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Book I

Drama Queen



Part 1

Foundation



Childhood

Q)

aving grown up feeling judged and misunderstood by my

family, I have always had a fascination with psychology.

Rather than writing a person off as simply being a loser,
psycho, drama queen, brat, etc., I have always been far more interested
in finding the reasons behind a person’s actions. This is because I grew
up in a family where that was the least of anyone’s concern. But in
order to discover the truth about someone else’s behavior, you must
first be able to face the truth about your own.

I was an only child. I had the luxury of my parents’ undivided
attention, which came with the downside of being overly sheltered and
constantly criticized. My parents had a strong, healthy marriage, and
my home life was safe and secure. It could also be mundane and routine
at times. My parents were thrifty and saw little need for change. On the
rare occasion, | was able to talk my mother into buying a different
flavor of toothpaste or brand of bath soap. This would bring a little
excitement into our lives, or at least into mine.

Nothing in our home was ever replaced until it gave out completely,
so most of our appliances and electronics were ancient. I was oblivious
to the concept of style, as were my parents. I was in my teens before I
realized people hadn’t always worn leg warmers and crimped hair, and
that they wouldn’t do it forever. Of course, my junior high peers taught
me this concept very quickly, and it still astounds me that my mother’s
apparently didn’t.

My mother was a skilled seamstress and made most of the clothes
that she and I wore. It was a loving gesture, although she never threw
away a sewing pattern — ever. She never seemed to understand why I
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was so dead set against dressing like the Brady Bunch during the mid-
80s. Had she been shown a pair of hip-hugger bell bottom pants and a
pair of acid-washed stretch jeans side-by-side, she would have seen
nothing more than simply two pairs of pants. In many ways, this
reluctance to change rubbed off on me. When I find something I like
(songs, movies, games, activities, etc.), I tend to indulge in it until I am
so sick to death of it that I can’t stand the thought of it before I move
on to something new. On the other hand, I try to accumulate as many
different experiences as I possibly can. The thought of living in the
same house or even the same town for the rest of my life terrifies me,
and living in a small, quiet town is completely out of the question.

I grew up in a small West Texas town called Big Spring, which had
very little crime, violence...or entertainment. It was somewhat of a
Bible belt community. There were few recreational activities, especially
for teens. One year a big church group campaigned to get MTV
removed by the local cable provider. This was back in the days when
hair metal ruled the world and messages of sex, drugs and rock and roll
were rampant. Local teenagers protested MTV’s removal and picketed
outside the cable company, which may have actually helped encourage
the cable company to side with church-goers. In the end, MTV was
removed for its negative influence, showing of skin and use of women
as objects. So we just watched BET instead.

According to my parents, many people in my home town were
quick to judge others and to look down their noses at people. My
parents were no different, and I knew them to be overly self-conscious.
This was during the yuppie era of the big 80s, so pop culture had
placed a lot of emphasis on how much money one had, what kind of
car a person drove and where a person bought their clothes. I suppose
that is one element of style that never fades completely in all areas. My
family didn’t have much money so we couldn’t compete in those areas,
but my parents had other credentials.

My father was a Vietnam vet and had traveled the world. He was
very well-educated and was an amazingly talented artist. My mother
was prim and proper, and had climbed to a respectable level on the
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corporate ladder. She was also a gifted musician and had been a child
prodigy pianist. My mom would often be asked by friends to play piano
at weddings and even to hand make bride’s maids dresses. My parents’
creations were always receiving high awards in fairs and art shows. I
would often model my mother’s hand-made dresses in fashion shows
and pageants. My father decided to become a full-time commercial
artist when I was about 2-years-old. We would spend most weekends
taking trips to visit air shows and art shows, and my father would often
take oft for a week or two to travel around the state to display his
artwork at various art shows. Occasionally, my mother would display
her own crafts alongside my father’s displays. One year, my mother
designed and hand-made “Alfred the Ace” dolls which turned out to be
hugely popular at aviation art shows. My mother always preferred to
make gifts for people rather than purchasing them from a store. Along
with knitted and crocheted sweaters, accessories and blankets, one of
my mother’s specialties had always been her personalized Raggedy Ann
and Andy dolls. She would embroider the recipient’s name inside a
heart on the chests of the dolls. She had even made a set of
anatomically correct dolls as a gag gift for her parents.

