to keep calling until they answer, then pretend that was the first time you called and be totally casual about things.

      But, I didn't do that.

      I called, left a message, then waited all fucking night like a fucking idiot for him to call me back.

      So, he calls me at like 1:00 a.m., drunk and irrational, and says, “Fuck no hard feelings,” along with some other really horrible things.

      He apologized when I started crying and told me that he loved me and didn't mean anything by it and would I please forgive him.

      So, now everything is 150% better, and I love him a lot again.

      
        Sunday, November 13, 1988

      

      I need to think.

      I have all these thoughts that are swirling through my head that I can’t get straight, makes me feel like I’m drowning except there’s no water.

      I like to lie on my bed when I need to think; dim the lights, burn incense, lie on my back, stare at the ceiling, and think. I'm pretty sure it has something to do with all the blood running to the back of my head, it makes room for clearer thoughts to form in the front. I can figure things out this way.

      Then I write it down.

      Think about it and then write it down. I think it's the only way to stay sane. Get that shit out. Write everything down. This way, when I'm old, I can go back and read all the stupid shit I did when I was younger - bonus.

      John left to go back to school tonight. That’s part of what’s swirling in my head. Why he chose to go back on a Sunday night is beyond me! Why not just wait until Monday morning? He was barely even here two days. I think I miss him already. Maybe it’s because we had sex yesterday.

      You know, the whole losing my virginity thing. That’s a big deal, right?

      We had sex right here in my room. With all my stuff watching. That totally bugs. It's like everything has its own personality or some kind of meaning and it knows, and it's judging me. The white desk in the corner with the paint chipping off, my Dad got that for me when I started first grade, it was way too big for me then, and now it's way too small.

      Maybe that evens it out somehow.

      It's been through a lot of shit with me though. I've written at that desk, cried on that desk, made out on that desk, and yesterday John carved our initials on the side of it so we would never forget the day. He sat there, naked, on my fold-up poker table chair when he carved. He looked so sexy, like such a guy, knife in hand while studiously at work.

      The chairs not even mine. I borrowed it once from the old next-door neighbor and then never returned it. All they ever used it for was so big fat assed cigar smoking slobs could drool nacho cheese sauce on it; they'll never miss it.

      The rest of my stuff is all on bookshelves, which I am proud to say I built by myself. Plywood and cinder blocks, baby. I spray painted the cinder blocks red and the plywood white. I tried to make everything in my room either white or red.

      The cinder blocks look cool; the plywood doesn't. I was going to try and paint stripes on my walls, or some kind of mural using only red and white, but Tommy pointed out that if they mixed together, it would make pink. We both hate pink and don't want it in the house. Plus, Mom said it was dumb to paint the walls in a rental house, it just pisses off the landlord.

      My goldfish - the third one in like three months - he just sits there swimming in his big, glass bowl on the top shelf. I say he, but I don't even know if he's really a boy. Do fish even have a sex? Or is it gender? Does he know I had sex? Does he care? He's my only pet; his name is Axel.

      Yes, after Axel Rose. Only the world’s most radical rock star lead singer. Second only to Jon Bon Jovi. And maybe Joe Elliott. But we all know I was not going to name my fish Jon. And I don’t like the name Joe. So, Axel it is! It totally amazes me how fast my goldfish always die. I should just start numbering them instead of naming them.

      I know one died because I put too much red food coloring in his water, apparently that's bad for the fish, but the other two died for no reason at all. Sometimes I wonder if it has anything to do with the fact that they can't be pet, hugged, or cuddled with. I try to talk to them sometimes, to compensate. I figure talking is supposed to work with plants, so I'm thinking it will work with fish too. But they die anyway.

      Everything dies eventually though.

      Right?

      I have this bright orange cup on my desk that holds my pencils. It says,

      A woman without a man is like a fish without a bicycle.

      Mom always laughs at it. I don't really understand it. I always wonder if the fish do.

      That's everything in my room of red and white. Everything that watched me have sex. Except for my teddy bear. She just sits all slouchy in the corner of the room. Large and pink, with matted, dingy fur and a bad back. The only pink thing in my room. The only pink thing in our house. She's a present from John. He won her on our first date.

      Did I tell you about our first date?

      I totally loved it - one of those perfect summery kind of days, right before John left to go away to school. We went to the carnival, the little one down the street across from Vons, the kind they can set up and take down in less than two hours. We ate cotton candy, drank Peppermint Schnapps out of a flask, rocked the seat on the Ferris wheel, screamed in the haunted house, and made out in the mansion of mirrors – John kept trying to lick all the sticky off my face.

      I couldn't tell if that was gross or sexy. John won the teddy bear throwing little white balls through the mouth of a saber-toothed tiger. I named her Pinky, after Pinky Tuscadero. I always wanted to be Pinky Tuscadero; big red hair, tight pink jumpsuit, gum that snapped in her mouth, and Fonzie at her beck and call.

      Because let's be real, every girl should have Fonzie at her beck and call.

      
        Saturday, November 19, 1988

      

      I miss John like crazy. He's called me twice already this week to see how I'm doing and to tell me that he loves me. He is so incredibly sweet, and I can't believe how lucky I am. Did I mention that we named his penis Stanley? John says it's because it's a great big power tool. He's a dork, but he's right!

      A bunch of us went to dinner for Wendy’s birthday tonight. Her Mom gave her money to pay for everyone. It was a totally cool place called Marley's - very Jamaica-mon. Total island fruit smells, waterfalls, and happy music. It made me want to go to Jamaica.

      Just me and John.

      We could totally take off and live on a deserted island, and people would wait on us hand and foot, and I would drink umbrella drinks all day and dance to Reggae all night, wearing bikini tops and grass skirts.

      Only I would wear bikini tops, not John. But I would dig it if he was in a grass skirt. He’s got good legs. Something about playing rugby for so long. But I guess if the island is deserted no one is waiting on us hand and foot, but you totally get what I mean.

      Wendy was totally grilling me about John. She wants to know all about the sex. I don't want to tell her. I've been putting her off for like a week now. It makes me feel like an asshole. I mean, we used to talk about it all the time, which one of us would lose it first, how it would feel, all that shit.

      We must've rented everything from Little Darlings to Last American Virgin like fifty million times to prepare. We swore whichever one lost it first would tell the other one all about it. But, I know that if I tell her she's going to totally talk shit about it.

      She's already been talking shit about John all week. I think she's jealous that I've had sex and she hasn't. I can tell, even though she won’t admit it. She thought she was going to lose it first. This is totally going to hurt our friendship. Too bad, too sad. I can't control how she feels. She’s being a bitch, not my problem.

      Then Trav pulled me aside and told me he can't believe that I have stayed with John for so long, especially since he is away at college and all. I told him that's what true love is all about. He snorted at me!

      Just like the pig he is.

      He said I was a fool. I think he's just upset because he and I never had sex, he totally wants me, it's sooo obvious. I can’t believe I ever dated him! Some guys are such dorks!

      I gave Wendy a huge bud for her birthday, so we smoked it on the way home. Wendy's got the perfect car for getting stoned in, and the windows are tinted so people driving by can't tell what you're doing. Plus, everything is automatic, so you can move the seats and windows up and down or back and forth with the simple touch of a button. That's my favorite thing to do when we get stoned in her car. Modern technology never ceases to amaze me.

      Wendy made me keep all the windows up tonight though cause it was raining and she started freaking out about her hair. She totally thinks that rain makes her hair frizz. I don't tell her that everything makes her hair frizz.

      I totally felt like a Cheech and Chong movie where the whole car fills up with smoke, and you can't see out the windows.

      So, I go, “Eh man, theese car eez fillin' up wid smoke man, lay off da doobie man!"

      My Cheech accent was perfect. Maybe it was my Chong accent. But whatever, it’s never been that good.

      We started laughing so hard she peed her pants!

      
        Tuesday, November 22, 1988

      

      I got a card from John today. On the cover it said –

      
        My world is just too full that’s all. . .

        My nights are full.

        My whole life is so full that there’s no room for you.

        I never think about you.

        I never wish you were here sitting next to me just

        being quiet or maybe tickling or hugging.

        I never jump at the phone hoping it’s you calling,

        or stay up late because maybe you’ll stop by.

        So if you think I do any of that stuff . . .

        You’re just a foolish beanie head.

      

      Then you open it, and it says –

      
        LIES! LIES! I’M TELLING YOU LIES

      

      And inside he wrote –

      
        I’m here, you’re there.

        I’m sinking in a mire of self-pity.

        I pity myself for missing you.

        You are so warm and I am so cold.

        Your gentle innocence is the thought of warm coffee,

        that pushes me through chilly days and cold people.

        Forgive me for who I am.

        For I love you for what I cannot be.

        Love, John

      

      Ok, sure, so he gets a little intense sometimes, but I fucking love that guy.

      
        Thursday, November 24, 1988

      

      John was supposed to come home today for Thanksgiving, but he's not going to. He says he'd rather work this weekend and come down next weekend for his birthday. That's cool I guess. I miss him though.

      He left me this message saying, "Hey baby, it's the J-Man, listen, I'm not coming down this weekend, something's come up, I gotta work. I'll be down next weekend though, for my birthday, I'll call you then. Remember to get me something that I'll like. Oh yeah, and put a great big bow on that sweet ass of yours, and I'll untie it with my teeth. Who loves ya baby? That's me! Late."

      He is totally the coolest!

      Went to Dad's for T-Day dinner. He ordered the whole thing from Vons, and it sucked! Grocery stores know nothing about food!

      We used to have the best Thanksgivings when I was a kid. I remember one year when the Grandparent's from Mom's side came over. Dad got up before the sun even came up and started cooking and cleaning. By the time I woke up the whole house smelled like pumpkin pie. Dad makes the best pumpkin pies. He would make Tommy and I these little ones, I always had mine for breakfast. Tommy always saved his for later. Those were the best days ever.

      Now it's like the holidays all suck. Ever since Mom and Dad got divorced. You'd think I'd be used to it by now, it's been over a year, but I'm not. Half the day with Mom, half the day with Dad. Everything is so rushed, hurry to enjoy time with Mom, so we can hurry to enjoy time with Dad. I wish we could go every other year or something. Then Tommy and I might like the whole thing more. Nobody ever asks us what we want. That's because they are all dumb fucks.

      Dad and I got really high after dinner, and I guess that made up for it. I think Tommy was more stoned off the second-hand smoke than Dad and I were. He just sat there staring blankly at the TV, looking like a giant, red Mr. Potato Head with the sleepy eyes snapped on; it was pretty cute. Every so often he'd just start giggling for no reason.

      I love my little brother!

      Daddy sent me home with some killer weed - it's weird sometimes, him as my drug connection, like maybe too close for comfort. Like he shouldn’t be the one we get it from, like that makes it too easy or something. I don’t know. Wendy says her parents would KILL her if they knew she smoked out. I guess this is why we all love my Dad. He totally doesn’t care.

      He's all, "Dill, I feel better knowing that you are getting drugs from me and not off the street, that way I know that you're not getting shit."

      Plus, this way, I never have to pay for it myself!

      
        Sunday, December 4, 1988

      

      John came down for his birthday, and we christened Mom's car if you know what I mean. We had dinner with his parents, they ADORE me by the way, then drove up this secluded fire road by their house and did it in the passenger seat. Reclined the seat, propped my legs on the dash and just went at it.

      Sex is getting better I think. It didn't hurt this time. John had told me to try loosening myself up with a cucumber, and I think it's working. I've been taking one into the bathroom with me as often as I can. I get it wet, ease it in, then see how long I can make it stay there.

      Last time, it lasted almost twenty minutes! I'm going through a lot of cucumbers - but John will be proud. Stanley feels very different from cucumbers I have to admit. At least with the cucumber, I control how fast, how deep. John always wants to be in control when we have sex. I hate that.

      He didn't get me off beforehand, so I started out totally dry. But, after we rubbed a bunch of spit on him, Stanley slid right in. We did it two times! The second time was way better.

      I love the way that John comes. It's totally like this grunt that is trying to become a growl, but it has to go through like this warm-up phase first or something. It's always the same:

      unh, uhn, uhn, unah, unah, aahh, aahh, argh, argh, ARGH! ARGH! ARGH!

      It's that end ARGH part that I love the most. It makes him seem so primal, so out of control. Like I’m making him lose control – he loves me so much it just makes him explode.

      I gave John his birthday present, but I don't think he liked it. I got him a sweater at the swap meet, I thought it was really nice and very mature (of me) – brand new, not used, but all he was concerned with was where I'd gotten it. It's not like it was used or anything.

      Sometimes I forget that name brands and stuff are really important to him.

      
        Monday, December 5, 1988

      

      Mom is having major problems with her latest boyfriend, Phillip. They are fighting all the time and all her friends, especially Tammy, are trying to convince her that he really sucks, but Mom's not buying it.

      Well, not totally anyway. I went in to talk to her just now. She's totally sitting on the living room floor, in the dark, with an almost empty jug of white zin, which she refused to share! She knows I like white zin! It’s not like we haven’t drank together before!

      Anyway, I guess Tammy tells her one thing, and Phillip tells her another. Tammy's slept with him before though so she might just know what's going on.

      Duh!

      She says he totally can't be trusted, he screws around, has a sketchy past, gets late night phone calls from lots of strange women, and disappears mysteriously for days at a time. Phillip says Tammy is a meddling bitch who's full of shit and can’t keep a man.

      It's weird because sometimes Mom seems so happy with him, but she's always making up excuses for stupid shit he does. I hate that. Besides, she's obviously not ready to do anything about the situation or she would, so Tammy should just leave her alone. Mom said that she knows that she and Phillip are supposed to be together, and she's willing to wait until he realizes the same thing. I can accept that.

      Tammy says it'll never happen. Whose side is she on anyway?

      Chicks do that all the time you know. Convince you that a guy's no good, then they try to steal him, or you.

      It's a control game - women are evil.

      
        Wednesday, December 7, 1988

      

      Mom's not doing good at all, and I'm feeling really bad for her. She's all confused about stuff. I mean, on the surface Phillip seems like a good guy, I'll give her that, but something's not quite right, and I can't like put my finger on it.

      Sometimes he's totally awesome and sometimes he gives me the creeps. Sometimes it seems like Moms on cloud 9, and sometimes it seems like she's ready to throw herself off a bridge.

      Hell, maybe Tammy's right about him. He's taking us all to Palm Springs for the weekend, and I guess he has a condo there. I think it'll be fun, but I can tell Mom's nervous about it. Phillip's not really a 'the-kids-are-included-for-the-weekend' kind of guy.

      I'm bummed because John is coming home again this weekend and I won't see him until we get back! I miss him. I bought him a bottle of cologne for Christmas - I hope he likes it.

      Polo by Ralph Lauren – it smells SO GOOD!

      He's staying at his parent's house during Christmas break and wants me to stay there with him. I guess they’re going to be in Texas for a while. I haven't figured out yet whether to just ask Mom and risk her saying no, or lie and go anyway. He says he wants to make me a candlelight dinner and teach me to waltz! He is sooo romantic!

      I've got all my Christmas shopping done - I am so proud of myself! None of my friends have theirs done!

      
        Wednesday, December 14, 1988

      

      Palm Springs was great! I got a tan! It was super warm - so weird for winter! We went to the most beautiful restaurant called Alexandria's where all these long, green vines literally drip down the walls and the ceiling is all blacked out except for these tiny little lights all over that made it look exactly like the desert sky at night.

      Phillip let us order whatever we wanted for dinner. Mom dug that big time. I got a surf-n-turf, and Phillip showed me how to crack the crab legs with my butter knife. It was exactly like a nice little family vacation should be.

      I went to John's parent's house as soon as we got home - and we had sex on the kitchen counter! He used his fingers and his tongue, and I totally got off like twice! He kept telling me how that was all he'd thought about all night and how he wanted me so much and I was the sexiest chick in the world.

      Sexiest Chick in the World.

      It was so cool!

      Then, afterward, he's all, "Dill, I don't think I want to make dinner on the same counter I just nailed you on, let's go to Mickey D's."

      So, he took me out to dinner. He's so good to me! We're going to start having sex as often as possible now. John says I have finally started to loosen up, so the cucumber thing must be working. He says Stanley is enjoying me more and more.

      He's so cute!

      God! I keep falling for him deeper and harder. I am so scared this won't last! It's all so perfect, like a fairy tale. John is even being all lovey-dovey and affectionate in public now, which is something he swore he'd never do! And, he totally got me off before we had sex this time! See? Perfect!

      It scares me sometimes because I watch Mom and all the men she goes through - like there's this rotating door to her bedroom. Phillip is like her fourth boyfriend this year. I don't want to do that! She and Phillip have lasted a long time, and I'm totally proud of her, but there is definitely something about him I don't like.

      He gives me the creeps.

      Like Michael Myers with a kitchen knife creeps.

      
        Tuesday, December 20, 1988

      

      John and I went out last night to see Accidental Tourist with Geena Davis and William somebody.

      I guess it was good. I fell asleep which pissed John off because he says it was a great-super-realistic film, "one of the best of the year." And the woman that wrote the book is one of his favorites.

      Big whoop!

      He'd been hanging out with his friend Mike all day, which explains the asshole attitude. Anyway, Mike, who is such a dick, totally pissed me off! I get to his house to pick John up to go to the movie, and when I knock on the door, Mike opens it, looks right over my head, then yells, "damn doorbell ditchers!" and slams the door in my face.

      So, I knock again and hear Mike yell, “well, I’m not answering a second time!”

      And I hear John laugh. So, I fucking turn around and walk away - fuck that shit.

      I went and sat in the car and waited until John came out and apologized and brought me inside. But then, when I got inside, Mike starts knocking me around with his chest, like we're slam dancing or something.

      John tells him to knock it off, but of course, he doesn't. Then John just basically sits there and lets Mike push me around, laughing about it.

      My hero.

      God, what a bunch of pricks! I hate both of them, but Mike mostly!

      
        Friday, December 23, 1988

      

      My fairy tale has ended! John and I got into a huge fight Wednesday. It was his only day off all week because he just HAD to work during winter break - including Christmas Eve and Christmas Day!

      And so he called me to complain about how all of his friends were busy, and he was bored - then he didn't even ask me to do anything!

      It really pissed me off! If he's soo bored, the least he could do is take me out! God! The conversation lasted about five minutes, and then I hung up on the jerk. Now it's been like three days, and I haven't heard from him.

      Fucking bastard!

      
        Saturday, December 24, 1988

      

      Still haven't heard from John, but he's working anyway. I know he works hard, but still, couldn't he call from work? I left him a message earlier, wishing him a Merry Christmas but he hasn't called me back.

      I go between being really pissed at him and never wanting to talk to him again to really missing him and wanting to call and apologize to him or something. I didn’t even do anything!

      Mom says that's what guys do to you, kill off your sanity slowly until you no longer know what's right and what isn't and just take the blame for everything.

      Christmas Eve was pretty boring. We started celebrating on Christmas Eve because a few years ago somebody told my parents that's what Catholics do. I don't think we started out Catholic. I think we just became that way.

      Tommy is the official present passer-outer. I think he likes doing it even though he pretends not to. I can't wait to see what John got me for Christmas. This is the first Christmas I'll get a present from a guy.

      Mom let me wear her black, low cut sweater tonight and my aunt took sexy pictures.

      I'm going to give one to John.
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        Sunday, January 1, 1989

      

      This is officially the first time I'm writing in 1989. Not just writing in my diary, but writing anything, cool huh? I can't believe it's 1989 already!

      Lately, things have been going really good with John. We're still fighting though. He said it's just hard for him to include me in anything he does with his friends since none of them have girlfriends. And he doesn't want to see me instead of them because he hardly ever gets to see them anymore.

      Whatever!

      He liked his cologne though, so that was cool. But, he didn't get me anything for Christmas - no card, no nothing! That kind of hurt my feelings. I mean, I understand that he's in college and doesn't have any money - but a card is only $1.00. He has enough money to go out and party with his friends!

      What am I supposed to do, ask him why I didn't get a present for Christmas??? Mom's totally giving me a hard time about it. Phillip got her diamond earrings, and now she thinks she's all rad. They're so small they practically disappear in her earlobe!

      Big whoop!

      I bet they're fake!

      New Year's Eve was fun - Wendy and I went with John to a party, and he threw punches at some guy that was hitting on me at the keg. I drank too much and threw up all over the side of Wendy's car.

      
        Tuesday, January 3, 1989

      

      I used Mom's car again and drove John back up to school today. That was weird. It was a nice ride up, but a hellish ride back. LA traffic is the worst! Now I know why they call it Hell-A.

      The smog is thick and brown, all dense like clouds from an airplane window. I could totally see it the whole time I was driving. It was just like that spot on the horizon, you know where the water meets the suns, only not nearly as pretty.

      John took me out to lunch this afternoon before I left. Then we had totally amazing sex in his roommate's bed. Maybe because we both knew it was goodbye for a while, so we made it really special.

      I'd never done it doggie style before. I think I have rug burns or something on my knees. If you're on a bed is it blanket burns? I wanted to go at it a second time, but Stanley couldn't rise to the occasion - haha!

      John was also worried his roommate would walk in. But he was being really affectionate, and he kept telling me he loved me and that made me feel good. But, I'm still totally bugged by the Christmas gift thing.

      I don't understand. I found out he bought some girl from school a present. He tried to deny it at first, but he was stupid enough to bring it with him in the car!

      Um, hello?!?

      He said it was a second-hand gift and he's only giving it to her because her boyfriend just dumped her and he felt bad for her. So, on the one hand, I am proud of him for being such a nice guy, but on the other hand, what about me?

      I miss him already.

      
        Friday, January 6, 1989

      

      Went with Wendy today to get some green, got really stoned and ate a whole pizza by myself. I ought to be nice and fat next time I see John if I keep this up. We rented Strange Brew and drank beer every time they said "eh." I think it worked out to be like 354,084 times. That’s definitely the coolest movie in the world.

      I got pulled over on the way home, but I charmed my way out of the ticket. I am so cool! The cop said I was weaving so I told him my contacts were bothering me. Even popped one out to show him, I love that trick. It works every time.

      I really miss John. I haven't heard from him in a million years. I can't tell if it's worse not seeing him at all, or only seeing him for little bits at a time. All I know is that I want to see him more. I have no idea when he's coming down again and Mom's getting mad about the phone bill, but what the hell am I supposed to do?

      Not call him?

      Yeah right!

      Phillip's car broke down and Mom's totally been driving him all over town and waiting on him hand and foot. He had some lame ass excuse why he couldn't get a rental.

      Whatever!

      Why can't she see she's being used? He's such an asshole!

      
        Tuesday, January 10, 1989

      

      Wendy and I went to Laserium tonight - it's way better stoned. I have got to tell John about it. Wendy and I talked about her feelings towards John. She doesn't think it's a good idea to date a guy who's so much older. I reminded her that it's only a four-year difference. She doesn't care.

      She's all, "It's dumb to date a guy in college when you're only in high school, they always cheat, and you can't check up on them. Don't forget he didn't take you to his fraternity formal and he didn't tell you until the very last minute that you couldn't go!"

      I'm all, "Look, I said it was okay if he took her, he's going to take me to the next one, no big deal. He had to take that other girl because she's in the sister sorority and she needed to go way more than I did since I'm only in high school. And I would have had to spend the weekend up there, and I don't think Mom would go for it."

      Then I told her about all the good things he's been doing lately, and she's all, "Yeah, okay, whatever."

      She's such a bitch whore!

      So, I'm all, "Look, I really don't want to get into it right now, it's obvious you're just jealous cause I have a boyfriend."

      She's all, "I'm not jealous, you're just trying to sell him to me."

      So, I'm all, "I am NOT trying to sell him to you. I just want you to see him the way that I do."

      She goes, "What? Delusionally?"

      I'm all, “That's not a word."

      And she goes, “Whatever Dylan!" and left.

      I hate it because my friends only see that jerky, obnoxious side of him when he acts like a creep. I see the wonderful, sensitive, caring side that I am so crazy about.

      She's just jealous! Deep down, she wants him.

      
        Thursday, January 12, 1989

      

      I am so feeling sorry for myself. This whole fucking pathetic woe is me bullshit is bullshit. I'm totally depressed all the time, and I can't just snap out of it even though I want to. I want John to come down, but he doesn't have time.

      I miss him sooo much I can't stand it. He has to work every weekend for the next six weeks! There is no way I can wait six weeks to see him - I'll die first! I sent him a letter today telling him I think he should reevaluate his priorities. I re-wrote it three times, and I'm pretty happy with it now.

      
        January 12, 1989

        Dear John,

        I'm sorry about the conversation earlier.

        I've been thinking a lot about it,

        and I'm just really bummed that we can't

        see each other sooner. I understand

        that school is important, and that is what

        you are doing and focusing on right

        now, but I think it's also important to

        focus on our relationship.

        You can't just focus on one thing in life.

        You have to have multiple things.

        Everybody does, it's just human nature.

        You have to have balance, and if you just

        focus on school and work all the time,

        you won't have any balance.

        I think you need to remember that relationships

        are like flowers, they need care and

        sunlight and water. Our relationship has

        care and water right now, but no sunlight.

        Without the sunlight, the flower will die.

        I think we both know we don't want the flower to die.

        So, I would appreciate it if you could help do

        your part in keeping the flower alive.

        I know that we both want the same thing in our relationship, we just need to work together to make it happen. I love you, and I can't wait to see you soon.

        With love, Dylan

      

      I tried to talk to Tommy about it, but I guess he's not home. He always gives me good advice. I sat in his room for a while, hoping maybe I could figure things out just by being in there.

      He's got a funky room - it smells like a combination of dirty hair and old cherry incense. It's calming though, always a little dark and always a little cool. Sometimes it's so much easier to think in his room than it is in mine.

      I have this theory about our rooms - about our house. See, he's got the same ceiling as me, yet his part of the ceiling houses a totally different reality from mine, a totally different reality from Mom's.

      It's weird how one ceiling can see so many things yet still keep them all separate, compartmentalized, in their individual spaces. My room is right next to his, but somehow, whatever happens in between each four walls makes up the people that we are.

      The ceiling totally sees us all.

      Mom surprised Phillip today by sending him this song thing one of the radio stations is doing. I guess they'll call the person and play "your" song for them over the phone. She chose some really lame song though. "Take My Breath Away” by Berlin.

      So overdone!

      I'm going to do it for John and choose a cool song. Maybe “Patience” by my man Axel, or “Is This Love” by Whitesnake. Oh! Or almost anything by The Cure. Or The Replacements. Or maybe some old school Elton John or Journey.

      
        Tuesday, January 17, 1989

      

      This guy from school, Kyle called me twice tonight. He wants me to go out with him. We talked for a long time. I think he's a little desperate, but a nice guy. His voice still squeaks - some post-pubescent mommy still dresses him sort of thing. But, he knows all about John, whom I still haven't heard from, fucking dick, and says that any guy that can leave me just to go away to college must be an idiot.

      So, I'm thinking about going out with him. I told him I'd meet him at this party on Friday night. It's not like it's a date or anything, Wendy and the girls will be there. I mean, I love John and all, but he hasn't called in like five days! What am I supposed to do? A girls got needs, you know? I'm going with Wendy to TJ on Saturday night - so it should be a very cool weekend.

      Ha - John who?

      
        Thursday, January 19, 1989

      

      John called tonight - surprise - he's coming down tomorrow, and I'd better clear my calendar. Well, that pissed me off, so I told him I already had plans all weekend and then HE got all pissy.

      He can't have his cake and eat it too. He hasn't called in over a week! What? He thinks he can just show up whenever he wants to and have me be there waiting?

      So, I asked him, "What the hell John? You think you can just come down whenever you want to, and I'm going to be here waiting?"

      And he goes, "Yeah baby, that's how it works."

      And I'm all, “Oh, okay, and how come it works that way?"

      And he just laughs and goes, "Because baby, I'm the guy, and you're my woman, and you like it when I come down. And when I go down."

      And he got all snickery. I’m not sure if that’s a word, but you know what I mean.

      Even so, I totally can't argue with that.

      He's right, and he knows it, this is totally what I've wanted, forever, for him to surprise me last minute, and to see him. And, fuck, even for him to go down on me again. Ever since the first time he did it it's pretty much all I think about.

      That shit is fucking amazing.

      But I still hate it when he's right. And that pissed me off. So, I started being bitchy and then I got stoned while we were on the phone, so that mellowed me out.

      But then it turned out he was getting totally drunk. Which pissed me off more. I could hear his roommates making comments in the background. He was being all possessive and stupid. So, I quit speaking.

      During one of our "I can stay quiet longer than you can" bouts - he passed out, so I hung up on him.

      God, he pisses me off!

      Mom and Phillip got into a huge fight while John and I were on the phone. Apparently, Phillip took off because I can hear her screaming and crying in her room.

      Jeez! How pathetic!

      I'm not going in there. I don't care how much she cries. I have better things to worry about.

      
        Friday, January 20, 1989

      

      John came down early and surprised me at school, so I ditched the rest of the day, and we hung out. I talked him into going to Dad's house after lunch to meet him. I think they liked each other okay. Dad gave him a beer, and they sat and talked about college football.

      It made them both seem like such guys, and it was totally weird.

      Cool, but weird.

      Then we came back here and spent the afternoon in bed. Mom was gone, and Tommy was still at school, so we had the house to ourselves.

      It was totally wonderful. I can't explain it. He was loving and tender and caring. It was fabulous. I don't just mean the sex either. We talked and joked and laughed, and he told me how beautiful I was and how much he loved me, it was really special.

      Sometimes he can just be so tender and amazing and incredible. I brought him with me to the party tonight - he ended up giving my "not a date," Kyle a bloody nose.

      In a weird way, it was very romantic.

      
        Sunday, January 22, 1989

      

      I went to TJ last night with Wendy and the girls. We had a good time. I bought $10 worth of chicklets from the little street kids. They followed us for like two blocks after that. It was so cute. I love those kids.

      We went to like four different bars. I only danced with guys who bought me drinks. I drank way too much and puked all over my bathroom when I got home. Tommy held my hair back while I puked, then cleaned it up and put me to bed before Mom saw. Puke pisses her off.

      He is the greatest little brother in the world!

      I am sooo hungover today though, and John is being a complete and total asshole! He's pissed at me for going out without him last night. Fuck that, I'm an independent woman, and he'd better get used to it! I'll do what I want to do when I want to do it.

      Besides, I called him like six times before we left and he wasn't home. He wants me to go to some party with him tonight. This is the first time I've been able to move all day. There's no way I'm going. I really think I'm going to die. I've got hot and cold flashes, my pulse is racing, my head is like a watermelon on steroids, I know I won't make it through the night.

      Oh God!

      I'll write more later . . .
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* * *

      I went to the party with John. It was fun. What I remember of it. He made me drink a beer, and I felt better almost immediately. So, then I figured if one beer made me feel better, seven was going to make me feel great! Dad always calls that the hair of the dog that bit you.

      Ugh!

      That's got to be why Mom always drinks Bloody Mary's in the morning. That makes me want to puke. I can’t stand tomatoes or anything with tomatoes. And don’t even get me started on the name. Bloody Mary??? Disgusting. She swears by it though, same as Dad. I guess they have that in common.

      John and I are supposed to go hiking tomorrow, and he's going to call me in the morning.

      
        Monday, January 23, 1989

      

      Skipped school and went hiking with John in the snow up in the Cuyamaca's. God, it's sooo beautiful up there, so fresh and clean. It snowed the night before, so it made you see white everywhere you looked.

      John says it's just California snow, so it's practically fake. I made snow angels anyway. We drank hot cocoa from a thermos and had sex under stark and leaf-less trees while the sky watched us from above.

      We fooled around and cuddled and snuggled. He put his fingers inside me to get them warm. They were really wet and really cold. It was this totally weird sensation, like a painful turn-on. I put snow on Stanley and watched him shrivel up inside himself as John screamed.

      It was a perfect day. So, beautiful and amazing. He's so complimentary and kept telling me all day how much he loved me and how much he missed me. He left tonight, and that makes me sad. He's been so wonderful lately; I am really going to miss him.

      I hate school so much I can't even tell you. It seems like such a waste of my time. I mean, when am I ever going to use any of this stuff they are teaching us? Who cares about math and science?

      For that matter who cares about English and history?

      It's all just a bunch of crap. I don't need to know any of this to get a job. I don't need to know any of this to get through life. It's totally worthless. I swear nobody I know knows any of this and they are all just fine.

      Mom found a bunch of Playboys under Tommy’s mattress and isn't sure if she should confront him or not. I can't believe she would actually think that a teenage boy wouldn't be masturbating to magazines.

      Geez, Mom - get with it. I told her to leave him alone, it's his business, and she shouldn't be snooping.

      
        Wednesday, January 25, 1989

      

      Mom and Phillip are fighting again. I think she's totally lost it. She threw a shit load of her little figurines at him. She loves those stupid things. She broke her favorite - Babe the Blue Ox. I went out there and tried to talk to her, and she was just sitting there rubbing the smooth side of Babe's butt up against her cheek.

      I took it away from her and tried to, but she just sat there and then told me to go away. Sometimes she looks so old when she's like that, her face full of lines and wrinkles, her eyes all hollow and dead inside, it's scary to see. She said that she needed to be alone so she could figure out what she was going to do.

      She was smoking cigarettes. Like regular cigarettes. She never smokes! If I ever end up like that, I hope someone shoots me!
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* * *

      Now she's sitting in her room bawling her eyes out, and he's outside the house yelling at her through the front door. He keeps banging on it and ringing the bell. She ran around the house and locked all the windows and doors. He keeps saying he's going to bust in a window if she doesn't let him in. I'm tempted to call the cops, but I know she'd get pissed. I found out he hit her last night and that's why she was so fucked up. She won't do anything about it.

      I’m going to kill him.

      
        Saturday, January 28, 1989

      

      Well - sure enough, Phillip beat the piss out of Mom. Couldn't see that one coming from a mile away.

      The irony of it all is that Daddy came over to take pictures of her and nurse her wounds. He got all pissed and said Phillip was a worthless piece of shit who didn't deserve to live. That no real man ever hits a woman.

      Isn't that the pot calling the kettle black?

      There's still like a gazillion holes in all the walls from when Daddy used to try and ram Mom's head through them. I guess it somehow gets rid of Daddy's guilt over beating the crap out of her if he takes care of her when Phillip does, but why pictures?

      So, we can all look back on them in fifty years and go, "Oh look, it's Mom dressed up as a punching bag again."

      I mean, it's not like she'll ever press charges or do anything at all to Phillip. She never did anything to Dad. She’s so fucking weak and pathetic.

      They all are!

      I don't understand these people. They all live in such a fucked-up dream world! She doesn't need any of these guys, why can't she just leave them alone?

      
        Thursday, February 2, 1989

      

      I haven't heard from John since he left - like ten days ago! That really pisses me off because he can't expect to breeze into town every few weeks or so, have sex, and then leave and not do the maintenance in the meantime!

      Why doesn't he just call?

      It would take two seconds out of his precious day just to say, “Hey Dylan, I just wanted you to know I'm thinking about you."

      How can he be so amazing and then be such a dick? I want to call him so bad, but I'm not going to be weak this time, I'm going to be strong.

      Calling is weak.

      I’m not weak. I’m not weak. I’m not weak. I’m not weak.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I swear men are so stupid! They don't know how to make a woman happy. All they ever care about is getting their rocks off. Wendy and I were talking about this last night. I guess the guy she got together with last weekend left cum (or is it come? I think it’s cum.) in her hair and the front of her dress. That really grossed me out, I mean, why didn't she just swallow?

      
        Sunday, February 5, 1989

      

      Mom and Phillip are all lovey-dovey again so Dad's all pissed off. I think he was hoping for some sort of reconciliation. He'll never learn - he's so pathetic.

      They're all pathetic.

      It's hard sometimes to watch Mom and Phillip be all gushy and not think of John. He finally called tonight, but we fought the whole time. I want him to call more, and he doesn't think he needs to. I tried to explain that I need that from him, to make our relationship work.

      I'm all, "I guess I just wish you would call more because I need us to talk more, we need to communicate if we are going to make our relationship work, and the problem is that I'm the only one who wants to do the communicating, I mean, it totally makes me happy when you call, but it totally makes me unhappy when you don’t call, and so I guess what I'm saying is that it's really not cool when you go so long without calling me, especially after we spent such a wonderful weekend together."

      And he goes, “Well, you could've called me."

      And I'm all, "I know, but I always call you."

      And he goes, “What, so now we're keeping score on who calls who?"

      And I said, “No. I just want you to call more."

      And he's all "Dylan" in that voice that makes him sound like a radio announcer, "out of the things I choose to invest my limited time and energy in, calling you numerous times a week is not one of them."

      Well, what the hell is one of the things you choose to invest your limited time and energy in? I mean, God, excuse me for living, asshole!

      I called him back a few hours later and apologized. I can't handle it when we fight. It gives me that heavy feeling inside, you know where your gut is totally weighing you down, and you just want to get out from underneath it, but you don't know how.

      I told him I was feeling really touchy about him not calling more and instead of being happy when he finally did call, I got pissed and punished him for not calling sooner. I told him sometimes I don't make much sense, he agreed.

      I’m so fucking weak.

      
        Tuesday, February 7, 1989

      

      John totaled his mountain bike and can't afford to get it fixed. He was trying to do a bunny-hop, and when he pulled up, the front tire came off, and he came down on the front crank-things and flew right over the handlebars. He says both he and his bike are all scratched and banged up.

      I couldn't help but laugh - he sounded like such a little boy, plus it's a totally funny story. I told him I wished I could be there to kiss his boo-boos, he said he did too. I'm going to surprise him and send him the rest of my Christmas money from Daddy. It's only like $75.00, but it should help him fix his bike. It'll be kind of like an early Valentine's Day present or something.
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* * *

      Tommy’s school called today - he's been skipping class. I pretended to be Mom and okayed the absences. He's got a lot of explaining to do.

      
        Thursday, February 9, 1989

      

      I want to do something really special for our first Valentine's Day, and I don't think John does. Since this is our first one together, I want to remember it always.

      I'm bummed that John hasn't said anything about Valentine's Day yet and I'm not sure if I should bring it up or not. Lately, when I talk about seeing him or doing stuff together, he gets all weird, like it's all this pressure to make a decision and like I'm asking for the world or something!

      I'm sure that he's planning something really wonderful, he's got to be. But at the same time, I just kind of want to make sure, you know?

      
        Friday, February 10, 1989

      

      I think I got horny today. Wendy and I went to see a movie, and all during the love scene I thought about John and got all warm and fuzzy inside and my crotch got tingly and wet. Man, I wanted him to be there with me so bad. I kept thinking about that day we spent in bed and how great it was. I want him to drop out of school and move back.

      I miss him.

      I still don't know what we're doing for Valentine’s Day.

      It’s only four days away.
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* * *

      I talked to Tommy today about skipping school, and he promised to tell me in advance from now on if he skips so I'm not caught off guard when the school calls.

      
        Tuesday, February 14, 1989

      

      Phillip decorated Mom's whole office with cards, flowers, signs, paper hearts and candy and stuff so now she's all happy and in love and crap.

      He also sent me a little bouquet of flowers.

      That was cool.

      John didn't send anything. I can't really decide if I'm incredibly hurt or incredibly pissed, or both. I called him a little while ago and thanked him for the flowers that he didn't send.

      He's all, "Uh, Baby, sorry, I didn't send any flowers."