For the most part, I was a pretty happy child. I had a vivid
imagination and wasn’t easily bored. I had a stay-at-home dad,
although he worked most of the day on artwork that he had been
commissioned to do. He had very little patience with people in
general, but especially with me as a child. I knew not to bother him
throughout the day while he was working, and I spent much of the day
entertaining myself. I would spend my days in a huge, fenced-in back
yard, riding horses that had either two feet or two wheels across open
plains, or living in high rise apartment complexes that had a plastic
swimming pool on the roof and an elevator which ran from one rusty
clothes line post to the other. My parents were home bodies and didn’t
go out or socialize much. We were all very close. I could never
conceive of my parents living in separate homes. I had the freedom and
luxury of seeing magic in the world.

My needs were never a question, but my wants would sometimes be
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put on hold. I eventually learned that my childhood probably would
have been less happy had I gotten everything I wanted when I wanted
it. I learned at an early age that fantasy can be so much better than
reality because reality has its limits. I remember in a bedroom filled to
the ceiling with toys, I would play for hours on end with a cardboard
box and Scotch tape. There were toys on the market that I wanted so
badly that I would try to make my own versions of them, and then
would play with them endlessly; all the while wishing I had the real
things. Once I got the real things, though, I tended to lose interest in
them very quickly because I had nowhere near as much fun with them
as | had with my make-shift ones. It would also put an end to my
interest in those toys all together — kind of like a race horse that finally
got the carrot. I learned that sometimes it’s the journey that is the real
prize.

I had a wide range of interests as a child, and ever-changing ideas of
what I thought I wanted to be when I grew up. Music was always a
staple in our home, whether it came from a Credence Clearwater
Revival or Steppenwolf cassette, my mother’s Neil Diamond or Elton
John 45s or the occasional couple of hours my mother would spend
playing the piano. It was always a treat when my mom would pull out
her clarinet from her days in the high school marching band. When I
was 7, my mom began giving me piano lessons. She taught me to read
music, but I had far too much energy and too little discipline to learn
much else at that point. For a couple of years, my mother worked in
the Musical Therapy ward of the local mental hospital. She would
occasionally take me to work with her. I loved banging on the drum set
and strumming the harpsichord, which she would often bring home for
me to play with for a couple of days.

My mother had once had a childhood dream of becoming a
professional musician. With her talent and training, it was a realistic
dream and one that she could have easily pursued. But despite her
many public performances as a child, she had been told by her family
members throughout her childhood that women couldn't become
concert pianists, and she believed that long enough to let her dream slip
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away. My mother had a tendency to believe anything she was told.
Sadly, she was told throughout her childhood that she wasn’t very
smart, she wasn’t pretty and she wasn’t capable of accomplishing much.
It took her many years to realize those things weren't true. She suffered
from very low self-esteem and was afraid to stand up for herself - or for
me or anyone else, for that matter. Rather than confronting someone,
she was more comfortable avoiding conflict, even if it meant catering to
someone who pushed her around or siding with someone who pushed
me around.

My father, on the other hand, could be both a gentle giant and a
tyrant. He was large man with a loud roar, and no one got away with
pushing him around. He had a temper like a volcano - he could go
from quiet and passive to an explosive rage in the blink of an eye. I
never actually saw my dad get physically violent with anyone - he
never had to. But I Zave seen people that he was mad at literally 7u»
from him.

He, too, was an only child, which was not the choice of either of our
parents. My father was adopted at birth in 1943 and renamed Gerard
Douglas by an Italian couple who were unable to conceive. My
grandmother, Mary, was a high school French teacher, and my
grandfather, Vincent, was a World War II veteran and spent his career
in the US Marine Corp, retiring as a Major in 1962. In his retirement,
Grandpa V., as I called him, owned and ran a corner convenient store
and deli, called Provenza Grocery, in Marshall, Texas. My grandmother
passed away when I was 2. I have only one vague memory of her, but a
vivid memory of the day I spent playing with a distant cousin and the
child’s nanny during Grandma Mary’s funeral.

My father followed in the footsteps of both of his parents,
graduating from Catholic school and college with degree in English,
and spending four years in the Navy. My father once told me that while
enlisting into the military, he had worried that the recruiter might find
out about his job skills and qualifications, which he feared could land
him behind a desk. My dad took on the brutal position of a ship
boilerman simply to ensure his opportunity to travel and see the world.
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With his experience as a photographer and journalist for his high
school year book, my father compiled many impressive scrapbooks of
his travels with the hundreds of amazing photos that he took of the
most beautiful and historical locations in the world. He returned home
to parents who couldn’t have been more proud. With his English
degree and fluent Spanish, my dad became a high school English
teacher in Pecos, Texas, which at the time was home to primarily non-
English-speaking Mexican Americans. My father used to say that this
made his job even more difficult than just the task alone of being a high
school teacher, which in itself was a daunting challenge. He later
acquired a pilot’s license and became a flight instructor. He was a
corporate pilot when he met my mother in Monahans, Texas in 1973.

Because we lived 800 miles away, my parents and I visited my
father’s home town only about twice a year. The rarity of our visits
added the grandeur of the virtual wonderland that was my
grandfather’s home. Because Texas is larger than many countries,
traveling from one border to the other often has the same cultural
shock as visiting a foreign country all together.

Marshall was only a few miles from Shreveport, Louisiana, where
we would always go for dinner and sight-seeing. Growing up in the
desert, it was a rare treat for me to see the jungles and swamps of East
Texas. The primary vegetation of my home was mesquite. Playing in a
real forest in East Texas was mind boggling to me compared to the
“woods” I loved at home, which lost their appeal once I grew tall
enough to see over the trees. The air in Marshall was always damp and
fresh, and the high humidity would sometimes make us feel as though
we could hardly breathe.

The musty, ancient house where my father grew up, like almost
everything else in Marshall, harbored a distinct mildew musk which
perfectly complemented its historic aura. The large, open lawn of thick,
emerald grass was alive with frolicking squirrels, shaded by huge pecan
trees and framed on one side by a poison ivy-adorned chain link fence.
Unlike the loose sand of West Texas, the dirt in Marshall was red and
clay-like, providing an endless supply of fresh play dough which my
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father, too, had loved as a child. The neighborhood had grown
significantly rundown during my father’s childhood. All of the homes
had been built before the 1940’s, and few renovations had been made
since. It was like stepping back in time, sometimes even as far back as
the turn of the century.

Still, all of these attractions took a giant step back to my absolute
favorite memory of my Grandpa V’s house and of my childhood in
general. You've heard the saying, “feel like a kid in a candy store.” Being
quite fond of children and the fun-loving owner of a grocery store, my
Grandpa V. was perceived by the local kids as Willy Wonka, but I was
the only one with a golden ticket. Imagine being a child with 24-hour
access to all the free candy you could eat! My grandpa would always
order extra jars of Maraschino cherries before our visits because he
knew he wouldn’t be able to keep them in stock while I was around. I
was never discouraged from taking whatever [ wanted from the store
by my parents or by Grandpa V., who would usually encourage me to
take more. Because of the lack of concern or discouragement by the
adults of this behavior, for years I didn’t understand that my
grandfather was actually paying for the things in his store. I thought
deliveries were made to all stores for free, and that revenue came solely
from customer purchases. Any time my parents would scold me for
doing something selfish, wasteful or inconsiderate, such as opening 4 or
5 different boxes of cereal just for the toys inside, Grandpa V. would
always jump to my defense, reminding my dad of how he used to do
the exact same things when he was my age.

Summertime was usually a time I looked forward to. My mother
would enroll me in some type of summer classes so I would be out my
dad’s hair for a few hours each day. Vacation Bible School was one that
I loathed, but swimming classes at the YMCA was one which I
considered mandatory. There were some that resulted in such hideous
experiences that I now am one to listen intently when someone tells me
something is wrong, no matter how far-fetched their story may sound.
My parents sent me to a daycare center (which had advertised dance
classes) when I was 4-years-old. The children there were treated
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horribly, mainly in the form of being yelled at and yanked around by
people who had zero patience for children. My parents paid little
attention to what I was trying to tell them until my mother started
hearing the same stories from the other children’s parents. By that time,
my mom had already pulled me out of the daycare center because she
found out that there were no dance classes being given. Shortly
thereafter, the place closed down.

Three years later I was enrolled in gymnastics. While I loved the
idea and the class initially, it would become one of my most retched
childhood memories of all time. Our instructor, Leanne, was 18, but
behaved like a 12-year-old bully and taught us very little. When we were
taught something new, we either had to do it perfectly or we would be
sent out in the hall as punishment. This alone would destroy our
confidence and instill fear. Of course, we would always be called back
in shortly before our parents arrived. As children, this was a relief to us
because we didn’t want our parents to find out that we had been
punished for doing something wrong, and we certainly were not going
to tell them. It’s obvious to me now that Leanne’s convenient timing in
calling us back into class was to prevent our parents from knowing that
they were paying for their children to sit in the hall for an hour. My
mother paid for me to have a private lesson one day, but never did so
again after she found out that I had spent the entire hour walking back
and forth on the balance beam while Leanne gossiped with her buddy,
Tasha. I complained and expressed my hatred of this gymnastics class
on a daily basis, but for some reason, my protests were never given any
serious consideration by my parents. Perhaps the classes had been
prepaid and were non-refundable.