      I'm all, "Hmmm. Well then, who do you suppose did?"

      He laughs and then he's all, "I don't know. They must be from one of your other boyfriends."

      I'm all, “Yeah right, what other boyfriends?"

      Then he's all, "Sweetie, I'm really glad you got flowers, but I can't talk now, I gotta go, I'll call you back later."

      And he hung up!

      I can't believe he wasn't even jealous!

      He's such a jerk!

      I called him a few minutes ago and left a message on his answering machine, "Hey John, this is Dylan. I just wanted to let you know that I found out who sent me the flowers, so, you know, you don't have to worry or anything cause it's all cool. Anyway, um, talk to you later. Love you."

      This was our first Valentine's Day together, and I wanted it to be special. I can't believe he's not home. Valentine's Day is practically over, and he hasn't done anything!

      I'm cool though. I can hang.

      I think.

      I'll bet he's out getting my present now and that's why he's not home. But then why hasn't he sent it already?

      Maybe he's waiting to surprise me later. He'd damn well better be if he knows what's good for him!

      First Christmas, now Valentine’s Day. This is not how it’s supposed to go. I can’t believe I'm at home on Valentine’s Day! It’s so fucking pathetic.

      What a loser!

      I should be out, with John, with someone, doing something! The least he could do is call me and let me know he’s thinking about me. That he loves me - it's Valentine’s Day! The day for lovers! What's he doing? I keep staring at the phone, willing it to ring, but it doesn't. Why hasn’t he called?

      I’m so depressed.

      I wish I had pot.
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        Wednesday, February 15, 1989

      

      John called tonight to wish me a happy day after Valentine’s Day. What the hell is that?

      Day after Valentine’s Day??!!

      Big whoop dick-head!

      He told me he was thinking about me all day yesterday and was really sorry he'd missed my last call. He said he had a big test coming up and needed to study. And then while he was studying a friend of his stopped by and was really bummed about being alone on Valentine’s Day and they went out for beers.

      That was sweet, but it definitely doesn't make up for not calling me or sending me anything.

      I was alone on Valentine’s Day too.

      And I told him that.

      His friend would've understood.

      He totally disagreed. He said that if he's going to make a life for himself at school, then he needs to make friends and cultivate relationships or some shit like that.

      I told him he already has a life at school.

      He totally disagreed.

      He said that Valentine’s Day is a ridiculous holiday that doesn’t need to be recognized. And he still didn't ask who the flowers were from.

      I can't believe he just completely ignored our first Valentine’s Day together. What if he always does this?

      What if he does this when we are fifty, how will I feel then? He said he was really busy and begged me not to take it personally. I love that he is so sweet to his friends, but what about me? He didn't do anything - at all!

      Well, except call the day after and be really great, but I wanted really great yesterday, and I told him so.

      He's all, "You're overreacting! Quit being so melodramatic!"

      Melodramatic!?!

      So, I'm all, "Look, you hurt my feelings, how do you expect me to act? This was our first Valentine's Day together, and we spent it apart, and you didn't even buy me anything."

      And he's all, "Dylan, I shouldn't have to buy you things to show you how I feel about you. If you don't know by now how I feel, then I guess you're never going to. I love you. You know that. I shouldn't have to buy you things to prove my love."

      And I'm all, "I know you shouldn't. It's just that it was Valentine’s Day."

      And he goes, "It was just a day, like any other day. It was just another Tuesday. We spend lots of Tuesdays apart. We may continue to spend lots of Tuesdays apart. It only had significance because you chose to give it significance."

      So I go, "Yeah, but, everybody gives it significance, it's not just me, it’s a significant holiday!"

      And he goes, "It is what you make it Dylan, and I really don't have time for such childish discussions, I have an exam in the morning, and I'm tired already. Why don't you try growing up and stop being such a baby about some silly, over-glorified tradition created solely by Hallmark to sell more cards and help me to salvage something pleasant out of this conversation since I don't know when the next time that I'll be able to talk to you will be and this really sucks right now. "

      I'm all, "I'm sorry, I don't mean for it to be an unpleasant conversation. It's no big deal. I'm okay."

      He's all, "That's my girl."

      So, we talked for a little while more and then hung up.

      It’s like he goes from wonder-boyfriend to wonder-dickhead and I never know who I’m going to get.

      I was thinking about it though, and I guess he's right, I mean somehow, he just always makes sense.

      
        Sunday, February 19, 1989

      

      Spent the weekend at Daddy's in his new little troll apartment. We sat around, got stoned, watched movies and ate rolled tacos. He lives behind Hildibertos now, so every time we get stoned we eat Mexican food.

      I like him so much better when he's stoned. He's way more mellow and a lot more fun.

      He took us to Baskin-Robbins and hung out forever. I must have sampled fourteen different flavors before finally deciding on three. I got a triple scoop, cherries jubilee, mint chip, and pecan praline.

      The top two scoops fell off my cone on the way home.

      Daddy thought that was the funniest thing in the world. He was laughing so hard we had to pull over to the side of the road so he could catch his breath.

      We're going to get Tommy stoned next time, for real - it'll be like a family thing. No more of this second-hand smoke stuff for him, too wimpy.

      
        Sunday, March 12, 1989

      

      Well, John came down for the weekend, and everything was fine until he broke up with me.

      Apparently, he met some girl up there, and they got together. Just like that!

      He says that she's his soul-mate or some crap like that. He claims that it just happened.

      What just happened?

      They just happened to get together, and they couldn't control themselves?

      Give me a break!

      The asshole waited until tonight to do it! After we spent an absolutely wonderful weekend together and I fell in love with him all over again!

      God, what a fucker!

      I don't know what I am going to do without him!

      I hate him so much! I can't live without him! I need him! Oh God! I just want to do something to hurt him as much as he's hurting me! I should've just kept my big fat mouth shut, and none of this would have happened. What am I going to do? It's all my fault!

      We had sex, twice, and I thought that would make me feel better about stuff, but it didn't so I wanted to talk, because he's been really distant lately, so I'm all, "I'm frustrated."

      And he's all, “About what?"

      And I'm all, “About us and stuff."

      And he's all, “And I'm not cooperating or committing to anything am I?"

      And I'm all, “Actually, no you aren’t."

      And he's all, “And that's really frustrating huh?"

      And I said, “Yeah, it is actually."

      And he's all, “That's why I think we should stop seeing each other."

      And I'm all, “Huh?"

      I couldn't even believe he had just said that.

      And then he goes, "I think we should stop seeing each other, at least for a while."

      And I said, “Do you mean that?"

      And he's all, “Well isn't that what you want?"

      And I said, “No it's not."

      And he's all, “Well those are the vibes I have been getting from you."

      And I'm all, “No it's not, not even close!"

      And he just shrugged his shoulders and goes, "I can't help how I feel."

      So, I reminded him of all the things I've done for him lately and how much fun we've had and how great it's been, and he just goes, "Well there's no way you could have been happy the last few weeks cause I wasn't happy."

      So, I tell him, "I've been upset and a little sad and stuff, but I wasn't unhappy."

      And he's all, “Well I would've broken up with me long ago if I were you."

      Then he told me that he loved me!

      What does that mean?

      He loves me, so he has to break up with me?

      I asked him what I did wrong, and he kept holding me and saying, "Nothing baby, you didn't do anything wrong."

      I practically begged him not to leave me, but he said he had no choice. He said he loved me too much to stay with me. I told him I couldn't make it without him, that I would do whatever it took to save our relationship. He said he had no choice.

      Then he told me about HER! The soul-mate-bitch-person! Her name is Candace! If that's not a slut whore name, I don't know what is. Apparently, they have a class together, and IT just happened!

      What just happened?

      I mean, God - excuse the fuck out of me! He told me all this while we were still in bed and I was just lying there.

      Naked.

      I want to die.

      
        Wednesday, March 15, 1989

      

      I am not doing well with this at all.

      It was all over school by yesterday afternoon that John dumped me.

      I hate their looks. I hate their sympathy. I hate them! All my stupid so-called fucking friends - why can't they just leave me alone!?!

      That guy Kyle asked me out, and I said no. Nobody seems to understand - I need time to grieve. I've been writing a lot of poetry - it helps me focus, and understand my feelings, it helps me deal with my grief and my loss.

      I just feel so pathetic. Used. Worthless. Weak.

      What does she have that I don't have? I hate her. Stupid bitch whore. Why did he have to break up with me? Aren't I pretty enough? Was the sex bad? Is it because I'm still in high school?

      I wish I could think of whatever I did so I could undo it. I would have done anything for him - anything! I’ll still do anything for him. Doesn’t he realize that?

      John - why are you doing this to me?

      
        Thursday, March 16, 1989

      

      Wen took me to see R.E.M. in concert tonight. I cried through the whole thing.

      
        The One - A poem by Dylan

        I still think of him always,

        a vision lingering in my mind,

        thoughts of him fill my days,

        this kind of torture isn't kind.

        He's the one who can make me weep,

        the one who can make me smile.

        His is the memory I'll always keep,

        for a very, very long while.

        My feelings are all jumbled in my head,

        I really don't know what to do.

        Without him my heart is dead,

        how much more pain must I go through?

        He taught me things I'd never know,

        without the help of his gentle touch.

        Now he's gone, I've tried to let go,

        but it's hard when I love him so much.

      

      
        Wednesday, March 22, 1989

      

      I don't know what the hell is going on.

      Tommy said that John called tonight - I'm not calling him back.

      No way! He already ruined my St. Patrick’s Day.

      Fuck him.

      At least, I’m not calling until way later tonight.

      I'll make him sweat.

      Make him want me all over again.

      He'll realize just how much he wants me. Then he'll come crawling back. He's probably tired of her already. She's a man-stealing tramp bitch whore anyway.

      I bet they broke up.

      Speaking of which, Mom and Phillip broke up.

      Weird huh?

      Apparently, she was just way tired of his shit and told him to shape up or ship out. So, he sailed away.

      Haha! Oh man, I crack myself up! I am really proud of her though because I know she really loves him and that must've been hard to do ya know?
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* * *

      I called John back. He claims he'd only called to say hi and see how I was doing.

      He's all, "I heard that you weren't doing very well, I wanted to make sure everything was okay."

      Whatever!

      I'm all, "I don't know who's been talking to you, but I'm fine, couldn't be better, things are going great."

      He said he was happy to hear that. Then he told me things weren't working out very well with him and Candace - what a shocker! I mean, what did he expect, he's on the rebound.

      Hello!

      He said he might come down in a couple weeks and asked if we could get together.

      I said yes. What else could I say?

      I miss Stanley.

      I’m so weak.

      
        Friday, March 24, 1989

      

      I can't do this.

      I just can't.

      I can't be without him.

      I've tried.

      This hurts.

      I feel like I'm dead inside, like I don't belong, like I'm no longer right anymore. I lied before. It's not Stanley that I miss. It's John that I miss. I miss knowing that he's there, I miss the comfort that brings. I miss the fact that all I had to do is think about him and he'd be there, and now he's not there, and I don't know what to do.

      
        You Run, I Follow - A poem by Dylan

        You continually hurt me again and again

        Is this like a game that you’re hoping to win?

        You said that you loved me, told me you cared,

        Now you’re leaving me and running scared.

        You told me to trust you, to open my heart.

        When I think of that now, it tears me apart.

        So, with care, love, and determination,

        I went to you without hesitation.

        You don’t want me now, you’ve made that clear,

        It’s so hard to let go when I know you’re so near.

        I stare at your pictures that should’ve been hid,

        And wonder how I wronged you and what I did.

        You've hurt me a lot. I should hate you by now,

        For some reason I don’t, I’m not sure I know how.

        I keep hanging in there for reasons unknown,

        This is the first time I’ve let my emotions be shown.

        Now all I do is think of you from afar,

        The pain you’ve inflicted is leaving a scar.

        The time we spent together, I will never forget,

        Time we weren’t together is time I regret.

        I need to let go now if I want to survive,

        It used to be your love that kept me alive.

        Now I’ll continue my life on my own,

        The strength that’s inside me has yet to be shown

      

      
        Tuesday, March 28, 1989

      

      I just realized today that if John and I aren't together, that means I can totally date other guys!

      
        Sunday, April 2, 1989

      

      I'm going with Kyle to the spring formal. But only because he asked me twice. Well, that and I think I might just have a little crush on him. He has been so good to me about this whole thing with John. And, he's really nice. He likes me sooo much. Everyone says so, and his voice isn't that bad.

      I told him I still think about John all the time, but he says that's fine with him. He says that in time I'm going to realize what a great catch he is and forget all about John.

      I doubt that.

      I wish I was going to the formal with John. I mean, Kyle is cool and all, but he's not John.

      Grandpa says there are two kinds of people, the ones made of fire who burn hot and bright but extinguish quickly, and the ones made of water who roll along nice, raging sometimes, but always moving as they dissolve slowly into the earth.

      So, like, Kyle is water, right? I mean, we have a lot of fun together, and I love it when he calls and stuff, but, he's dissolving slowly over time. Maybe not right this second, but he will. I need fire! I need hot and bright!

      The coolest thing about Kyle is he's getting a limo to take us to the dance, and we get to have champagne and stuff in it. Mom says I should be careful or I'll start thinking romantically about Kyle because of all the romance involved with the dance. Ha!

      Oh, and, Wendy and I are going to a frat party at the beach on Friday night! I am so excited I could puke! I probably will puke Friday night! Ha ha! College guys! Woohoo! This is exactly what I need to get over John.

      
        Wednesday, April 6, 1989

      

      Candace is a bitch.

      Candace is a slut.

      Candace is a tramp.

      Candace can't get a man on her own.

      Candace has to steal a man.

      Candace is weak.

      Candace is ugly.

      Candace is disgusting.

      Candace is lame.

      I hate Candace.

      Fucking bitch.

      Whore.

      Cunt.

      Yes, I said cunt and I mean it too.

      Fucking bitch.

      Fucking bitch.

      Bitch!

      Cunt!

      Whore!

      Bitch!

      
        Saturday, April 9, 1989

      

      Oh my God! I had so much fun last night! There was this big bonfire at the beach, and there were all these totally rad guys there, it was so cool! We got totally high on the happy smoke and then scammed all night long!

      One of the guys I met, Dion, and he is so cool. Anyway, we had the best time!

      I can't remember the name of their fraternity. Doesn't matter, it wasn't John's. Dion is 22, and he drives a Mazda RX-7!

      I love those cars!

      Anyway, we totally made out all night long. He would run his hands through my hair and then put one on each cheek and turn my face towards his and tell me how beautiful I am. I love it when guys do that! I haven't had anyone do that since John.

      I was so turned on and sooo wasted. He kept putting his hand up my skirt, and it felt so good. Running it really slow up my thigh from the back of my knee to cup my ass. He flipped up my skirt in front of everyone, and all these guys whistled and hollered. He said that G-strings really turn him on.

      Wendy says she would've been embarrassed, but I wasn't. I've got a nice ass, and I might as well show it off. Besides, she's a fine one to talk. She totally got together with Dion's friend and lost $50 out of her bra.

      Hello?

      Anyway, Dion got my number and said he'd call.

      Watch out world cause I'm playing the field!

      
        Wednesday, April 12, 1989

      

      Daddy got some fucking little twenty-two-year-old bimbo bitch whore pregnant, and now they're getting married.

      In Vegas no less!

      Jesus Christ - how white trash! She's a total bimbo! Bimbo bitch whore. Some dumb chick he met in a bar down the street. Everybody knows you don’t marry your one-night stands! Can he get any more pathetic?

      I met her tonight, and she was all trying to be my friend and stuff. No way lady! Not on your life! She's got this stupid-ass-ugly-huge-kinky-curly-dyed blonde hair thing going on with fake nails, huge boobs, and a tan from a bottle. She's totally gross. I don't even wanna know what she looks like in the morning without her makeup mask on. She totally chain-smoked, all night, even though she's pregnant.

      I'm all, “You know cigarettes are totally bad for the baby."

      And she goes, “Not in moderation, sweetheart."

      I can't even believe this mindless moron is going to be my step-monster.

      I hate my parents!
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* * *

      Wendy and I snuck a bottle of vodka into our locker at school this morning and put it in our orange juice. You wouldn't believe how much better first-period typing is buzzed.

      Oh man!

      She was so right. You can't smell it. Mr. Franklin totally thinks we're drinking orange juice - idiot!

      I typed this totally long poem to John telling him everything, about how much I loved him, how much I want him back, how I forgive him for his little fling, but Wendy ripped it up and threw it away.

      Some people are so touchy!

      
        This Thing Called You and Me - A poem by Dylan

        It wasn’t always so great, this you and me thing.

        But just the sight of you could always bring,

        Happiness and joy – a big smile to my face,

        The slightest touch from you makes my heart race.

        The effect you had on me was just so extreme,

        Sometimes I swear I was living a dream.

        And even though things would often go wrong,

        The feelings were still there and burning strong.

        There’s so many thoughts I still want to share.

        I need you to know – I really do care.

        The confusion and frustration I feel even now,

        Needs to be dealt with but I don’t know how.

        All I understand now is that you aren’t here,

        Never having you again is my only true fear,

        I still have hopes we’ll soon reunite.

        The love I feel for you is too strong to fight.

        I sit here and wonder what I can do,

        To prove to you – you still want me too.

        The only thing in the way now is my pride,

        My life would be complete with you by my side.

      

      
        Sunday, April 23, 1989

      

      I actually had fun at the dance!

      A lot of fun!

      I was so wasted oh my God! Kyle didn't even try to take advantage of me, and he totally could have. Everyone kept telling us all night what a cute couple we made.

      I got so many compliments on my dress! It was gray/silver super-low-cut-form-fitting-instant-hourglass-figure-sort-of-thing. Mom got me a push-up bra to go with it, so I was practically busting out of my dress.

      Kyle was such a gentleman the whole time. He ordered my dinner for me, opened all my doors, held my hand in the limo, and bought me a corsage! Mom says he's the kind of guy I need to be hanging out with. And that I need to introduce her to his older brothers.

      Oh yeah, Dion called - finally! We're going out tomorrow night - a school night! I feel kind of guilty because I just went out with Kyle last night- but hey - I am a single woman - there's no ring on my finger - I can do what I want.

      
        Tuesday, April 25, 1989

      

      Dion and I went out last night - to some Moroccan restaurant downtown, where you sit on the floor to eat.

      It was cool, but I was wearing a really short skirt, so I had to lay on my side to eat. Dion thought it was funny. He kept running his hand up my thigh, pushing my skirt up even more.

      This old guy at the table next to us was totally checking me out. I swear his eyes popped out of his head when Dion pushed the skirt up to my panty line, so I slapped his hand away and pulled my skirt back down.

      Then he kept leaning over the table to feed me and let me lick his fingers, and twice he licked sauce off my chin. It was a totally sexy dinner. We walked around downtown after dinner, and he held my hand the whole time.

      He kissed me on the corner while we were waiting to cross the street and I had to stand tip-toed to kiss him back. He said that was a total turn-on that I did that, stood tip-toed, so he didn't have to slouch down.

      Then he said that for my birthday he'd take me away to some exotic island for the weekend and we could lay under the palm trees and lick coconut juice off each other’s naked bodies.

      We got super stoned in the car in front of my house later, full-on made out, and almost had sex! I went down on him, and he was very impressed that I swallowed. He said no girls ever done that for him before.

      He stuck his finger up my butt when we were making out, and it really hurt, but I didn't say anything. I liked the way the rest of his fingers spread across my ass when he did it.

      We smoked some more pot afterward, and he tried to have sex, but it wouldn't go in. It was weird, soft almost. I felt like if I could get the right angle, I could shove it in. But he said he had to go.

      He wants us to do crystal next time. He's coming over tomorrow night to hang out. Mom's excited about meeting him.

      
        Wednesday, April 26, 1989

      

      Dion came over tonight, and Mom was totally hitting on him!

      I can't believe what a bitch she is!

      She was totally flirting with him and sitting next to him and batting her eyelashes and acting like the dumb blonde that she is!

      I can't even believe her!

      Okay, he's only like half her age! Just because she can't keep a guy doesn't mean she has to go taking mine!

      She was sitting there going, “Oh, Dion, you can sit here by me, I don't bite."

      And so, he went and sat by her, and she kept touching his thigh when she laughed. She served his dinner to him in the T.V. room and then made Tommy, and I do dishes afterward while they talked about "adult stuff."

      Whatever!

      It was so disgusting. She was all over him.

      Dion was pretty cool about it, he just sat there, and kind of took it. I felt sorry for the poor guy. She invited him over for some barbecue next weekend. I didn't even know we were having one.

      Next time she has a guy over, I'm going to totally hit on him.

      
        Thursday, April 27, 1989

      

      John called tonight, left a message, told me not to call back, just wanted to let me know he was coming down tomorrow and would call me then.

      I can't see him. There's no way.

      I will die.
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        Saturday, April 29, 1989

      

      Well, there isn't much to say about this weekend so far. John is here, and I haven't seen him. I'm feeling very proud of myself.

      Wendy saw him at a party on last night that I didn't go to.

      If I'm totally honest, I stayed home just in case he called, even though I wasn't going to answer the phone. And, at the same time, I stayed home in case he was at the party so that I wouldn't see him.

      I know that seems totally contradictory, but it's not.

      
        Sunday, April 30, 1989

      

      I was going to lie and tell you that I completely stayed away from him – but I didn’t.

      I called John.

      Once I knew it was too late to see him in person, but still in time to talk to him. Now I feel very weird, empty. I just want to just run away somewhere and forget about life and go brain dead and cry.

      I don’t know!

      I think that it helps to write it down. But I can't describe the feelings that I am having. My heart is beating really fast, and I am sweating. My fingers are shaking, and I can't seem to catch my breath. I really feel like I just need to get away, anywhere, just to be alone and be safe.

      I don't feel safe anymore. I don't feel safe at home. I don't feel safe at school.

      I am afraid of John. I am so scared that I am never going to get over my feelings for him. I am afraid of those feelings. I don’t want to have them.

      I don’t want to feel anything for a while. I just want to be numb and happy. Except happy is a feeling. But as long as I am alone and not dependent in anyway on anyone for anything, then I feel okay feeling happy.

      Otherwise, I think I am afraid to feel happy. Afraid that it will just go away once I do. It won’t last. It always goes away.

      I don't want to see John. I don't want to ever talk to him again. He sounded so free on the phone. So carefree, like nothing was haunting him and nothing was wrong, and nothing was ever going to be wrong again.

      So much is wrong with me, I just can’t handle that. He kept asking me questions that I didn’t want to answer. Just normal questions,

      “How is school going?”

      “How is life?”

      “How is Wendy?”

      “How is your family?”

      I said school was fine, life was good, Wendy was the same, the family was going to shit.

      I don't want him in my life. I can't do it. I need my life to be routine and safe and free. I am so scared, and I'm not even sure of what. I just want to run. Far, far away and never come back. I need my control back. John has too much control. Everyone has too much control. I need to be in total control of me and my emotions and my actions and my life.
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* * *

      I can do this! I can make my own choices! I am a strong and independent woman!

      Mom says strength is a virtue, the only one that will get me through life. That's the only thing we agree on lately.

      Mom and I fought all weekend. It was pretty bad. I'm still pissed at her for hitting on Dion. I called her on it, and she's denying it.

      Right!

      She canceled the barbecue until I could learn to grow up. She said I didn't deserve to have boys over for dinner. Okay, delusional girl, whatever! She's having some guy from work over tomorrow that she's got the hots for and I'm going to dress to kill.

      Two can play at this game mummy dearest.

      
        Tuesday, May 2, 1989

      

      Tonight could not have gone better in my wildest dreams!

      So, this guy, Ryan, comes over, and damn, he's cute! Younger than I thought: brown hair + brown eyes + tall + tan = absolute babe!!!

      So, Mom's in the kitchen making dinner right, and I'm just out in the living room watching him try to make nice with Tommy by playing Nintendo.

      Wrong!

      Tommy hates all the guys she brings home no matter what they do. So, anyway, I was wearing a totally short skirt, G-string undies, my push-up bra and a half shirt. I looked hot! I kept getting up and walking in front of their game, just roaming around the room until I knew he was watching. Then I bent over right in front of him and picked up my Cosmo mag.

      He saw.

      There's quite a difference between a sixteen-year-old ass and a thirty-four-year-old ass huh, Ryan?

      I think I'm getting this whole seduction thing down. I went and sat across the room from him and kept crossing and uncrossing my legs and giving him that look, like the one Laura San Giacomo gives James Spader in Sex, Lies, and Videotape - good movie by the way.

      Anyway, so he totally responded all night. We kept staring at each other. It was totally intense. He barely even talked to Mom, I think she was bummed.

      When he went to leave, she made Tommy, and I give him a hug, and I swear he got a hard-on when I hugged him. So, I kissed him, on the cheek, just a peck, and told him he could come over any time.

      
        Thursday, May 4, 1989

      

      You are not even going to believe what happened today! That guy, Ryan, came by school today and gave me a ride home. He said Mom told him to, which is totally bogus because she has never given me a ride home - ever.

      He was asking me all about school and whether or not I had a boyfriend and what I like to do for fun and all that stuff. I told him about John and Dion and smoking out and drinking at school and stuff. He told me I was really mature for my age. I said I knew that.

      We sat in his car for like an hour, then he's all, "I'd better be going, it was nice talking with you Dylan. I'll try to give you a ride home whenever I'm in the area."

      And I said, "Yeah, that would be really cool, thanks. I totally appreciate the ride today."

      He is so cute I can't believe it! My plan is going so well, and I've barely had to do anything.

      Plus, Dion called me tonight. We are going out tomorrow night. He says I need to see the laser show on ecstasy. He wanted to know if I thought Mom would feed him again.

      
        Saturday, May 6, 1989

      

      Oh my God! X has GOT to be the BEST drug in the world! I can't even believe it! It makes everything so amazingly wonderful! We saw the show set to Pink Floyd music. It was incredible. Everything was, I don't know - fluid - beautiful - poetic almost! The music is totally burned into my brain forever. Everything was so wonderful and fantastic!

      God, I love being high! I didn't have a care in the world! And, oh my God, Dion was sooo nice to me, all night. He calls it the love drug because you love everything and everyone when you're on it.

      We had sex in the front seat of his car. It was absolutely the most amazing experience of my life. I had an orgasm that lasted for hours! It was like we were moving together as one being – total mind, body, and soul connection. We were so together and so on the same page, and everything was just so perfect!

      X is definitely the coolest thing I've ever experienced in my life. I think I'm going to try crystal next because Dion says X is just a cross between the best of coke and the best of crystal and that you really need to experience all three to realize how great they each are on their own.

      Anyway, we are going to see each other again, sometime next week, and he's going to bring me crystal. I love presents!

      
        Tuesday, May 9, 1989

      

      Mom's getting pretty hot over Ryan. He stayed the night Saturday and Sunday. I'm thinking it's pretty ironic because he's getting pretty hot over me.

      He came to pick me up again today. Wendy and the girls were totally giving me shit about how often he's coming around, but I could care less. They're just jealous because they don't have half the guys after them that I do. They thought I was going to be a wash-up when John dumped me, well, apparently not, huh?

      Hello!

      Dumb whore bitches!

      Anyway, Ryan was asking me today if I was still a virgin and I'm all, “You've got to be kidding?"

      And he's all, "No I'm not. I mean, after all, you're probably too young to be having sex, even if you do have a body that's built for it."

      I asked him what he meant, and he's all, "You have a beautiful body that was made for a man to enjoy, I envy the boys who do."

      So, then I told him that I definitely was not a virgin and I told him about the other night and Dion and how great the sex was. I lied and let him think that I'd had sex with way more guys than just John and Dion.

      So, then he was telling me about sex he'd had in the past and then somehow we were talking about fantasies and stuff. He wanted to know what mine were but I said I didn't think I had any.

      So, then he's all, “You know what my absolute fantasy would be?"

      I'm all, “What?"

      He goes, "If a girl were to totally come on to me, and I didn't have to do anything except sit there, and she would just kiss me and rub herself on me, and she would want me as much as I want her."

      He says that never happens, that he always has to approach women and that a woman has never approached him. He's only like twenty-eight. He says that he would bow down at any girl's feet who seduced him and worship her forever or something like that. Well, I say get ready to worship Ryan dear. It may take me a little bit, but I'll get you from her.

      Dion called last night, and Mom talked to him for like ten minutes before she gave the phone to me.

      She is such a bitch.

      
        Thursday, May 11, 1989

      

      We have those bars on our windows. You know the ones that keep burglars out?

      I used to wonder, when I was a kid, how we'd get out during a fire. We were supposed to do fire drills with our family every six months. Get out of the house safely, stop-drop-and-roll, all that crap. If Mom signed our slip saying we'd had a successful fire drill, we'd get up on the wall of winners.

      I used to forge Mom's name just to get on the wall. It was easier than trying to get her to do a fire drill, easier than trying to explain to the teacher about the bars.

      I know now that they're all supposed to have a safety latch, but Dad didn't install ours that way, he rigged his own system, to make sure no one was getting in or out.

      I was looking at them today as I approached the house - our little house with too much furniture and not enough sunlight - and I realized they are really ugly. When I have my own place, I am never putting bars on the windows.

      
        Sunday, May 14, 1989

      

      Well, I really did it today!

      Oh my God - I am SO the coolest! What a fucking high!! Better than pot! Better than X!!

      Okay, so Mom went to the store, Tommy was at Daddy's, Ryan and I were both here, and we totally had sex.

      Just like that.

      It was totally fucking amazing! He was downstairs having coffee, so I went down in that nightgown that Tammy got me for my birthday, the see-through one, with nothing on underneath, just to see what would happen.

      He took one look at me, set his coffee down, and told me I was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. I thought I was going to die when he said that - I had no idea what to do! But I figured it was kind of do or die and well, you only live once, so I walked up to him, grabbed his head and kissed him. Well, he totally grabbed my hips and just went at it, full-on grinding against me.

      It was awesome!

      I did that!

      I made that happen!

      He was all moaning and stuff and touching me everywhere. He totally ripped my nightgown off, pushed me down on the ground, and just started doing it.

      It felt so good, better than Dion and John combined. The guy has got great hands! He was telling me how incredible I am and how this was what he'd always wanted and I was making his every dream come true.

      He was all over me, everywhere at once. I totally had an orgasm before we'd practically done anything - he got me off so fast!

      At one point he stopped and asked if it was what I really wanted, but at that point, there's no way I wanted to stop. We had sex twice on the TV room floor. He was totally huge!

      At first, it hurt, but then I got into it, and it was good. He's got hair on his back though, and that was a little weird.

      Touching it – awkward.

      Afterward, we just laid there, and I told him about how I'd had sex with John there too, in the TV room. He told me not to talk about it, that he didn't want to taint that spot, our spot, with any other memories and that this was a beautiful spot and a beautiful moment because we had shared it together.

      I told him not to tell my Mom. At first, I think he wanted to, but I convinced him it was for the best. I like it better if I know something that she doesn't.

      
        Tuesday, May 23, 1989

      

      Life really gets fucked sometimes you know. I stayed the weekend over at Daddy's to spend quality time with the new wife bimbo bitch whore. God, what a disaster!

      They went to Vegas last weekend and got married. Hello! She's only six fucking years older than me!

      Jesus Christ!

      Life is so screwed I swear! And she's an idiot! The baby is due in like six months! They'd better not even think that I am going to babysit! She's totally changing everything. Daddy thinks she's totally wonderful.

      She's not.

      Not even close.

      Ryan is even older than she is. I wanted to tell Daddy that I'm sleeping with a guy who's older than his wife, I still might.

      Oh, AND, we can't get baked in the house anymore because the second-hand smoke will hurt the baby. So, now we have to go out on the back patio to smoke. This is the same woman who wouldn't stop chain smoking when I told her it was bad for the baby. What a hypocrite! She's screwing everything up in such a big way.

      Mom is really upset that Daddy got married again, especially since he's having another kid. So, she has been an absolute bear to live with. I didn't think her mood swings could get any worse. Anyway, the kicker is she asked Ryan to move in with us! And he said yes. Can you believe it? I think life is going to get interesting now.

      We had sex again this last week. It was even better than the first time. Mom was shopping, and we had a quickie in the bathroom. He is so amazing! He totally slammed me up against the wall and ripped at my clothes, and we just went at it.

      Total animalistic passion.

      It reminds me of the Harlequin romances. He couldn't control himself! I think I like sex better when I'm standing up. My hair doesn't get pulled as much as like when I'm on my back. God, I could totally fall in love with Ryan.

      Well, if Mom hasn't already, haha!

      Aaagh! I can't believe I'm having sex with TWO guys over twenty!!!!

      I am such a fucking slut!!!

      
        Wednesday, June 7, 1989

      

      I'm sorry I've been so lazy about writing. There is just so much going on! It's kind of tiring trying to live my life. I can't keep up with anything.

      We almost got caught drinking at school today! That would have really screwed up everything. Wendy was stupid enough to leave the vodka bottle right in front of the books in our locker.

      Thanks a lot, little miss alcoholic!

      Get us thrown out of school!

      Anyway, Mr. H walked by, and I swear he saw it. I thought I was going to die! He didn't do anything though, so either he didn't see it, or he's going to come drink with us tomorrow morning.

      Wendy has taken like six bottles from her parent's closet. I hope they never start drinking again or she's in big trouble.

      Regardless, life is way easier if I just stay buzzed. Everyone in my life is so completely fucked up there is absolutely no reason to deal with them sober!

      Did I tell you Gramma on Mom's side was an alcoholic? I'm pretty sure she's dead now, we've lost contact, but I'd say it's in my blood, in my genes. If I drink too much, it can't be helped. It's learned and innate.

      I remember seeing her closet once, gallon jugs of scotch, or else it was bourbon, maybe whiskey. You know that drink, the one all old people drink. It has that smell that seeps into your skin. It becomes the old people smell: booze, water, and talcum powder.

      That’s why I'll only drink vodka. I don't ever want to be that smell.

      
        Monday, June 12, 1989

      

      I have no desire to do anything or see anyone or anything that involves other people.

      Well, at least not people at school. I missed a huge party last night and got total flack today for it. The bitch whores at school were totally on my case.

      Wendy’s all, "You know Dill, you're starting to get just a little bit BORING. What's up with falling outta the social scene."

      And I go, “Nothing. I'm just way busy with more important stuff - something you totally wouldn't understand."

      And then one of the other girls goes, “It's so not good to ignore your friends."

      Then Wendy told me I'd better watch out or pretty soon they were all going to leave me behind and then I wouldn't have any friends to ignore.

      Who the fuck do they think they are anyway!

      Some friends!

      Oh, and I broke a date with Dion the other night and so now he's pissed at me too. But, God, even he's seeming like just a little bit too much lately. Plus, I got into a huge fight with Tommy this morning. He's the last person I want to be fighting with.

      I hit him.

      In the face.

      He started crying and ran away from me.

      I am such an absolute shit.

      Nothing is going right.

      [image: ]
* * *

      So, Ryan just came into my room to say goodnight, wink, wink. He came over to my bed, totally put his hand up under my nightgown and then ran his finger under my panties and stuck it inside of me. I swear I almost came right then and there.

      Then he pulled it out and licked it.

      He is so sexy!

      It was all I could not to grab him and totally go at it! He's getting pretty daring. We're going to get caught. He totally wants to have sex all the time.

      I don't know why he's so horny. He's having sex with her too. I can hear them, like every night, totally going at it! Then he lies and tells me that he's not having sex with her, that I'm just imagining the sounds.

      He needs to get a grip! What, does he think I'm stupid?

      Guys can be so dense! I know sex sounds when I hear them. Plus, he doesn't realize that Mom tells me all about it; and when she does, I just sit there and smile.

      
        What's Inside Me - A poem by Dylan

        I feel so lost in this thing called life

        desperation cuts through me like a knife.

        I have to get out and discover on my own

        the potential inside has yet to be shown.

        I can't ever let people see the real me

        I long to run away and forever be free.

        Free from the pressure reality has to offer

        that doesn't allow me to grow and prosper.

        I need to get away and try to figure out

        what it is my life is all about.

        Why am I here - what is the purpose?

        Is there a reason for people like us?

        The confusion that I feel right now

        needs to be sorted out somehow.

        There's nothing anyone can say or do

        to keep me from feeling so down and blue.

        Will I ever get the opportunities I seek?

        Or will my life continue to be dark and bleak?

      

      
        Friday, June 16, 1989

      

      School is out!!

      I am a free girl!

      No responsibility, no homework, no nothing.

      Just me, lounging at the beach all day, smoking out, and getting awesome tan lines. Mom thinks I'm getting a job.

      Yeah, right. I've got way too much partying to do.

      How the hell does she expect me to get a job? I don't even have my own car! She is being such a rag lately! I don't know what her problem is!

      She's got an appointment next week with some psychic or something, and that's supposed to like, change her life. At least that's what she says. She could use an attitude adjustment that's for sure!

      
        Saturday, June 17, 1989

      

      New Order.

      In Concert.

      On X.

      Mind Blown.
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        Wednesday, June 21, 1989

      

      Today is Wednesday. It is 10:05 p.m. and my world, as I know it, has completely fallen apart.

      Gone.

      Done.

      Finished.

      Annihilated.

      And whatever other words mean the same thing.

      Granted, Mom's been a little depressed lately, but this is ridiculous. Well, apparently, she and I handle stress a little differently - I pull from inner strength, she runs to a psychic.

      This psychic, Melda-the-wonderful, gave her this big line of BS to the effect of - she has lost all of her spiritual, mental energy because she gives it to everyone else. And, in order to stop doing that, she has to cut herself off from all who "drain" her - i.e., men, me, Tommy, etc.

      Meaning, she has to start charging me rent, and if Daddy doesn't start paying child support, she's going to ship us off to live with him and the bimbo.

      And apparently Tommy has to work out his negative feelings towards Daddy or some crap like that, or he'll end up just like Daddy and the only way for him to really do that is to live with him.

      Can't she see what it will do to us if she sends him away? If she sends me away? Daddy is never going to pay child support, especially not since the 22-year-old new wife bimbo bitch whore is pregnant! I mean, Tommy has come so far, and he's been so good, he laughs, he smiles, he's happy. Why does she want to screw everything up now?

      She's going to destroy our family. The psychic says she no longer has the business capital to warrant not charging me rent. Gee, that's awfully nice of her. But Mom has the business capital to pay the psychic?

      Mom's supposed to start taking hot baths every day, as many as she can, to cleanse her spirit. She is a completely different person all of a sudden. She spends one hour with this psychic telling her who she is, and suddenly, she's someone else.

      She wants us all (Tommy, Ryan, and I) to go with her on Thursday morning to talk to this woman. This whole situation's such bullshit. She also told Mom she was the problem in her relationships with men - not the men!

      Okay - so that's why her boyfriend is cheating on her with her daughter? Mom's lost it! I swear! So pathetically stupid. This whole thing is so fucked. I don't know what I'm going to do. I feel totally lost. The psychic thinks that if I can't pay rent, I should move out.

      And Tommy too, only he doesn't have to pay rent, she just thinks he should move out. So, Mom can get her energy back or some crazy shit.

      I don't understand this woman, and I don't understand why Mom is listening to her. Why the hell doesn't the psychic have Ryan move out? Christ, I need a drink! I don't know what to do. This is fucking ridiculous.

      
        Friday, June 23, 1989

      

      I've got some kind of stupid infection or something. It hurts really bad when I pee and I feel like I have to go all the time. I'm peeing blood, and my back hurts, and I'm getting hot and cold flashes.

      Wendy says it sounds like a bladder infection and that I should go to the doctor and drink lots of cranberry juice and water. She says it's called the honeymoon disease and you get it from having too much sex. She said that's what I get for having sex with more than one guy.

      Whatever!

      She’s going to take me to urgent care tomorrow if I'm not feeling any better.

      [image: ]
* * *

      We saw the psychic yesterday. She was not at all what I expected her to be.

      She's really tall, kind of thin, dark hair down to her fucking ankles, big, black eyes and WAY too much blue eyeshadow. She was actually really creepy looking in a pretty sort of way. Like if Elvira and casual Barbie had a baby.

      She was wearing Levis and a black glittery t-shirt - that threw me because I was expecting long flowing robes and stuff - but no shoes and really dark purple toenail polish. But anyway, you would not believe what this woman did.

      First, she burned sage to clear the air and the energy fields around us, it stunk. Then she made us sit in a circle and hold hands to cleanse our personal atmospheres.

      We had to let go of all our negative thoughts and feelings and push them towards the center of the circle so she could bottle them up and dispose of them in a place where we could never find them again so we could once again embrace the love we all shared.

      She kept making these weird swooping motions with her arms when she gathered up the negative feelings - she looked like she was playing airplane. It made me giggle.

      Then she made us meditate for a long time - I really didn't see where any of it was going until she made us share the first thing that popped into our heads.

      I had to start, because she hates me, so I lied.

      The first thing that had popped in my head was that Ryan and I had slept together and whether or not she could tell, that kind of bugged me. I told her instead that I thought the whole thing was a bullshit waste of time and that I was pissed because I had to be there.

      The best defense is a good offense, right?

      She told me that I was full of bitterness and bad energy and that I had to let it go or it would manifest itself in the form of disease or sickness and I would slowly destroy myself from the inside out. That kind of freaked me out cause, you know, I've got the sex infection and all. So, I kind of started believing her shit just a little bit more.

      We all took turns sharing, Mom and Ryan both said a bunch of crap about their jobs and relationships but Tommy cracked me up, we got to him, and he's all, "I'm really hungry. I'd like to have a fried bologna sandwich with mustard if it's okay."

      I just laughed and laughed.

      I think Mom was embarrassed.

      I wanted to tell Melda-the-wonderful that it really wasn't fair since I was the only one who was truly caught off guard by the share what's on your mind question since she asked me first, but I didn't. Melda-the-wonderful told me I have all sorts of pent-up hostility towards my parents and that I'm not feeling very loving towards them.

      No shit, Sherlock!

      She also said that I need to stop draining Mom of her energy because it puts so much strain on the whole family unit. If she knows so damn much, how come she didn't know about Ryan and me?

      She said that I hate him too. I thought that was interesting since how do you hate someone you're sleeping with?

      He and I are kind of cooling it off anyway. I can't do anything with this infection. Ryan says I got it from having sex with Dion.

      
        Sunday, June 25, 1989

      

      Wendy took me to urgent care yesterday. I have a bladder infection and a urinary tract infection. The nurse wants me to get a more thorough pelvic exam, go on the pill and use condoms on a regular basis. I told her I did and promised to go on the pill and stuff.

      But it’s like Ryan says, condoms totally break the mood and then it’s no fun anymore, the passion is gone. Besides, Ryan pulls out when he comes anyway, so no way am I going to get pregnant from him. The nurse also says I have to be careful about STD’s and AIDS, but everybody knows you don't get it from straight guys.

      Hello!

      Mom has gone completely wiggy since the whole psychic thing. Thank you Melda-the-wonderful. Ryan keeps offering to leave, but she keeps saying he can stay. It's me who has to go. I'm the big drain. And, she won't help pay for my urgent care bill. She's pissed that I have the honeymoon sex disease and that I'm obviously having more sex than she is.

      Wait till Ryan gives it to her!

      She says she doesn't have to pay for my mistakes. Well, it's not MY fault she doesn't have medical insurance - God! Ryan said he would pay it, but it's like $150 bucks!

      Oh man! I hate my life.

      
        The Other Side Of Me - A poem by Dylan

        I turned around to try and find out

        who I was supposed to be,

        but by then that other side

        was already lost to me.

        I know that I’m supposed to be

        that other side of me,

        that side that is completely unlike

        anything that I am.

        That side that doesn't fear,

        that side that doesn't know.

        Once you know, you can never go back.

        You turn around again and again,

        to try to find that side,

        But no matter how many times you turn,

        You'll never get back to the beginning.

      

      
        Friday, July 14, 1989

      

      Well, things are not so hot on the home front. Mom and I have not been getting along at all - she has just been the royal queen bitch whore from hell.

      She and Ryan are having problems, she's totally freaking out because Tommy's summer school teacher called and they think he's suicidal again, and so, of course, I'm the one she's going to take it out on.

      The last straw was tonight. Wendy came over to hang out and was telling me about how she got a minor in possession, and she was really upset about it. All Mom could do was get pissed that Wendy had said it while some plumber guys were here doing the drains –

      "I'm trying to establish working relationships with these men, and I don't need them thinking that I know some drunk. That was very rude of Wendy."

      Oh my God!

      Is it really humanly possible that I came from this woman? She is so rude and so self-centered and horrible.

      And now, as if I don't do enough already, she wants me to start cleaning the whole house plus doing every other damn thing I already do.

      She says I have to start pulling my own weight and since I'm not paying rent, I might as well start by being the cleaning lady.

      But of course, then she yells at me for the way that I clean stuff. I swear she blows up at me for everything!

      She's so selfish!

      I hate her!

      Stupid dumb whore bitch!

      I hate her!

      She makes me do it!

      It's her fault.

      I try so hard, with school, I'm respectful, I'm trustworthy, helpful, nothing is ever good enough for her – ever!

      
        Saturday, July 22, 1989

      

      Went to “Girls Nite Out” tonight. I'd never been - it was totally cool. We used our fake ID's and got totally trashed beforehand.

      I had the time of my life! It was incredible!

      I got my picture taken with the most beautiful man on earth - his name is Aaron.

      He kissed me three different times!

      And, I think that's against the rules. He kissed me once after the picture was taken - no tongue, then twice before we left - both with tongue! It was magic - I am in love!

      NO ONE else got kissed - NO ONE!

      All of these men were absolutely perfect! I have never seen such beautiful sights, such perfection! It was incredible! I gave him my number as a tip.

      Hopefully, he'll call.

      
        Thursday, July 27, 1989

      

      Some days I feel wonderful and on top of the world.

      Other days I just feel so fucking down – and for no real reason.

      I can't explain it. Everything I touch goes to shit.

      Mom is pretty much throwing me out. I'm moving in with Daddy and the 22-year-old new wife bimbo bitch whore this weekend, and there's nothing I can do about it.

      Ryan is finally leaving me alone. He got the hint after I wouldn't have sex with him anymore. I've decided he's a disgusting creep. I know he's the one who gave me that infection.

      Dion went home to his parent's house for the summer. I think I miss him. He's supposed to call or write, but he hasn't yet.

      Aaron-the-stripper never called. Maybe that's for the best.

      I'm drinking all the time. My goal is to never be sober. Well, at least I'm trying to drink all the time. When I can get booze.

      Things are just better when I'm buzzed.

      Mom has marked all the labels on her liquor bottles so I can't drink out of them anymore.

      She sucks!

      Mary's Market got busted again so they won't be selling to minors for a while.

      For the time being, I have no way to get booze. I am just so frustrated and so unsatisfied. I think there are times when I really just want to die.

      Just end it you know. Not deal with any of this crap anymore, none of it! I got really baked earlier, but it didn't help.

      Nothing helps.

      I hate my life.

      
        Wednesday, August 16, 1989

      

      Sorry I haven't written in so long.

      There's just nothing to say.

      Nothing to talk about.

      Nothing worthwhile going on.

      I'm living with Dad and the new wife bimbo bitch whore. She and I are actually getting along pretty okay. Daddy thinks she's wonderful. I don't have the heart to tell him she's not. She tries too hard to be my friend.

      Wasted effort.

      But she buys me booze.

      Can’t complain.

      Since Daddy has suddenly decided he doesn't want me drinking in the house, so the new wife bimbo bitch whore sneaks it to me. I think that's the coolest thing about her. Maybe I’ll even start calling her by her name.

      Daddy still smokes me out - a lot - hypocrite. I personally don't see the difference between drinking and smoking pot.

      Why is one okay and not the other?

      [image: ]
* * *

      Mom and I don't talk anymore. We seem to get along much better that way.

      Tommy says she's been talking about asking Ryan to marry her. Her dumbest idea yet.

      I think she's just upset that Dad remarried before she did. She's so shallow that way.

      I feel sorry for Tommy because he seems absolutely miserable living with two of them. He's stuck in summer school cause of his grades.

      His teachers let the whole suicide thing go finally – apparently, they thought he was suicidal because he was writing Suicidal Tendencies and lyrics to death metal songs all over his folders and they didn't realize that was just music.

      Hey Tommy, that's what happens when you get a bad rap I guess.

      Nobody got that whacked when I tried to kill myself. Daddy says that's par for the course cause I'm an emotional being, people just expect high drama from me. He says that Tommy is a real loner and quiet, so they don't expect it from him. Plus, his attempt was a little more serious than mine was so I suppose it all makes sense.

      I really miss him because I never get to see him anymore and it sucks. He hates coming over here because of the new wife bimbo bitch whore and cause he hates Daddy and the drugs and the drinking.

      Sometimes I think he needs to lighten the fuck up about stuff.

      Sometimes, I think he's right on with fucking everything.

      
        Sunday, August 20, 1989

      

      Well, the new wife bimbo bitch whore sat me down tonight to have a talk. It seems she thinks I am running around too much and drinking too much and smoking too much and she says that can only lead to trouble.

      Apparently, she has already been through some sort of rebellious stage, done drugs, and stuff and she says that it leads to no good and I'll only get myself into trouble. Of course, she says nothing about all the shit Daddy does.

      I pointed out that I am a chip off the old block, but she didn't think that was funny. I reminded her that I do most of my smoking with Daddy AND that between them, they are the ones that buy everything for me!

      She's all, "Your father is an adult capable of making his own decisions. You are a child, under my care. In addition to that, he is the breadwinner of the family with a stressful job, and he deserves to relax in any way that he can whenever he wants to."

      Yeah, okay, whatever.

      Then, out of the blue she pulls this whole crappy story out of her ass about how her mother is schizophrenic and used to chase her around the house with knives trying to stab her and how her brother-in-law raped her and then went to jail for drugs and she got pregnant from it and had to get an abortion and the doctor's botched it and she thought she would never have kids and now she's pregnant and it's a miracle and blah blah blah.

      If she was trying to get me to like her more, it didn't work. The only cool thing about the whole story was how she ran away from home when she was my age. I guess she followed some rock band for a while as a groupie or something. I actually thought that was pretty damn cool.

      Anyway, she's obviously fine now, so I don't know what her problem is. People worry sooo much about the dumbest most unnecessary things, I swear!

      Then she starts going into this whole song and dance about how the new baby is going to be sooo expensive, and I'm going to need to get a job to help out around the house and pay my own way and what not. Jesus Christ - here we go again!

      What do these people want from me?

      Hello, not a grown up!

      
        Wednesday, August 30, 1989

      

      I broke down and got a job.

      Now maybe they'll be happy.

      It actually might be kind of interesting. I am working as a hostess for Marley's. That totally killer place where we went for Wendy's birthday. I just seat people in the restaurant part at tables that are empty, and that's it. Take reservations, keep track of empty tables, stick people in them.

      I like my boss. He's kind of cute. He's only like ten years older than me, and he manages the whole restaurant. They pay minimum wage, but I only have to work in the evenings so I can still hang during the day. Plus, I can take the bus, and it'll get me out of the house for most of the evening.

      I start tomorrow which is cool, I guess. And, you know, I'll have spending money now, and that's cool too.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Mom called tonight. Apparently, I got a package from John in the mail and Ryan opened it – the dick. It's a cassette tape that John obviously made himself. Mom says it's got all kinds of gushy love songs on it.

      Really John?

      Now?

      I told her to fucking burn it. I don't need this right now, I've got to get my life figured out.

      I can’t handle it and him, no fucking way.
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        Monday, September 11, 1989

      

      To say that I am depressed doesn't even begin to describe it.

      I hate everything and nothing makes me happy.

      I hate my job.

      I have to be nice to all these idiotic people all the time. They just want-want-want! And I'm supposed to give-give-give!

      I am on the verge of tears constantly. I don't know what's going on in my head. Something's wrong with me, I can feel it. I'm not right.

      I'm not happy.

      It's not normal.

      I don't have PMS because I already had my period. And the only good thing about THAT is I'm not pregnant. Not that I wouldn't be a good Mom, cause I think I would, but I'm totally not ready to have kids although I used to think that John and I would totally make cute parents.

      Right?

      But then, like, what am I thinking? That’s only the most fucked up thought I’ve ever had!

      I hate my life - I hate my friends - I hate my parents - I hate their respective fuck partners - I hate school - I hate this whole scene.

      I just want everyone to leave me alone - nobody understands me or what I want anyway. I don't even know what I want. I don't know what I need. No one gets me. Why can’t there just be one person who understands and who I can just be me with and who just fucking gets me?

      I feel lonely and alone, so fucking completely alone. I want to die. Just end the whole fucking thing, call it quits, not deal with any of this crap anymore. I’m just so tired.

      I keep listening to The Cure. They are so fucking depressing. I think it makes it worse.

      I had this dream the other day that I slit my wrists and died and then everyone was sad that they didn't enjoy me more while I was alive. It bounced around from person to person showing them all missing me in my little dream. It was kind of like that movie about Christmas and the guy and the ghosts only backwards. I have to admit, it was a really cool dream to be in.

      School started. I have Kyle in two of my classes. He was all smiling, and he kept trying to talk to me and stuff. I mean, he used to be okay, but now I just think he's weird and wimpy.

      I took work experience, so I get to leave campus at noon. Wendy and I got really wasted before first-period, US Government, I just have no desire at all to learn anything about our whacked-out, screwed-up, fucked up government.

      The only cool thing I'm taking this semester is Turner's beginning watercolor painting class. I think I could really get into that.

      Wendy says it's dumb to take watercolors because you can't get high off the cleaning chemicals like with acrylics or oil paints.

      She cracks me up.

      My class will be cool though, I can feel it. Turner is so hip it has to be. She's like the original pot-head in Birkenstocks. Plus, I think she's gay.

      
        How You Feel - A poem by Dylan

        The uneasiness I feel about us

        Doesn’t go away despite all my trust.

        There’s nothing you can say or do

        To stop me from always feeling so blue.

        It’s not your fault, the way that I feel

        I think my heart still needs time to heal.

        You really hurt my feelings the other day,

        I’d never purposely make you feel that way.

        Maybe with time we can get this resolved

        I never imagined we’d become this involved.

        I sit here now and wish you were here

        Three little words would calm my every fear.

      

      
        Tuesday, September 19, 1989

      

      Well, I'm feeling good, got things under control.

      Work is cool, and my boss is a good guy after all. The tips are great, the people are easy, tell them what they want to hear, and they love you for it.

      I'm not even supposed to really get tips, but a couple people have left them for me, so my boss says the waiters and waitresses now have to tip-out to me.

      I am making even more money than before - yay me! The customers are pretty cool most times.

      Mom came in the other night, alone.

      That was weird.

      Just seeing her like that and knowing on some level that she is my Mom but having to treat her like a customer all the same. I don't know what I want from her anymore, but I'm not getting it.

      I look at the way the new wife bimbo bitch whore is getting ready for the baby, and I feel weird. Like I get pissed because I don't think Mom ever got that excited about my birth you know?

      Or Tommy's.

      I guess I just wish sometimes Mom was more conventional or something. I mean, sure, she's cool sometimes and all, but when is she ever like a Mom?

      I really miss Tommy.

      He still never comes over to visit at Daddy's, he doesn't return my calls, and he never answers the phone. I can feel him slipping away from me, and I don't know what to do about it. How do you make somebody stay when all they want to do is leave?

      
        Wednesday, September 13, 1989

      

      That tape that John sent was full of gushy alternative love songs. Mom didn't throw it away after all. She saved it for me instead. It's got everything from fucking Skinny Puppy to Billy Joel.

      What an asshole.

      I think I still love him.

      I think I always will.

      
        It's Why I Love You - A poem by Dylan

        I don’t understand what’s happening here

        Can’t you see rejection is my ultimate fear?

        All I really want is to get you back

        This consuming frustration is too much to hack.

        Do you remember when you told me before

        That I was the one you would always adore.

        Were you playing a game or was it just a lie?

        When we parted before, was it really goodbye?

        You haven’t given me a reason to really let go,

        Whether I should is all I need to know.

        Why haven’t you gone and found someone new?

        Could this mean we aren’t really through?

        I’m feeling so confused and torn up inside,

        At times I wish I could run and hide.

        All I really know is my feelings are true,

        Honesty and love – it’s all I want from you.

      

      
        Wednesday, September 20, 1989

      

      Missing John.

      I keep listening to that tape he sent, over and over, searching for clues to how he feels. There's this song by Billy Joel that goes, "she's got a way about her - I don't know what it is - but I know that I can't live without her."

      Isn't that just so fucking beautiful? It makes me cry and cry and cry. I don’t know if I’m crying for what we had or what we could have had or what we never had.

      But I still just cry. And cry.

      
        Wrong - A poem by Dylan

        I sit here and wonder when you'll call

        but when I get my hopes up

        you manage to make them fall.

        What takes so long to make up your mind?

        You know you've got me, what more is there to do?

        Everyone says, "stay away from his kind"

        but I've seen that special side of you.

        You make me feel so alive

        with just the touch of your hand.

        I often wonder if I'll survive,

        this is something I don't understand.

        Why are my feelings for you so strong?

        When if you don't return them,

        they are obviously wrong.

      

      
        Thursday, September 21, 1989

      

      Happy Birthday to me. Happy Birthday to me. Happy Birthday to me.

      Blah, blah, blah.

      Talk about the world's most uneventful birthday. I just had it.

      Nobody did anything.

      I don't know what I expect from everyone, but it's a hell of a lot more than what they give me. I just want people to give as much as I do. I feel like I am always giving and giving and I never get anything in return.

      And why do people even bother trying anyway? They never do it right. Wendy threw me a surprise party, and my day would've been so much better if she hadn't even bothered.

      It's not like Wendy told me straight out about the party, but at the same time, she's not very good at keeping secrets from me. So, I kind of knew about it long before it ever happened, that really made the whole thing suck. She's just not a surprise party thrower.

      Get this. She asked me to come over at 7:30 and everyone else was supposed to already be there by 7:30, only nobody else showed up till like 9:00. So, it was just me and Wendy until like 8:00 when Scott and Mark and the girls came, and then a bunch of other people showed up at like 9:00.

      The party was still a total flop as far as I'm concerned. It just didn't have good party energy, you know? Like some parties are just good, and you can't explain why - this party was just bad and I just can't explain why.

      It makes me feel all ungrateful, like a total bitch whore. But that's not really it, I’m grateful, it was just a really boring night. A really boring night that was all centered around me.

      So that makes me feel really shitty, you know?

      Van kept asking me to have sex with him and sitting by me and touching my hair and rubbing my thighs. Why do guys always pick the thigh. . .

      The attention was cool, but he's Van! Shallow-mindless-depraved-idiot! I would never go out with him again! His eyes always look like they're bugging out of his head, and his ears are way out of proportion from the rest of his body.

      Plus, all he ever talks about is getting laid and boobs - he doesn't even care who it is or whose they are - the more often, the better and the bigger, the better. The worst part is I know he's still a virgin.

      Guys are so pathetic.

      He wrote me this poem/rap song that he sang, out loud, in front of everyone, trying to act like a Beastie Boy or something. It's kind of cute in a stupid sort of way.

      
        Dylan - Dylan

        With your long brown hair

        with your big green eyes

        all I can do is stare

        at you and fantasize

        about your long tan legs

        wrapped around my waist

        as your expression begs

        me to kiss and taste

        every succulent part

        of your body so fine

        and you give me your heart

        and I make you all mine.

        Buh, buh, buh, buh, buh.

      

      I'm still not going out with him though.

      Mom managed to miss my birthday again. Forget the pain and agony you went through for 30+ hours 17 years ago today? When it suits her to remind me about it, she never seems to forget.

      I hate her today - so much.

      Daddy and the new wife bimbo bitch whore gave me a pearl ring - it was actually from Daddy's drug dealer friend, but I suppose the thought is all the same. It's a beautiful ring, the pearl is in a leaf setting and has a really thick band.

      I bet it was stolen.

      I fucking love it.

      Tommy called finally - we're going to go hang out Saturday after I get off work - somewhere in the mall - probably the movies, that's cool because I really miss him. He'll cheer me up.

      Even though I don't know why I'm down. I don't know what's wrong. I just feel like I want more out of life, there's got to be more out there, this can't be what it's all about.
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* * *

      John sent a card and a letter.

      I cried.

      And cried.

      And fucking cried.

      
        September 18, 1989

        My Dearest Dylan,‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬

        I just thought I would drop you a line

        (nice cliché isn't it?) it being your birthday and all.

        I have some things that I need to share with you,

        and this seems to be the perfect way and

        occasion to do so. I saw a couple of movies in the

        last few days: When Harry met Sally

        at the theater and Some Girls on videotape. They

        made me think a lot and were sort of disturbing.

        They made me afraid, and I'm not sure why. Anyway, they, among other things, have contributed

        to this very odd mood that I have been in lately.

        I can't describe it really, but you are a part of it.

        I have been thinking about you a lot lately, almost constantly. And I have been missing you a lot lately, almost constantly. I don't know what it is, and it is not

        just tortured college student away at school stuff.

        I feel mortal, really mortal. And I think that loneliness

        is a part of being mortal and lately I have been alone, really alone. I don't know where I am and where I am going and I don't know what to think about

        the people around me. I miss you, and I am afraid

        that what I have done to you, the hurt I have

        caused you, has done irreparable damage and that there

        is nothing that I can do to ever get you back.

        Please don't think this as strange. It's just that in

        this past week I think I fell in love with you

        all over again. I realized somewhere along the line

        that I need you and I have never needed anyone before. Does this mean I am weak, that I am getting old, or that

        I am just in love? Really in love, for the first

        time in my life. At first, I wasn't sure which it was, but

        then after thinking about it, there never seemed

        to be any doubt. It is like you were, and are, the only stability in my life and without that, there is

        nothing. You were my anchor in the sea of life. You

        gave me something to be concerned about, other

        than myself. I got so tangled up in what I was doing

        and thinking that I sometimes forgot that anyone

        else ever mattered but me. And now I have remembered you and all that you mean to me, and then all

        that other stuff becomes unimportant and self-serving.

        You are my passion and my escape. In those free moments when I can think about anything, know that I think about you. I'm afraid I must sign off now,

        but first I would like to take the opportunity to say that

        the world has never been graced with a better,

        more attractive, intelligent, beautiful seventeen-year-old.

        And I do hope that all your dreams and wishes in this, your seventeenth year, come true.

        With much love and devotion, John

      

      Holy Fucking Fuck!

      What am I supposed to do with that?

      I can’t breathe.

      I can’t cope.

      I can’t wrap my tiny fucking brain around this.

      Every time I think I’m getting to an okay place he’s fucking back. And I want him to be back. So bad.

      This hurts. So much.

      I can’t do this.

      Fuck.

      Somebody help me.

      Please.

      I have that feeling again where I just want to just run away somewhere and forget about life and just hide and cry. I'm sweating, my heart is beating fast, and my fingers are shaking as I try to write. I can't catch my breath. I am so afraid. I am so scared that I am never going to get over my feelings for him.

      I’m even more scared that he’s going to get over his feelings for me. I don’t want to feel anything. I don’t want to be scared of anything. I just want to be happy. I need my control back. I need to be in total control of me and my emotions and my actions and my life.

      
        Wednesday, September 27, 1989

      

      I doubt that life can get any more fucked up than it already is. I don't know what the hell is going on. Daddy left the new wife bimbo bitch whore, and now she's freaking out.

      I've tried explaining to her that this is what he does, this is his pattern, and if she knew him better she'd understand. She's not listening.

      She's all, "What am I going to do without him? I have a baby on the way."

      And I'm just all, "Yeah . . . . deal with it. Either single-mom-it or wait for him to get back."

      And then she just stares at me, like she's brain dead, and I have to tell her again, “He's coming back, he always does."

      She gets all pissed when I tell her he used to do this with Mom all the time because she doesn't ever want to hear about their relationship.

      I'm never going to be that way. IF I get married, and IF my husband wants to talk about his ex-wife, he can totally do it. Why do I care, she's the ex, not me. And if she’s the ex, there’s probably a reason for it.

      Anyway, so the new wife bimbo bitch whore is all freaky and Dad, well, who knows where the fuck he went. I'm sure over to the same lame ass guy’s house where he always goes. She's been bad mouthing him ever since he left. And I just want to ask her, if he's so bad, why does she want him back so much?

      I think I'll ask.
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* * *

      I haven't talked to Mom since she came into the restaurant. She still hasn't called for my birthday. Sometimes I really miss her. I want her to give me a hug and tell me everything's going to be okay so that it will be. But, she never does.

      Tommy says Ryan moved out a while ago. He says he doesn't know why she hasn't called, that she's just gone all wiggy lately. I reminded him that's what happens when she doesn't have a man in her life.

      
        Tuesday, October 3, 1989

      

      I just had my first one night stand - except it didn't last all night.

      I went to Wendy’s to apologize for being such a bitch about my birthday. She agreed that I was a bitch and said that I have been a major bummer lately. But we made up, took some X, then got really stoned and hung out for a while with these guys from down the street.

      Wendy's parents just got a Jacuzzi, and so we all sat in that. Intense - tripping and getting baked in the hot tub. The guys brought brews, and we started drinking those and I pretty much lost it. Talk about no sense of time, space, or reality. Next thing I know this guy is like kissing my neck and pulling me on top of him.

      So, we start making out, doing the whole humping with your bathing suit on thing and he keeps going,

      “Oh god, oh baby, oh my god, you are so hot!"

      And that kind of turned me on and Wendy and her guy had gone in the house, so we pushed our bathing suits down and went at it. He pushed me off him after like a minute, stood up, and totally came in the water.

      The cum just kind of sat there, floating in the water, like slowly dissolving lotion. I was going to try and catch it, but I thought that might freak me out.

      Then I thought that might freak him out.

      Then he left.

      I thought it was just to go in the house for a second because he didn't really say anything, but then he never came back. Which would've been okay, except Wendy never came back either. So, when the water started getting cold, I went home.
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* * *

      I decided to ignore John’s letter from my birthday. If for no other reason than that I totally don't know what to do.

      And, it gives me more control.

      I mean, on the one hand, well, too little too late dick-head. On the other hand, what if he's the one and we're supposed to be together, and this is my sign to go back to him? I fully believe in signs.

      And his letter is so totally real and honest, and so like raw and totally beautiful. I mean, he loves me. Right? Like really.

      But I don't know what to do with that. Why did he leave me then? What the fuck happened to Candace the bitch whore cunt?

      He cheated.

      I can’t do cheating.

      I can't do this. I can't think about this right now. There is just too much going on, and I don't want to deal with any of it.

      I can’t, I mean, what the hell does he expect me to do? He fucking left me for another girl! I want him back so bad it hurts. I'm scared. I want it to be the way it was. When it was good. Now it's such a bunch of shit. Everything is a bunch of shit.

      I hate it.

      I hate this.

      
        Wednesday, October 4, 1989

      

      The new wife bimbo bitch whore says I've been too moody lately and I don't have to keep my job if it's making me depressed. Which makes me feel bad for always referring to her as the new wife bimbo bitch whore.

      But Daddy's vetoing that one – the quitting my job, not the name calling. He doesn’t know about the name calling. He says if I don't pay my way I don't stay.

      Oh yeah, did I mention Daddy came back?

      The new wife bimbo bitch whore has been super happy ever since.

      It's sick.

      I wish could say told you so.
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* * *

      I talked to Mom today for a while. I guess things are kind of picking up for her.

      It's weird, talking to her sometimes because it feels like it’s not real, like it’s fake. Like maybe it's not really the two of us talking, it's other people, but I can still see and feel it happening, like I'm watching TV or a movie or something.

      I don't know. It's hard to explain. But, we had a good talk. She was hinting around about me moving back in with her and Tommy.

      Guess her psychic strain is gone.

      She told me that Ryan-the-cheating-dick-head-bastard moved out; I didn't tell her I already knew that from Tommy. I didn’t tell her I knew first hand that he cheated.

      Sometimes it's nice just to hear her talk to me and I don't want to interrupt it. She said she really loves him and wants him back but she's going to be single for a while instead and just focus on her self-growth and on healing her spirit.

      Wonder how long that'll last.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I thought about it, and I really have no desire to go back.

      
        Saturday, October 7, 1989

      

      I called John.

      I couldn't help it.

      He wasn't home.

      I left a message.

      He didn't call back.

      I went out and got trashed. Tried coke for the first time. It burned at first, but by the second line, I didn't feel a thing except pure total carnal fucking pleasure. The rush is amazing, like nothing you'd ever imagine. Better than sex.

      Coke is it!

      Everything is so wonderfully intensified, in a really, really good way. Exactly like X, only more intense and without wanting to touch everyone and tell them I love them.

      And, the best thing is there are no side effects, no munchies, don't get sleepy, don't get horny, no hallucinations, nothing. I did grind my teeth and clench my jaw a bit at first, and that got to me.

      My mouth kind of hurts now – throbs actually. But at the same time, I still feel so damn good. I mean, I haven't felt this good in a really long time. I need it. I need to feel good. I deserve to feel good!

      Holy-shit, the high is amazing! No wonder so many people do it. I wish I could put it into words. Plus, I drank like 9 beers and didn't throw up. I just kept drinking and drinking all night, and I didn't even feel it.

      I got the coke from this guy at the party that I'd never even met before. I think Wendy got together with him cause one minute she was there talking to him and the next minute they were gone.

      I thought about Daddy always saying, "pot leads to every other drug and they are all bad . . . . blah, blah, blah" and I realized that he's right. A total fucking hypocrite, but still right.

      And what’s the worst that can happen anyway? The way I see it, if I don't buy it, I'm okay. You can't get addicted to something that you don't buy.

      I did some more lines at the end of the night with this guy from school, Lance, cute.

      Not cute like John, but still cute. Never noticed him before. He gave me coke to take home. He says he comes into Marley's all the time. I've never seen him. He's going to come in next week and hang out.

      Could be interesting. . . .

      
        Sunday, October 8, 1989

      

      Daddy beat the crap out of the new wife bimbo whore bitch tonight. Not like you couldn't see that coming from a mile away.

      They've been fighting, he's been drinking, smoking, doing coke and he lost his job again. All the signs were there. Anyway, she took off to some shelter for abused women, like she even knows what abused is, and he's all freaked out now.

      These stupid-ass people!

      They wait until they fucking blow it and then they want to rush around and fix it, like that'll make it okay or something.

      It's so lame.

      He's talking shit about killing himself now. How he doesn't deserve to live. How he's not fit to live in this house, on this earth. I wish he'd just do it. I am so tired of him always threatening to.

      Just be a man and do it!!! Quit whining and get it over with, or else quit talking about it!

      DADDY - JUST DO IT!

      He is so fucking weak.

      He's out there crying in his drink, playing Russian roulette with a gun I doubt is even loaded. It's getting old Daddy, come up with a new trick. We’ve all seen this one before.

      Ever heard of the boy who cried wolf?

      I'm not buying it, not this time. He wants me to either go rushing into the room and try to stop him, or track down the new wife bimbo bitch whore and I'm not doing either one.

      JUST FUCKING DO IT!

      
        Monday, October 9, 1989

      

      Daddy went to the hospital last night. He ended up swallowing a bunch of liquid plant food and made himself sick. He told me it was rat poison. I called an ambulance, and he had to get his stomach pumped. And it wasn't even really poison.

      He's so pathetic!

      He couldn't even do it right.

      Somehow the new wife bimbo bitch whore found out, and she came rushing over and took him home. Now they are all lovey-dovey.

      What is it with these fucking people?

      They all need to get their heads screwed on straight. He's having another kid for God's sake - he might want to try growing up a little bit. The least he could do is stick around long enough to screw up that one's life the same as he's doing to me and Tommy.
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* * *

      I did the rest of that coke Lance gave me. One of the girls at work gave me some of her old painting stuff I'm going to stay up all night and paint pictures. Get in touch with my creative side.

      I left John another message.

      I am so fucking weak.

      
        Foolish Heart - A poem by Dylan

        Frustration sets in as she ponders her next move.

        No one understands him or what he’s out to prove.

        It gets to the point where she just wants to scream,

        That’s usually when the tears start to stream.

        They’re both hurting now, any fool can see that.

        Each want answers, but don’t know where they’re at.

        Friends tell her to go ahead and start the chase,

        But she keeps her feelings hidden, to save face.

        Some say he’s not worth it, it’s time to forget,

        But she can’t do that now, when her heart is set.

        She would love to tell her feelings to go away,

        I’m afraid they’ve intensified, and here to stay.

        The only obstacle in the way now is their pride,

        Friends to stay neutral, observe from the side.

        Their eyes meet as tension fills the air,

        He looks at her as though no one else is there.

        Will these pathetic games continue forever?

        Or will they remember how good they are together.

        One never really knows exactly what to think,

        About this drowning pair that continues to sink.
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        Wednesday, October 11, 1989

      

      Very stoned.

      John called.

      Can't explain birthday letter.

      Lost and confused.

      Needs something, doesn't know what. Says his feelings scare him and afraid of being hurt.

      Story of my life.

      Love him.

      Miss him.

      Hate him.

      Don't wanna write, right now - write right, now. Haha!

      
        Tuesday, October 17, 1989

      

      This guy at school is having a rager Friday, should be fun, I have to work until 9:00 but hopefully it'll still be going by the time I get there, if the cops don't break it up by then. A good party is what I need to get back into things.
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* * *

      Daddy talked to me about what happened the other night.

      He's all, “Dill, we need to talk about the unfortunate circumstances that occurred the other night."

      Unfortunate circumstances??!!

      I'm all, “Okay…"

      And he goes, "You know that your father is still very troubled by what happened with your mother and sometimes it affects him in ways that he can't control."

      Whatever, third-person guy.

      Then he's all, "That night was one of those times that he could not control. He did not mean to get mad at his wife like that. She is the last person in the world that he would ever want to hurt. Especially with a new baby on the way. But sometimes he just has these feelings that he can't control, and he needs some sort of an outlet for them. They just manifest themselves as these ugly, horrible demons in the form of him, and he just . . ."

      Okay, you get the picture, anyway, that was when he started crying, so I hugged him and told him everything was going to be okay and he said he was going back to anger management class because they always help and he was going to change and try his hardest and blah blah blah. Yeah, okay Daddy, I'll believe it when I see it.

      I swear they all think I am stupid.

      Trying is nothing.

      
        Thursday, October 19, 1989

      

      Lance-the-coke-guy came into the restaurant tonight. He's going to the party tomorrow. Says he noticed me for a while around school but didn’t have to balls to approach me. I told him I'd never noticed him.

      Apparently, he's from the ritzy part of town. On the honor roll, brunch at the country club, plays football - not quarterback, he's the receiver or something.

      I think I like him.

      Apparently, I should've been going to football games. What a good little boy he is. He has a lot of money. Blows it all partying.

      My boss asked me tonight if I wanted more hours. He said we could lie on my work experience time cards if I wanted to stay later during the week. I guess, because I'm underage, I can't work late.

      He's all, "Dylan, you are the best hostess we've had here at Marley's, and I don't want to see your talents go to waste. I'd like to reward you, to keep you happy, and make sure you stay with us. So, if you'd like to work later hours, they're all yours."

      Of course, the restaurant only serves dinner till eleven, so I don't know what I'll be doing or how late, but it's cool. More money. I found out he's married but doesn't wear his ring. Isn't that like false advertising?

      
        Saturday, October 21, 1989

      

      Lance-the-coke-guy is totally the coolest guy I have ever met. He came to the party and brought a case of brews plus enough coke for us to keep doing it all night. And, he knows everybody!

      There was a pool table at the house and Lance totally beat everybody there. He's a pool shark. He kept yelling out, "Oh, here comes the dorsal fin, watch out!"

      And then he would start humming the Jaws theme song. I was cracking up! I haven't had that much fun in a really long time. He was teaching me how to shoot pool. I'm not very good. I don't have a head for it. He's telling me all this calculations and physics stuff that you have to do to get the ball in the pocket.

      Whatever.

      Use the stick, hit the ball, don’t sink white ever, wait until last for black. It’s not rocket science buddy.

      I didn't get home until 6:00 this morning and the new wife bimbo bitch whore was totally pissed. She actually tried to tell me I was on restriction.

      I just laughed at her. I can hear her in there right now complaining to Daddy about my lack of respect for her.

      I want to go to sleep, but I'm having too much fun waiting to see what Daddy's going to do.
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* * *

      Well, just like I thought, Daddy came in to have a little chat with me.

      He's all, "Dill, she is now my wife. This automatically gives her a position of authority in my house. You are an adolescent in my house needing guidance from people in positions of authority. Therefore, when she tells you to do something, you need to respect that and comply with her wishes."

      Whatever Pops!

      So, I'm all, "Yeah, okay Daddy, like I'm going to listen to your twenty-two-year-old poor knocked-up excuse for a bimbo."

      That's when he hit me.

      I didn't feel a thing.

      Not a fucking thing.

      Weirdest thing. I can count on my right hand how many times Daddy hit me, and that was the fourth and totally the hardest.

      It didn't even hurt.

      I couldn't even do anything but sit there. Then, all the sudden, I just started laughing at him, totally uncontrollably. He got all red in the face, lifted his hand to hit me again, then totally stormed out of my room and slammed the door behind him instead.

      Ironically, the picture of the four of us, me, him, Mom, and Tommy, fell and broke when he did that.

      Good one Daddy-O.

      
        Sunday, October 29, 1989

      

      I've been hanging out with Lance a lot. It's weird because we aren't boyfriend/girlfriend or anything. We just hang out, like normal, only he's a guy. He hasn't even kissed me.

      Last night, we went to this little party in PB, did some lines on the dash of his car and then partied straight until two! The only bad thing about coke is that it wears off so quickly. I told him I want to try crystal, but he says it's the poor man's version of coke and refuses to touch it. He says he'll get me some but won't do it himself. I heard crystal lasts longer than coke.

      I think Dion told me that, but he never did bring me crystal.

      I like that I sniffle all the time doing coke, it's cool, I can fake myself out thinking that I'm actually doing a line when I'm not. I am such a druggy. I touch my nose a lot, like in the movies. It's fun in a weird sort of way. But I hate the drip, down my throat, tastes like dry aspirin only liquefied says the drip's the best part.
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* * *

      Tonight, at work, one of the waiters asked me if I had any blow. I told him I never buy drugs.
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* * *

      I had a dream about John. It was really weird.