There had been several other issues with Leanne and the class that
had drawn my parents’ attention, however. The final straw came when
Leanne had taken up a collection from all of the parents to take us to a
gymnastics meet in Hawaii. Instead, she used the money to refurnish
her new apartment. After the fact, my parents were more willing to give
credit to my reports of the two weeks of hell we had spent when
Leanne and Tasha had taken us to a gymnastics camp. The parents
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were already aware that the money they had sent with us for uniforms
and t-shirts hadn’t gone near as far as it should have, and that none of
us had returned with any change. But we all had other reports of the
ridiculous crap Leanne had done to us for kicks. For instance, anytime
we were eating a meal, she would begin badgering us with, “You've
chewed that bite long enough. Now swallow it. SWALLOW! STOP
CHEWING! SWALLOW!! If you chew that bite one more time, you're
not going swimming.” And, of course, we would damn near choke or
vomit at the table. That Leanne sure knew how to have fun. We got to
look forward to that at every freaking meal.

Going swimming at the hotel had been the one major reward we
had always sought during gymnastics camp, so Leanne always used
that as a threat. It worked, too, because that made it seem as if there
had been some chance of our actually getting to go swimming when
she never intended to take us in the first place. She and Tasha would
always go swimming, though - and take our floaties with them. We
would all have to stay in the hotel room (without adult supervision) as
punishment for some nonsensical reason. The most common excuse
was that one or all of us having been caught sitting down during the
day when Leanne knew good and well that we had been instructed to
“have a seat” by the trainer with whom we were working. It was as
though six hours of gymnastics training without ever sitting down while
Leanne and Tasha sat in the bleachers all day observing us wasn’t
absurd enough. At first and until things got much worse, my parents
found all this hard to believe and assumed I was either making it up or
blowing things way out of proportion to get out of gymnastics. Looking
back, I don’t see what difference it made. They knew I was extremely
unhappy, and it was clear how badly I wanted out.

Not being heard or taken seriously was nothing new to me. My
mom had certain ideas of the person her daughter would become. She
would wear lacy, pink dresses until she graduated to business suits. She
would be an Honor student and would later have a college degree. She
would find her soul mate and become a soccer mom. She would never
paint her finger nails blue or read Meta/ Edge magazine. She would
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never cover the pretty pink walls of her bedroom with rock band
posters. She would never learn what a drug was and she, too, would
realize that becoming a professional musician was impossible. My
mother made that her mission to the point where my sense of identity
and freedom of self-expression were all but denied even as an adult. I
was taught very early that I had no right to be angry, to speak my
mind, express an opposing opinion or to even defend myself against
someone who had clearly wronged me. My mother wanted me to be
classy and civil, but all of my penned-up emotions eventually
manifested themselves into anger, depression and resentment. This
paired with my plummeting self-esteem led to serious behavioral
problems and poor grades in school throughout my childhood and
teens.

I understand that guidance and supervision are certainly important
fundamentals of successful parenting, but one lesson my mother
inadvertently taught me was that it is simply not possible to force a
person into an idealistic mold in which they were not destined to fit. I
would sometimes even try to force myself into that mold just to please
my parents, but the end result would always be my disappointing
everyone, including myself. I never fully understood my mother’s refusal
to simply accept and allow me to be the person that Cathie has always
been, or to even discover who Cathie was, for that matter.

Nevertheless, my parents were a loving, playful couple who rarely
argued. Over the years, my parents increasingly spoke alike, thought
alike and always spoke very highly of one another. No subject was ever
taboo in our house, and my parents always spoke openly and frankly
about subjects that parents often dread. On rare occasions, I would
happen upon hidden nude photos or clay sculptures of my mom, or
uncover a risqué painting of her that my dad had painted. But
regardless of the nature of their relationship in private, they would
always become the Cleavers in my presence.

For the first twelve years of my life, my mother worked clerical jobs
that were 8-5 and outside the home. She relentlessly climbed the
ladder, ending her days in an administrative office as a Certified
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Professional Secretary. She spent a brief period afterward working as a
sports writer for the local newspaper, and would occasionally focus
sporadic doses of attention on fulfilling her half-hearted goals of writing
children’s novels and a non-fiction book of an emotionally damaging
incident in her life which she never discussed. Looking back, I can now
understand why that book was never finished and can relate to the
torture of concentrating on painful memories, though I can only make
guesses at the context of her story. Her family had a dark past which
included alcoholism, child abuse and incest - only the vaguest details of
which where ever discussed.

A vyear later, my mother was forced to make a drastic change — not
only in her job, but in herself as well. She was fired from what would be
her final secretarial job and decided to begin veterinarian school. She
was not accepted, so she enrolled in nursing school instead with the
intention of re-applying to veterinarian school after a couple of
semesters. Shortly before receiving her Registered Nursing license,
however, she had grown fond enough of the field to continue to pursue
it as a career. Her accomplishments boosted both her self-esteem and
her determination considerably. Within two years after her graduation,
she had been promoted to Charge Nurse at one of the local hospitals.
She remained in school throughout her life with goals of someday
becoming an Anesthetist or Nurse Practitioner.