      I just woke up all sweaty, and I feel like I wet the bed. My heart is beating totally fast like I'm having a heart attack or something. He was here, with me at Daddy's house, and we were lying naked on my bed, face to face, talking, and he was running his hand up and down my side really lightly. Then he punched me in the side and told me that he wanted to stab me right there so he could get rid of me forever because he couldn't stop thinking about me unless I was dead.

      Then he said he wanted me back so bad it hurt and that it killed him that I never answered my birthday letter. Then he said because of that he got some other girl pregnant and it was all my fault and that now he'd have to marry her and he'd never be able to see me again.

      I kept trying to tell him how many times I’d called, but it was like he couldn’t hear me. Then he said it was breaking his heart and he couldn’t look at me anymore and had to kill either me or himself. Then he grabbed this big knife and pointed it at me and left and I woke up.

      I feel this ache inside like I'm empty or hollow. And I feel sad, so fucking sad. I'm totally empty, and nothing I try is going to fill me up. I feel hollow and sad yet heavy and resigned at the same time - how is that even possible?

      I can't cry. I never answered his letter, not really, not like he deserved.

      I just ignored it.

      I don't even know why, I can't explain it. It was so stupid to do. So, then he ignored me. I feel like now I've lost him forever, lost my chance to be with him, to be with the only man I ever loved.

      I miss him so much!

      
        Monday, November 6, 1989

      

      Well, somehow, I've managed to totally piss off Lance. I didn't even do anything!

      Okay, see, we went out Thursday night after I got off work and smoked some pot, went to Farrell's for ice cream and basically had ourselves a fine time. But he started acting like a total jerk, real cocky and stuff. He's been kind of pissing me off lately anyway. He's so clingy.

      I was supposed to call him Friday night, and I went out instead. Me, Wendy met some people down in T.J. and had a totally killer time. We didn't get home until 4:00 a.m. I met so many guys!

      Saturday night I went to a party at The Pointe, but the cops broke it up at like 11:00. I was pretty drunk by that time anyway, so I didn't care. I was totally falling asleep the whole way driving home.

      Yesterday I hung out with Wendy, and there was a message when I got home from the girls saying some guy's parents were out of town and he was having a party. So, Wen and I went and got trashed.

      Lance was there, and he was all pissy to me because I wasn't home all weekend so we fought all night, it was totally stupid. So, I started making out with some guy, and Lance's friends were all giving him shit because he can't keep a handle on me.

      Duh!

      Nobody keeps a handle on me!

      Besides, we aren’t even DATING!

      Then I went out back and threw up all over. I'm a little embarrassed about that. But, Lance hasn't talked to me since. I know it's only been like a day, but still, that's just so unlike him.

      
        Wednesday, November 8, 1989

      

      Saw PIL in concert tonight, Public Image Limited. Holy Fuck were they amazing! I always thought “This Is Not a Love Song” was my favorite song. But when they played “The Body” I felt like I had an out of body experience. I mean it helped that we were high. But there is something about that song that is just – damn! It fucking rocks!

      
        Thursday, November 9, 1989

      

      Daddy, the new wife bimbo bitch whore, and I went to the circus tonight. I had so much fun. I've never been before. Daddy bought me a blow-up elephant and told me to sleep with it instead of boys. He said I could use the elephant's trunk to my advantage.

      He's so gross sometimes.

      We were going to get stoned beforehand, but the new wife bimbo bitch whore said no, and of course, Daddy caved - he's such a wimp! She is being such a nag lately, I mean, I know she's like ready to pop, but she doesn't have to take it out on me.

      I didn't knock her up!
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* * *

      Did I mention that Wendy is pissed at me now too?

      I'm on a roll.

      I’m gonna see if I can piss off every single person I’m remotely close to apparently. She's been spending all her time with that stupid guy Matt and only calling me whenever he's busy.

      Well, the problem with that Wendy-kins is that I'm not always available just because Matt's busy. She's taking Matt to the prom. I finally met him today - total disappointment! A fat, slimy, gross, loser, beaner guy. And she wants to set me up with his cousin who is even worse! He looks like a sketchy, drug-dealing pimp or something.

      Anyway, they still haven't even gone out on a real date yet, and she saw him last week for the first time since they met, and well, she went farther that night than John and I did like the whole first month we were together! I guess while they were making out and stuff, he told her he loved her and she believed him! Now he's all she talks about, how she's so in love and how he's the one.

      It's such bullshit!

      She doesn't even know what love is - she doesn't know what anything is - she thinks she does, but she doesn't! I wish she's just shut up about it all and come back to the real world where nothing is perfect and love doesn't exist, and people are fucked up and shitty!
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* * *

      Remember Kyle? He asked me to go to some dinner/dance cruise thing with him this weekend.

      I said no.

      What is my problem? Here I've got this totally nice guy practically begging to take me out, and I want nothing to do with him.

      I just realized Lance hasn't called me all week!

      Asshole!

      
        Friendship Never Ends - A poem by Dylan

        I thought we agreed to never let guys

        Break all of those best friend ties.

        Surely you remember the promises we had

        To always be together through good and bad.

        But to my dismay with the first guy you meet

        You just take off like an animal in heat

        And leave me standing there dazed and confused

        Trying to figure out why I feel so used.

        I’ve been your friend much longer than he

        So how come the one you cast off is me?

        I don’t see how you can so easily erase

        Everything we went through and not leave a trace.

        I thought friends were supposed to be forever

        I guess I’m a loose end you want to sever.

        Maybe someday I’ll find out the truth

        To your secret of becoming so cold and uncouth.

      

      
        Friday, November 10, 1989

      

      The weirdest thing happened today. Wen and I borrowed the new wife bimbo bitch whore's midget-mobile to go to Del Taco after school, and I pulled out of the parking lot, and I thought I saw Lance and his buddies pull out from the curb behind us and follow us. So, I told Wen, and she turned around and tried to figure out if it was them.

      Then all the sudden they sped by us and cut me off. I started to follow them because we were going the same way and Lance starts driving really super slow. So, I went to pass him, but he kept swerving over and getting in my way. So, I honked and stuff and then at the last minute tried to be sly and went over into the left lane to go around him but he went through these cone things between the lanes and got in front of me and stopped about twenty feet from the white line at the top of the hill.

      Well, then he started rolling backward while I was still moving forward and we bumped. So, he got out of his car and came running back to my car yelling that I rear-ended him and that I was gonna pay and he was going to get me for it. So, Wen and I rolled up our windows and pretended we couldn't hear but he kept banging on the car and rocking it and stuff so finally I rolled down my window, and he's all, "Hey I'm going to sue you for rear-ending me."

      And I said, “It's your fault cause you were dickin' around!"

      And Lance goes, "Oh yeah?" and next thing I know, he's reached into my car, pulled the keys out of the ignition, ran back to his car, jumped in and locked the door.

      So, I ran up to his car and started banging on the window and told him to give me back my keys. He just turned up his radio and pretended not to hear me, then the light turned green, and he drove away. So, I ran back to my car and just sat there with Wendy.

      I totally didn't know whether to laugh or cry. She waved the cars behind us around, and I just started laughing hysterically. I was so completely amazed I didn't know what else to do. Like pissed and surprised and maybe a little giddy or happy?

      So, then like two minutes later he came back and stopped his car behind me. I got out of mine and was all set to give him a ration of shit but he walked up to me, got down on one knee, took my right hand, kissed my fingers, then started like crooning (yes, crooning!) some goofy ass song at the top of his lungs about me being the most beautiful woman in the world and every man is jealous of the man I love, or something like that.

      Alex was all whistling and clapping out the window, and Wen was cracking up, cars are driving by and honking, and I'm just glaring at him. Then he stood, took a bow and said the only way he would give me back my keys was if I quit being mad at him and went out with him on a date tomorrow night.

      I’m all, “A date? What do you mean, like a date, date?”

      And he smiled and said, “Yes, beautiful, a date, date.”

      So I said okay.

      Let’s be real, how can a girl resist public crooning?

      I guess he wasn't mad at me after all!

      
        Saturday, November 11, 1989

      

      I just had the most perfect evening of my life.

      Definitely most perfect date of my life.

      It was so cool I can’t even tell you! Oh my God!

      And, it was with Lance of all people.

      Who knew?

      Anyway, he came and picked me up. He was all dressed up, so I was totally happy that Wendy talked me into dressing up. I wore my long black dress with the slit up the side, black thigh highs, and heels. Daddy said if he was twenty years younger he'd date me. I'm not sure if I'm grossed out by that or if it's a compliment.

      Anyway, Lance picked me up and took me down by the beach to this place called Charlie's. We got a table right by the window, and there was a candle and cloth napkins! We had appetizers and salad and bread and a main dish and dessert! AND, we had to order them all separately! That's how you know a restaurant is really expensive.

      Then afterward we went for a walk along the jetty, and he held my hand and gave me his jacket. I didn't think that I could feel all sexy and stuff towards Lance because he's my bud, but, somewhere in between dessert and the jetty I started feeling kind of different about him.

      So anyway, we get to the end of the jetty, and we are just kind standing there, and he puts his hands on my face and leans down and kisses me. It was soft and sweet, just lips – no tongue, and amazing, sexier than anything else - Ryan, Dion, John, anything. I was so turned on by that kiss. I swear my knees went weak!

      Anyway, I kinda moaned and leaned into him, well he was all into that, so he grabbed me and we totally started making out, and it was like we couldn't get enough.

      He was grabbing me. I was grabbing him. It was totally cool. I mean, Lance is like my best friend, and now I'm totally turned on by him too.

      Can life be any cooler?

      
        Sunday, November 19, 1989

      

      Pregnant women are NOT all they’re cracked up to be.

      There is no joy, no glowing, no newfound appreciation for life on earth, no beauty, no happiness.

      All these lies just mask the ugly horrid truth.

      Pregnant women are bitchy.

      100% bitchy.

      Indecisive, overeating, ankle swelling, binge buying, cranky, sweaty, hormonal incubators for little beasts who will later require years of therapy just to get over the fact that they’ve been thrust into this world and poorly raised by the same cranky, sweaty, overeating, hormonal, indecisive bitch that never wanted them in the first place.

      
        Tuesday, November 21, 1989

      

      Stephanie had the baby today.

      Yes, I called her by her name and not the new wife bimbo bitch whore. But only because it was amazing.

      I didn't get to see the actual delivery because I was in school, but, the whole idea of it is amazing. I mean, one minute she's got this thing inside of her, and the next minute I have a baby sister, and Steph's stomach is practically gone.

      The baby is absolutely beautiful!

      They named her Lillianne after Steph's Gramma. My new sister's birthday is exactly two months after mine! Lance thinks she's funny looking but she's not, she's beautiful!

      Beautiful and perfect!

      Steph doesn't get to come home until tomorrow. Most times I guess women just get to go home a little while later, which is incredible in itself, but not Steph, she ripped - ugh! - during the delivery and they had to stitch her back up and keep her overnight.

      God that is sick!

      But, she comes home tomorrow and so that's cool I guess. Daddy and Steph are going to keep the baby in their room for a few months then we're moving to a bigger place. I was wondering where they were going to put her. I said I wouldn't mind sharing a room with her, but Steph said no way, out of the question.

      I swear she doesn't trust me.

      Lance said that when he has babies, they're going to be way cuter than Lillianne, so I slugged him.

      
        Wednesday, November 22, 1989

      

      Saw the Eurythmics in concert tonight.

      They fucking rocked it!

      Annie Lennox is so fucking cool. I want to be her when I grow up. Her voice, her look, her hair, her style. Fucking amazing. Her voice can be so deep and melodic at the same time. I just want to crawl on top of it and let it carry me away to all sorts of places that will certainly be better than here. Her voice has that kind of power.
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        Wednesday, December 20, 1989

      

      You know, I love Lillianne and all, but she cries all the time. I swear she is like the most unhappiest baby in the world.

      Well, unless I'm holding her, then she stops and smiles the most beautiful smile you have ever seen. I swear I love her more than anything, BUT, every other freaking second she's screaming her lungs out. Sometimes I just can't take it. I want to tell her to shut up! She doesn't understand me anyway. She just looks at me with this goofy look, and I have to laugh. I'm totally in love with her even though she's a ginormous pain in the ass!

      Both Daddy and Steph wear earplugs at night, so they don't wake up if she cries. I told them I didn't think that was safe but they don't listen to what I have to say.

      Fucking idiots!

      I did try wearing my headphones, but then I worried that something might be wrong with her and I wouldn't be able to hear.

      Oh, did I mention they moved her into my room? Yep.

      Her being in their room only lasted about three weeks. I'm surprised it lasted that long. But, you know, of course now I have to sleep with the door open, so they can hear her, which totally sucks and makes no sense.

      How are they going to hear her if they don't take the earplugs out?

      She almost sleeps through the whole night anyway, which according to Wendy is like a modern day miracle. Sometimes when she cries, I bring her to my bed with me, and she stops. She is absolutely the most beautiful fucking thing in the world. There's just something about her that makes me want to protect her from everything bad and sad in this world and make sure she's always smiling that beautiful smile.

      If I keep doing coke at night, I can stay up to keep an eye on her. Somebody's got to be responsible in this place! I freak out like fifty times a night anyway and rush to her crib to make sure she's still breathing. For some reason, I'm always convinced that she's going to stop breathing and die, right there, with me in the room, and I won't be able to save her, or I won't notice that she's dead.

      That scares the crap out of me.

      It makes me ache inside when I think about it. If anything happened to her, I would die.

      Things are going okay with Lance. We are now having sex. And I like it. We go out, drink, snort, fuck, and go home. That's pretty much the coolest thing about it. Totally chill.

      So, life is good in that respect I suppose. Haven't talked to Mom in a while, she seemed to drop out of sight when the new wife bimbo bitch whore had the baby. Yes, she’s back to being a bimbo bitch whore.

      I want to bring Lillianne over so Mom can meet her, see how beautiful she is, but I don't think Mom cares.

      
        Lillianne - A poem by Dylan

        So tiny and pink with your big blue eyes

        A helpless little being that just eats and cries

        You have no idea how much you’ve changed my life

        Losing you now would cut through me like a knife

        I love you so much, my perfect baby Lillianne

        I want to protect you from everything

        But I don’t think I can.

      

      
        Tuesday, December 26, 1989

      

      Lance bought me a real gold bracelet for Christmas.

      He is so wonderful.

      I gave him a homemade coupon book for blow-jobs cause I’m broke. Daddy and the new wife bimbo bitch whore got me a sweater, a diary, some watercolor paper, and these little bell knick-knack things.

      I hate knick-knack things!

      Mom got me a book on how to communicate better and love others unconditionally.

      Whatever.

      Tommy got me a New Order tape. That and the bracelet are my favorite gifts. I did get Lilly, and Tommy presents though - some teeny weeny little Levis for Lilly - they are soo cute. Too big for her though. I thought they looked like they would fit, but I guess even babies have sizes. New wife bimbo bitch whore says she'll be able to wear them in about a year.

      I won tickets on the radio to see The Replacements in concert at UCSD. I gave them to Tommy but told him he has to take me with him. I think I was more excited about it than he was. They are absolutely my favorite band right now. I would marry Paul Westerberg if he would have me.

      I was going to try and lay off the coke for a while, but Lance says that I MUST see the show high, so, what's a girl to do?? I told Daddy I was doing coke and he got all pissed. I reminded him that he does it and he's all, "Do as I say, not as I do."

      Okay, whatever!

      He almost hit me when I told him. That would have been interesting, since this time, I would have hit him back.

      I told him my policy was to never shoot up anything because I'm too afraid of needles, and, that I wouldn't ever buy anything, that way I would never be an addict.

      I swear he worries so unnecessarily, it's a little bit endearing sometimes, but annoying all the same. Plus, he’s a fucking hypocrite.

      
        Wednesday, January 10, 1990

      

      Life just gets so completely and totally screwed up, and then you can't do dick about it!

      One of the nosy-assed neighbors called the cops because Daddy and the new wife bimbo bitch whore were fighting again. He started whaling on her, and she flipped out and was screaming and crying, begging him not to kill her or some lame-ass shit like that, and so, of course, the cops came and brought some stupid-ass Social Services lady with them.

      The Social Services lady said there'd been complaints before about "hitting noises" and other such "disturbances" whatever those are and so, as a result, they were going to have to "conduct further investigations" into the "stability and safety of the home." The nosy-ass neighbor complained about Lillianne crying all the time and said that Daddy hits us too.

      Which he doesn't.

      Plus, Lillianne does not cry that much! So, Daddy had to go with the police and the new wife bimbo bitch whore and I got interviewed by the stupid lady. She was asking me all these questions about Daddy and just like trying to get me to totally talk shit about him, which I won't do. It was so lame because now we all have to go to counseling and no way in hell do I want to.

      No way!

      The stupid Social Services bitch!

      Plus, she says if it happens again, they'll take Lillianne out of the home. That is total BULLSHIT! I'll raise her myself before I'll let them do that to her. They don't understand anything - breaking up a family doesn't help it - it destroys it.

      Always.

      
        This Family Of Mine - A poem by Dylan

        Memories come out from beneath the bed.

        Hesitant at first, then flooding about.

        Mother cries,

        Father expands.

        His fists fly, their voices demand.

        The bruises show on Mothers white skin,

        her flesh is prepared cause he'll hit her again.

        The baby cries so sister cuddles.

        The women wait in little huddles,

        while the family falls slowly apart.

      

      
        Thursday, January 18, 1990

      

      Well, now we're all in counseling.

      Oh goody.

      Daddy for anger-management, the two of them for couples counseling and me for whatever.

      My counselor's name is Kate.

      I guess I like her. She's actually pretty cool. She wants me to write and paint as therapy. Now that's a hell of an idea. And, she let me do these sand drawing things where I literally like played in sand and stuff.

      She's really into creative things as therapy. Today she had me lay down on my back on the floor, and she walked me through this hypnosis sort of relaxation thing that was actually pretty cool. My whole body felt fluid and light, and I don't know, almost like I was high or something.

      We talked a little bit about Daddy, a little bit about Mom and some about Lance and John. We are meeting every Tuesday and Thursday for an hour. That seems like a lot to me, but Kate says it's not. She says that it's really important that I trust her and tell her everything. She wants to focus on how I grew up and on my relationship with both of my parents, not just Daddy. She says I should consider her to be like my diary and not hold anything back.

      I found myself telling her things today that I ordinarily would never have told anyone. It was really weird. But totally comfortable at the same time.

      
        Tuesday, January 29, 1990

      

      Today was the fourth time that I've seen Kate, and it's going good and all but she really tries to figure out stuff. Like I told her all about John and Ryan and Dion and pretty much all the guys that I've been with and she's comparing them all to my relationship with Daddy.

      She says that I let men abuse me emotionally because my father was never there for me.

      That's lame.

      I told her my Dad is there like every day, all day lately since he's not working again, haha! She told me that I need to be proactive instead of reactive in situations with men and only then will I find true happiness. She also said that I have low self-esteem and that I should be in classes for children of alcoholics and that I have boundary issues, or something like that, between what is right and what is wrong with the way that people treat me.

      She also said that I have to lay off the drugs and the drinking or she’ll have me tested randomly. Now, that's seriously fucked up.

      I have yet to tell her that Daddy was the first one I did drugs with. Wonder what she'll do with that. I did tell her I'd ease up on everything. And to trust me that I don't have a problem. That's what she wants to hear, that's what I'll tell her. What she doesn't know won't hurt her. She told me today that I come from a dysfunctional, broken home.

      Okay – Hello?!?

      
        Thursday, January 31, 1990

      

      I guess I just get confused by a lot of things anymore. And Kate is no help!

      Not necessarily the super serious things that most people seem to be confused about like why The Replacements have never had a number one hit, and Paula Abdul has – haha! I mean the deeper things like why at age 17 I'm still afraid of the dark. Why I don't like to go anywhere in the rain, the bridge that I'm crossing is always the one that will collapse. I feel like I've got this total fear of everything around me and it really confuses me. It's not rational. And it's so overwhelming that I'm feeling totally exhausted.

      Kate says I have a propensity for fear. And that this propensity, among other things, makes me confused about things.

      I said, “Like, how my parents were able to have children?”

      She laughed.

      She thought I was kidding, but I so wasn’t. They should not have been fucking able to have kids then. They shouldn’t be able to have kids now. You can’t just let anyone go around getting pregnant and then having kids that they don’t want and don’t need and will totally just fuck up anyway. Plus, there are way too many people in this world now the way it is.

      Pull out.

      Get a condom.

      Go on the pill.

      Get your tubes tied.

      Do fucking something so that the end result isn’t another wastoid human being taking up space for no good reason.

      
        Thursday, February 15, 1990

      

      I guess it's been a while, huh?

      A lot has happened.

      I've been seeing Lance, and things are good. Last night he took me slam dancing for Valentine's Day. He bought me a dozen red roses and a card that had a girl who looked like me on it. Then, he told me that he loved me.

      Well, actually he had it written in the card, and that's all that was in the card. You opened it, and it said, "I love you."

      It was so sweet, I cried and messed up my makeup. As in huge fucking raccoon eyes with black streaks running down my face. He told me that I had never looked more beautiful than I did then. But, then he TOLD me that he loved me and kissed me for the longest time, and I just cried and cried.

      I don’t think I have never been happier than I was at that moment. I told him that I loved him too.

      I guess I do.

      I hadn't really thought about it before. I mean, I totally love that he loves me. That’s got to be worth something, right?

      We drank some beers, did some blow, and went slam dancing. The band was called Firehose, and they were all wearing red. It was actually sort of romantic. Somebody bumped me a tad too hard, and I got a bloody nose, and we had to leave early. But, we went to the beach, found this kind of secluded cove and fooled around for a while. I let him keep my underwear as a souvenir.

      I know, how fucking Sixteen Candles of me, right?

      
        Tuesday, February 27, 1990

      

      I didn’t see Lance all weekend. It was weird. I mean I worked most of the weekend, but even when I was off, he had other plans.

      I can’t decide if I missed him or not.

      [image: ]
* * *

      So, Sunday night Wen and I went to a party in the Heights. Total snooty area. It was fun, but the people there were really snobby. All the girls were total bitch whores. But even I have to admit, they dressed killer.

      Tomorrow we go to the zoo as a field trip for photography class. I’m so fucking excited. I haven’t been to the zoo since I was a little bitty kid.

      
        Friday, March 2, 1990

      

      Lance put a note in my locker today:

      
        I love you. I need you. I can't live without you.

      

      Fuck.

      It’s too much too soon. I think. I’m not sure.

      Half the time I don’t even think I’m over John yet. And here Lance is saying he can’t live without me? It makes me a little not into him.

      Mom says it’s always better to have a guy who’s more into you than you are into him. I mean I do like him. And I really like that he likes me so much. But I don’t know if I’m in love with him. At least not like he is with me. But, it’s better than not having anyone, right?

      Or is that weak?

      
        Friday, February 23, 1990

      

      So, now Lance has been acting super weird since he put that note in my locker.

      We had a really weird conversation today. He said that he was starting to feel panicked about us and suffocated, that it wasn’t anything that I was doing but just that the whole thought of commitment made him feel all weirded out.

      Then he said he doesn’t think he makes a very good boyfriend but that he really wants us to work because I’m what his dream girl would be. But that he wants us to slow down a bit.

      I just kinda sat there, totally didn’t know what to say. I mean isn’t this the guy who just told me, in fucking writing, that he couldn’t live without me???

      Guys are so amazingly, completely and utterly fucked up.

      It’s exhausting.

      
        Sunday, March 18, 1990

      

      John came down for St. Patrick’s Day. He called and said he wanted to see me. I said no at first, but then I called him back and said yes.

      I know, I’m pathetic.

      We met for coffee yesterday morning, one thing led to another, and somehow we ended up spending the whole day together. And it was so great.

      So, fucking great.

      Just like I had always known it could be. He was so sweet and so attentive and so amazing. We just walked around the mall after coffee, and every so often his hand would brush up against mine, or he'd stand really close to me, or he'd come up behind me when I was looking at something. He wouldn't touch me or anything, but I could feel him there, and I totally knew that if I leaned back even an inch, he'd be there.

      I don’t care who you are, when a guy comes up to you from behind and you can feel him there, like right there, it’s a fucking turn on.

      He talked me into going to a party at his buddy’s house with him.

      I left Lance a message saying I was babysitting Lillianne and to go out and have fun without me.

      I went to the party, and it was just so GREAT! Being with him again, laughing and joking – he was teasing me and flirting with me. We played 3-man and quarters and drank way too much fucking beer. But I didn't throw up. I was feeling way too good about everything.

      He didn't even kiss me until way later in the night. I'd gone out back to get another beer cause the keg was gonna run out, and he grabbed my hand and pulled me off to the side. We just stood there for a minute looking at each other, and I KNOW that I had that big goofy grin on my face.

      You know the one that makes you look like some sort of love-struck fucking moron, but you don't care because you are a love-struck fucking moron?

      That was me.

      He had the same fucking goofy grin, so it wasn't just me. That's what made it so great. He tucked my hair behind my ear really gentle like, and then he's all, "I totally want to kiss you right now."

      So, I’m all, “What’s stopping you?”

      And so he did.

      And it was fan-fucking-tastic!

      I am such a fucking bitch whore cunt, and I don't even care. We totally had sex in his friend's room, and it was awesome. So like sweet and passionate at the same time, slow and fast, hard and soft.

      God, I missed him.

      He made me come like twice before we did it. And when I say I missed him, I mean like so much. I didn’t even realize how much until I saw him again. Until I was with him again.

      We just fit, like fucking puzzle pieces. Even my body fits with his – like shit lines up in all the right places. I know that's pathetic, but I don't care. I just feel so full right now of like emotion and feelings. I want to giggle uncontrollably and never stop, turn cartwheels in the grass, throw my arms out to the sides and spin myself dizzy until I fall down.

      Afterwards, we just laid there in each other's arms, and he kept stroking my hair and whispering how beautiful I am and how much he misses me. He told me he still loves me and he thinks about me all the time. He wants me to move to be with him as soon as I graduate.

      AND he said he wants us to think about getting married!

      MARRIED!

      I mean, fuck. Like he is perfect, and I really love him but am I ready for marriage?

      Doubtful.

      And I don’t think he is either. I mean we can barely keep it together as boyfriend-girlfriend. And right now, technically, I have another boyfriend, so . . .

      Fuck!

      I’m not sure if I’m on cloud fucking nine or stressed way the fuck out.

      I told Lillianne all about it, but as usual, she had little to say. Just looked at me with those big eyes, like she was trying so hard to understand.

      God, I love that kid!
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* * *

      We went to breakfast yesterday morning before he left to go back to school. He asked me to think about everything he said. I told him I would, but man!

      That’s a lot to fucking think about.

      He kissed me before he left and it was a kiss like no other we’ve ever had. I mean like it brought tears to my eyes.

      He told me he loved me.

      I told him I loved him.

      He said he’d see me soon.

      There’s no way I’m in love with Lance. It’s nothing like this.

      
        Tuesday, March 20, 1990

      

      John called today. He was upset that I didn’t call to make sure he made it back to school okay. So, of course, we argued about that.

      Then somehow we started arguing about his friends and whether they approved of me, even though I’ve never met them, and about where I was going to go to school when I graduate and if it would be with him. If I was moving in with him or getting my own place.

      I mean – I haven’t even applied to colleges. God, I haven’t even graduated. And I don’t have money to move!

      We aren't even fucking together, and we are arguing about a future that doesn't even exist. Well, I guess really the future never truly exists, right?

      But I hung up on him, and he didn't call me back.

      Fuck.

      
        Wednesday, March 28, 1990

      

      I haven't had much to say until today. I'm back on the Lance train I guess, and everything has been great, except, he was an absolute fucking-creep-jerk-head-asshole today and yesterday!

      Today I was pissed because I found out he screwed two other girls at school that he still hangs out with AND was totally flirting with today. AND one was RIGHT before we got together.

      But that's not why I was mad, well not completely. He was just being an ass. I got fed up with his attitude and walked away. He was totally ignoring me and stuff.

      He follows me and says, “We need to talk."

      And I'm all, “Damn straight we need to talk, what the hell's your problem lately?"

      And he goes, "I don't want to go to the prom."

      And I'm all, "Huh? Why?"

      And he goes, "I'm just not interested in going, I mean, don't take it personally or anything."

      So, I said, “Okay, well then, how should I take it, Einstein?"

      And he shrugged and goes, "I don't know."

      I don't know?!?

      So, I ask him, “What the fuck is I don't know?"

      And he goes, "Dill, don't do this, please."

      So, I go, “Don't do what? Don't get pissed, cause my boyfriend won't take me to the prom? I’m a fucking senior girl! Prom is right around the corner! We already talked about going! But shit, okay, fine, don't go getting all pissy when I go with someone else then."

      And he goes, “Okay."

      Okay!!??

      Then he squeezes me on the shoulder, gives me this poor-boy-woe-is-me-frowny smile, and walks away.

      Whatever! Fucking prick!

      So, then he calls tonight with a bunch more BS about it and says if it's going to bug me when he pays more attention to other girls than me then he doesn't need a relationship like that. But he still wants me to go to prom and have fun, and if I start going out with whoever I take to the prom, well, he won't stand in our way.

      He said prom didn't matter and if I went with someone else it didn't matter and that nothing has mattered all week and he didn't care about anything in his life anymore, and then he hung up.

      I tried calling him back, but there was no answer. God - what is his deal?!?

      I can’t be the only senior girl not going to prom.

      This is fucking ridiculous!

      
        Tuesday, April 3, 1990

      

      Me and the girls are going on a man-hunt. PPD patrol - potential prom date.

      We shall overcome!!!

      I didn't see or hear from Lance-the-fucking-dickhead all weekend, so I just hung out with Lillianne the whole time - fine by me! I'm making plans without him for next weekend. I don't care! He's the one who's being a dick! Let him suffer for a weekend, see how he likes it!

      I wonder if I should invite John to prom?

      [image: ]
* * *

      Kate and I are down to once a week now, on Tuesdays only. I think our sessions are going really well.

      I'm pretty much off most of the drugs, and I'm hardly drinking at all. She's really proud of me for not drinking while Lance is being such a dick. I think that it's actually kind of easier somehow, like it doesn't hurt as much to go through this when I'm sober.

      Plus, I really feel like I'm in touch with myself. Kate says that I am strong and capable and that it's always better to deal with emotional issues sober and clean. She wants me to think about college and stuff, but I think I have no desire to go.

      She says she can't accept that. That it's time for me to start taking responsibility for my life and the things that happen in it. That I'm almost an adult and at some point, I have to stop blaming and relying on my parents for everything. I reminded her that my parents are a bunch of total hypocritical idiots who are determined to destroy my life but she said I need to grow up despite them not because of them.
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        Monday, April 9, 1990

      

      Lance admitted to me this morning at school that he was running scared and he was afraid of all this "relationship crap," and then he dumped me!

      Well, that's not exactly how it happened, but pretty fucking close! He found me before first-period, at my locker, and asked how my weekend was, told me about his, the normal BS, then he got down to business.

      He's all, "I've been a real dick lately huh?"

      I'm all, “Yeah, pretty much."

      He's all, "Well, I'm just really afraid of all this relationship stuff, it scares the crap out of me, my feelings for you scare the crap out of me. I don't know what to do anymore."

      I said, “Well, what am I supposed to do, wait?"

      He's all, "I don't know."

      Then we had one of those big pauses in the conversation, and he's all, "So, do you have a prom date yet?"

      I'm all, “Well, I might not go to prom, I haven't decided."

      He's all, “Might not go!?! How can you not go? It's your senior prom! You have to go! Don't do this to yourself, not over me."

      So, I'm all, "It's not OVER you. Don't get all excited Jesus! I'm going to go, I just haven't figured out how and with who and stuff."

      He's all, “Good, I want you to go and have a good time. I want you to find a date and have fun."

      PAUSE

      "But I also think that we should put our relationship on the back burner for a while and settle this whole prom thing."

      PAUSE

      "Did you kind of see this coming?"

      I'm all, “Yeah, I guess - no, not at all!"

      He goes, “You know, it's nothing you did. Don't take it personally. You didn't do anything wrong."

      I'm all, “Yeah, okay, whatever."

      He's all, "Well, I better go now. I'll be late for class."

      I'm all, “Yeah, dick-head, make a hasty exit before you might have to explain yourself or talk about it."

      And he goes, “What, like a responsible person would do?"

      I'm all, “Yeah."

      He goes, “Well, not me. Talk to you later or something."

      I just slammed my locker and started to cry.

      He broke up with me!

      What the fuck??!!

      And that's the story folks.

      He could change his mind and come back to me, or we could stay on the back burner forever. Of course, now I think I might really have feelings for him. I don't see how he couldn't still have them for me as well. He must still care! After everything that we've done together and gone through, how could he do this?

      Why does this always happen?

      [image: ]
* * *

      I called John. I know. I am a weak and pathetic bitch whore who just keeps pin-balling her heart back and forth, waiting for it to break. Like a fucking idiot.

      I like the word pin-balling. I’m pretty sure I made it up.

      Anyway, he said that even though he would love nothing more than to take me to prom, he couldn’t. He didn’t give me a reason.

      He just said, “I’m sorry baby, I’m not going to be able to do that. I know you’ll going to look amazing and I look forward to seeing the pictures.”

      I’m sorry, did he just essentially say he looks forward to pictures of me with another guy?

      What the fuck?

      And by that, I mean WHAT THE FUCK????

      
        Don't Break Me - A poem by Dylan

        I miss you so much, really I do

        Can't you understand what I'm going through?

        Do you still have the same feelings as I?

        The day that you left me, I thought I would die.

        The heartache and emptiness I feel inside

        does not go away, no matter how hard I've tried.

        Those sympathetic smiles are so hard to take

        from "caring" people who are always so fake.

        This is personal, between you and me,

        I understand now. You want to be free.

        So why go and tell everyone that we know

        how you so carelessly, foolishly, let me go?

        It hurts to think you don't want me now,

        I want to let go, but I don't know how.

        "You'll get over him someday."

        At least that's what they say.

        But that's so hard to conceive

        in this time that I grieve.

      

      
        Tuesday, April 17, 1990

      

      Kate says that when you love something you should set it free and if it comes back to you, it was meant to be. If it doesn't, that means that something better is waiting around the corner for you and you are better off anyway.

      I reminded her that I don’t know if I love Lance. She says I should write him a letter, not necessarily one that I will give him, just like a letter directed at him, telling him how I feel about stuff. Sometimes I'm not so sure that Kate really knows what she's talking about. Half the shit she has me do is really weird. I'm going to try it anyway, so here goes:

      
        Dear Lance,

        I think you're an asshole for leaving me.

        I miss you. I don't want to be without you.

        It was good with us, and we were happy.

        I understand that you are scared, but now

        I'm scared too. Scared, hurt and alone.

        Don't do these things to me. It's not right.

        It's not fair. It breaks my heart. You don't seem

        to understand what this does to me, seeing you

        every day, not knowing what you are doing or

        who you're with. This drives me crazy. I can't

        handle it anymore. You said you weren't like

        the other guys, but you are exactly like them.

        You get me where you want me, where I'll

        trust you, where I'll need you, and then you leave.

        I need you, can't you see that? What are you doing?

        Who are you with? I'm going to run out and fuck

        every guy I see just to hurt you. Don't you ever get

        pissed? Don't you ever get upset? You're like a

        fucking robot - nothing ever phases you? How do

        you live like that? Without feeling anything? You

        used to feel stuff - what happened? Can't you see

        how much you are hurting me? Don't you

        have a conscience? Did you mean anything that

        you said to me? What about how you can't live

        without me? What about how you love me?

        Why are you doing this?

        Please, just come back to me!

        I can't do this alone!

        I'm not meant to be alone!

      

      Screw this - it’s a stupid ass idea anyway.

      God, I don’t even know who I’m writing this fucking letter to, Lance or John. Besides, what's the point of writing someone a letter if you are never going to give it to them?

      
        Wednesday, April 18, 1990

      

      The dick-head's taking some little cheerleader to the prom.

      I wanna say her name is Midori! Or Champagne. Or some other fucked up thing.

      Who the hell names their kid after a drink?!?!

      She's a stupid-ass-idiotic-little-brainless-bimbo-trinket girl. You know, trinket, as in something with absolutely no value at all whatsoever! Blonde hair, dyed, of course, brown eyes, smush nose, thin lips, and sooooo ugly!!! She looks like one of those weird little dogs. Total dog face. Ha! Dogface is her name now. I don't even know why he's taking her to the prom, except maybe to get laid. She'll do anything that walks. I would have laid him at prom!

      What, he needs new pussy now? Younger pussy? At 17 I’m already the old pussy? God, I hate him!!! And I hate the word pussy.

      I don't know if they're going out now or not. God! What the hell am I going to do? I can't handle it!

      This is so fucking embarrassing! I can't deal with this! I don't want to talk to him. I don't want to see him. I don't want to see the two of them together. I don't want to have anything to do with him at all. I'm going to ignore him at school and just let him do his own thing. I want no part of it. She's an absolute idiot! I hate her.

      This is the same girl he was seeing before we got together. I am so much better than her. Smarter, cuter, funnier, funner, sexier, prettier! Jesus! What the hell is his problem? She's a bimbo! An idiot! A trinket! She can't even speak in complete sentences! She knows nothing about anything at all whatsoever! She doesn't even have her driver's license!!!! She's lame, and she's ugly, and she can't drive, and she's stupid!

      God, he is such an asshole!

      [image: ]
* * *

      And here is how completely FUCKED UP I am – now that he’s got someone else, he’s all I want.

      Like. All. I. Want.

      What the fuck is the matter with me?

      Fuck.

      Pathetic weak bitch whore.

      
        Monday, April 23, 1990

      

      So, Lance was waiting in the parking lot today when I got out of detention. Did I mention I had detention? I guess that’s what happens when you leave campus without permission . . .

      Anyway, he was all over me from minute one. I mean he comes up and grabs me, and he's got one arm around my neck and one arm around my waist and we are just sitting there, then he pushes me up against his car and kisses me for like a minute, and then he goes, "The guys and I are having a party tonight, and you're invited."

      And I push him away and say, “No!"

      And he's all, “Why not?"

      And I'm all, “Um, let's see, cause, you're an asshole! Hello!"

      He goes, “That's no reason."

      And I'm all, “Okay, let's see, cause you're an asshole and you're dating a trampy, idiotic, bimbo, bitch, whore, trinket."

      And he goes, “She's not a bimbo."

      And I'm all, “Oh, so now you're sticking up for her. What a big strong man you are. Oooh, I'm so impressed. Spare me the details and get the fuck out of my way."

      And he goes, "Dill, don't do this please."

      And I'm all, “Don't do what? Treat you like the scum that you are?"

      And he goes, “Come on. Just come to the party please, I miss you, I miss hangin’ with you."

      And I said, “Well, you really should’ve thought of that before you broke up with me."

      And he goes, "I didn't break up with you! I just suggested we take a break for a little while. Besides, you're the one who's been avoiding me."

      I'm all, “You are so full of shit it's not even funny!"

      He goes, “Come on, don't be like this, just come to the party, please, it won't be any fun if you don't."

      I'm all, "Gee, thanks. You're too kind."

      And he's all, “So, are you going to come?"

      And I said, “Yeah. I don’t know. I'm not sure."

      And he's all, “Well, it starts at 9:30, so that's what time you should come."

      And I'm all, “Okay."

      And he goes, “You owe me don't forget."

      And I go, "I don't owe you shit. What the hell are you talking about?"

      And he pulled out the last of the homemade blow-job coupons from Christmas. I just stood there, totally not knowing what to do. He stuck it in my jeans pocket, winked, turned around, and walked away.

      So, I was totally stoked, cause, you know on the one hand that was a good sign and all that he kept my Christmas coupons, it shows he still cares.

      But, when I got home and told the new wife bimbo bitch whore, she totally burst my bubble. She said he was just dangling a carrot in front of me and stuff. But I think that's what I needed to hear because that way I don't have any expectations.

      See, I'm super pissed at him, but I think I miss him at the same time. I don't really know what to do.

      I hate that guys can fuck with your head so completely. You can be so together and on top of it otherwise, then a guy comes around, and you are totally fucked.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Fucked or not, it totally doesn’t matter because he totally tried to get me back the whole night. He never left my side once during the whole party. Well, at least until he went to get high and I wouldn't go with him. I didn't want to.

      I can’t focus when I’m high.

      I need to stay focused around him.

      He got all pissed and left, and when he came back, I was talking to some other guys. He kept trying to get my attention I pretended not to see him, and he got even madder and punched the wall. Then he grabbed Dogface and took her to get stoned. Two minutes later the cops came and broke up the party.

      But don't get me wrong, my opinion, the evening went really well.

      At one point, while we were in the kitchen, I was in total control of the situation, and we both knew it. He tried to kiss me, and I let him once, then not again.

      He asked me out. I said no.

      He asked me to have sex with him. I said no.

      He got really pissed and asked me what the hell I wanted, I said I didn't know. He asked if I thought he was a jerk and I said yes.

      If he was an asshole - yes!

      If he still had a chance with me - I don't know.

      If I hated him - yes!

      If I still wanted him - yes!

      I hate myself.

      
        Wednesday, April 25, 1990

      

      Okay, you know what? Why can't he just fucking leave me alone?

      I mean if he's going to break up with me, then just break up and be done with it.

      I am so over this bullshit.

      If he wanted to put things on the back burner then fine - now we've done it. Let’s both move on with our lives.

      What the hell!?!

      He needs to decide, either he's going to ignore me, ALL THE TIME, or he's going to pay attention to me ALL THE TIME! He can't keep doing both. It's making me crazy!

      He needs to quit coming over and talking to me during lunch, he needs to quit sending his stupid little friends over to talk to me, he needs to quit staring at me all the time, and he needs to QUIT SMILING AT ME!!!!

      You know what Lance? If you're going to leave me, DO IT - LEAVE!

      Don't fuck around like this! Just do it! Stay out of my life!

      GO AWAY!

      Don't look back! Just go! Quit hurting me! Just leave me alone - please leave me alone! Let me get over you and move on. And, quit looking so damn good all the time. Ever since he broke up with me, not a day has gone by that he hasn't looked so damn good I've just wanted to jump him right then and there.

      He came up to me today, and he was wearing this green shirt, which totally brings out his eyes, and he's all, "Hey, I just wanted to tell you, you look exceptionally beautiful today."

      Then he winked at me and walked away!

      Fucking dick!

      
        Monday, April 30, 1990

      

      Well, I got a date for the prom.

      Yay me.

      The new wife bimbo bitch whore's best friends little brother. Yeah, say that ten times fast.

      How much more of a setup can this possibly be? His name is Nathan. I'm not too terribly excited about it though. I met him tonight. They came over for dinner.

      He's cute and all, seems very interested in me, but Lance is who I wanna be going with. Nathan asked me out for some time this week, but I said no. I have no desire to like date him or anything. I just need someone to go to the prom with. A bunch of us are going to get a limo - me, Wendy, Matt-the-weenie-beaner, the girls and their dates.

      Lance's friend Alex came up to me today and asked me if I had a date for the prom yet and I'm all, "Yeah, as a matter of fact, I do."

      And he goes, “Oh, well, I’m going to take Lance to the prom.”

      And I said, “Oh, well aren’t you just the lucky one.”

      And he goes, “Yep, and I’m going to get laid too.”

      And I said, “Well, you know that shouldn’t be too hard, I’ve heard that Lance is an easy lay.”

      And then he goes, “You know Dylan, I get the feeling sometimes that you don't like me."

      And I said, “Wherever did you get that feeling from, smart guy?"

      And he goes, “Well, because you hate Lance and I'm Lance's best friend, so I figure you'd hate me too, by like default or something."

      And I said, “Oh Alex, you should know by now that I could never hate Lance, you I could hate, but never Lance."

      And he just kind of looked at me all weird and then walked away. What is it with guys anyway?

      I know Lance still loves me, I can feel it! So, why is he doing this to me?

      
        Tuesday, May 1, 1990

      

      I saw Kate today, told her about this dream I had last night about Lance.

      We were at some cabin thing, and we were like sailing or doing something in the water, and I got really sunburned. A bunch of his friends were there, and we were all having a really good time, and everyone decided to go to a baseball game. So, I went to get my stuff together, I had my backpack and my sketch pad was in it, plus a sweatshirt and my keys and stuff.

      Anyway, Alex comes over and takes my stuff and puts it in his car and then he says that he'll see me there. Well, then Lance comes over and says that I'll have to take my own car there because there isn't enough room in his car for me. I try to tell him that Alex has my keys, and so I can't drive my car, but he just keeps walking to his truck, gets in and drives away, and there's no one else in his car. So, there would have been room for me.

      He left me there all alone with no sweatshirt, no keys, no money. And I knew, like right at that moment, that I was going to have spend the whole night alone and with nothing to do. And I was immediately really, really sad and then I woke up. Kate said it meant I had a fear of abandonment and issues with betrayal by those who loved me.

      She said that now that we were getting deeper into my issues in our sessions, and that as I was figuring some of these things out, they would start to come out in my subconscious like through my dreams and stuff. I thought that was pretty cool. That she can tell stuff by my dreams and that my issues are working out or whatever.

      You know what this means right?

      Now I'm going to be okay.

      
        Sunday, May 13, 1990

      

      The prom was horrible - absolutely horrible.

      My funnest time was getting stoned with the girls beforehand. We had a hell of a time getting ready when we were baking at 350 degrees - haha! That part was a blast.

      Nathan was on time. We were running late. Dinner was supposed to be at 6:30 and everyone was meeting here at 5:30. Well, at 5:45 Wendy's mom calls to say that Wendy and Matt took off to buy him tennis shoes for in the limo. That pissed me off royally!

      Who the hell needs tennis shoes in a limo?

      Well, Wendy finally gets here a little after 6:00 and we leave by 6:30, get there by 7:00. No harm done I suppose, but it put me in a crappy mood, despite getting high again in the limo on the way.

      Anyway, dinner was okay, and we got to the prom on time. Ran into Lance right off though in the picture line. Out of all the people there, of course, he was the first one I had to see. So, I grabbed Nathan and ran to the dance floor. Lance and Dogface followed us and danced right next to us.

      So, Nathan and I left to get pictures and came back a few minutes later, and they were gone. But then, later I went to go to the bathroom - alone - and I ran into Lance, and he appeared to be totally stoked to see me. He guessed I was a little high - I guessed he wasn't.

      He's all, “So, where's your little date?"

      And I'm all, “He's back at the table, where's yours?"

      He looks around, shrugs and goes, “Bathroom, I guess.”

      And I go, “Probably puking her brains out."

      And he just winks and walks away. So, I went into the bathroom, but I didn't see her. I would have decked her if I had.

      Anyway, so then a little while later Alex came up to me and whispered, “You know, Lance is still in love with you" and then left.

      So, I just stood there in a daze, completely confused, and didn't know what to do. Then he came back and whispered Lance's phone number in my ear. He continued to do this like four more times over the course of the night.

      Then a little while later he came up to me and said, “Do you remember what I told you earlier?"

      I'm all, “Yeah, duh, Lance’s number.”

      He's all, “Good girl, you recognized it."

      I'm all, “And?"

      And he goes, “The only advice I can give you is to use it."

      And I'm all, “Advice for me?"

      And he goes, "Dylan, Lance has dated some pretty cute girls that I haven't liked and some pretty ugly girls that I have liked, but you are the only really, really cute girl that he's dated that I've liked. You made him happy, and I've never seen him so miserable as since the two of you have been apart. I want to see him happy again, so call him, please."

      I was totally and completely speechless. I didn't know what to do or say or anything.

      I didn't see either one of them for the rest of the night. Shortly after that, the prom ended and we went home. Well, not really, I mean we got baked in the limo, went to Denny's for fried zucchini and ice cream, dropped Nathan off, scoped out all the after-prom parties, found none, then went home.

      Oh, so here's the clincher right, on the way home the radio broke and so the only sounds in the limo were Wendy and Matt getting it on.

      Gross!

      So, I went to sleep. Well, next thing I knew Matt was calling me a party pooper for falling asleep, then a bitch for taking Nathan home early, so we got into this huge fight and I called him a dick-head and Wendy got mad and brought Lance into it somehow, and I got really, really pissed and then we were home.

      Everybody else just sat there the whole time watching.

      So, then Matt decided he wanted to take Wendy to a hotel room for the night, and Wendy was supposed to stay the night with the girls and me, and have an after-prom slumber party. So, we yelled back and forth for a while, then the guys got into it with Matt, and all of them were yelling, and finally, the stress from the whole night just got to me, and I started screaming at the top of my lungs.

      AAAAAAGGGGHHH!!!!!!!!

      So, Wendy said she'd only stay over if Matt could stay. So much for the GIRLS ONLY slumber party. I made them sleep on the living room floor. Well, I guess later on that night the new wife bimbo bitch whore went waddling out there for a glass of water, caught them in THE ACT and freaked.

      She woke everybody up, including Daddy, and made everyone leave, in the middle of the night! You should've seen Wendy hobbling down the street with her dress half on. As I look back on it now, it IS pretty funny. Except that the new wife bimbo bitch whore made everyone else go home too, that was way not cool.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I wonder if I should call Lance.

      
        Monday, May 21, 1990

      

      Daddy's letting some super-speed-freak-druggie-guy crash on our couch for a while and I hate having him here cause he stares at me all the time and he smells gross, and he totally hogs the remote control. I can't even watch TV in my own house!

      
        Wednesday, May 23, 1990

      

      John sent me a poem.

      
        The dying embers of a forgotten fire

        Slip through fingers of frozen consciousness,

        And drop off

        Into the oblivion of eternal night.

        Your heart made me true,

        I burn

        I burn for you.

      

      Man, that guy just knows how to tweak my shit, fuck with my head, make me love him, turn me on, make me hate him, and long for him all at the same time.

      Is it possible to be in love with two guys at the same time?

      
        Saturday, May 26, 1990

      

      Some guy had a party last night, and everyone was there, including Lance!

      Ugh!

      He brought Dogface - the dick-head!

      What the hell! Does he really think I want to see that?

      As soon as we walked in Lance came like rushing over to us and just kind of knelt down at my feet and grabbed my ankles. He didn’t say anything or anything, he just knelt there and held on. I couldn't move.

      It was really weird. I just looked at him. He looked so wonderful and so pathetic, I wanted to cry. Dogface came over and picked him up under the armpits, and half dragged half led him to the couch. Actually, it was a pretty sickening display of drunken pathetic-ness.

      And who the hell does Dogface think she is?

      Trav, of course, was all over me all night. He still insists we would make the perfect couple. Once again, that line didn't work.

      But, as if that wasn't enough, we were playing three-man, and I was three-man and got really super drunk. So, I went out front to get some air and ended up hurling all over the flower bed. Well, about fifteen minutes later this guy comes out and starts talking to me, and next thing I know, he's asking me out. I say no and tell him to leave me alone cause my world is spinning out of control and he starts talking about my thighs and how I should start running or I'll end up looking like a cow.

      Well, that pissed me off - partly because the thought of being like a cow made me totally sick and partly because that was so totally fucked-up to say. So, I turn to walk away, and he grabs me and tries to kiss me. I thought about kissing him back, but I didn't. He's so not worth the energy. The whole thing was very weird. What is it with these guys?
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        Sunday, June 3, 1990

      

      Well, what can I say about the last few days? We got evicted because Daddy the wonder provider didn't pay the rent, so we had to move on Thursday, boy was that ever fun, at least I got to skip school. I like this place way better than the shit-hole apartment we were in. There's this creepy, overgrown creek bed back behind the house that'll be perfect for scary sex and late-night partying.

      We had a senior lunch on Friday, Lance wasn't there, first one he's missed. Saturday was our senior trip to Catalina. That was an experience in and of itself.

      First of all, the girls get to my house early to pick me and Wendy up and well, we weren't quite ready because the power had gone off and I still wasn't really unpacked, but as it turned out we were half an hour early to the boat terminal, so that was cool. We just sat around and did nothing for a while until a bunch of the guys got there, and guess who was right behind them - yep - Lance.

      He did it to me once again.

      I thought he wouldn't be going, because he had said he wasn't, and then he goes and shows up at the last minute! I was like half mad and half happy at the same time. I gave them a sickeningly sweet "good morning!" and got a glare from Alex in return. He was all hung over.

      Lance and I kind of talked on the boat but that ended relatively soon because I started to get seasick and he literally ran away from me! I had to throw up in little bags, and I filled up like three of them!

      Oh my God it was so gross!

      At one point, I went to throw one of the bags away, and I missed the trash can, and it splattered all over the deck and ran down the bench in orange and red rivers of puke, with pieces of brown muffin from my breakfast floating in it.

      Ugh!

      So, then, the boat breaks down like five normal minutes out of Catalina, and it takes us like forty-five minutes to float into shore. It gave us all enough time to get over our seasickness and so that was cool I guess. But the big part of the whole day was that night, when we got to San Pedro, once we were on our way back home again.

      See, we had to take a boat to San Pedro, which I guess is somewhere in L.A., because our boat into San Diego was still broke. I don't understand the whole thing, you know, like why the L.A. boat can't take us to San Diego, but I guess that doesn't matter. Anyway, we get there, and they tell us that the buses are caught in traffic, and they'll be about five minutes late.

      Then like twenty minutes goes by, and they say that the buses will be there in fifteen minutes. And, so we wait and wait and wait - still no buses. Well, they keep telling us oh, fifteen minutes, fifteen minutes. Then, finally at 9:00 p.m. they tell us the truth, "we haven't gotten a hold of any buses yet, but we are still trying to get you some, please be patient."

      So, basically, they'd been lying to us the whole time, and we'd been there like two hours by now.

      It was bad.

      One of the teachers ordered about fifteen pizzas and charged it to the boat company. So that was cool. And when the pizzas came, guess who sat with me and talked to me?

      Lance.

      Not only did he talk to me, but he stared at me and teased me and wrestled with me. He was on a roll. He kept coming up and messing up my hair and poking me and teasing me about puking all day.

      He's all, “Yeah, I felt so bad when I saw you getting sick on the boat. You'd turn a few shades of green, then white, then green, then you'd ralph in the bag a few times, then you'd just sit there in a daze and then it would start all over again."

      I'm just all, “Yeah, thanks for noticing."

      He just smiled that wonderful smile and walked away.

      Then, later, I was laying down on the ground, and he came over and just stood there looking down at me, so I stuck my tongue out at him. He left me alone after that.

      Well, at least until the bus ride home - oh yeah, the buses finally came - at like 11:30! Anyway, he gave me his sweatshirt to wear on the way home because I was cold. Then he sat next to me and let me lean my head on his shoulder. He stroked my hair the whole way home. Sometimes, he can be the nicest guy.

      I'm so glad the buses were late.

      I think I’m over John. Or at least I almost am.

      
        Staying Whole - A poem by Dylan

        I want to crawl inside you

        and lose myself,

        watch what you see

        Rising up, at first alone,

        then coming together, as one being

        Body surging forward with a mind all its own

        Pulsating through, steady, on the brink

        Tight and fluid, breathlessly fulfilled,

        spiraling downward, losing control

        Alive, Awake, Burning, Wanting -

        Denial feels good

        Desire creates a new emotion,

        breeding fear with promise.

        Becoming One while staying Whole.

      

      
        Tuesday, June 5, 1990

      

      Kate said today that it's really good that I'm doing all this "normal" teenager stuff like the prom and senior trips and stuff. She says that's what being 17 is all about. I told her that if this is normal, then sometimes normal feels good.

      She keeps telling me how great I am and how I can do anything if I set my mind to it. She gives me hugs every time when I get there and then again when I leave. She is so great! I think that Kate is the most wonderful person I have ever met.

      I love Kate!

      
        Thursday, June 7, 1990

      

      Tonight was the yearbook signing party, and Lance sat next to me most of the night. He kept like touching my face and hair and stuff. It was rad!!!

      So, he asked me if I was going to call him this summer and I said maybe, and he's all, "Well, didn't Alex talk to you?"

      And I'm all, “Yeah, so?"

      And he goes, “So aren't you going to call?"

      And I go, “Maybe, I don't know."

      And he got all pissed and stormed off. So, then Alex comes up and asks to sign my yearbook:

      
        Dylan - Anything worth getting takes a

        worthwhile effort. (555-5555)

        Just in case you forgot it. If you want my

        valuable advice on this subject

        (Lance), feel free to call me, anytime

        and ask me anything. Okay?

        Love always, Alex. (555-8888)

      

      And he put a big arrow after the words "worthwhile effort" to a picture of Lance.

      Whatever!

      AND, why is he saying love always, Alex?? THEN on another page, he wrote:

      
        Dylan - cutest girl Lance ever went out with.

        Your eyes are the most beautiful

        I have ever seen on anyone in my life.

        I am serious! I know your infatuation

        with Lance will carry into the summer

        and who knows what will happen with

        a little effort!

        Love always, Alex. (555-8888)

      

      Anyway, so I was pretty stoked because I was thinking these were some pretty big hints you know?

      So then, later, Wendy pulls me aside and says she'd been thinking about Lance and me and she said it was totally obvious that he was still hooked on me and she couldn't understand why he was playing these little games with me and making himself so unhappy.

      Then, later I had my keys in my mouth and Wendy, and I were getting ready to leave when Lance comes up and starts tugging on them and after a little while I opened my mouth and let them go, and he's all, "Aw man, I almost had her too Wendy – don't you just hate it you're just about to reel them in, and they get away?"

      And Wendy’s all, “Yeah, well, I guess you need a better hook."

      I died laughing. You should have seen the look on his face. It was soo funny!

      
        Thursday, June 14, 1990

      

      Help! I graduate from high school tomorrow! Yikes! Lance finally signed my yearbook today - it's very nice:

      
        Dylan - there is no room to write anything

        long and drawn out, so I will be brief,

        you are very special to me, and I

        am sure with a little effort on both

        our parts we could make

        this summer truly memorable.

        We have had some wonderful,

        special times, never forget them.

        Love always, Lance 555-5555

        (just in case you forgot)

      

      So, I was really stoked about that. But I do think it’s funny he thought I’d forget his number. When I went to go sign his, I happened to open right to the page where little-miss-Dogface-the-tramp signed! It was so ridiculous! She put:

      
        Lance, I'm so glad you took me out to Dave B's

        that night, too bad we couldn't continue

        what we started. Then you had to

        go and get together with Dylan - oh lucky you.

        But I know you regret that! I know now

        after the night of “the” party that we will always

        hold a special place in each other's hearts.

        I want you to know I always feel so honored in your presence, I am so in awe of your intelligence

        and strength and sense of humor.

        Thank you for everything you've done for me.

        I feel so privileged that you chose to take me t

        o your prom over anyone else. Good

        luck in the future, if you ever need anything,

        don't hesitate to call me,

        I know you know the number.

        Love always, Dogface.

      

      Just kidding, she signed it Dori.

      That is so disgusting! I couldn't even write anything after that. I told him I'd sign it later. I wish I could read what he wrote in hers.

      
        Saturday, June 16, 1990

      

      Well, I'm a high school graduate!

      Cool huh?

      I had an awesome time last night! Awesome! It was such a high! God! I was so emotional all day long!

      It was just an incredible day - best of my life I swear. I talked to Lance at the graduation ceremony. That was rad! As soon as he saw me, he grabbed me and swung me around up in the air and then put me down but kept me in this really tight, really wonderful hug for a long time.

      Then he loosened his grip a little bit and said, “Are you going to call me?"

      And I said, “Are you going to call me?"

      And he said, “Of course I am!"

      And so, I said, “Well, then so am I."

      Then we discussed which parties we were going to attend and whether or not we would see one another and he said he hoped he saw me and walked away. I totally had a good time at both parties.

      I did some blow at the first party, so I was flying high by the time I got to the second. I saw Lance at the first one, little-miss-Dogface in tow. He told me not to go to the second one until after 11:00 because of the cops. The first one got broken up about 10:30, but we stayed till after 11:00 because we're cool!

      Anyway, apparently, Wendy talked to Lance for a long time about ME!! He wants to get back together, but he wants me to do 70% of the effort. I'll meet him halfway, but I won't do most of the work, it has to be a joint effort. He says I never put any effort into it before, but I totally disagree. Wendy says he's right.

      Anyway, we leave for our senior trip on Monday – Mazatlán Baby!! – and he won’t be going, so I guess I’ll see what happens when we get back. Seven days of sun, fun, booze, and men. It’s going to be great!

      [image: ]
* * *

      John sent me a graduation card. It had two dolphins on the front, it said:

      
        This is a dual porpoise card.

      

      And then you opened it, and it said:

      
        Happy Graduation and I miss you.

      

      He put a poem inside:

      
        It is impossible for you

        To always be here.

        But just a simple thought

        Seems to bring you near.

        I miss you,

        What you say

        And what you do.

        I miss you,

        When I am alone

        I am only blue.

      

      And then he signed it, love always John.

      Fuck. I am SO NOT over him.

      Now, what the fuck am I supposed to do with that?

      I miss him.

      
        Sunday, June 17, 1990

      

      Saw Erasure in concert tonight – not nearly as good as I expected it to be, but still ok. Even an okay concert is good high. And a great way to kick off the summer. Now off to pack for Mazatlán!

      
        Thursday, June 21, 1990

      

      OH MY GOD!!

      You wouldn't even believe Mazatlán if I told you! It is incredible! First of all, the legal drinking age is only 18! AND they don't check ID’s. It's way cooler than T.J.

      We went to this bar Tuesday night called El Toro Bravo, and it has a mechanical bull inside, and I rode it! It was way killer! I was so awesome! The guy told me I was born to ride. Nace a montar - or something like that. It's a little bit like riding a horse only like way more sexual. I felt like Debra Winger in Urban Cowboy.

      Then, last night we went to this place called the El Cid and went on a crazy slide built right into the bar. Wendy ran out of money so we went back to the room to get more and we heard one of the other girls coming back, so we hid in the closet, don't ask me why, it was a stupid thing to do.

      She had this guy with her, and they totally had sex while we were in the closet! I couldn't even believe it. He did it to her up the butt, and she liked it. It was gross, but at the same time, I had to look.

      I mean, it was weird seeing someone else having sex, especially sex up the ass, but, it was kind of a turn on too. I wanted to masturbate, but Wendy was there, so I had to settle for squeezing my thighs together and then letting them go, again and again, in a rhythmic fashion. The guy was kind of cute, I almost came, right there in the closet with Wendy next to me.

      
        Friday, June 22, 1990

      

      This is totally my last week as a free woman, and I can't seem to find anyone interesting enough to be free with. It's not like there aren't any cute guys here because there are plenty. It's not like I'm not getting offers, cause I am. Plus, I think I'm totally horny after last night's peek show. And, it's not that I'm all bummed about Lance, cause I'm not.

      I sent him a postcard today.

      I sent John one too.

      Nothing fancy – just having a blast wish you were here bullshit. It's just that there hasn't been anyone around to really flick my Bic, you know? It's hard to explain. I guess despite everything I'm still trying to be faithful to Lance. Don't ask me why, we aren't even together. Plus, I can't get John out of my mind.

      I’m so fucked.

      Every guy down here seems to be on the prowl. I could totally, full-on have my pick of whoever. Oh - and you would not believe some of the girls around here - talk about total sluts! Bitch whore sluts! All the girls from school that I thought were total goody-goodies are screwing everything in sight. It's insane!

      Wendy met a guy she totally likes, but we couldn't find him tonight, so she's sleeping alone. We did manage to talk a very drunk girl out of a $50 traveler's check. That was cool. She knocked over a waitress with a full tray of drinks, and we told her it cost $50 to replace them, but it really only cost $20. So, Wendy and I made out with $15 each!

      I went on a banana boat today and tomorrow I'm going to try para-sailing. I'm getting the most awesome tan in the world. This is just the best present I ever could have gotten for graduation.

      I guess my parents can be pretty cool. I mean – it was $700!!!

      I know both Tammy and Daddy’s drug dealer friend helped pay, but still. The food is good, the partying is incredible, the beaches are amazing! I totally want to move down here. I'll even learn to speak Spanish!

      
        Monday, June 25, 1990

      

      Well, we're home, and I don't want to be. It was so much fun down there, no worries, no cares, no stress, no family! Plus, it'll be hard to go back to a legal drinking age. I think we are all pretty bummed to be home.

      Wendy is totally bummed though - I guess Matt wasn't home to get her call tonight and he knew this is when we got back. I wonder about them sometimes, I mean, she screws around with pretty much every guy she meets while we're down there, swearing the whole time that she's totally in love with Matt, rushes home to call him, he's not there to get her call, and she's all upset.

      Weird!

      I did some thinking while we were there, like about Lance and what I want from him.

      And about John and whether I love him.

      And what makes me happy and stuff. I'm pretty sure I came to the conclusion that I don't know what the hell I want.

      I mean, I want John back so bad it hurts - but he's an ass sometimes. I understand why he's an ass, but that doesn't change the fact that he's an ass.

      And with Lance – I love how much he loves me. I know I got totally ridiculous fucking jealous with Dogface. But, I mean, I know he acts the way he does because he loves me. He's only with Dogface to piss me off. And, you know, she lets him walk all over her.

      Kate says that the way he treats me isn't right and that I don't deserve to be treated that way. She says I need to make a list of pros and cons with both guys so I can get clear in my head if either is really a good thing or not and if, and it's really what I want in my life. But she doesn't understand. I think really missed him while I was gone.

      Or else I missed John.

      Or else I’m just lonely.

      Now is when we are supposed to start the big campaign. The whole pursuing each other thing and stuff. I don't know. It could be fun. I'm afraid to call him though. I'm just not totally sure how I feel about stuff. I mean, I know this is goofy, but, what if Kate is right? She says I can love both of them and still not have either be the right person for me.

      I’m not sure I understand.

      
        Tuesday, June 26, 1990

      

      Well, you'll never guess who called me today - yep - Lance. He said he wanted to clear up what Wendy had told me after graduation. His story was a little different from hers. But according to the girls, his is more accurate.

      Apparently, Wendy was trying to play matchmaker, just like Alex at prom, and she kept hounding Lance and stuff. He said that the whole 70%/30% stuff was a misunderstanding and that what he meant was if we each gave 100% which is really 50% each, then together we'd have a whole 100%, r something like that. I don't know, he kept talking percentages and crap and I kind of tuned him out after a little while.

      It was sort of a letdown.

      I wanted more than that. He said he realized as soon as he broke up with me that it was a huge mistake and the outcome wasn't what he wanted but by then what could he do?

      Well, I say he could have done plenty. He said that the guys pressured him into the whole prom thing and taking Dogface not me and he'd really wanted to take me but thought it would put a strain on us as well as any future relationship between us.

      Which could be true, but like taking Dogface instead didn't? Anyway, then he said Alex's actions at the prom were part of a big plan on their part to try and get me to initiate something between the two of us, Lance and me.

      And Lance was supposed to come up to me sometime before graduation and say, "I've got two things for you to remember over the summer. . ." Then he was supposed to give me his phone number and then a kiss - a big, full-on tongue kiss.

      But he didn't.

      Fucking pussy.

      So, now the plan was for him to call me and talk me into pursuing him for a week. He said ten to one it wouldn't take a full week to catch him. He wants flowers, poems, candy, serenades - the works. I don't know, I told him I’d do it, but I’m not totally sure I want to. I mean, maybe this will be fun, I don’t know if I want to pursue him, why can't he pursue me?

      That's the way it's supposed to be right?

      I wrote some stupid poem for him, if I get the guts to, I’m going to have Wendy bring it to him tonight:

      
        Roses are blood red,

        Violets are true blue,

        when this week is over baby,

        you won't know what’s hit you.

      

      Problem is, I don’t fucking know if that’s true.

      
        Saturday, June 30, 1990

      

      Well, things have gone pretty good so far with Lance and the big pursuit I guess. Wendy and I thought it might be fun to see if I could be the pursuer, and it is. I've sent him perfume laden letters, romantic poetry, and flowers.

      On Thursday, I left this big sign on his front porch professing my undying devotion as well as an invitation to go out that night. Which we did, but he didn't come and get me until almost 10:45 which was fine, I guess, but a little late anyway.

      He was very charming and romantic all night long. Anyway, we went to Denny's and had ice cream sundaes. We had a pleasant conversation with the waiter about how I am pursuing Lance, and he said, "I believe the young lady looks quite capable of getting anything her heart desires."

      I thought that was very sweet, and I told him so, which pissed Lance off, and he turned into King-Kong-Dick-Head-Guy , and we ended the evening early. He walked me to the door though and gave me a good night kiss. I'd forgotten how quickly he gets all into it.

      He totally wanted to get off, up against the front door. I felt his hard-on through his jeans pushing into my stomach, and it made me want to puke. I couldn't get into it. He wanted to come in, but I made him leave. He got all pissed and squealed his tires when he left.

      It was pretty lame.

      I got in the house and totally realized what I needed - Lillianne. I've hardly seen her since I got back from Mazatlán. I brought her into my bed with me. It is so wonderful just to watch her sleep. So incredible!

      I smoked out and watched her lay on my chest. She's just the most amazing thing, and still so tiny. Tiny hands, tiny feet, everything on her is perfect. She's the most beautiful pink color that you've ever seen.

      God, she's just wonderful. I just pick her up and lean her against my chest, and she snuggles up under my chin, and I can smell her, she smells so good, that baby smell. Whenever I'm with Lillianne, whenever I'm holding her, everything is right in the world.

      
        Sunday, July 8, 1990

      

      We are seeing UB40 tonight in concert – I am SO EXCITED!!!!! Best week ever!
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        Tuesday, July 17, 1990

      

      I showed Kate some poetry today, and she said that I was totally making progress and that she was really proud of me. She said that when I write stuff, I need to pretend that no one else is ever going to see it and that I can just write whatever I want no matter what it is.

      She also said that I don't need to try and rhyme stuff, that I'll ruin my creative process. She said that I should just write whatever comes to mind, even if it sounds weird or funny and not change it, just leave it and be happy with it for being what was in my mind at that time.

      Write it down or go insane, she says, write it down or go insane.

      That's so funny, cause I think I used to say the same thing. Kate and I are meant to be together. She jokes about one of us being crazy all the time. She says only crazy people can recognize craziness in others and then know that they have to help them out, she totally cracks me up. She said I was the best client she's ever had.

      I love Kate.

      [image: ]
* * *

      John’s not coming home for the summer. He’s staying at school and working there. He called me and told me he really wants us to get back together. And that he loves me. But that he didn’t see a relationship with us going anywhere because he could only give me half a relationship since he’s away at school and that wouldn’t be fair to me.

      He said we have two separate lives and that he’s probably never coming back here, so I unless I go there, we would always have half a relationship. Which, he said, would just dissatisfy me and make him feel guilty. He said he always felt guilty before only giving me half a relationship with no real promise of a future and that he cares about me too much to put me through that again.

      I got to be real here, the whole conversation kind of blew my mind. Like I think I knew that getting back together was a possibility. But he hadn’t really pursued it. At least I don’t think he did. And I have been kind of busy, you know, like graduating from high school and shit.

      I mean, we've kind of kept in touch, and I've totally missed the fuck out of him, but I also didn't know it could have gone the way he obviously thought it did.

      Am I that clueless with every fucking thing around me that I can't even understand this shit when it's happening? Wasn't he the one that was just talking about marriage like three months ago?

      Now he's breaking up with me, and we weren't even really back together. How is it possible that THAT breaks my heart?

      I’m the fucking pussy.

      
        Thursday, July 19, 1990

      

      Tommy and I talked today for a while. It was cool, but I'm worried about him. He's all bummed, about life and school and stuff and I don't know what to do to help him or make him feel better.

      I've been thinking about him a lot lately. I had this dream about him last night that made me really sad. In my dream, I saw him get hit by a truck, a big white truck that stayed on top of him once it ran him over.

      So, I went rushing out to the street, picked the truck off him and kind of tossed it aside. Then I sat there and just held him in my arms while all these people started gathering around, and I was yelling at them to call an ambulance, but nobody would move, they just stared.

      I couldn't leave him there to go call because he was bleeding and hurt and crying. I kept yelling at someone to call an ambulance and more and more people kept gathering around and watching, but nobody would do anything. I was screaming and begging for someone to please help me.

      I was so scared and so panicked, and nobody would do anything to help. My chest started tightening up, and I couldn't breathe. I knew that I was feeling everything he was feeling.

      Then he died.

      Right there in my arms and there was nothing I could do. I cried and screamed and cried. And all the people just stood there and stared at me. I was filled with so much anger and so much rage that I just started killing them all one by one.

      I couldn't control myself or anything I did, and I was so powerful and so strong that I literally ripped the people apart and tossed away the pieces one by one.

      They didn't leave or run away from me, so I just killed them all. It felt good.

      This morning, when I woke up, I painted a picture of this small family, mom - dad - baby, and they all had their heads on upside down and no necks. I'm going to have to ask Kate next week about what this all means.

      
        Friday, July 20, 1990

      

      Lance just called - at 2:30 in the morning! He wanted to know if I wanted to take it up the ass.

      He said that's what he's in the mood for, that he'd been fantasizing about it and that he was going to come get me so we could do it.

      I totally laughed and said no. I told him that I was sleeping and that he should be doing the same.

      Then he got all weird on me and started like begging me and stuff, only halfway kidding, halfway serious. He said that he felt like we were growing apart and he didn't want that and so he was desperately trying to save our relationship.

      I said that was fine, but not at 2:30 in the morning.

      Then he told me that he loved me, that he'd been doing a lot of thinking and that he had realized earlier in the evening that he couldn't live without me and that we needed to get married. He said he didn't want to spend his life without me or away from me and that he would get a job to support us and I could paint all day and we could have babies.

      He said that he wanted to drape my body in furs and cover my fingers with diamonds, that that's what I deserve and that's what he was going to give me. He said that he would always make sure that I had the best of everything if I would only agree to marry him. Then he said that he was going to call some hotels in Vegas and that right after my 18th birthday we could fly out there and be married and come back and live happily ever after.

      It was weird because him telling me all of this didn't really make me all that happy. Like I kept waiting for that feeling, you know, and it never came. He just kept like talking about all this stuff, and I just kept waiting, and nothing happened.

      Why aren't I as happy about this as I should be?

      And how is it that two guys want to marry me, or at least one still does, and I’m still so fucking lonely?

      
        Tuesday, July 24, 1990

      

      I saw Kate today. She says all my creative outlets mean I'm starting to deal with the dysfunctional bullshit with my family. She says the upside-down heads in my painting are my way of maintaining control over a situation I can't possibly have control over.

      I didn't think that made much sense, but then I'm not the shrink. She wants me to keep writing and painting and telling her about my dreams. She says I just need to keep writing everything down, all my thoughts, feelings, dreams, whether anything is good or bad, just write what I feel and make sure I don't change it or correct it.

      She told me I'm doing really good with all my writing. I don't always show it to her, but I do make sure I tell her how much I've written each week and stuff.

      Write it down or go insane, right?

      She says I've matured a lot since she first met me.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Lance and I are fighting like there's no tomorrow. I just don't get him sometimes. He is so hot and cold, I mean one minute he is the nicest guy in the world, talking marriage and babies, and the next minute he's an asshole who can't stand to be around me.

      He brought me flowers the other day, then ignored me and didn't return my calls for three days. The flowers were totally out of the blue. They had a little note that said,

      
        "I promise to give you the world

        if you give me half the chance.

        Love always, Lance."

      

      Then he stands me up for dinner and doesn't call, or return my calls, for three days!

      What the hell is wrong with this picture?

      Kate says that I need to be more proactive instead of reactive. She says that if Lance does things that bother me I need to tell him and be honest about my feelings. She says don't argue or yell at him, just be honest about how I'm feeling and how he's hurting me.

      I told her that I feel like every time I approach Lance with something we end up fighting. I mean, whenever he wants to talk about stuff, it's fine, but if I do, he gets all bent out of shape. Like if we are talking about his feelings we're cool, but he gets mad when I want to talk about my feelings and stuff.

      Boy - déjà vu!

      But then he always apologizes and buys me stuff, and we make up, and it's so nice to make up. Kate says that apologies without actions to back them up are worthless. She says that he can apologize until he's blue in the face, but if he doesn't change his behavior it doesn't mean anything.

      Plus, she says he's apologizing way too much, that we are fighting way too much and that the bad times are outnumbering the good times. I don't think that's true at all. I told her that I only complain about the bad times, that I never tell her about the good times, but that we have a bunch of really great times.

      She says that I should go back and read my diary then.

      All I know is it makes me depressed, and I miss the way he used to be. He's totally weirding out on me. I don't even know who he is anymore. It's like I'm dating two different guys, one who totally loves me and wants to marry me, and one who's been forgetting dates and being an asshole.

      Not really like standing me up, but where he literally forgets the date and never picks me up. I'll call his house, and he'll say, "oh man I forgot." Then he'll come and get me. But, see, that's what I mean. How do you forget a date?

      Every time he does this, he becomes like less of a man, less important, in my eyes, and I can see him, literally, getting smaller and smaller.

      
        Friday, July 27, 1990

      

      Okay, the weirdest thing happened after work tonight - you would not even believe it! Okay, so Lance and I had gotten into a HUGE fight, and I'm really, really pissed still and don't want to go home, so I'm sitting in the bar at Marley's, right, drinking a coke and just shooting the breeze with Ted, the bartender.

      Well, these two guys come in, sit down and start talking. So, I'm talking to this guy, and I swear he's hitting on me. But he's wearing a wedding ring, so I don't pay much attention to it. Anyway, he says he's from out of town and wants to have some fun.

      So, I tell him we can party down the street if he's got fundage. He says that's cool and I tell him to meet me at Milligan's down the street, where I know they'll serve me. I do a couple lines and cruise down there. I figure fuck it – Lance is being a complete and total ass and I am fed up with his shit.

      I hang out with married guy the whole night, get really trashed, totally dirty dance and pretty much get it on right there on the dance floor. I told him I was twenty-five and he believed me.

      We messed around in the bar for a while, and when I walked him out at the end of the night, we messed around some more in his car. The guy slipped me a fifty when we were done and says next time he's in town he'll track me down at Marley's.

      I was stoked! Absolutely stoked!

      I have a great time, get totally trashed, he pays for everything all night, then gives ME a fifty dollar bill!

      This was definitely the coolest night ever!

      
        Tuesday, July 31, 1990

      

      Kate says I prostituted myself. I disagree. I think that guy was just lonely. He had a good time, he was grateful, he slipped me a fifty.

      Bitch whore – schmore - the world doesn't have enough people like him as far as I'm concerned.

      She's all, "You are totally making progress, and I don't understand why you would do something like that to yourself. If you are intent on destroying your life, I don't want to sit by and watch you do it."