My mother had come from a rather unpleasant and dysfunctional
family. My father always went out of his way to avoid contact with
them even at family gatherings. He would sit in a corner with his head
buried in a book, which half the time he wasn’t really even reading.
Arguments with my mother’s family members were unavoidable. They
were normally provoked intentionally by a snide remark or spiteful
chuckle, but any casual statement could just as easily spark an attack.
My mother’s sister was by far the worst. She would get on her soap box
and indignantly smear each and every member of the family about
various things they had done, and then turn around and do those exact
same things herself. If someone ever dared to confront her about her
own actions or hypocrisy, she would explode into a tantrum and act as
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if she were being targeted and hazed. But anytime someone else
expressed the slightest complaint about anything, she would call them a
“drama queen” and accuse them of bringing out the “pity party”.

In recent years, my relationship with my mother’s side of the family
has been comparable to that of a celebrity with the tabloid press. Our
lives have suffered grave consequences of lies, deceit and rumors that
can’t be dispelled. I am often frustrated with people who are quick to
jump to some theoretical conclusion before they consider other
possibilities, or when they refuse to allow themselves to be confused
with facts. I am in no way innocent of this type of behavior myself, but I
have learned to take into consideration that when in absence of known
facts, regardless of what scenario seems likely, there are always other
possibilities. And when presented with facts, they must be taken into
consideration whether or not they are convenient to what I prefer to
believe. When a rumor cannot be dispelled by opposing facts, then it
becomes clear that the rumor is not based on true belief, but rather, it is
a shield from the truth that protects one from facing it.

Like celebrities whose job it is to entertain us in whatever way we
see fit, loved ones’ struggles were always a source of amusement in my
family. Government conspiracy theories, guns and racial slurs were also
coveted topics of conversation. We would normally get to hear at least
one astonishing tale from my grandmother about someone in the
family, and then later find out that little, if any, of what she said was
true. And no family gathering would be complete without the
quintessential Jerry Springer-style screaming match and someone’s
storming out in tears. That person, of course, would then become the
next hot topic of gossip. One tradition in our family was to have the
scapegoat. There was always at least one person (usually an in-law)
who could never do anything right, say anything intelligent, have any
class, be a decent parent or whatever else it happened to be that my
family members didn’t want to acknowledge about themselves.

Psychological problems have run rampant in my mother’s side of
the family for generations. Two of my cousins have scars from self-
mutilation, and at least one of them has been suicidally depressed.
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These are most likely not clinical disorders, but rather the result of
years of emotional battery. By comparison, I made out pretty well. My
mother shared with her family the tendency to jump to harsh, irrational
judgment of others and to harbor seriously ill-informed opinions. But
not only did my father help to keep these things balanced and
grounded, but my mother was also willing to learn. She was much
calmer than the rest of her family, and didn’t possess near as much
suspicion and paranoia. I often wonder, though, how we might have
been treated had I had any siblings.

Favoritism ran deep in my mother’s family, as did the use of first-
born children as free maids, butlers and nannies. My grandmother had
been forced by her parents to raise her youngest brother, who grew up
calling her, “Momma-Sissy Gal”. My mother’s sister, after boldly
denouncing her grandparents’ actions and proclaiming that she couldn’t
imagine how someone could do such a thing, did the exact same thing
to her kids. Her oldest daughter once told me that her grades were
suffering because, after taking care of her younger siblings, doing all the
housework, cooking dinner for the family and waiting on her parents
hand and foot, she never had any time or energy left to do her
homework. And this went way beyond necessity. She also told me that
during dinner, her parents would often make her get up from her meal,
take their plates to the kitchen and put away their TV trays the second
they had finished eating — whether or not sZe had. She might have to
get up from the table two or three times during a meal to wait on the
family. It also became clear how these cycles of abuse have continued
in our family when she mentioned to me one time that her dream was
to adopt a bunch of teenagers and to put them all to work for her as
her servants. She was young at the time and never actually did that, but
it does go to show a pay-it-forward frame of mind.

When [ was about 8 or 10, I began developing odd habits that I
would find really annoying but uncontrollable. Things like an obsession
with evenness (if I looked over one shoulder, I felt compelled to look
over the other simply to even it out; if I touched something with one
hand, I had to touch it with the other; one foot had to take just as many
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steps as the other, even if the last step was just an unnecessary baby
step or a stomp; if I walked around a table, I would have to walk back
around the exact same side; and don’t even get me started on odd
numbers). I would try to control these habits, but would almost feel
physical pain if I didn’t give in to them. The worst habit I had was a
mild form of a hand-washing obsession, but rather than washing my
hands, I would just lick my fingers after touching anything. 1 got yelled
at and smacked by my parents a few times for that, mainly out of fear
that after playing outside all day I might catch some ungodly disease by
constantly sticking my fingers in my mouth. I was well aware of that,
but it didn’t make it any easier to control. Years later I learned that it
was Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder and that my mother had had it as
well. I never sought treatment for it, and it is nowhere near as bad now
as it was when I was a child. Over the years, I have experienced
emotional and physical pain far greater than any OCD ever caused me,
so I find the distress of controlling these compulsions much easier to
ignore. I also discovered that after ignoring the impulses a few times,
the habit fades completely. I have learned to control the vague impulses
that remain by just imaging the actions rather than physically doing
them and appearing to others as having lost my mind. From my
understanding, researchers haven’t yet found a definitive cause or cure
for the disorder. I don’t know if this information will be of any help to
researchers, but I have discovered that cocaine and crystal meth make
the compulsions worse - MUCH worse!

I never knew until after my mother's funeral just how much my
parents had always been like me. I always thought my personality had
grown to be on the opposite end of the spectrum. Come to find out, my
parents were so dedicated to providing me with the best possible image
and being the ultimate role models that I thought the glimpses I would
occasionally catch of their true personalities were simply “cool streaks”
that would appear out of nowhere from time to time. My parents did
actually enjoy classical music, peaceful drives through the country and
quiet evenings at home. But I was rarely present when they would test
the stereo speakers with hard rock music. I also found it strange that I
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would find in my dad's music collection albums that I loved.

I never questioned the stories my parents told me throughout my
childhood of their courtship. But like the stories of Santa Clause, I never
could quite fathom how a 30-year-old man who had been in college
and the Navy with the looks my dad had in his younger days, could (or
would) remain a virgin until marriage the way I had always been told.
After my dad's candid confessions only a few years ago, it was an odd
relief to find out that my parents were and always had been what I
consider normal, and even a bit on the wild side. When I moved out on
my own at age 18, rumor had it that my parents had regressed back
into wilder teenagers than I had been. While I admire their sacrifices, I
can't help but imagine the times we could have had, had we not hidden
our true personalities from each other. I often wonder what situations I
would have been less likely to explore had I been less sheltered. On the
other hand, I believe that there is truly no other way to learn the
lessons I have learned or to gain a high level of understanding of human
nature and consequences other than by experience. In my opinion,
foresight can be learned, but not effectively taught.

From a career stand point, I had little or no conscious interest in
music for many years. I had never listened to anything other than my
kiddy records. I spent a great deal of time watching television, but it
would be years before I would have the patience to sit through an
entire movie. The first movie I ever watched all the way through in one
sitting was Steven King's Firestarter. 1 took great pride in that
accomplishment, and would be forever a Drew Barrymore fan. [ wanted
desperately from the time I was 3-years-old to become an actress. I felt
aptly qualified having had a lifetime of practice placing myself in
imaginary circumstances.

By age 9, my ultimate goal had evolved into making my name
legendary. I didn't understand the point of living otherwise. I couldn't
comprehend spending the rest of my life behind a desk with only a
select few friends and acquaintances. For the world to know who you
are and to live on in history in the company of Elvis and Van Gough, to
me was the meaning of life. Why be on the planet if no one knows you're
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there?’ At the time, I didn’t know who the popular musical artists were.
Therefore, it did not cross my mind for years to become one of them.
Acting seemed the obvious choice for a number of reasons. I think
subconsciously I was drawn to it because I felt I had grown up in that
world. Not of the discipline and dedication involved, but of fantasy. I
understood this world from a young age. Ironically, I dreamt of this
world as I wrote song books, music and musical plays, not realizing my
true passion. There must have been a day that it all came together in
my mind. I don’t remember crossing that line. Apparently you discover
your destiny long before you know you have. Still though, only the four
corners of the puzzle had fallen into place. Only the framework existed
of a picture that would take only another couple of years to come into
focus.