      I’m all, “I don’t think that’s very effective counseling techniques - who says I’m intent on destroying my life. It was one night, blowing off steam, no big deal.”

      She’s all, “I care about you Dylan, and I don’t want to see you make a mistake when you’ve come so far.”

      And I’m all, “Well, maybe you shouldn't have gotten so personally involved with my case.“

      And she goes, “I think our session is over for the day.”

      Whatever!

      I'd only been there fifteen minutes.

      
        Monday, August 6, 1990

      

      I just don't want to deal with life anymore - any of it.

      And, I don't want to deal with Lance anymore - I want him to leave me alone. He's bugging the fucking crap out of me. In fact, I think I want everyone to leave me alone. I don't want to deal with any of this crap anymore. I am just so sick and tired of life!

      God - I hate this! I hate my parents - I hate Lance – I hate John - I hate Kate - I hate everything!

      I just want to crawl inside a hole and die, just sink down, way down into the dirt until I can't tell where it begins and I end. Where it seeps into my nose and throat and I can't breathe, and it fills my eyelids so I can't see and all the sound and all the light around me gets completely blocked out, and I become one with the dirt.

      
        Saturday, August 11, 1990

      

      I went out tonight with the guys from work to this place called Beavers. It's an all-nude strip club.

      It was pretty fun, I mean, I’m not into chicks or anything, but I even I like seeing other chicks naked. I like to see what they look like, and sometimes, when they are right there in front of you, you can't help but look. You have to look, just to see.

      Kind of like when you are in the girls' locker room, and everyone is changing or showering, so they're all half naked, and you know you aren't supposed to look, but you keep peeking really quick anyway.

      The only bummer part was that they don’t serve alcohol in all nude places. They served alcohol at “Girls Nite Out," but I guess that's cause the guys only strip down to G-strings.

      How come guys don’t go totally nude? I think I could get into that. Although limp penises look pretty funny just dangling there between a guy's legs. Shit - hard penises look pretty funny sticking out from between a guy's legs. Not that I'm complaining about penises.

      Anyway, I expected it to be a little bit different from what it actually was. I mean, all the guys in the audience, just kind of sat there with these glazed looks on their faces and they didn’t really move. They didn’t scream or rush the stage, nothing. They didn’t even blink as far as I could tell.

      After a while, I started watching them. It was like they were all in a total trance or something. Well, except for Nick and Van from work, they were practically jumping out of their seats they were so excited. They each bought lap dances, where the chicks come up and totally do it with you, while you are sitting in the chair, only everyone keeps their clothes on.

      Van went and jacked off in the bathroom after his and then came back and bragged about it. Dork! He and Nick were so funny to watch though because they were so excited and squirmy and stuff, they couldn't sit still, and just wore these shit-eating grins all night long. I was a little pissed when we first got there because they pretty much forgot I even existed. But then, you know, I got into watching everyone and just enjoyed myself.

      I only went to the car twice to do lines.

      And, oh my God, did I mention the stripper chick’s boobs? They were all enormous - huge and round and veiny. They barely wiggled at all, totally not what I expected. And really not pretty at all. The bigger they were, the grosser they looked. It was like this whole other world or something in there. Attack of the Giant Fake Boobs!

      I mean, if I were a guy, I would totally be a boob-man because I understand the draw – but these were just too much. They had a fireman pole stuck in the middle of the stage, that was probably the coolest thing because the chicks would shimmy up the pole, then hang upside down, by their ankles and strip their tops off and stuff. I was totally impressed by that. I kept expecting them to fall down the pole, but they didn't.

      I decided I could totally do this. I mean, it doesn't look that hard, and its cool cause all these guys pay a fuck load of money to just sit there and watch them. The coolest part is these chicks can basically do whatever they want, and the guys can't touch them, at all, or they get thrown out. These guys are seriously stupid. I asked the chick who was giving Nick his lap dance, Misty Waters, all about it, how much she made, how hard it was, if she liked it, and she told me everything.

      It pissed Nick off because he wanted her to pay attention to him, not me. Turns out she was a lesbian. Nick was devastated. You should have seen the look on his face when she told him she’d much rather lick my thighs than his.

      Anyway, it sounds like she makes anywhere from $300-$500 bucks a night, but I’m not totally sure. I think she makes the most money on tips. Nick gave her fifty bucks while we were there. Anyway, she told me to call her at the club if I saw something I wanted to get into. Then she winked at me.

      
        Wednesday, August 15, 1990

      

      I talked to Mom tonight for a long time. Tommy's coming to live with us cause she’s going to take off for a while and find herself.

      Whatever!

      At least I'll finally be able to keep an eye on Tommy, I worry about him too much otherwise, he just doesn't seem to know where he's going in life, I think he's depressed. He needs guidance or something.

      Shit, so does Mom. She doesn’t even know where she’s going to go, just that she needs to go, that’s what she says anyway.

      She's all, "Dill, sometimes life just gets to be too much, and I'm not sure how to handle it all anymore. I don't feel like I ever get a break, ever get to rest. I just want to rest for a while. I am just so tired."

      I'm all, “Yeah, I totally understand Mom, go, don't worry, we'll be fine."

      I mean, she totally hasn't been herself for a long time anyway. It'll actually be a relief to have her gone. I promised her I'd keep an eye on Tommy and she was all happy.

      I'm back to sharing a room with Lillianne. I like it better that way anyway. I get to keep an eye on her too. She's like my own little valium or something. Calms me down and keeps me real.

      Daddy's all excited because he's got his "boy" back. The new wife bimbo bitch whore is freaking out about money. She's not working, Daddy keeps losing his jobs, and so basically, I'm the only one with any money, and I'm not about to share.

      I seriously doubt she has anything to worry about because I'm pretty sure Daddy's selling coke again. I mean, that's the only way that I can see he is able to pay for anything around here. He never leaves the house, he's got weird ass people calling at all hours of the day, and he's keeping their bedroom door locked again.

      He is so pathetically obvious about stuff.

      Did I mention he’s up all night putting model airplanes together? He hangs them from every inch of blank ceiling space we have - it's like walking through some kind of fucking gray plastic jungle!

      And, he keeps buying the weirdest shit, like yesterday, he brought home this whole home workout machine thing for he and the new wife bimbo bitch whore to get into shape on. Like they’ll ever use the thing! Oh well, I don’t care. I guess it really doesn’t matter how he gets money as long as he gets it somehow.
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        Saturday, August 18, 1990

      

      Went to TJ last night. Had a fucking blast, as usual! Got so drunk we passed out in the car after we crossed back over the border and didn’t make it home until noon today. Nobody even noticed I wasn’t here.

      
        Tuesday, August 21, 1990

      

      I ate my pet rabbit, Scrappy, for dinner when I was eleven years old. I forgot about it until just today. Kate and I were talking about something totally unrelated, and it just came up.

      I was having dinner at a friend's, Mom packed me a sandwich to bring cause they were having fish sticks, and I don't like fish sticks. Mom told me it was chicken salad.

      When I called Dad to come pick me up, he asked if I ate the sandwich. I said yes. He asked if I liked it. I said yes. He told me it was Scrappy.

      That's all I remember about it. I don't remember how I felt, but I remember everything he said, I remember what Sonny's mom made for dinner, I remember I was wearing my Holly Hobby t-shirt and my jeans with the rainbow patch on the knee. I remember I called him to pick me up at 6:36 p.m.

      I think a lot of our pets disappeared in weird ways when we were kids. My cat got stuck in the garage door and was squished to death. Tommy's hamster got out of his cage and drown in the toilet. Two different dogs ran away and never came back.

      Kate asked me today if I thought Dad 'got rid of them' somehow. I said I thought it was possible. But shit, anything's possible, right? She asked if I thought Dad was a sociopath. If I thought maybe he 'got rid of' the pets on purpose as a means of control. I said I didn't know - and I don't know.

      Sociopath is a big word in more ways than one. I mean, I realize it's bad that he killed Scrappy, that much I know he did. He’d say that animals are meant to be eaten. I say cows, pigs, and chickens are meant to be eaten, not pet bunnies.

      But you know, somehow, no matter what he does, I can't fault him. I can't really see him as a bad person. He’s always the victim. I have a hard time getting mad at him. I don't know why.

      
        Sunday, August 26, 1990

      

      Lance called today after like two weeks. I don’t think I even care. He said that he’d been thinking a lot about us and that he still wanted to marry me if I'd have him but that he had to go away to college. His parents were making him.

      I’m all, “What do you mean you have to go away to college?”

      He’s all, “I’m going to Boston to study medicine at Boston University.”

      I’m all, “Oh.”

      I mean it was weird cause for some reason I didn't really care that he's leaving. Everybody's leaving, and I don't think I really care.

      Wendy's going to school in Colorado cause she wants to try and meet John Elway, and the girls are going to school in Davis cause that's where their parents went. They'll all be gone within like the next month, and I don't really care.

      Then Lance goes into this big, long thing about how much he loves me and, he's all, "Dylan, I don't want to leave you. That's the last thing I want. With you, I have finally found someone who accepts me for who I am, and I don't want to lose that. You know me and understand me and what I need, and I think that you should come with me. I love you."

      So, I told him that I couldn't go with him because I wanted a job at Beavers. And it was weird because until that moment I didn't know I wanted a job there, but I do. I mean they make pretty good money, and they don't have to sleep with the guys, and it's kind of like being a runway model only with no clothes.

      So, then he goes, “Well, you know Dylan, doctor’s wives can’t be strippers."

      And I go, “Well, I'm not going to be a doctor’s wife."

      He told me that I was going to change my mind once I saw how successful he was.

      I told him that I was going to make more money as a stripper than he ever would as a doctor.

      He told me that he was going to make his living treating bitch whore tramps like me for venereal diseases.

      I told him to have a nice life and hung up.

      Why does he always do this? It’s so old.

      
        Monday, September 3, 1990

      

      I remember Daddy took the divorce hard, worse than anyone else in the family, though he should have been expecting it, for years. They’d separated so many times before they finally divorced. The divorce was actually a relief.

      You could always tell when he’d had a bad day at work; those were the days when he forgot to come home on time. Mom waiting, in the living room, with the lights off, jumping at every sound she heard, half hoping, half dreading it was him.

      Tommy running into my room and the two of us hiding under my bed until it was safe to come out. Later waking to the muffled sounds of mom’s head hitting the wall. The screams, Daddy’s first, then Mom’s.

      Whenever he finished hitting mom, he’d start to beat his head on the floor, over and over, until he passed out or knocked himself out. Mom would beg him to stop whenever he started to bleed. They would lay there on the floor, Mom broken and crying, Daddy spent and confused.

      The police would come, almost every time. Some angry neighbor or another would always call. Mom would always make me answer the door and tell them that everything was okay, just my parents having a healthy disagreement. It was always a healthy disagreement.

      Daddy would have sex with women he met in bars.

      Sometimes he'd bring them home for the night, pretending they were runaways who needed a place to stay. To me, they never looked like runaways, to Mom they couldn't possibly be anything else. She would welcome them in, fix up the couch, and feed them; all the while Daddy fucked them in the bathroom.

      
        Tuesday, September 4, 1990

      

      Kate gave me this book today called Adult Children of Alcoholics. She says that even though I'm not legally an adult yet (but I will be in 17 days!), I most oftentimes act like one and that I should be comfortable with the content. I am supposed to read one chapter a week and go through the exercises. She thinks this is going to help me somehow. I'm not too sure.

      The first chapter is called "What happened to you as a child," and it's got all this bullshit in it about how you weren't allowed to be a child. How you have to guess at what normal behavior is because you don't recognize it on your own and you have difficulty having fun, and all this other pathetic crap. Not to mention the stuff about how they almost always turn into alcoholics themselves.

      Whatever!

      It's just a bunch of fucking whiners not wanting to take responsibility for anything in their lives.

      Jesus Christ! Get over yourselves!

      
        Tuesday, September 18, 1990

      

      I want to devote my life to something with meaning and stuff. Something that people will remember me by once I’m dead. I need to do something that is like totally cool. I’ve been thinking a lot lately about when I die and what’s going to happen and who’ll remember me.

      Anyway, I figure Tommy and Lillianne will totally miss me but like the whole world at large won’t even have known who I was and I want to be someone important who means something to people. I think I can be someone important.

      No, I know I can be someone important.

      I can totally be one of those people who everyone admires and loves and wants to be exactly like. I’ll get to put my handprints on that street in Hollywood, even though I probably won’t be an actress, just because I’m so cool and they’ll want to remember me always in just that way.

      I'll have a book written about me, and everyone will want to be just like me. Kate and I were talking today, and she told me that I could be whatever I wanted. She says I have a strong enough constitution, or will to do whatever I set my mind to and all I have to do is decide what makes me happy and go for it.

      She thinks I should go to college, but I don't want to. Fuck dude, I'm finally out of school, there is so no need to go rushing back in.

      I found out Lance moved to Boston. He didn't even say goodbye. Guess he didn't appreciate my letter.

      
        Friday, September 21, 1990

      

      Today is my eighteenth birthday. I feel absolutely, positively the same as yesterday. I wanted a transformation or something where I would wake up and be all grown up. But today I feel just as screwed as I always have. Except that now I'm legally screwed! Haha!

      Daddy and the new wife bimbo bitch whore took me to dinner at Hungry Hunter, and we got to get all dressed up. I looked good. They let me order an appetizer plus whatever I wanted for dinner AND dessert.

      I actually had a cool time with them. And get this - the waiter totally served me alcohol! I didn't even have to use my fake ID! I had two Mai Tais before dinner and an Irish coffee after dinner with my dessert.

      It sucked on the way home cause we got a flat tire and it took Daddy a million years to change it cause he couldn’t find the jack and we were right on the freeway so all the cars kept totally zooming by and Lillianne started crying and the new wife bimbo bitch whore wouldn’t let me take her out of the car seat because we were in the car, and it gave Tommy a headache and me a hangover, but other than that it was a cool night.

      Not a single one of my friends did anything! Tommy gave me a card at dinner that said that of all the people that he knew in the world, I was the one he wanted to be least like but that he would love me forever anyway. I think that is definitely the coolest thing I have ever gotten in my life.

      Mom missed my birthday for like the fiftieth year in a row. Maybe I should start sending her little reminder postcards “Don't forget, your daughter's birthday is right around the corner!" Well, if I knew where she was anyway.

      

      
        Thursday, September 27, 1990

      

      I had this dream last night that I walked into the apartment and saw Daddy having sex on the couch with Lillianne. It was so vivid. He had her draped over the edge of the couch, and he was going at it. His big, white, fat body just slamming into her little pink body.

      He was all splotchy and sweaty, and she was crying. I just stood there in shock and watched. I couldn't say anything. I couldn't do anything. I just stood there in the doorway.

      Then I shut the door and left.

      I didn't do anything. I left my beautiful little sister to be fucked by that monster.

      I walked around the streets for a long time, and I kept trying to stop and get help, but I couldn't talk. Whenever I opened my mouth nothing came out, and people kept looking at me like I was stupid, and nobody would help. Finally, I found a guy who understood what happened and he gave me a gun and told me to go home and kill my father.

      So, I did.

      Kate's going to love this one.

      
        Saturday, September 29, 1990

      

      We got a letter today from social services, they’ve cut off our therapy. We’ve used up our allotted family amount or some stupid thing like that. Apparently, this is how long they feel it should’ve taken for them to fix us, or at least for us to fix ourselves. So, that’s the end of Kate.

      
        Sunday, October 15, 1990

      

      Can't explain what's going on in my head. I'm all messed up. Worse than all the other idiot's I know. Thought about slitting my wrists tonight. I sat here for like three hours with the razor blade just scratching the insides of my arms. I bled all over myself.

      Tommy came home and found me, got all pissed. I don’t know what his problem is. It wasn’t serious. I just wanted to see what would happen. He took the blade away and yelled at me forever. He's never yelled at me before. He said I was weak and pathetic.

      I don't want to be weak. I want to be strong.

      I thought I was strong. I feel so weak.

      I’m so fucking weak.

      
        Thursday, October 18, 1990

      

      Need more pot.

      There is never enough when I need it. I've been stoned for like two weeks. Random thoughts travel through my head. It's been raining forever, and the sounds it makes on the roof is all I think about.

      It reminds me of those beer commercials, "Come to the Rocky Mountains" and they show all those pictures of the streams, and you can hear the water, it looks so fresh and clean.

      I have no idea what streams and rocks have to do with beer, but I drank a lot of it last night with the new wife bimbo bitch whore, then we watched one of Dad's pornos.

      I actually got turned on sitting next to my step-mom.

      I am a sick fuck.

      
        Sunday, October 28, 1990

      

      Coming down is the worst. I always get the chills, and I grind my teeth, I feel nauseous, and it hurts.

      I’m coming down doobie do down down, coming coming down doobie do down down, coming coming down doobie do down down.

      Somebody said that coke triggers every single pleasure sensor in your brain at the same exact time and so that's why it's so great when you're up and so bad when you’re down. If I keep doing it, after a while, will all the pleasure sensors be burned up from all being activated too many times? Will I sink into some deep depression and never come out of it?

      I'm depressed now, and I hate it! It is the absolute worst feeling in the world. It just stays there like a black cloud pressing down around your head all day, cutting off your life supply, circling you with dismal colors and dark feelings and overwhelming sadness and all you can do is desperately search for a cure.

      
        Thursday, November 1, 1990

      

      I called and talked to Misty Waters from Beavers. Her real name is Melissa. Misty Waters is just her stage name. She hooked me up with the guy who does the hiring, Gerald, and I went and saw him this afternoon.

      I get there, and he's all surrounded by this cloud of cigar smoke, leaning way back in his big-fat-man chair with his stumpy legs propped on his little desk. I could see where his socks came close to poking through the worn thin parts on the bottoms of his cowboy boots. He watched me until I sat down, then as soon as I did, he goes,

      “Stand up again, dear, will you . . . . hmmm . . . . raise your skirt, let me see your legs.”

      So, I did, and he leans way forward, squints at me, and goes, "Turn around lemme see your ass."

      Then he goes, “And your tits.”

      So, I raise my shirt, and he sits there a minute then nods at my bra, so I take that off too. He just stared. It felt a little bit weird, but at the same time I kind of got a rush from it; I think he did too cause he was wiping at his face with his handkerchief. But then that was it. He didn't want to see anything else. He didn't want me to do anything else.

      He said I'd do, but he wants to start me out as a waitress for a month or so before moving me to the stage. Oh, and that he gets to approve all my acts before I do them and that I'll have to audition with a sample act before he'll actually hire me for real as a dancer.

      I'm kind of excited about it. I get to pick out costumes and wigs and try out different makeup styles and lipsticks. It's going to be so cool! I picked up a video on the way home of basic dance steps so I can practice before I start. This is going to be so great. I am so excited! I don't think I've been excited about something in a long time.

      I told the new wife bimbo bitch whore what I was doing. She says I'd better make sure Daddy doesn't find out because he'll kill me.

      Like I care.

      I’m going to move out when I save enough money anyway. I’ve thought about trying to take Lillianne with me cause they're both doing coke and it is such a bad environment for a baby to be in. I can’t believe they are so irresponsible.

      Drug addicts raise drug addicts, not babies!

      
        Sunday, November 4, 1990

      

      Tommy never comes out of his room anymore. He says he can’t stand the sight of anyone. He's got a padlock on the outside of it so we can't get in his room if he's not home. I think he's got some other kind of lock on the inside too.

      Nobody is allowed to go in - not even me. It makes me wonder what he's doing in there all the time. Whenever I ask, he tells me to leave him alone. Which I can't do, it's like when people tell you, don't think about pink elephants. What do you do? You totally think about pink elephants.

      I wish he would just come back from wherever he went.

      We have yet to hear anything from Mom.
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        Friday, November 30, 1990

      

      I love watching the girls dance. They are so fucking beautiful and glamorous and confident. I can't wait until Gerald lets me go on stage. I have been practicing every day. I am so excited. Melissa is totally the best dancer of them all. Gerald always saves her till last and people come from all over to see her, she's so famous.

      She's gone to New York and to Vegas to dance, all the best places, and she's going to teach me everything she knows. She says that in Vegas you can make over $1,000 bucks a day, sometimes $2,000!

      She's all, "Dylan, what you have to realize is that when a man's package gets hard, his brain gets soft, so he gives you all his money."

      She's been helping me design costumes and stuff to wear on stage. She says that if you wear costumes when you dance you don't feel as nervous cause you're hidden, well until you take them off.

      When I watch Melissa dance, it doesn't look that hard. She's so amazing when she's up there, blonde hair flying, long legs twisting, whole body arching. She makes so much more money dancing than I do wiping up people's garbage off tables.

      Gerald says he'll let me audition soon. I can't wait. I've finally found my niche in life, I'm going to be a dancer, and I am happy. My horoscope today said that this is the time to review where I stand in my career and to take steps to improve upon it. How much more perfect can it get?

      One of the girls told me you could tell how large a guy's penis is by how long it takes for his pee to hit the toilet so Melissa and I have been listening to all the guys pee through the walls and so far we both think they all have really small penises.

      Except that, now that I really think about it, I don't think that makes a whole lot of sense because if we don't know when they started peeing, then how do we know how long it takes? I think what we really need is to drill a hole in the wall. Then we can just watch them pee.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The new wife bimbo bitch whore let me take Lillianne to the park by myself, and we played on the swings.

      It was so fun, I was telling her all about dancing and how she could do it if she wanted to, I don't think she really understood me though. Melissa came and met us for lunch and brought a picnic and beer.

      She gave me this book on astrology that's going to help me to understand parts of my chart better. She said astrology is a really important part of her everyday life and she encourages everyone to be the same way. She is so cool! She laid her head on my shoulder while we drank beer and watched Lillianne chase the ducks.

      It was cool. I totally dig Melissa. You can't even tell she's a lesbian.

      
        Wednesday, December 5, 1990

      

      I'm pissed, and I don't really know why. I just feel all restless and unsatisfied and bitter and stuff. It was just John's birthday, and for some reason, I've been thinking about him again. That really pisses me off. It's not like I miss him or anything.

      Or, maybe I do.

      I don't really fucking know what it is. But I do know it's got me totally pissed off, and nothing is going to make me feel better I am just in one of those moods. I have the worst fucking headache in the world that I think is going to turn into a hangover if I don't start drinking soon.

      I keep listening to "Unsatisfied," by The Replacements. Because, let's be real, can a song get any more perfect than that???

      [image: ]
* * *

      I dyed my hair this morning for my audition, which went great by the way, but I hate it.

      Red.

      No one should be red. Cheap-sleazy-street-corner-whore-red. I'm not red. I'm too tan to be red. I absolutely hate it. It's all orange and gross and frizzy and brassy! Oh God - my hair is brassy! I feel like a carrot top. I feel conspicuous. I feel so fucking awkward. The new wife bimbo bitch whore says it looks better than I think it does but I don't believe her. Look at her hair. She's no judge.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I don't want to be writing right now. I hate my journal. I hate writing, hate my feelings, hate doing this.

      Write it down or go insane.

      Write it down or go insane.

      Write it down or go insane.

      I'd so rather go insane.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I've been thinking a lot about Mom and where she went and what's up with that. I feel sorry for her. She's pretty fucked up when you think about it. I mean, she was what, younger than me when she had me? And she was getting married to Daddy who is Satan incarnate, and he wasn't even there with her when I was born.

      I remember her saying there were all these complications with the delivery because I was born totally premature and didn't have any brain waves or a pulse or something, I forget. But the labor took forever, and I almost died like a million times. They had to keep me in an incubator for over nine months, and she never got to hold me cause back then they didn't have the technology that they have now.

      I was born in some dinky little town in Nebraska that I think she and Dad were driving through. What would they know about having babies anyway - it must have been horrible for her. God! Why am I becoming such a softie? It's pretty pathetic.

      
        The Future - A poem by Dylan

        Footsteps move me closer

        to where I want to be.

        The ground is made of nails.

        And each step hurts worse than before.

        Because the bottoms of my feet

        are raw and bloody.

        And the skin is hanging off in pieces,

        and there's no way to get

        to where I want to be.

        That place in my mind

        that beckons me forward, forever.

      

      
        Thursday, December 20, 1990

      

      Gerald let me go on tonight. I swear it was the best night of my life! Melissa said I was so good - I know I was too. I wore this silvery sequined looking thing, Melissa says it made my hair look less brassy, so that was a good thing. I was so scared at first, but I just remembered what Melissa said to do if I got nervous.

      She's all, "Dill, at first you're bound to be nervous. You can't help it. Everyone is, just find a guy in front, any guy, stare him down, start dancing just for him. He'll look away, but keep looking cause he'll look back, feel the power you have over him, just feel the power man. It's the best rush you'll ever find."

      I used a bunch of body glitter and teased my hair all up. I looked rad. Mel said to make sure I picked really good music that made me want to dance, so I used "The Body" by PIL. I can never sit still to that song anyway.

      It's got this really long intro before he starts singing, so I went out on stage and just stood there for a while, totally scared shitless, until I remembered what Melissa said. I found a guy and started staring him down, swaying my hips back and forth to the music. I could see it on his face, the change to desire and admiration; all for me.

      I walked down the ramp towards the front of the stage and leaned way forward, shook my shoulders and tits at him, then turned around and walked back up the stage shaking my ass. Gerald won't let me do the pole yet, so all I can basically do is walk back and forth.

      So, I started touching myself – mostly grabbing my tits and making my nipples hard. By the time the intro started with "We Want Your Body" I started feeling a rush that was absolutely insane.

      Oh My God!

      You wouldn't believe it, so much better than any drug I've ever tried. I got scared again when I started to take my shirt off, but all it took was seeing the looks on these guys faces, Mel was right, when I'm up there I hold all the power. I was flashing them and teasing them, and they loved it, they loved me! I would pull up my shirt, flash some tit, pull it back down, pull it up and back down.

      God, it was great!

      I got such a charge by the time I got all my clothes off I thought I was going to cum all over myself. I was so turned on. I couldn't help it.

      I was in control. I was doing this all myself! Just me!

      I started touching myself with all those people watching, with all those men watching, watching me and me only. Those transfixed looks on their faces, all because of me.

      Such a fucking rush!

      God! I almost got off right there in front of them. I wanted to so bad. I went and masturbated in the bathroom right after my set. Had the best fucking orgasm! I'll have to ask Mel about getting off on stage. It could be my thing, my hook. Every dancer needs a hook. I love this job!

      
        Friday, February 1, 1991

      

      There's something wrong with Tommy. He's just not normal lately. He spends too much time in his room, even more time than before, and he won't talk to anyone.

      I miss the him that he used to be.

      
        Wednesday, February 6, 1991

      

      I made my first double-digit bill as a tip tonight! Mel says this is like a special occasion. Some guy tipped me $20! It was pretty cool. I'm getting the hang of this whole dancing thing.

      Gerald only lets me do it like two or three nights during the week, and he says I'm not ready for weekends yet, but that's cool, I will be. I wore three different costumes tonight and danced three different ways, depending on the costume - I'm a woman of choice with variety in my life.

      Gerald says I'm spunky. I like that. Sometimes I think I'd do him if he wasn't so old and fat.

      Mel and I went down with one of the other girls, and we all got tattoos. It hurt like a motherfucker. That's such a stupid saying - hurt like a motherfucker - I don't even know what that means, and I still say it all the time.

      Anyway, I got mine on my lower back which hurt even worse because it was over a bone, the backbone to be exact, and the guy said that was like one of the most painful places to get a tat, and he thought I was really cool for getting it there.

      I got a black rose with a green snake wrapped around its stem and all in the thorns, and stuff and his head peeks up over the flower part, and you can see his fangs and his tongue sticks out, and it's all red. It's so cool looking!

      It was more money to get more than one color, but I didn't care, I've got money to burn. Mel got a heart that's all jagged and broken in two pieces right over where her real heart is, it's all black with little bits of red right in the middle.

      The other girl got a flower, which Mel and I both thought was totally lame, chicks always get stupid tats like flowers. If you're going to go through the trouble to get a tat, don't get a flower!

      It's so weak!

      Anyway, mine was still bleeding a little bit when I went on tonight, but I took the bandage off anyway. I figured a bloody tat looks better than a big bandage any day. And, I found out that a tat on your lower back is called a tramp stamp.

      Laughed my fucking ass off at that!

      
        Thursday, February 14, 1991

      

      Fuck Valentine’s Day.

      
        Monday, March 11, 1991

      

      I was going through some of the stuff Mom left behind and found this poem by Dylan Thomas. Daddy said that's where Tommy and I got our names. Dylan and Thomas. When they were in high school, she wanted to be a poet and totally loved this guy. Daddy says she met him once at some place in San Francisco and she had this poem signed and then put in a frame. He doesn't know why she never hung it up.

      She wanted to be a poet all this time, and I didn't even know she wrote poetry. I never saw anything she wrote. I never showed her any of mine. She never even said anything. Here we had like all this stuff in common, and we didn't even know it.

      It makes me really fucking sad.

      I've been thinking again about what her life must have been like. Why she had to leave and hasn't ever come back or called or anything. She must be pretty fucked up in the head.

      I tried something Kate wanted me to do a long time ago. Where you get all relaxed and visual and stuff, and then you try to bring yourself to a place where you're like in the other person's shoes, living their life, envisioning what it was like to be them. It creates a sense of sympathy. I did it with Mom.

      I thought about what it was like for her, being twenty-something with two kids and a drunk for a husband who beat the crap out of her every time he felt like it and slept with every other woman in town. I started thinking about all the fights they had and all the times he hit her and how Tommy and I would crawl under my bed until it was safe to come out.

      How when he finished hitting her he'd start beating his head against the wall or the floor until he would bleed and we would beg him to stop. And how she would just lay there, broken, on the floor, crying. And how the cops would come, and she would make me tell them, every time, that everything was okay, just my parents having a little disagreement.

      It was always a little disagreement.

      I remembered how embarrassed she was that time we had to crash his company picnic after he got fired and he beat up his boss, bashed the guy's face in with his cowboy boots, and how that was the first time I ever saw blood on another man's face.

      How every time he fucked up or lost his job he'd disappear for days, and we'd never know if he was coming back or not and she'd sit there by the window, just waiting and watching and then he'd show up and act as though nothing happened and we were supposed to too.

      And I realized Mom's not coming back and if I was her, I would have fucking left and never looked back too.

      
        Wednesday, March 27, 1991

      

      I'm totally the best dancer at Beavers, except for Melissa. Gerald says I'm a natural. He moved me to Friday and Saturday nights. Those are totally the primo shifts, and I love only having to work two nights a week!

      I'm probably the most popular dancer there, except for Melissa. She can do such amazing things with the pole. She's like a natural gymnast and stuff. But I've got my hook! Gerald lets me get off on stage. It's the best hook!

      I make so much money! Guys are like putty in my hand. I do a couple two-song sets for the Friday night finale and the Saturday night spectacular, and by the ends of those second sets, I'm ready man, every time.

      I let them all think I'm doing it for them, but I'm not, I'm doing it for me. This is the best thing I've ever done. I'm an independent woman, and I'm fucking proud of what I do. I barely have to touch myself, and I'm seeing stars.

      
        Monday, April 1, 1991

      

      Daddy hit the fucking roof tonight. The new wife bimbo bitch whore let it slip that I was dancing and Daddy just about shit his pants.

      He came busting into my room all red-puffy-faced screaming, "Come here you little bitch! I didn't raise you to be a whore Goddamn you!"

      I'm all, “Okay, chill out, what's your deal?"

      And he goes, "YOU! You get the fuck outta my house! If you’re going to be taking your clothes off and spreading your legs for any asshole who waves a fucking dollar in your face you get the fuck outta my house!"

      And he pointed toward the front door and was breathing all heavy, so I'm all, "Fine! I was planning on leaving anyway, asshole."

      And he goes, “What did you say?"

      And I'm all, “You heard me, I said asshole. ASSHOLE!"

      He made this horrible, guttural, growling noise and charged at me. I screamed, the new wife bimbo bitch whore screamed, Lillianne started crying. I ran around the bed to get away, and he jumped over it, pushed me into the wall, then hit me in the head and the stomach.

      I started screaming again and clawing at him. I could feel pieces of his skin coming away under my nails. He was hitting me again and again, his hands everywhere at once. I was screaming, he was growling. His hands went around my neck. I could feel my head exploding. I was pulling his hair and kicking at him, begging him to stop, and then he did.

      Everything stopped.

      Tommy was standing in the doorway pointing Daddy's gun at him, "Touch her again, and I'll blow your fucking head off."

      Daddy dropped his hands and turned to look at Tommy.

      We all looked at Tommy. He just stood there, about to do what I doubted even he could imagine. Daddy started crying and trying to apologize. The new wife bimbo bitch whore tried to comfort him.

      Tommy just left, walked out the back door.

      I tried to follow him, but he disappeared somewhere near the creek bed. It was all so surreal like. I went back, grabbed some clothes, and left.

      I don't need that shit, Daddy's fucking out of control.

      
        Sunday, April 7, 1991

      

      The new wife bimbo bitch whore called this morning to apologize on Daddy's behalf. She said that he's really sorry for throwing me out, he just doesn't know how to show it.

      Yeah right!

      She also said that I could come and get my clothes tomorrow when he's gone.

      So, I'm all, “If he's so sorry, how come I have to wait until he leaves to come and get my clothes?"

      And she's all, "I just want to make sure your father doesn't get too upset by seeing you is all. He really feels like you are doing this to him on purpose, to get back at him for something. He thinks you feel like he's been a bad father. He's really hurting, Dylan."

      So, I'm all, “He's so totally full of himself. He's pathetic. If he's so hurt and sorry, tell him to call me. I am doing this for me and me only. I am good at what I do. Really good, for the first time in my life people admire me and they admire what I do. Why would he want to take that away from me? This is my job, my career."

      She goes, “He's not trying to take anything away from you, he's just upset, give him time, please."

      I'm all, “Fuck time. I'll come get my clothes tomorrow."

      
        Friday, April 19, 1991

      

      I went home with the sweetest little man home last night and rode him till sunrise. It was so cool. My thighs are aching. It's the first time I ever screwed someone from the club. He was so sweet, and he stayed for all my dances and tipped me like $100.

      We started kind of talking during a lap dance, and he bought three in a row just so we could keep talking. He's from Virginia, and he's married with a little girl that's Lillianne's age. He showed me pictures of her, and she looks so very precious.

      I actually had no intentions of sleeping with him at all but he started telling me all about his wife and how since she had the baby she quit having sex with him and all she cares about now is the baby and what the baby wants and what the baby needs and she won't touch him anymore and won't let him see her naked.

      He says he never comes to clubs like Beavers but tonight he just really needed to let off some steam. When he'd called his wife from his hotel room, she'd already gone to bed, and so he was feeling lonely. I felt really sorry for him. I told him he needed to learn the art of self-pleasure, like in my set, I hardly ever think about sex anymore because I can get off on stage if I want to.

      He said his wife won't let him masturbate in the house because she's afraid the baby will see. I thought that was totally lame. Like a baby would even know what he was doing anyway. I told him that too. Then he starts telling me about how I am so sexy and beautiful, and it would like make his whole life if I would just go with him to grab a nightcap somewhere.

      I’m all, “Sure, that'd be cool."

      I hadn't been out in a while anyway. So, we go to this bar down the street where I know the bouncer, and he lets us in. We party 'til closing and then go back to his hotel and party some more.

      I gave him some blow when we got there but he'd never tried it before, and he was so funny with it. The first time he tried to inhale he accidentally exhaled all over the mirror and blew so much coke all over the place. I was totally pissed at first, but he promised to pay for it, and it was actually more funny than anything.

      When he finally did inhale he got all excited and started jumping up and down. He was like a little psycho man, all happy cause he was doing coke with a real dancer and partying like a 'bad boy.' He looked totally cute, so I kissed him.

      He grabbed my ass and pulled me against him, and I could feel his hard-on through his pants. It felt good, I pushed him down on the bed and started grinding against him, and we totally went at it. I felt so powerful, so in control. I stayed on top all night, every time he tried to change positions, I would pin his arms down above his head and dangle my tits in his face until he stopped.

      I love that feeling of power, of control. Men are so easy, so controlled by sex.

      We did it three times!

      He gave me another $100 before I left, and I kind of felt weird at first, but money is money. When I got home, Mel gave me a high-five for scoring my first buddy from the club.

      
        Thursday, May 2, 1991

      

      I had a dream last night that I was still a virgin and that everyone knew and they all kept talking about it and how the only way a person wasn't a virgin anymore was when they lost their cherry. Everyone kept asking me when I was going to lose my cherry.

      And I kept thinking, how is there a cherry up there that I don't know about? And I got really pissed about it, so I started using my fingers to try and dig it out, but it felt good and made me all warm and fuzzy inside.

      So, I started trying every day to get it out, but it never came.

      Finally, this random guy, who'd been watching me struggle, offered to help. He said he could get it out cause he had longer fingers and that's what I needed. He kept trying and trying, and he couldn't get it out either.

      But it felt so much better when he tried. Then instead of using his fingers he used his tongue and his mouth, and he tried to suck it out, and he got it. I was all sad cause he stopped sucking, but at the same time, I was really happy cause he finally got it out.

      Only then he dropped it, and it rolled away, and we couldn't find it. So, I started crying because I'd finally lost my cherry, but I'd actually lost my cherry.

      
        Thursday, May 9, 1991

      

      Mel says I've got to stop doing coke. It's altering my trains of consciousness. I can no longer think in straight lines. Everything is wobbly and crooked. All messed up. Mel really doesn’t know what the fuck she’s talking about.

      
        Saturday, May 18, 1991

      

      This guy tipped me $200 tonight. He got hooked on my hook.

      He totally loved my act. He kept raving about it and so when he bought a lap dance I gave him the works, even copped a feel when Gerald wasn't looking.

      He was huge for such a little guy, and I told him so. You should have seen his smile after that. This little bald man with too much jewelry and Giorgio cologne. He told me that I could make it big in Vegas if I wanted and he could make it happen. He said live masturbation makes big money. I told him I'm just doing what I love, and then I winked at him.

      He's all, "Little lady, with your looks, personality, and hot little body, you could write your own ticket to anywhere. Where do you wanna dance, just say the word, and I'll make it happen."

      I just laughed at him, and he's all, "I'm serious."

      So, I go, "This is where I wanna dance, for now. I know I'm really good and all, probably one of the best, but I've still got some stuff to learn. I've got my hook, and that's great, but I wanna learn the pole before I move on."

      He said he'd be my pole anytime and then he bought another lap dance.

      I asked him, “What's a cute, little bald man like you doing in a place like this?"

      And he smiled real big at me, gold tooth twinkling, and said, "I'm not bald, Sugar, I'm a high-powered sex machine with a solar panel."

      So, I go, “Oh yeah? Show me."

      And he did.
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        Tuesday, June 4, 1991

      

      I had a dream about Melissa last night, and it was all sexual and stuff. In my dream, I'd gone to the club to watch her set because she had a new number she wanted to do for the Friday night finale and needed feedback.

      So, I go in the back while she's changing costumes and getting ready and she kept looking at me and smiling. And the room kept getting all yellow, not bright like the sun, but really soft, like the inside of a daisy and her face would go all fuzzy then sharp, fuzzy then sharp.

      And she goes, "Dylan you remind me so much of someone who is really special to me, I'm really glad you're in my life."