Around age 10, I developed a sudden obsession with creating and
recording music. All of the sudden, I was completely tuned in to the
sounds made by everything in the house when struck or shaken. I had
written several simple songs. While they may have had a great hook,
the words made absolutely no sense. I began writing more songs that
were much more coherent, but no more mature. The day I discovered
how to record over all of my childhood cassette tapes was the last day
my father saw his jam box. My parents recognized how much mileage I
was getting out of this new-found hobby, and for Christmas that year I
got a jam box of my own. To me, rather than returning my father’s, I
now had two-track mixing capabilities. Being before the days of
karaoke, I became quite proficient at record-pause-rewind-style looping.
I would find places in songs where an intro or break would have the
same music as where the vocals would come in, and then piece the
song together around the vocals to create a karaoke version. I would
later switch the tapes back and forth between the cassette players,
layering my own lead and backup vocals. The end result was a
horrendous concoction of noise, but still thrilling to me.

Despite my obvious passion, the piano lessons, the harpsichord and
the years I would spend in the school band, my mother always did
everything in her power to discourage this dream of mine of making a



Childhood 29

career of music. I got up enough courage in my 20s to “come out” to
my parents as a musician. I always found this to be incredibly ironic.
My mother would tell me that my dream was unrealistic and
impossible. My thoughts were, though, that if this were true, the world
would be asking, “Elvis w/0?” 1 desperately wanted to take singing
lessons, and would drive my parents and neighbors crazy by rehearsing
at the top of my lungs for hours. In my home town, there were few
talent shows, no appropriate forum for a child to perform live on a
regular basis and really nothing to audition for. I spent an entire
summer orchestrating a performance which I hoped to display at our
next paternal family reunion, which never took place. It was the only
forum I could think of, and would have been a guaranteed Italian
spectacle. My mother knew I wanted to perform live. She also knew I
wanted a pink Ferrari. [ understood that regardless of her opinion of my
dream, her powers were limited. So for well over a year, it was only me,
what had by that time become quite an elaborate home recording
studio-ish bunch of stuff, and my dreams.

When I was about 11, Grandpa V. bought me my first keyboard. It
had no recording capabilities itself; so again, I layered individual tracks
of my new compositions by switching cassette tapes back and forth.
Vague versions of some of those songs I still work with today. While
seen by my parents as a sometimes annoying phase, it wasn't
something I ever considered a hobby. I was quickly discovering that
this was coming from my heart. The project was non-stop, and is a
phase I have yet to outgrow.
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Teen Years

g) y parents had always been very attentive and responsible,
and they were very involved in my life and activities. They
never missed a parent’s night or open house at my schools

and had always been in attendance at school plays and stage

productions that I was in. They had even taken on the project every
year of designing and creating the haunted house at the Halloween

Carnival which was held by my elementary school. But as I became a

teenager, my mother had a very difficult time allowing me to grow up.

She didn’t seem to understand that in order for a child to become a

successful, productive adult, the child needs to learn to make decisions

for him/herself and to take responsibility for those decisions. A child
needs to be allowed to speak their minds and to express their opinions
without criticism in order to better deal with peer pressure.

Not only had my mother’s efforts in protecting my from the world
put me at a huge disadvantage, but I was also beginning to develop
opinions, thoughts and personal tastes which she felt she needed to
keep in check as well. Any attempt to express myself or express a
legitimate interest in something was usually met with disapproval. This
made my search for a sense of identity far more difficult than was
actually necessary. This period in my life was confusing enough as it
was. Between my mother’s trying to force me to be one person while
teaching me that it was a crime to speak up and to be true to myself,
and my peers’ teaching me the complete opposite of what I thought
was reality while enforcing the idea that it was a crime to speak up and
to be true to myself, I would spend the next few years feeling numb and
as though I was wondering aimlessly through a surreal, foggy haze
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searching desperately for...me.

Until sixth grade, all I knew was equality among my peers. The
concept of social status hadn’t seemed to exist among the children in
my elementary school because we all lived in the same area of town.
The concept of popularity was also alien to me because we didn’t have
many opportunities to interact with the children of other classrooms
during school. Because Big Spring was such a small town, at the time,
there was still only one middle school for sixth and seventh grade, one
junior high for eighth grade and one high school. These had been some
of the first few schools built to facilitate all grades before the 1920s.
With the town’s population fluctuations and reorganization over the
following decades, what we ended up with by the 1980s was the same
three upper-level schools and an elementary school for kindergarten
through fifth grade on just about every street corner. Therefore, by the
time children graduated elementary school, the cliques had already
been formed: the children from wealthy districts became the popular
“preps”, as they were known, and so-on down the food chain. Before
my sixth grade year started, my dad explained to me that I would be
going to school with all walks of life, and he joked that there would be
kids arriving in limos and kids arriving in the limos which they had
stolen.