      And so I smiled back and said, "Thanks, Mel."

      Then she reached over and caressed my cheek and tucked my hair behind my ear. I got all flushed and hot and embarrassed. She ran her hand down my neck to my chest and then cupped my tit and stroked the nipple with her thumb and it got all hard, and I felt all weird, like when I drink too much coffee on an empty stomach.

      Then I woke up. I don't know how to look it up in her dream book. I think the dream-me was disappointed when she dropped her hand though.

      
        Friday, June 14, 1991

      

      I am so depressed, just like all the time practically - total low energy all the time. Every time I have a good day, 12 billion bad ones follow that are filled with swarms and swirls of icky, black emotions and feelings.

      Why is happiness such a compromise and sadness such a guarantee? Why can I count on, every day, having to trade one for the other?

      Why can I never feel both? Why can I never have a day filled with just one good emotion? Why do I have so many bad ones?

      
        Thursday, June 20, 1991

      

      I shaved my pubes today. Mel helped me with the parts way back between my legs. It looks really cool now, but Mel says I'll have to keep myself shaved from here on out cause it totally itches when it grows back, and stubble doesn't look good on stage.

      I was just trimming like every day, and I always thought that looked really cool, but Mel says it'll give the guys a better show if I'm shaved, and Gerald agreed.

      So, I'm shaved.

      It made me feel all weird having Melissa poking around my crotch like that. On the one hand, I felt sort of nervous that she was going to cut me and on the other hand, like at the same time, I felt all breathless cause she was so close to me. I could feel her hot breath blowing cool on my hot, shaved skin. After she would shave a part, she would run her finger along it to make sure it was smooth.

      It felt good.

      I swear at one point I moaned out loud. It was actually a turn on having Melissa shave me.

      God, I sound like a fucking porno.

      
        Sunday, June 30, 1991

      

      I was going to 7-11, and there was this big diesel parked in the road, and if I squinted my eyes enough as I walked towards it, I could pretend it was driving towards me. I kept walking closer and wondering how it would feel if it hit me, that exact moment when the front grill smashed into my chest and the whole truck barreled over me. Would it hurt, would I feel anything, would I die?

      I walked right into it.

      Hurt like hell.

      
        Thursday, July 4, 1991

      

      4th of July. Big Party. Drank beer, smoked out, passed out, missed the fireworks. I fucking love fireworks.

      
        Friday, July 5, 1991

      

      Mel and I both called in sick tonight and just stayed home and rented movies and smoked out and relaxed. We started a bowl at like sunset, my favorite part of the day, and by the time it was dark, we were totally stoned rolling around on the floor laughing our asses off over something I don't even remember.

      Then later, when I'm leaning against the couch and Mel is leaning up against me, she hands me the pipe, and I take a deep drag and when I go to exhale she turns around and kisses me, right on the mouth.

      Not like a tongue kiss or anything, but a real kiss, like she meant it. I'm all high, and it felt kind of good, so I just sit there, and she leans back and watches me while she lights a cigarette.

      So, I exhale and laugh and go, "Mel, wuz up?"

      And she goes, “Whaddya mean Dill?"

      And I'm all, “What was that?"

      And she goes, “That was a kiss, dummy."

      And I said, “Oh."

      Then we started crackin’ up again.

      
        Open With Me - A poem by Dylan

        Open your mind, your body, your soul

        Come with me, let's smoke a bowl.

        I'm drowning in this feeling so free and so stilled

        I'm waiting for you to join me, I'm longing to be filled

        These random thoughts travel through my mind.

        Who needs the shit of that kind?

        Show me you're human, your body, you're naked

        Open your mouth and swallow me whole.

      

      
        Sunday, July 14, 1991

      

      Mel and I watched videos tonight of her when she was a beauty queen contestant. It was really weird to see her when she was younger with her Farrah Fawcett hair and blue eyeliner. She says she rarely won a competition, but I thought she looked really good in all the videos we watched.

      Hi, my name is Dylan, and my roommate used to be Miss Hemet, California.

      
        Wednesday, July 17, 1991

      

      I think I’m a lesbian.

      I'm not sure how it happened.

      I keep having these dreams about Mel, and they're really graphic and really real.

      I had this one last night where she was helping me measure this new costume, so she was on her knees in front of me and next thing I know, she's all caressing my thighs and telling me how beautiful they are. I'm thinking that she's just being nice and all, but she keeps doing it, and then she pushed the costume up and starts touching my bare thigh, and it felt really good to have her do it, so I told her so, and she smiled real big at me.

      Then she started kissing my thighs and licking me everywhere, and she's got this really super like foot-long tongue, and it felt really good and I just totally responded.

      Next thing you know we're all over each other, naked, her breasts pressing up against mine, our hips grinding together; she was shaved too, and so that was sort of weird. Skin on skin. Her hands were everywhere at once, touching me in the most amazing places I didn't even know I had. Her fingers up inside me, and at the same time all over me. Everywhere at once which felt so fucking good.

      She's always joking about how only a woman knows how to please a woman, but I think she was totally right on with that. We didn't really have sex-sex, cause neither one of us has a penis, but I came like twenty million times anyway.

      Every time I would have an orgasm this big yellow light would stream down around us, and a loud siren would go off, and it would be our signal to know that it was time to move into the 'next' room so the couple waiting outside could come into our room.

      Each 'next' room would be filled with colors and lights, all flashing and swirling, and we would feel instantly revived and ready to go again. And so we would.

      She used her tongue and her fingers and her toes and her nose and like every single part of her body imaginable to get me off. And in those moments, I loved absolutely everything about her. I wanted to become her favorite piece of clothing so she could wear me all the time and I could cover her body, blanket her, and she would take me with her everywhere she went.

      I was all freaked out when I woke up cause it was one of those times where you don't know if it’s a dream or for real.

      
        Sunday, July 21, 1991

      

      Smoking a bowl. Listening to Cowboy Junkies. Nothing in the world like Margo's voice singing “Sweet Jane” to pull me under when I'm sinking down.

      I want to escape the weight of this world and leave my body where it sits to walk through the series of convoluted paths and winding streets known only as my subconscious mind so I may better realize where it is that I have been and where it is I am trying to go.

      I feel so fucking poetic when I'm stoned.

      

      
        Thursday, July 25, 1991

      

      I am now wearing my glasses at night, while I sleep, so I can see my dreams better.

      
        Monday, July 29, 1991

      

      We went to the zoo today. It was really hot and really crowded. I didn't wear socks so my feet got all sweaty and slipped around inside my shoes and I got blisters on my feet from the constant friction.

      I hate blisters.

      The elephants didn't play with the tire or squirt themselves on the back with water or make noise or anything; they just stood there. We didn't get to see the tigers or the two-headed snake and the petting zoo was filled with kids.

      It fucking sucked.

      
        Monday, August 5, 1991

      

      I told Mel that I think I'm a lesbian and she got all pissed at me.

      She told me I don't know myself well enough to know if I’m a lesbian or not and that there's enough lipstick lesbians out there already fucking with people's minds and hearts and souls and that the world doesn't need another one.

      She said that I don't know what I fucking want - that I'm not a real lesbian that I'm playing at being a lesbian. She says that I'm just a girl who's always looking for a good time, the wilder, the better. She says that I don't know what it's like to suffer or to be in love or to be gay.

      I told her that I keep having dreams about sleeping with her and that I think on some level I'm attracted to her and she said I only want to sleep with her for the experience and that I'm a phony. I told her that I'm not a phony and that I really care about her.

      She said that I don't know what it means to be a lesbian and that I'm just fucking with her and with her head and that I only care about myself. I wanted to tell her about the rush of feeling and emotion I get when we're together.

      I wanted to tell her how the only time I feel safe is when we are together. I wanted to tell her that I've fucked, and been fucked, but I've never made love and that I don't even care how stupid it sounds; I want to make love to her.

      I need her, and I need this.

      I don't know how to tell her that, how to tell her what I want to be.

      
        Naked I Come To You - A poem by Dylan

        Naked, I come to you

        filled with want and wonder

        ready with heart open

        and full, like a child

        whose hesitant yet sure steps

        propel her forward.

        Naked, I come to you

        as we lay together

        your long body presses tightly

        against mine eagerly anticipating

        the pleasures to cool

        my hot mind.

        Naked, I come to you

        your fingers pull at my resolve

        I open to take in all

        you have to offer

        into everything that I am,

        willing and prepared, open and full.

      

      
        Saturday, August 10, 1991

      

      Melissa didn't come home last night - not all night. I think she went home with this guy from the club. I know who it is too, the guy she gave all the lap dances to, he was panting after her all night and she was soaking it up.

      Talk about playing at being a lesbian!

      How many fucking lesbians sleep with guys? She'd swore she wasn't going to do that shit anymore, not after what the last guy did to her. I don't know why she did this.

      She doesn't need the money.

      She doesn't even like guys. I can see it now - they're on the bed - I can hear her moaning, head thrown back, blonde hair falling away from her face, mouth open, eyes shut, breathing and moaning, breathing and moaning, he'll think it's all because of him, he's a fucking idiot, he's a stupid, pathetic prick.

      He's doing nothing.

      He doesn’t know she's faking it.

      He doesn’t know she always fakes it - especially with guys. We've laughed about it, her and I.

      I know.

      He doesn't. He's so proud of himself. He's going down on her - she's moaning really loud. He's going to brag to all his friends later about it. The live one he got last night.

      She's such a fucking bitch.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I want to kill Melissa.

      I am so pissed at her I can hardly breathe.

      She didn't even apologize. She was gone all night and didn't even apologize. She's in the bathroom, taking off her makeup and I'm trying to talk to her, and she goes, "Dylan, it was no biggie, get over it, it was just a buddy from the club, happens all the time."

      She washes with soap and water. Mascara smears under her eyes. I watch her go from beautiful to a hideous black-eyed mess which makes me mad and I go, "Well, it doesn't happen all the time when your roommate sits up all night worried sick about you."

      And I realize I want to blacken both her eyes.

      Then she goes, "Dill, you sound like a jealous dyke, get over it, we are all free here to do whatever. I thought we were all grown up enough to know that."

      And I go, “Who's we all?"

      And her face smirks at me.

      And so I'm all, “You could've called you know, I was totally worried about you last night."

      She wipes at her lips, red turns to gray, and they are moving, saying, “No one asked you to be."

      And I tell her that I can't believe she's doing this to me. And she turns to me, and I can see that she's become vicious and old, and she says, "I'm not doing anything to you. If you're upset over my actions, that's your responsibility. You gotta take responsibility for your own shit Dylan. I'm not responsible for your feelings."

      And then she turns and walks away.

      And I realize that I want to kill her. I want to grab her by the hair and pull her head off. Watch the blood spurt up from her neck, see the veins reaching upward, like little hands, desperately trying to grasp back the head they've lost. Her eyes looking down, vacant, watching the body fall and die, wither into nothing with nothing to tell it what to do, nothing to support the life flow. And I would stand there holding her head by the hair, high in the air, victorious and proud, and I would be fucking free.
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        Sunday, August 18, 1991

      

      Tommy's missing. The new wife bimbo bitch whore called this morning. She doesn't know where he went. They realized that they haven't really seen him in like a week or something.

      I love how fucking responsible they are.

      It's been a week, do you know where your children are?

      Supposedly Daddy's totally freaking out.

      Jesus Christ - it took them a fucking week to actually realize he was gone?!?! And NOW he's freaking out?

      I called a few of Tommy's friends, but they haven't seen him. I don't know what else to do. I guess Daddy's going to report it to the police. The new wife bimbo bitch whore is afraid they aren't going to do anything to find Tommy because Daddy's been in so much trouble with the police and they won't take him seriously.

      They are all so fucked up!

      I can't believe I come from this fucking family! It doesn't really matter, I know Tommy's okay, I can feel it in my heart. He's just fed up with stuff, and he's run away.

      It's not like he hasn't done this a million times before. He'll come back when he's ready. The new wife bimbo bitch whore said she'd call if anything new develops, so I don't have to go over there and face Daddy. Sometimes she's pretty okay.

      Maybe I’ll start calling her Stephanie again.

      
        Tuesday, August 20, 1991

      

      Mel and I did a meditation today about Tommy to try and see if he's safe and where he is. Mel says she couldn't get a clear feeling on anything, but I could. I already know he's okay, I can see him in my mind; he's safe, surrounded by love, happy and laughing. I can see his little face smiling up at me, such a beautiful smile. He's calling my name. He's smiling. He's telling me everything is okay.

      I told Mel about it, and she got all weird and was quiet for a long time. She came into the room later and told me that anytime you dream about a loved one calling your name it denotes a desperate illness on their part or a death.

      She said it was really serious, negative vibes coming through the channels. I told her it wasn't a dream, it was a meditation and so none of that even applied. She said as far as the spirits are concerned, it’s the same thing.

      I told her she was full of fucking shit.

      
        Thursday, August 22, 1991

      

      He's still missing.

      So now I'm a little nervous.

      It's been almost two weeks! That's kind of not like him, usually, he just takes off for a couple days and then as soon as we really start to worry he shows up. You know, kind of like a 'worry about me enough, so you remember I exist' sort of scene.

      We've all done it, just not this long. I keep thinking about what Mel said, about how it denotes death. What if she's right and I'm wrong? Which I would believe except that I know he's okay. I can feel it. My intuition speaks to me.

      He's done this before, no biggie, he'll be back. I know he will.

      
        Saturday, August 24, 1991

      

      Sometimes, when I'm just sitting here doing nothing, I feel like I'm having a heart attack and drowning at exactly the same time. Sweaty, panicky, and dead. I won't even be doing anything, and all of a sudden my heart starts beating super fast and my arms and legs go numb, and my vision starts to black out, and I can't breathe and everything around me goes blurry, like I'm underwater and I start to feel totally, almost comfortably, numb all over my body.

      
        Monday, August 26, 1991

      

      I realized today that there is no pain in actually not having someone in your life. The pain comes in when you don't know the status of their presence in your life.

      Like, not knowing where Tommy is, is more painful than if he just weren't speaking to me or had moved away to another state or something. Like, Mom, I know that she's off somewhere finding herself or whatever and that's cool.

      I don't even miss her, really, but Tommy, it's fucking killing me not knowing where he's at or what he's doing. I can't even get stoned cause I'm afraid somehow that I'll miss something important and I'll be too out of it to do what I need to do.

      It's weird feeling so much at all the same time, so many emotions, fear, clarity, and resolution. I'm not so sure anymore that he's okay and coming back. What if he's not okay? What if I was wrong?

      I was so convinced that he was okay and would come back really soon, but now it's been like over two weeks, and I'm totally doubting myself and doubting my intuition and what I thought was true.

      Just because it was my intuition doesn't mean that it was right. And what if it wasn't even my intuition, what if it was wishful thinking. Kate always said there's a difference between wishful thinking and intuition and the only way you really know is to look deep inside yourself.

      Well, I looked, deep inside my heart, and it's telling me that he's okay. But what if that's wishful thinking pretending to be intuition.

      I mean, what happens when you go through life thinking that you're making the right decision based on intuition and you're really wrong and just wishfully thinking?

      What do you do at that point?

      How do you ever trust yourself again?

      I remember that saying, once you learn to fail, it just gets easier and easier.

      
        Wednesday, August 28, 1991

      

      Tommy's dead. They found him by the creek bed behind the house. He used Daddy's gun, shot himself in the head, the hole was filled with bugs and maggots, animals had picked away at his skin, he'd been there the whole time, the smell gave him away.

      
        Friday, September 6, 1991

      

      Nothing more to say.

      Have transcended all feeling.

      Kate was wrong. I'll never go insane.

      Dropped acid.

      Coolest, most ethereal, experience ever.

      My body drifts in the realm no longer controlled by external beings. All time, space, and action now manipulated by me. My fingers are the keys that unlock the mysteries of the universe. Everything happens in my mind.

      I pick who lives and who dies. I am in control.

      Nothing can touch me now.

      I am fucking God.

      Or, I am fucking God.

      Either way, I win.

      
        Wednesday, September 11, 1991

      

      Daddy's leaving - moving far, far away - says he can't deal with anything.

      Pathetic, fucking weak bastard.

      Why isn't he the one that died?

      I wish I could kill him to bring Tommy back.

      
        Saturday, September 14, 1991

      

      I am not weak.

      I am strong.

      I am in control of my emotions.

      I am in control of my world.

      I am on top of the clouds spinning and spinning closer and closer to a land of eternal beings filled with smiling cherub-like faces.

      I am where I need to be.

      
        Friday, September 20, 1991

      

      The coke I did earlier does nothing to change my state of mind which leaves me in total dismay.

      The pain in my head intensifies.

      I keep swallowing, but the drip still trickles down my throat in bitter little blip-blops, annoying and insistent.

      I'm drinking large amounts of beer to take away the taste, but it doesn't fucking work.

      Nothing fucking works.

      
        Wednesday, September 25, 1991

      

      My head won't quit speaking to me in loud, threatening tones no matter how many times I say to stop which is why no one ever listens to me anymore or does what I say because the minute my head takes over and speaks for itself we're all screwed.

      
        Thursday, October 3, 1991

      

      OD'd. Stomach pumped. Mel there. Life fucked.
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            Escape Should Be So Simple

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Friday, February 28, 1992

      

      I'm in the hospital.

      Actually, the looney bin.

      I knew I was crazy. Didn't I tell you?

      I could feel it coursing through my veins, infecting my head? I was right.

      I'm always right.

      The third time I od'd, they said I needed help, or I was going to kill myself.

      Hello?

      That’s the fucking point.

      They said I needed a shrink to screw my head on straight. Oh, well, aren't they the smart ones.

      Now I'm supposed to be dealing with the fact that my brother is dead and I feel responsible.

      Why? Hmmm, let's see, he pointed a gun at Daddy to save me and then later shot himself instead.

      Well, how do you feel about that Dylan?

      You want to know how I feel about that?

      They want to know how I feel.

      They don't know. The smart ones can't figure it out for their fucking dumb ass selves.

      How do they think I fucking feel?

      I feel like I want them to leave me alone.

      I feel like I don't want to be in therapy.

      I feel like I don't want to deal with their shit.

      I feel like I don't need resolution with my feelings.

      I feel like I need my fucking brother back.

      I need my family back.

      I feel like I want to destroy and kill, demolish everything I see that is still living and breathing because the injustice of it all suffocates me.

      I feel sadness so deafening and complete. It's impossible to remember when I felt anything else.

      I feel a huge part of my soul is gone, never to be replaced and I am left filled with a cold, black void, and I know I will never feel warmth again.

      How's that for feeling you fuckers!

      These people don't understand anything. They think that it can all be categorized and compartmentalized and if they just say the right thing, no, if they just get me to say the right thing I'll be fine and they can send me home.

      They don't get it. They think they have all the answers. They have no answers.

      What home do they think they’ll send me back to?

      I have no home.

      There is nothing out there for me. Everything is gone.

      What life am I supposed to get back to? There is no life.

      I don't want to get out of here. I don't need to get better. That would imply there is something broken, something wrong. There's nothing wrong.

      They just can't understand the fucking concept.

      I want to be dead.

      
        Sunday, March 1, 1992

      

      I am empty. No desire, no will, no writes, no rights.

      
        Wednesday, March 4, 1992

      

      The doctor came in to talk to me today.

      He brought a chair over, sat by my bed, said my name a few times. I could feel his breath blowing hot and thick on my face each time he said it, "Dylan . . . . . Dylan . . . . . Dylan . . . . ."

      He leaned in close and shined the light in my eyes, and I could see the pores on the sides of his nose all greasy and full of blackheads. He makes me sick.

      He told the nurse to increase my meds to 700 mg a day. That I'm suffering from some sort of post-traumatic-stress-agitated-depression-syndrome.

      Fucking idiot.

      He doesn't understand that every day, every time he injects me with this crap it kills off the little parts of you I have left inside me and every time that happens another part of me fucking dies too.

      
        Sunday, March 8, 1992

      

      No matter how hard I try, I can't seem to push myself back into the fucking past, so I can change the way my life is now by altering the course of events that brought me here.

      Why?

      Why can’t I just fucking go back?

      
        Tuesday, March 10, 1992

      

      They have fucked with my mind enough to where everything outside of me has begun to look different from the way it looked before.

      All of a sudden people's bodies look too long, too large, their heads as if they've been shrunk and now seem tiny, as if they are far away from the bodies, and are suddenly, totally, out of proportion.

      I don't want to be bothered with this any longer.

      I want to be away from these people. They scare me.

      I want to be free to sit in the sun and absorb its energy and choose what I want to think and who I want to be and not have to take everything in such entirety, just in little parts.

      Life would be so much easier to digest in little parts, as opposed to the whole thing. If we didn't have to deal with the whole thing, we might like everything in little parts a whole lot more.

      
        Friday, March 13, 1992

      

      I finally know what I need to get out of here.

      Now I'll get back at the smart ones for all that they've done to me. They aren't smart enough to know that I know what to do. It all comes to me through my window each night, just after dark. Little green blobs that fly in with no face and no form.

      They plant themselves in my bed and blossom overnight into little flowers with bulbs that look like the faces of all the people in my past that I was meant to learn from. All the people who've left without saying goodbye who've now come back to pay their toll by feeding me the information that I need to know to be free.

      
        Monday, March 16, 1992

      

      Melissa's gone. She left a note with the nurse:

      
        Dylan, I am so sorry to have to do this, especially

        after everything that you have been through lately.

        Please know that you are in my heart and in

        my thoughts. I cannot be a part of your life

        any longer. I gave you too much of me and

        then had nothing left for myself.

        You are an intense and wonderfully vibrant girl

        with so much to give others. But I fully believe

        that now is the time that the universe has chosen for

        you to work on yourself, and that always needs

        to be done alone. Please remember that you are

        very special to me and I love you. The point of love

        is not always what we want it to be, sometimes it's

        to make us grow and mature, it's not always to

        make us immediately happy, but it is always for our

        best. You are a survivor Dylan, the strongest woman

        I know. Stay peaceful and stay strong. Luv Melissa.

      

      She brought the rest of my stuff to the hospital, and I guess they're keeping it in storage for me. I feel like I should miss her, but I don't.

      I cried anyway though.

      Because I’m a fucking pussy.

      My nurse was so nice and so understanding, she stayed with me and held my hand while I cried and she stroked my hair and told me everything would be okay.

      I love my nurse.

      
        Wednesday, March 18, 1992

      

      I scratched Tommy's name in my arm with a loose nail from the floorboard.

      The smart ones didn't see it sticking out there.

      I did.

      I dug it out with my fingernail. Chipped away at the floorboard with the tip of my finger. Now it's all bloody and gross.

      I fucked up the whole tip. Half my fingernail is now gone. Mixed in with little parts of skin and floorboard and blood. Took me a long time to get the nail out.

      I got it.

      I'm good.

      The inside of my arm is all puffy and red and weird. It looks cool. At first, his name was white and flakey as I scratched through the first layers of skin. I scraped harder and harder at the skin until little drops of blood started to appear, making tiny red drops that ran down my arm. It was easy to follow the little lines, scratching his name deeper and deeper.

      TOMMY

      A trail of little, bloody welts along the inside of my arm for everyone to see. The harder I scratched, the redder it got.

      The doctor freaked out.

      My nurse was mad.

      They don't understand anything. They don't understand the way that I do that his legacy needs to live on. The little man that he was.

      I love you, Tommy!

      I miss you!

      It's all fallen apart since you left. Nothing makes sense anymore. Nothing works anymore. I don't know who I am. I don't know what I'm supposed to be doing. They all keep saying do this and do that and act this way and act that way and I just want to curl up in a little ball on the foot of the bed and stare at your picture all day. I can't do what they want me to do.

      You were right - so long ago - I'm not strong Tommy - not the way you are - I'm weak.

      I'm so weak. So fucking weak.

      
        Sunday, March 22, 1992

      

      I want to get well, but I can't, and even if I do what's going to stop that thing in my head that sees so totally perfectly all those things in the past that I try so desperately to forget.

      
        Wednesday, April 1, 1992

      

      I had this dream the other night that when I got out of here, I kept a small vial of poison with me at all times so I could end this bullshit whenever I wanted to, whenever the mood struck me, without anyone stopping me, without anyone trying to save me.

      I would take it with me to work, to the grocery store, to Disneyland, to the therapist. No one would know, I'd just drink it, really quick like, then drift away, slowly, peacefully, eternally. And at the end of my dream, I did it, right in the middle of the park, where I used to take Lillianne, to feed the ducks.

      Right there, lying among the ducks, I swallowed the whole bottle and drifted away into nothingness. And the ducks started pecking away at my clothes and skin, looking for crumbs or something equally appropriate to eat.

      I think I'm really going to do it, it was so great, in my dream, a constant reassurance. Whenever I need something, I have it. I told my nurse about it.

      The nurse I love.

      She said she had all the answers.

      
        Saturday, April 11, 1992

      

      It's not so bad here, really.

      I lie in bed, watch TV, watch the walls, watch my nurse.

      Not always the one I love. Sometimes others. I don’t love them as much. I don’t love them at all.

      To them, I'm a number. To her, I'm a savable soul.

      They said I'm supposed to be in rehab, but I'm not. I just lay here. All day. Me and my meds. Makes me not feel. Me and the walls. Not feeling.

      The nurse I love keeps telling me, “This is your time to heal Dylan."

      My time to heal, heel, he'll.

      All I have to do is sleep and heal and heal and sleep. Pretty soon they'll have to let me out. They can't keep me here forever.

      And once I'm out, life will go back to normal and I will remember what it's like to feel alive with a working mind and body and there will be Wednesdays and Thursdays once again and I will be able to tell the difference between the two because they are actually very different from one another.

      
        Monday, April 13, 1992

      

      I met with the doctor today.

      He says, “How are we doing today Dylan?"

      He knows I hate it when he says that. There is no we, it's just me.

      So I say, "WE'RE fucked Doc. Didn't you know?"

      And he says, "Dylan, I'd like for us to speak in more constructive tones, not so negative, so that we can become more productive in our meetings."

      So, I ask him if he's ever seen the movie SQUIRM and he says, “No."

      And I say, "It's a movie about a million worms that live underground in this fishing town, and there's this big storm that electrocutes the ground, and all the worms become these carnivorous, super powerful killers, and they literally squirm through everything to eat them."

      And I make all these wiggly motions with my fingers, and I see his eyes sort of bulge, so I keep going, "They squirm through people's skin and eat their insides and they squirm through animals and they come up through the sewers and through shower heads and up from the drains and they just squirm through and eat everyone and everything in the whole fishing town until there's nothing left."

      And the doctor says, “Okay, Dylan, how does that movie apply to you?"

      And I say, "God Doc, you totally don't get it, I'm full of those worms. I can feel them squirming their way through my insides and slithering around my bones, surfing in my blood, and sliding through my veins; they're eating everything inside me, and there's almost nothing left."

      He tells me that it's physically impossible that I'm filled with electrocuted worms. And that, instead, we need to work on why I feel that way and what it represents.

      So, I tell him it's physically possible that he's full of shit.

      
        Tuesday, April 14, 1992

      

      When I was little, Daddy drove a potato chip truck for his job, and we used to get all the free potato chips and snacks we wanted, and I used to love the times when he would come home for the day, and we could run out to the curb, where his truck was parked, and roam through the hot, steel cave that was the inside and pick whatever goodies we wanted that night to munch on.

      Then there was that day when he didn't come home, and we had to go visit him in the hospital and Mom said it was because he'd been jumped in his truck by a bunch of black guys.

      And Daddy hated black guys.

      They stole all the money he'd collected that day, tied him up in the back of the truck, set the potato chips boxes on fire, and sent the truck rolling down a big hill.

      When his truck crashed into a light post at the bottom of the hill, some nice people who'd seen what happened pulled him out through the back doors, helped put the fire out, and called the cops.

      I remember Daddy had tubes up his nose and bandages all over and he had to stay home from work for a long time after that.
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            Straight Up With No Chaser

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Thursday, April 16, 1992

      

      Doc put me in with a group. We're all supposed to help each other through whatever bullshit it is that put us in here to begin with.

      Whatever!

      It's really just a bunch of people sitting around in a circle whining about how terrible their lives are and how it's everybody's fault but theirs they're here.

      My father was never there for me.

      My parents don't understand me.

      Everyone likes my sister better.

      My husband cheated on me.

      My wife left me.

      Blah Blah Blah!

      We've got this she-woman doctor leading the group who thinks she's little miss feminist superhero with all the answers to our problems and she's full of mottos and self-affirmations that she's convinced will change our lives and alter our behaviors.

      Today's group motto was - it's not always another person's fault. And apparently, nobody else in group was listening when she-woman doctor said that because they all kept going off about how all these other people did all these wrong things to them and that's why they were here.

      I told them all they were full of crap and that they were all just playing at being the victim, looking for other people to blame so they didn't ever have to take responsibility for themselves and the shit they do.

      What I wanted to say was,

      “Look you assholes, nobody made you do it. Nobody forced you to drink, forced you to use, forced you to fuck up your lives. It was your choice. Just like every time I took a drink, smoked a bowl, did a line, dropped acid, it was my choice, man. Nobody made me. Nobody forced me. I made the choice, me and me only. I was in control. I ran my life."

      I liked when I made my choices. I was in control then. I was happy then.

      
        Friday, April 17, 1992

      

      The she-woman doctor made us get in a circle today and hold hands, and we had to turn and smile to the people sitting on either side of us and then share something positive about the person to our right.

      I kept having Melda-the-wonderful flashbacks as we went around the room. The guy next to me said that he liked the way my hair shined in the sunlight. He's this weird, really, skinny guy who obviously used to do way too much speed, and he blinks a lot. That gave me the creeps, and then I didn't want to share stuff anymore.

      Plus, I didn't like the person to my right. It was this fat chick who's afraid of bathrooms, and she smells bad, so I just didn't say anything, and the she-woman doctor said if I couldn't be productive and cooperative I'd have to go back to my room.

      So, I left.

      
        Monday, April 20, 1992

      

      We had to talk about relationships in group today. The relationships that we had before we got in here.

      Most everyone talked about how much they missed the people they were involved with before they got put in here and the fat chick said that she never liked sex before she got here and now it's all she thinks about and how she wishes we had conjugal visits because she really misses her husband and didn't realize how good she had it until she didn't have it anymore and that she thought for sure her husband was going to cheat on her since she was in here and couldn't have sex with him.

      I asked her why she thought her husband would all the sudden cheat on her now that she's locked away when she never even fucked him before.

      She started to cry and said that was an "attacking" statement and not an "I feel" statement.

      She-woman doctor agreed with her and reminded me that the group only participates in positive "I feel" statements and not negative "attacking" statements and I needed to keep that in mind if I wanted to verbally participate. Then she said that it was a really good thing that the woman shared with us because it showed her being vulnerable and that was how we were supposed to be in group.

      So, then this totally different woman just goes off and starts talking about how she has this really small vagina opening, and that's why she never wanted sex, because it always hurt and until she realized that if she was drunk, sex didn't hurt as bad and since her husband was a sex-addict, she had to stay drunk all the time because they were always having sex.

      So, I go, "I feel like I would like to know how often you had sex."

      And the sex-woman smiles and goes, “’Bout eight times a day."

      And I heard skinny, blinking guy make a grunting noise and I accidentally looked at him and saw he was flushed all over and covering his crotch.

      
        Wednesday, April 22, 1992

      

      Except for the "occasional momentary lapses of reason into a less coherent and more inconsistent frame of mind" as my doctor calls it, I think I'm better.

      It’s a shitty, shitty thing when you lose your mind and your ability to see things clearly and literally and you know that you can no longer think and nothing seems right, not even your comprehension or understanding of the really basic things like where you are or why.

      
        Friday, April 24, 1992

      

      
        I love you. You love me

        Homosexuality

        People say we're just friends,

        But we're really lesbians.

        Jack and Jill went up the hill

        to do some hanky panky

        Jack went in. Jill went 'ooh.'

        And out came baby Frankie.

      

      The sex-woman and I sat in my room today and tried to remember as many dirty limericks as we possibly could from our childhoods'.

      She's pretty fucking cool. She's twenty-five, and she's from Savannah, Georgia, and so she has this totally cool southern accent, she says she's a southern belle, and her husband's a city slicker and he swept her off her feet and promised her the world and brought her to San Diego to live by the ocean cause he thinks she's a mermaid.

      I told her I thought that was a beautiful story.

      
        Saturday, April 25, 1992

      

      What is it with people? Everyone in group is in total competition to see how much more horrible and hard their lives are than anyone else's. No one ever wants to just be happy anymore, everyone's got to be miserable, and they have to sit there for hours and tell you over and over again just how miserable they are.

      How co-dependent they are.

      What a fucked-up word. What a fucked-up world.

      Today's group motto was “Happiness is always a choice."

      Well, no one was making the choice. The fat woman kept sitting there and telling us like fifty times in a row all about how her parents were so mean to her, and her Dad left when she was a kid, and her Mom would lock her in a closet instead of hiring a babysitter whenever she went on dates.

      How it totally scarred her for life and then she grew up and married a man just like her Dad. Then he threatened to leave her, and that's why she started doing shit and then she stopped liking sex, and he got mad, so she started overeating, and that's why she's really fat and afraid of bathrooms, and now no one is ever going to love her cause she's gross.

      Well, we've heard it all already, it's an old story, shut the fuck up!

      You pathetic fucking bitch whore cow!

      You are sickening and stifling, and you make me want to throw up!

      
        Monday, April 27, 1992

      

      I realized today that if I stare at something long enough, till that point where my eyes burn and water, I can see things, and if it's moving, I see trails.

      If I stare at my hand for a long time, then keep moving it back and forth in front of my face, without blinking, after like a minute I will totally, totally get trails, just like if I'm frying.

      It makes me wonder if the acid is still in my body or in my brain somewhere. I know if you drop acid more than seven times you can be considered legally insane, and I dropped more than that in like a week before.

      It stays in your body forever, it never leaves, just attaches itself to the tissue that's inside you, latches on, moves right in, sets up camp, I want to cut it out, get it out somehow so they won't know, if they decide to look, they won't know I did it, it's still inside me.

      
        Tuesday, April 28, 1992

      

      I wonder what my life would be like if it didn't include bathroom doors. If I was never once allowed the luxury of pissing or shitting behind closed doors.

      How open would I be now?

      Would it have changed my personality?

      Would I be more at peace with myself in my skin?

      Would I accept myself more without constantly trying to change the person that is me? Do bathroom doors really have anything to do with it?

      
        Wednesday, April 29, 1992

      

      I masturbated today. For the first time since when I used to dance. The first orgasm I've had in the hospital.

      I don't even know what turned me on. All the sudden I could feel that warm flushy feeling in between my legs and my crotch tightened up and my stomach cramped, and I got this overwhelming urge to do it right then.

      I ran back to my room and straddled the side of the bed and began rubbing against it. Back and forth. I started fantasizing about one of the guy nurses coming in and throwing me down and going at it. All those old feelings started coming back.

      I rubbed faster and harder. I couldn't get enough. I didn't want it to end. I slowed down, then sped up, slowed down, then sped up.

      Then – bam!

      My orgasm surprised me. It was like a sneak attack, no advance warning - just there, then done.
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            Like A Sweet Surrender

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Friday, May 1, 1992

      

      They let me out today. The she-woman doctor decided I'm sane enough to walk the streets once again. I have to check in with her once a week for follow up till she thinks I'm really, actually sane, but for now, I'm as free as the wind takes me.

      I almost took the bus to Beavers but then went to the mall instead. I bought a white t-shirt and a black skirt, on sale, six bucks. I changed into both of them on the back bench of the bus. Nobody else was there, the driver barely noticed me. I flashed a car full of teenage boys as they drove by, just for fun.

      Then I almost went to Beavers again.

      Instead, I went by Melissa's. She wasn't home. I sat on her front stoop for about four hours trying to write a note and hoping at the same time she would come home while I was writing the note so I could pretend I'd just gotten there and she caught me writing the note, but that didn't happen.

      I wrote like fifty million different notes, but I didn't like any of them. Her neighbor came outside after a while and asked me if I was okay and if I needed anything. I said no and left. I ended up going around back and crawling up the side of the hill behind her place and just lying there, waiting for her to come home.

      Just me, the twigs, the dirt, the ants, my new skirt and my white shirt. I must have fallen asleep cause it was dark when I woke up and she still wasn't home.

      I spent the whole night on the hill behind her house.

      
        Wednesday, May 6, 1992

      

      I checked into this little sleazy-8 motel where they let me pay by the week. Melissa had left some money with my stuff. I don't know if it was mine or hers, but I'm keeping it. I'm not quite sure what I want to do, whether I go back to dancing or get another job, it's too much to think about.

      I accidentally bought some pot, even after I swore I wouldn't. I think I'm just going to smoke out for a while and not think about anything else.

      Old habits die hard huh?

      I have been thinking way too much lately anyway. The whole time I was in the hospital all I did was think.

      They make you think.

      Think about how you feel, think about what you want to do, think about what happened, think about how you're going to feel when you get out, think about how everyone else feels.

      Think, feel, think, feel. Fuck that.

      What the hell difference does it make if I think? Or feel? Nothing changes anyway.

      
        Friday, May 8, 1992

      

      She-woman doctor gave me a book today at the end of our appointment. It's stories by a bunch of people who took drugs and drank too much and almost died - it's lame.

      I told her I didn't care about anyone else. I only cared about me.

      She told me I'd have to learn to change that since the world is filled with lots of other people who aren't me, she said it was part of functioning again in society, to learn to care about others and learn from their circumstances before I endanger myself.

      She told me I was lucky I hadn't died from od'ing cause her brother did, and now she's lost him forever all because he wanted to get high.

      I told her to fuck off and left.

      Now I can't stop crying. It's all I do. It's as if all the meds they gave me were only there to prevent the tears that now rage unstoppable and relentless.

      
        Saturday, May 9, 1992

      

      
        Following in Daddy’s Footsteps - A short-story by Dylan

      

      Pain and pleasure meld together, slowly running down my arm. Small pools of blood form at the tips of my fingers and drop to the floor with gentle plops, reminding me of how soft summer rain rolls off the roof and falls into puddles.

      I start to feel warm inside and strangely serene.

      Feelings of pleasure come in waves, rolling through my entire body, caressing every inch of flesh, every organ, every muscle. I create another river and watch as the pools on the floor run together forming an ocean.

      It feels so good to let it all seep out of my body; the pleasure, finally stronger than the pain.

      The scars running up and down my arms peek at me mockingly. I slash at them, laughing as they drown beneath gushing rivers, completely mesmerized by rivers and pools and pleasure and pain. Another wave of pleasure hits me, taking my breath away.

      I love this feeling.

      A brilliant flash of light blinds me, suddenly filling my body with an intense, searing heat. Tiny black spots come at me from everywhere at once. I shrink back on the cool tile of the floor and slowly begin to lose myself.

      I lick the salt of the small beads of sweat that have sprung up above my lip, and think of the ocean. I think about the wind when it whips at the waves and causes little sprays of salt water to cascade on my face, and how good that always tastes. I try to remember the last time that I saw the ocean. It feels like only yesterday, though some part of me knows that it would have been a long time ago. I lay still, concentrating on feeling the waves. My body begins to buoy slowly up and down, moving with the water. Sunlight beats down on me, the waves crash against the sand. I drift further out to sea and can barely picture the shore. My hair dances about my face, and for a moment I am happy.

      The sun gets brighter and stronger, feeding my body with its light. I am radiant, filling the space around me with heat and light; yellow, orange, red, brown. Feelings of strength and vigor consume me, millions of tiny stars fill my line of vision with a beautiful brilliance. Luminous little lights that begin to explode one by one making my body tingle as though a thousand fingers are caressing me everywhere. I hear myself laughing hysterically while I writhe on the floor in exquisite torture.

      Suddenly everything turns black, and I am left to float through a tunnel of darkness. I feel myself moving forward, yet I cannot see anything around me. It is strange feeling so safe when I think I should feel frightened.

      A warm, soothing breeze envelopes my body, and I hear a slight rustling sound like the wind sifting through pine trees. Then I am there, amongst those trees, breathing in their cleansing scent, allowing their soft needles to rub against my face, much like my father's beard when I was a child. I flinch as his face flashes before me, remembering that day in my youth.

      The images pass in front of my eyes, as though I am watching a movie. He lies on the couch, peacefully out of place amongst the empty bottles and debris scattered about. I see his gun beside him and chide him softly for falling asleep with it once again. Covering him with a blanket, I kiss him on the cheek and tell him all about my day while making dinner. His responses are nil, as usual, but that does not deter me.  Keeping up my mindless chatter I attempt to feed him his dinner before it gets cold and then watch in bewilderment as it falls out of his mouth.

      My mind could not admit that Daddy was dead.

      I am there with him now, feeling death emanate from his body as I run my hand along his cheek. The clamminess of his skin makes me shudder. His smell overpowers the air, a nauseating mixture of dried blood, sweat, and cheap cologne. His eyes are open staring blankly ahead. His head is tilted at an awkward angle, I can see through what used to be his mouth. I want so badly for him to wake up and tell me that he loves me, that everything will be okay, but he doesn’t. I sit beside him, absently stroking his hand. I hated him for living, yet hate him more for dying. Along with him, everything that I know dies too.

      My father is gone now, and I am back, alone, with the trees. I watch in awe as their limbs turn to arms, pulling me forward; I begin to walk. The arms beckon, moving quickly, like the blades of a fan. I start to run, not knowing where I am going, but not caring either. Running blindly, away from everything, yet towards nothing. Where I run to must be better than where I have been.

      I stop suddenly; breathless, afraid, confused. The arms have fallen, and my path is no longer beneath me. I am left to wander aimlessly in a void. A sense of urgency washes over me. I become frightened and want to leave, yet I'm not sure where I am. Huge gusts of wind slam against my body rendering me immobile, helpless. The wind blows bitterly cold, forcing its way through me, chilling me to the bone. My pulse quickens, breathing becomes increasingly difficult. Space closes in around me.

      I have no escape. The air grows thick.

      I feel nauseous, dizzy, panicked.

      I look around wildly for a way out, seeing nothing. Screams well in my throat. Sound escapes me. I want to run, but my legs won’t move. I have nowhere else to go.

      Then, as suddenly as it began, the flurry of activity subsides. Everything around me begins to move in slow motion. I am barely able to keep my eyes open and feel very sleepy. I lie down; a blissful darkness surrounds me.

      I awaken to the sound of someone calling my name. I try to follow the voice but have no energy to move. Looking towards the sound, I see a figure coming towards me, the moon at his back. The voice beckons, forceful and loud. I inch my way slowly forward.

      As I move towards him, I find myself feeling stronger and safer with each step. The edges of his silhouette reach out to caress my body, soon I am immersed. He warms me from the inside out, filling me with feelings of content and joy. I look up to see him standing before me.

      My father takes me in his arms; at last, I am home.

      
        Tuesday, May 12, 1992

      

      Smoked way too much pot today, never left the hotel room.

      One day of smoking out won't hurt me.

      Still questing for spiritual enlightenment, almost attained it in a very stoned but very inspirational moment. I know I was on the verge of something big. I'm thinking maybe pot is the answer to enlightenment.

      It’s a very natural drug, mostly homegrown, nothing chemical or synthetic. A gift straight from the mother earth for all her children to enjoy.

      I feel poetic when I'm stoned. I think I'll write a book of poetry and sell it and become famous. I've only got a little bit of money left, so I have to figure out something.

      
        Wednesday, May 13, 1992

      

      I figured out today that you can't ever really change other people, all you can do is change the way that whatever they do affects you.

      I feel so fucking enlightened.

      Like, I'm never going to change the fact that Tommy died, but I can change the way his death affects me or affects the rest of my life. And I'm never going to change that Melissa left, I can only change how I feel about that and feel about her and most importantly how I feel about myself.

      I don't believe that other people ever change. I remembered how many times Daddy used to always tell us that he was sorry, he was always apologizing, and apologizing, and apologizing. If he would've done what he'd told us he was going to do the first time he ever apologized, all those other apologies wouldn't have been necessary.

      It's like when Kate told me that Lance could apologize all he wanted, but without actions to back up his apologies, they were worthless. Well, Daddy had worthless apologies, and he never changed.

      Big surprise.

      So, all I can do is change the way his actions affected me and still affect me, cause only I can change, not him. And, I can only change for me, not for anyone else.

      
        Thursday, May 14, 1992

      

      It's weird how when I think about like a year ago when Mel and I first moved in together and how great it was and how happy I was and how perfect my life was and how different it all is now. It's just hard sometimes to grasp the concept of life and change and acceptance. It's so hard to choose a path and then follow it. Sometimes it's so much easier to just go where life leads you and let whatever happens happen.

      
        Friday, May 15, 1992

      

      I skipped my appointment with she-woman doctor today. She just does no good. We have no connection.

      She called the sleazy-8 like fifty million times looking for me, I wouldn't be surprised if she showed up on my doorstep.

      She needs to get a life.

      
        Monday, May 18, 1992

      

      I want to be with somebody who isn't going to leave. I want to know that I can get angry or be moody or be needy or something, anything, it wouldn't matter because they were going to stay, in my life, with me, forever, and no matter what I did they wouldn't mind, and they would forgive me.

      Why aren't people like that?

      I try to be like that but it makes me feel weak, and that makes me wonder if it makes everyone else feel weak too. I just don't understand sometimes what it is that makes people tick. What strange force is it that draws them together?

      Why is it that the most commonly used phrase in the English language is the one we always want to hear the most?

      I want to hear 'I love you.' I want to hear it morning, noon, and night. I will never tire of it.

      This is a choice I make, in secret, I want to fall in love, desperately, totally, and completely, head over heels, I want to dream of nothing else after I fall asleep at night and think of nothing else after I wake in the morning. I want to meet the man of my dreams, throw my hands up in the air and call it fate, all the while knowing that it was meant to be and he'll never leave.

      I want to crawl inside him and be safe forever.

      
        A Life Less Ordinary - A poem by Dylan

        Strong melodic hands gaining access

        To that which was closed.

        Kneading. Probing. Calming.

        Slow moving fingers unravel the coil

        Of things unresolved.

        Coming to another place,

        Restructuring what has fallen,

        Experiencing all

        That was forgotten.

        Building a new solid foundation

        For a life less ordinary

        Then that which was lived before.

      

      
        Wednesday, May 20, 1992

      

      I had a momentary mental meltdown this morning. I've got to get it together, I mean, how long does it take to find enlightenment, really? I know I didn't go through all this bullshit just to end up here.

      
        Friday, May 22, 1992

      

      She-woman doctor is pissed I missed our appointment last week. She wants me to get a job now.

      I don't see how the two are connected. She wants me to do drug testing too. I told her today that I liked the creative therapy that Kate used to do with me. She said she wasn't that type of therapist, that she was a professional.

      Oh, okay, like Kate wasn't?

      
        Saturday, May 23, 1992

      

      Almost went and talked to Gerald today. I was thinking about going back to Beavers. Stick with what you know.

      Except that I'm not too sure if I even want to do it again. There just doesn't seem to be the draw there for me there once was. Like, if I had to give it a color, it would be black, and hanging at the park and stuff would be yellow and pink, and I don't want to be in the black, I want to be in the yellow and the pink.

      
        Thursday, May 28, 1992

      

      I got a job at Bubbles-n-Brew today. It’s a laundromat that serves coffee so you can drink coffee and hang out while you do your laundry. It's cool, all I have to do is make coffee, walk around every so often, and make sure people aren't totally messing up the place.

      It's totally low key, and I can read and watch t.v. and stuff while I work. There's all kinds of couches and chairs, and it's warm. I'm thinking it'll be a good place to meet people, good energy.

      
        Friday, June 12, 1992

      

      I made the mistake of telling She-woman doctor today that I almost went to a church service the other day as I was walking to the park.

      So then, of course, she asks me why I didn't go in.

      I told her I don't like church and she asks me why and I tell her that she asks me 'why' way too much, and she gives me that I-don't-have-time-for-these-games look, and so I tell her I don't believe in organized religion and she goes, "Why?"

      And I start to laugh but then look at her and see that she's being totally serious and stop and go, "Cause Daddy had an affair with one of the chicks from the women's choir where we used to go to church and Mom and Tommy and I all found out when she decided to absolve her sins and confess in front of the whole congregation about what happened and of course Daddy wasn't there to hear it cause he only went to church when there wasn't a drag-car race on and so then to get back at him Mom slept with some guy who was a preacher only they did it in the infant room one night and got caught, and the guy got thrown out of the parish, and we never went back."

      She just looks at me with that half shocked-and-dismayed, and half cynical-and-knowing doctor look, so I say, "Plus, I think church is so manipulative."

      And after a minute she goes, “Why would you say that?"

      And I go, "Cause, they totally manipulate people through guilt and rules and confession and fear and begging for money. And it's so hypocritical! They expect you to follow all these rules that they don't even follow themselves. And then there's all that group prayer and confession, and I know that God is supposed to be all knowing and all being, but I don't understand how he can listen to us all at once. I don't see how that's possible. Why would anyone believe that one prayer is the cure-all for so many people?"

      And she goes, "I'm afraid I'm not following your train of thought."

      And so, I'm all, "See, the service starts, and everybody says the same exact prayer, they even mimic the preacher-guy and say exactly what he says. Well, what if he needs something different from what I need and here I am totally mimicking what he says. What if my shit that week isn't going to be solved by that prayer, and only his shit is, what if I needed a different prayer, and he wasn't using the prayer I needed and so my prayers that week weren't answered."

      And I look at her, and she seems to be going with my idea, and so I feel encouraged and keep going, "Well, what if that's the whole reason behind why bad things happen to good people. You know, because they used the wrong prayer that week, so their prayers weren't answered. And, if they'd just set up their own relationship with God, they could say their own prayers that would meet their own needs and totally do away with the whole preacher-guy and the rest of the church bullshit."

      And she goes, "Dylan, I hardly think that is how the Lord intended for us to feel about his place of worship."

      And I'm all, "Doc, I hardly think this is how the Lord intended for me to be spending my Fridays afternoons."

      And she goes, “Why don't you come back next week when you can be more serious about what it is that we are trying to do here."

      And I'm all, “Why don't you come back when you can be more serious about real life."

      Fuck.

      
        Saturday, July 4, 1992

      

      I went to the park today to see fireworks and hang out and stuff. It was cool just being by myself and watching the families picnic, and the kids run around chasing ducks. I thought of Lillianne and that day Mel, and I brought her to the park, and I got sad about both of them. I don't even know where Daddy moved them to cause he didn't tell me.

      I miss her so much it hurts.

      
        Friday, July 24, 1992

      

      The saxophone's wails can reach into the pits of your stomach and pull out your soul and leave it dangling there in the wind to the tune of a totally different awareness.

      At least that's what this guy told me who came into Bubbles-n-Brew tonight. Really trippy guy, named Freedom – kind of cute, a little short, great body, and long-bleach-damaged hair that hung in his eyes. He had a sneak-a-toke with him, and we went out back and got high during my break. I had a moment of total weakness later and went home with him.

      I think I've been really lonely lately and feeling lonely is such a humbling feeling. It brings you down, way down to a place you never even noticed before and don't ever want to return to again. It's okay though cause he's totally in love with some other girl he calls Daisy May and he talked about her all-night long.

      I guess she just dumped him for somebody else and so now he's dating her younger sister to get back at her. Problem is the younger sister has totally fallen for him, and now he wants out, and he hasn't even won Daisy May back yet. He's kind of a mess. I told him I didn't think Daisy May cared or she wouldn't have dumped him in the first place.

      First time we did it was way anti-climactic. Like the kissing and messing around beforehand was really great but when it came time for him to put it in it just didn't feel good at all, it hurt, like I could feel it hitting the back of my vagina and it took me a long time to relax enough to fit him in all the way.

      He wasn't even that big, so I have no idea what the fuck my problem was. His whole body wasn't even that big. He was kind of small and compact. I felt like a big gigantosaur next to him in bed, and I'm not a big girl.

      But anyway, the second time we did it I got off, only it took a long time, and I just got bored after that. He totally wanted to keep going all night, but I came home instead. He even tried tempting me with motion lotion and primo weed. I just didn't feel right being there. I didn't feel like I belonged.

      I thought I'd feel better after having sex, but I just felt kind of empty.

      
        Friday, August 28, 1992

      

      For me, today is like the one-year anniversary of Tommy's death. It almost slipped by without me even knowing.

      Pretty weird when you think about how it totally changed my life, and I'll never be the same again.

      Nothing will ever be the same again. I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do today or how I was supposed to act.

      After a while, I just got really pissed.

      I feel totally let down by him, like he took the easy way out. I thought for a long time that he was so strong for what he did, but I think he's actually the weak one and that’s a weak way out. Like, here I am stuck with life and all the shit that goes with it and where's he?

      Good question.

      The eternal question of where a body goes when it dies. I've decided I believe only in the eternal soul and the actual body is simply a vehicle to move the soul around here on earth. After you die, your soul goes back to where it was before you were born. The body and soul don't have much to do with one another, except that the body is like a house for the soul to live in and chooses its own body to inhabit. I also think that the soul chooses its parents and siblings and friends ahead of time, before choosing the body, based solely on the lessons it has to learn in this lifetime.

      It's funny because the soul is wise enough to choose the body and the people surrounding the body to focus on the lessons to be learned, but it's not smart enough to just learn the lessons without going through all that hassle.

      Which has nothing to do with Tommy unless you think about how now his soul is free to inhabit another body. That makes me wonder if he will find his way back to me so we can once again work on what we need to learn from one another or if we already did. I wonder if I'll recognize him in another body.

      I wonder if Mom knows he's dead. I wonder where Daddy is, how Lillianne looks, why no one has tried to contact me, and if they knew I was in the hospital. I would think for sure if they knew I was in the hospital they would come. I swear I felt Tommy's presence the whole time I was there. His soul was there. He sat with me in therapy, comforted me after bad dreams, held my hair when I threw up during detox, and tickled my feet when I couldn't sleep.

      He healed when I healed. Even if he is weak, he was my strength. He's the only way I made it through.

      I can't put into words how much I miss him.

      
        Tuesday, September 8, 1992

      

      I cut off all my hair today. Into one of those boy cuts, like Demi Moore in Ghost.

      I can't decide if I like it or not.

      It's really weird what one haircut can do to your whole face. I can't even tell if I look like me anymore. My head is really big all of a sudden, but light at the same time. I've had long hair all my life. I mean practically down to my waist, so it's really weird to all the sudden feel my neck. I like the feel of the wind blowing on my neck. I have a cowlick in the back that I didn't know about so without the weight of my hair pulling it down. The very back sticks up like a little boys, kind of like Alfalfa.

      If I put on a baseball cap, with no makeup, I look exactly like a boy. The first pieces I cut off were over fifteen inches long. I'm going to keep them in an envelope and show them to my kids when I have them. I can't stop looking at myself in the mirror. All of a sudden, my head seems so big, and my ears are so red, and my eyes are just there, so very, very there.

      I feel like now I can see all the way through myself and I don't know if I like it. It's all there, all me, what have I done?
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        Monday, September 21, 1992

      

      I was looking for my birthday horoscope today, the one that tells you what kind of person you are if you were born on this day, and I saw this ad as I passed through the classifieds that said, "Wife Wanted!". So, I stopped to read it. It's funny because I have a system with the paper and usually I skip right over the classifieds cause I don't need anything and I go straight to Dear Abby, then the horoscopes and then the comics, in that order.

      Except lately I'm trying to only read four comics from each side of the comic section because four is my lucky number and I always seem to have a good day when I start the day out with four.

      Anyway, those are the only parts of the paper I read, because the rest I've decided just makes me sad.

      Except for Sundays, then I also read the wedding and engagement announcements and make bets with myself to see whether or not I think the people's marriage will last, based totally on the information they give in the announcement.

      Anyway, none of that has anything to do with what happened. I was looking for my birthday horoscope, and I saw this ad in the paper about some guy who is looking for a wife, and it totally cracked me up. At first, I thought it was one of those joke-like ads for a maid service or something but, no, it's actually an ad for a wife.

      Who would advertise in the paper for a wife?

      Better yet, who would answer it?

      
        Wife Wanted - White male, 28 yrs old, 6'2", 205 lbs,

        looking for woman to share rest of life with;

        must be willing to submit to series of

        interviews conducted by family members.

        Only serious applicants need apply.

        P/C 444-1122

      

      [image: ]
* * *

      I'm calling the number - from the ad. I don't know why. I decided that something about the whole idea just struck me. Why not advertise for a wife? Most relationships you start on your own don't work out anyway. I got a feeling about it. I think that me seeing it today, on my birthday, is fate's way of telling me that I need to answer this ad.

      Why the fuck shouldn't I get married? I mean, what else am I going to do with my life? Work at Bubbles-n-Brew?

      [image: ]
* * *

      This woman answered the phone. She had one of those old barroom smoker's voices that always sounds cranky. She said she was the Aunt. Only she said it like Ant. Her job, as she put it, was to ask me

      “A bunch of ‘cursory questions’ but that we'd have to make it quick because her show was coming on t.v. and she didn't wanna miss it.”

      So, she's all, “What's yer name?"

      And I just busted out with, "Montana Blue."

      And she goes, "B l e w?"

      And I go, “No, B l u e."

      And she goes, “Okey, how old areya hon?"

      And I'm all, "Twenty-three, and today's my . . . birthday." I almost said, today was my twentieth birthday, but then I remembered I'd just told her I was twenty-three and that wouldn't work well. She sang me 'happy birthday' in her smoky out-of-tune barroom voice.

      I fell in love with her right then and there.

      I told her I wanted her to be my aunt too.

      And she goes, “Whatsyer weight?" Which was a total let-down because I thought we'd bonded, but I told her, “About 113 - 115, it fluctuates around my period."

      And she goes on to ask me questions for like another 45 minutes. It was exhausting. But I answered them all as Montana Blue.

      She was this chick that my Dad used to pretend to be, and she lived under my bed and would come out at night to read me bedtime stories, and he/she would talk in this funny southern accent and tickle me all over till I cried the tickle-tears. And then he/she would tell me stories about how if I was a good girl and did the right things, I could be just like ‘her' when I grew up.

      I think I fell in love with Montana Blue. I think Daddy did too.

      
        Tuesday, September 22, 1992

      

      I am really weirding out about this whole wifeless mystery ad-placer guy thing. But I think this is the right move for me to make, not that I've totally made any kind of move yet, but just in case. I really dug that lady yesterday.

      I mean, here's this complete stranger asking me all this personal stuff in this super professional way to see if I'm the right girl to marry her nephew, who she knows really well, but who I've never met in my entire life, and I am feeling totally connected to her.

      Like I've never felt connected to anyone in a really long time. Like maybe we shared something important in a past life, maybe she was my mother or daughter or something, and now we are coming together in this life to finish learning from each other what we had started to learn back in the past life.

      And all of a sudden it all just sort of came to me, what I needed to say. Like she had already totally won me over, and I think my subconscious started to take over and tell her what I had to say to totally win her over, I had no control almost.

      It was weird because only a couple times did I almost automatically answer as me, you know like whatever my normal reaction or whatever would be, for the most part, all this stuff just kind of rolled off my tongue.

      I mean I know Montana Blue, better than anyone, better than she knows herself even. Well, except that she's really my Dad and she lives under my bed. I mean before I knew what was happening, all these things were coming out of my mouth as though they were actually me or something. I mean, the stuff I was telling her was true, if I were different.

      Why can't I be Montana Blue?

      I love Montana Blue.

      She was my hero, she saved me from all the things that go bump in the night when it's really dark, and your eyes start to play tricks on you, and suddenly you're seeing orange and purple and red swirling around all the black, and things are shooting at you, and you're not sure how to stop them, and you pull the covers up over your head, but the colors persist and then comes Montana Blue, and she turns on the night light, and everything returns to the safety of bedtime once again.

      
        Wednesday, September 23, 1992

      

      I got a phone call, this time from the Cousin. He sounds like a small guy with a breathless voice and a lot to say without enough time to say it in. He told me I made the preliminary cut and they needed me to complete a short 10 question personality test to see if the Groom and I are compatible.

      We get through those ten, and then he asked me a bunch more questions that weren't on the compatibility test like my birthday, then wished me a happy belated birthday, he didn't sing like the aunt did so I decided I didn't like him nearly as much as I liked her.

      I think when wifeless mystery ad-placer guy and I get married, we're going to have to be busy every time this guy asks us to do stuff. I did say thank you for my birthday wish, and he said he wanted to ask me a couple more questions before we got off the phone.

      First, he wanted to know why I answered an ad in the newspaper for a wife. I was really honest with him about that question, I said that it was sort of a fluke because I was trying to find my birthday horoscope, the one that tells you what kind of person you are if you were born on that day, when I saw the ad and I got a feeling about it, so I called.

      I pointed out that I obviously hadn't had much luck picking and choosing men for myself because I wasn't married or anything and that whole changing feeling thing and so I decided maybe it was time to just leave it to fate.

      And he goes, “Welp Montana, the ways I sees it is, I guess loves gots to be troubled or else it just wouldn't be interesting to y’all of us."

      I thought about that, for a long time after he said it.

      His last question he said wasn't on his list either, but he was curious as to why I was living in a hotel. I told him my Dad died unexpectedly a while back and my Mom had disappeared, heartbroken, shortly after and that I really had nowhere else to go and so it seemed my best bet and that I kind of like it. He said he was sorry for my loss and that they would contact me if I made the next cut.

      
        Thursday, September 24, 1992

      

      I just love it when the universe is working in total synchronicity. I'm kicking back, smoking a bowl, watching my soap and I get this call from The Mom.

      She says, "I've been hearin’ a lot about yew. Come an join me for dinner tomorrow night so's I can get to know yew better."

      And I'm all, "I'd like that."

      And then she goes, "Ya know, I wuz born in Montana, and so I'm thinkin' yewz and meez gonna have lots to talk about."

      And I say, "Cool" even though I don't see the connection. Then she tells me to be at Sizzler at six o'clock, and there'd be a table held under the name "Groom."

      And I say, “Cool" again, and we hang up.

      I sit there and stare at the phone.

      This is all too fucking weird for my stoned little mind to handle. I mean, I'm going, of course, but what's the deal here? Twilight Zone music starts going off in my head.

      I'm actually interviewing to be a bride like some people interview for a job. I don't even know what I'm going to wear. If I was Susan from my soap, I would own my own little clothes boutique and every time I had some big thing to go to I could just run downstairs into my little boutique and pick out something beautiful and perfect. But instead, I'm going shopping.

      I wonder what the wifeless mystery ad-placer guy’s sign is.

      
        Friday, September 25, 1992

      

      Tonight was totally bizarre. I mean, on the one hand, I love this family, I feel this total connection with them, and I can't imagine this not working out you know. But, at the same time, on the other hand, it's just a little weird still that this guy is advertising for a wife and letting his family pick her out.

      I still haven't even met him. Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The Mom told me tonight that the Groom and I would make a totally cute couple and I took that as a totally good sign that maybe I was going to be picked. If I'm picked, then I'll have a plan, and I won't feel like I'm just flailing so much.

      I like the Mom. She's got this sort of slow way of talking like she has to think really carefully about what she's going to say before she says it, and then think even more carefully about what she just said after she says it.

      It makes having a conversation with her sort of a long process, but she's totally easy to understand. She sat there all night, at the head of the table, in her turquoise blue leisure suit with her hot pink fingernails and matching Avon lipstick chain smoking Virginia Slims and watching the Cousin and the Aunt/Ant tag team question me about everything under the sun breaking in every so often in her slow like manner to ask me to 'clare-fy somethung shugaar'. For someone who said they wanted to get to know me, I don't think she did.

      
        Saturday, September 26, 1992

      

      I'm like seriously jazzed about this whole thing. I know that I don't even know Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy, but I know his family. I like them, we get along, they totally like me and they obviously think that I am the best choice for Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy, or they wouldn't have asked me to dinner.

      The Mom said she thinks that we would be a very good match because we both share so much tragedy in our pasts. At first, I thought she was talking about Tommy, but then the Cousin mentioned my parents and I figured that's what she meant.

      I felt a little guilty about lying to them except that, holy shit, I have had a lot of tragedy and heartache in my life. My Dad tried to kill himself like a million times when I was a kid, and my little brother actually did kill himself. My Mom took the fuck off never to return.

      I lost myself years ago. If anyone knows what it's like to lose someone, it's me.

      And so I feel like someday, maybe I should tell Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy about Tommy, just be totally honest with him so we can communicate with each other on that level and help each other through it.

      That's totally what she-woman doctor always tried to get us to do in group, and I really think that Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy and I could just do that for each other.

      I don’t know what his tragedy is, but we’ve got to be able to help each other, right?

      
        Tuesday, September 29, 1992

      

      I'm going to the chapel, and I'm going to get married, going to the fucking chapel and I'm going to get fucking married, going to the chapel and I'm going to get married, going to the chapel of love.

      Oh My Fucking God. You are looking at the new, future, Mrs. Wifeless mystery ad-placer guy. And, oh-ho baby, you have not seen a party until you see the wedding I am planning.

      The Mom wants to help me, and so we are getting together later this week to set things up. She says she wants the opportunity to mother me the way she didn't get to with all the other girls.

      Apparently, Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy has been engaged twice before, and they both died before the real wedding planning got underway. Kind of weird in a scary-movie-psycho-killer-lives-in-the-woods sort of way, but I'm not worried.

      One had cancer, and the other one was hit by a car. It's not like they were unsolved murders or something. She also has some paperwork she wants me to sign and some things they all want to talk over before the big day. I am so excited I can hardly stand it.

      The weird part is that I still haven't met Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy. I guess it's not that important. I mean, I feel like his family totally knows me, or at least knows Montana Blue. So, if they feel like I am the right pick for him, then I know that he'll be the right pick for me.

      Besides what a totally killer story to tell our Grandkids. I can just see it now, I’m all old and decrepit, sitting in my rocking chair with my false teeth and some afghan blanket over my lap with a fire going in the fireplace and they're all sitting at my feet and they keep begging me over and over, “Please grandma, please, just one more time, it's such a wonderful story.”

      And I'll go, “Okay kids, one more time, but that's it, then it's to bed with you little rascals.”

      And I'll tell them the story and the girls will look at me with romantic stars twinkling in their little blue eyes and the boys will look at me with a new sense of respect and wonder because their grandma was such an adventurer when she was young.

      
        Friday, October 2, 1992

      

      I went and signed all the papers and stuff today that they wanted me to sign and got stuff finalized as they put it. You know, Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy’s family is just a little bit weird about things. I mean, they had me sign all these contract things making all these promises about the marriage and stuff.

      The way the Mom explains it more relationships should require contracts so that the parties involved can ensure success. I signed one contract promising to always be faithful and never cheat, another one promising never to leave him and end the marriage or break his heart, another one promising never to attempt suicide, which I thought was weird all things considered, and a final one promising not to try to meet him before the ceremony. That was the weirdest one - but at the same time, I think it's very romantic, very mysterious. I feel like a mail-order bride or something.

      The Mom says it's going to be better if we don't meet each other since then we won't get any pre-conceived notions about each other and then build up expectations about what's going to happen and then be disappointed and stuff if it doesn't work out the way we want it to. I guess I see her point, but sometimes I kind of get the feeling these people aren't all there, you know? They're pretty serious about this stuff.

      Contracts, promises, agreements. I guess I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make this work because I know in my heart this is the right path for me to take. I can feel it. I mean, even if it’s not, what the fuck else am I going to do. This could be fun. And maybe we’ll really hit it off. It’s not like I’m good at picking them on my own.

      I had that dream again last night, the one where I'm carrying the bottle of poison around in my bag, and this time I took it, same as last time, and I started dying, only this time instead of it being this totally peaceful and freeing like experience, it was awful and horrible and long and painful. I really, actually died.

      And, I had to feel myself dying the whole time it was happening, and the poison made it feel like someone was pulling all my insides out through my belly button real slow like and then shoving them back up my nose and in my mouth so I couldn't breathe.

      I had to watch myself lay there and die and then stay dead. At my funeral, the whole wifeless mystery ad-placer guy family was really upset, and some of them were talking about how they wished that Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy and I had gotten married first before I died, so he at least didn't have another fiancée' die on him again.

      But then they really quickly decided that they were glad that we hadn't because that would have been one more heartache for him to have to deal with, if his actual wife had died, and nobody thought he would have survived that. The weird part was that somehow I could still hear them all talking even though I was dead and I was a little pissed because nobody really seemed to care as much about the fact that I was dead as they did about the fact that,

      ‘Thank goodness the Groom was still okay with the whole thing and hadn't met Montana yet and gotten too attached to her.’

      So, I used my spiritual powers to make it rain the whole time at the funeral so that everybody who was there had to stand in the wet cold to watch me get buried.

      
        Monday, October 5, 1992

      

      Well, we picked a date for the wedding, the Mom and I did, the last Saturday of this month, which also happens to be Halloween, which also happens to be one of my most favorite holidays of all time. It's going to be so cool, we planned the whole thing out today, a total orange and black theme. I told her that I'd always wanted to have a fun wedding with a theme and stuff like that and she says to me,

      "Hon, you gotta do the orange and black theme, it's Halloween for Chrissake, everyone'll be expecting it."

      So, everyone has to wear masks, kind of like a masquerade party. Then, right after we say the vows, Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy and I have to unmask and show ourselves to each other, you know, like symbolic of showing your true self to the person you're marrying.

      But, then we get to wear masks for the whole rest of the thing if we want to. I'm not even going to ever see his face until we unmask. In a way, that kind if turns me on. In another way, it kind of freaks me the fuck out.

      Everyone has to wear something either orange or black, or both. The Mom was all happy cause she's already got a really fancy orange 'on-som-bal,' as she puts it, and she's looking for any excuse in the world to wear it.

      Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy will wear black, of course, with a black mask and an orange corsage and I'll get to wear a long slinky black dress with an orange sequin mask. We'll have black roses and orange daisy's, and there's going to be black and orange balloons and streamers hanging from all over the ceilings and walls of the reception room. It is going to be so cool I can't even believe it. The Mom is so great. She's letting me do almost whatever I want.

      She keeps saying, "This here is yer day Montana and not nobody elses. 'Sides Sugar, I gotta good feeling about you, I know you'll make classy choices."

      For dessert, we're going to have pumpkin cheesecake with Oreo cookie crust and for dinner caesar salad and steak. It'll just be one big party. The biggest San Diego has ever seen! Or at least the biggest this family has ever seen. I am so excited I can't stand it. I've got to get cracking, I've got less than a month to put all this together. His family gave me a $5,000 budget to work with – I feel like I'm rich!

      
        Wednesday, October 14, 1992

      

      I just realized I've made it through this whole fucking mess, that’s my life lately, by myself - no Mom, no Dad, no Tommy, no Lillianne, no nobody.

      Where'd they go?

      What're they doing?

      Why aren't they here?

      They all did it, not just Mom, they all left, and never looked back. I stayed, just me. I think I've done okay.

      I miss her though - my Mom. I hadn't realized before now and it all the sudden kind of hit me as I think about getting married and stuff that I'd kind of like to have her around and get her fucking input on stuff. I know that we didn't always have a great relationship and that we really hurt each other, but she's still my Mom. She’s supposed to be here, right? I mean, she just dropped off the face of the earth, she's never called, written, nothing.

      How can she do that? Just leave and not look back? Doesn't she think about me? About Tommy?

      I was wrong before when I thought it was easier to have someone's presence be missing from your life as long as you knew why, or where they were, I don't think it's ever easy. It's never good to have someone gone. Doesn't she wonder where I am and what I'm doing? I wonder where she is. I wonder what she's doing.

      She went through hours of frightening and painful premature labor. She used to tell me all the time that squeezing my fat head out was like pushing a square peg through a round hole. Surely she hasn't forgotten that. Yet she can walk away so easily, just like that, making all that pain she went through for nothing.

      Kate told me once that just because she's my Mom doesn’t mean that she's automatically a good person. She used to tell her boyfriends that we were roommates and Tommy was my brother who was staying with us so they wouldn't know she had kids. Always afraid kids would scare the guy away.

      So, stupid - they never stuck around anyway - what a shitty, shitty thing - to deny your own kids. But, for some reason, I still want her here. I want to giggle with her and laugh and talk about whether or not Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy is really going to be a good lay, or if I'm going to like being married, and how am I supposed to act once I'm somebody's wife.

      
        Tuesday, October 20, 1992

      

      It's really exhausting trying to plan a fucking wedding. The Mom and I have been spending all this time together doing stuff to get ready, and I feel like we are really connecting, I like being her daughter-in-law, or almost daughter-in-law.

      She calls me her ‘sugar,' and we talk about everything. It gets confusing sometimes though because she remembers everything that I told them during my interviews, but I don't.

      So, I end up going, “You know, I'm just not too comfy talking about that right now if it's okay."

      And then I wait, holding my breath, to see if she'll drop it or if I'll have to explain my way out of it and which one of us will give in first.

      
        Wednesday, October 28, 1992

      

      Well, everything is pretty much set for Sunday. I can't tell if I'm totally excited or scared completely shitless. If I feel everything or absolutely nothing.

      I quit my job at Bubbles-n-Brew today, the Mr. wifeless mystery ad-placer guy family didn't know I had it anyway so I can't keep it after we're married. I'm going to miss that job and the coffee and the people, the atmosphere, the energy, the warmth of the dryers.

      Plus, everybody really seemed to like me there, almost like I had a place to belong to or something. I don't even know where we're going to be after we get married; we're leaving right after the reception to move to who knows where.

      I think I'm even going to miss my little hotel room.

      I got really baked tonight, for maybe one last time, and laid on the bed to daydream about what it's going to be like to be married, what it's going to be like to be a wife, what it's going to be like to leave everything that I know behind.

      To become somebody else and not ever have to worry about the me that I am anymore.

      And as I watched the hazy smoke trails curl upward, reaching towards the ceiling, and as I felt the pot start to relax every moving portion of my body, baking my blood and melting my mind, and I smiled.

      
        Montana Blue Through and Through - A poem by Dylan Montana

        I shall call myself Montana Blue

        And then become somebody new

        A girl who's smart, witty, and bright

        A girl who's funny and full of light

        Someone without a past like mine

        Born under another astrological sign

        Soon to be heading down the aisle. . .

        Never wondering all the while

        What will come of this girl so new

        If she is found out not to be true.

      

      
        Saturday, October 31,1992

      

      Well, nothing much exciting happened today - oh except I married a man I'd never met, became Mrs. Wifeless mystery ad-placer guy, and am now sitting next to my new, totally fucking cute, sleeping, husband on a plane, flying through the middle of a terrifyingly beautiful lightning storm to someplace in Kansas where we plan to create our own little Oz complete with a yellow brick road.
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            The End Of The Rainbow

          

        

      

    

    
      
        When The Colors Blur - A poem by Montana

        I want to tell her that it’s okay

        to make things real, that might not be.

        To see things in the dark

        that aren’t really there.

        I want to tell her that I still

        sleep under the bed,

        with the pillow over my head,

        to block out all the unwanted

        sights and sounds.

        That I want her to feel comfortable

        talking to me, and telling me

        her secrets.

        I want her to know

        that she and I are alike:

        kindred spirits,

        two of a kind,

        birds of a feather.

        That anything she tells me

        will be heard, not judged.

        I want to tell her that I have been her

        so many times, hanging on the end of a line,

        waiting desperately for someone to pull me up,

        rescue me from the depths of blackness,

        and show me a glimpse of color

        that I’m sure still exists in the world.

        Somewhere.

        That I still hope that there is more out there.

        More to my life.

        More than what I’ve been shown.

        I want to tell her that I keep wishing,

        keep waking up every day,

        just because it might be true.

        I want her to have that same glimpse of hope.

        That I hope that I think I have.

        That hope that I want to have.

        I want to put her at ease,

        make her realize that what she’s done is okay.

        I want to connect on this level,

        on another level,

        on any level,

        on all levels.

        I want to be with her,

        guide her,

        protect her.

        There is so much I want to do.

        But she left before I had the chance.

      

      [image: ]
* * *

      
        THE END

      

    

  


  
    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      I wrote Breaking Dylan in graduate school. A long, long time ago. I’d tell you the year, but then you’d know how old I am. Although, shit, you could probably figure that out fairly easily anyway.

      This is probably the only Young Adult-Coming of Age novel I will ever write. I fancy myself as more of a contemporary romance writer. And, I probably only wrote it because I started it in college, had not experienced much in life as of yet, and so drawing from my youth was easiest.

      Plus, once I hit grad school, I needed a thesis, and as long as it was decently written, met certain parameters, and was at least 60,000 words, this was going to count. (The very first creative thesis to ever come out of the CSUSM graduate program, I am proud to say.)

      Not to sound negative about Dylan, I loved chronicling her life. She started me on my path to writing something other than bad rhyming poetry and semi-erotic short stories. For that, I will forever be grateful to her.

      That said, this book would never have happened without help. First, foremost, and always – my husband BW – I’d be a swirling vortex of un-channeled angst and insecurity without you, babe. Second is author, Duff Brenna, my mentor in college/grad school, and in my writing life overall. I may not have seen or spoken to you in 17 years, but your encouragement and support has stuck with me always. (OMG, 17 years, now I’m aging myself, aren’t I? I promise I’m not preoccupied with my age. Despite how it obviously appears.)

      My beautiful and amazing Remi IRL – let’s face it, there is very little I could do without you in my life. To the late, great Courtney McMillon Bonelli – you brought my writer soul back to life and continue to encourage from the great beyond. And Kaarina S. and James F. – thanks for keeping it real when it counted.

      Finally – to all the literary agents who rejected me in those early years, this is a good story, and I'm sorry you missed out on it. Just kidding, I'm totally not sorry. Self-publishing rocks.
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      Denise wrote her first short story at age six, ‘How Mr. Skunk Got His Smell' and has been writing ever since. Sadly, that story was never published, but if you ask her nicely, she'll email you a copy if you really want to read it.

      Her favorite thing to do is lose herself in a book, whether through reading or writing. She considers herself to be an uber-bibliophile and credits the advent of the Kindle with saving her marriage since hard copy books no longer take over the house.

      She lives with her husband, BW, and a menagerie of pets, in Southern CA. When she’s not writing or reading, you can find her drinking wine, binge watching bad TV, and avoiding all types of exercise.

      Denise started an underground literary magazine in college called GUTS, which stayed in production after she graduated. She has volunteered her time teaching underprivileged children to write short stories, and elderly adults to write memoirs.

      Breaking Dylan is her first novel.

      Her second novel, Love Undecided, is due to be released in early 2018.
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