My first year in middle school served as my first glimpse into the
general workings of the real world, albeit a preteen version of the real
world. Having always been my parents’ only baby to shelter and
protect, I was extremely immature and inexperienced for my age. I had
grown accustomed to having all of my decisions made for me, and I
had nothing that even resembled courage. This made me highly
susceptible to influence. I didn’t recognize at the time that most of my
peers were equally unsure of themselves. But I was quickly taught by
these peers that any lack of self-esteem could easily be compensated for
with brand names and flashy possessions. Unfortunately in this world,
as in some places in the real world, a person must possess these things
in order to be considered worthy of friendship. I was unaware until
many years later that this was not only a sign of the times, but also a
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sign of our age. I was too young to understand that the rest of the
world was so much bigger than my school, and that this particular
atmosphere was not necessarily a true representation of reality in
general.

It was a time of neon colors, shoulder pads, teased perms and
earrings so bulky and heavy they would pull our ear lobes to our
shoulders. A time when one would develop a morbid fear of being seen
at the wrong place or, God forbid, accompanied by parents. It was a
time when not having the right color of Keds to match your romper
would send you shamefully hiding in a corner, wishing someone would
just kill you. We were now all wearing “grody” sneers across our faces
and demanding to be gagged with spoons at the sight of our rivals. My
wardrobe had not been purchased at Neiman Marcus; therefore, 1
assumed early on that my chances of becoming a cheerleader were
slim. Having lost count by our second class each day of the number of
times we had used the word “bitch”, we somehow managed to trudge
through each day of sixth grade, making it out alive but far more
insecure.

Sixth grade was my first year in the school band, and I played my
mother’s clarinet. The decision of my joining the band, oddly enough,
was strictly that of my parents and was a brutal battle. I wanted to join
the choir in order to learn to sing and to gain confidence in performing.
I was dying to sing in front of an audience and had never had the
opportunity to do so. Having been well before Kenny G’s rise to fame, I
saw little use for a clarinet player in the pop music world.

I understood my mother’s point of view, to some extent. In an effort
to convince me to see things her way as s4e chose my elective, my
mother tried to explain to me that the technique of playing a wind
instrument would also teach me to project my voice while singing. My
parents were also focusing on the known advantages of my learning to
play a musical instrument while dismissing as a phase my plans of
becoming a rock star. We also didn’t know at the time that this
introductory band class wasn't strictly for sixth graders. Many seventh
graders took introductory band (because they had taken choir the year
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before) and moved on into the eighth grade band without a hitch. I
doubt that our having had that knowledge would have made much
difference anyway. My mother had decided many years earlier that I
would play her clarinet in the band as she had done in school, and I
had no say in the matter. At the time, though, I couldn’t understand
why my mother would care so much about whether I was in the band
or the choir if I supposedly had no chance of ever becoming a musician
in the first place.

Style was another issue over which I would fight my mother tooth
and nail. I was at least now allowed to choose my own outfits in the
mornings, but I was not allowed to choose the garments that I owned.
My mother had very specific tastes which she tried to force upon me.
This was something that my mother had also endured with her mother
when she was a teenager. She once told me a story about a pair of
shoes that were all the rage when she was in high school. She had a
pair, but her mother had forced her to wear them with socks in order
to be ladylike. After her protests had failed, my mother would simply
wear the socks to school and leave them in her locker during the day.
My mom’s older brother finally confronted their mother about the issue
one day. “Why do you make her wear those socks,” he asked. “She’s
the only one that wears those stupid socks with those shoes.” Her
mother then agreed to simply allow her to wear the shoes as she
pleased. Not only had my mother apparently learned little from this
experience, but I had no siblings to back me up when I tried to dress
according to the style of my generation.

My mother would insist on buying magazine subscriptions for me in
order to assist in my adjustment into my teens. This was great...until I
was refused every magazine which was age appropriate. One would
think that it would have been obvious to any sensible person that
Seventeen magazine was not suited for a 12-year-old. Teen, Bop and Tiger
Beat, on the other hand, which were targeted specifically at my age
group with content that I could not only understand but also identify
with, were considered by my mother to be childish fluff. But at my age,
the fact of the matter was that if Michael J. Fox and the Corey’s weren’t
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in it, I didn’t care to read it. And if there were no 8x10 photos of the
New Kids on the Block to put on my walls or inside the clear, zip-lock
cover of my notebook, I saw little reason to open it at all.

By seventh grade, I was slightly more comfortable in my own skin
and in my new school which I had come to know well. The
orthodontic braces that I had worn since age 11 and had served as a
status symbol the previous year had been removed. I experienced a
refreshing boost of confidence. With the high of hormonal changes and
of being a member of the senior grade in this two-year school, I
unconsciously became the type of seventh grader which had terrified
me the year before: loud, obnoxious and eager to tease the timid
underling.

That year I felt I could never be too flamboyant or receive too much
attention. We were all struggling with our identities, and being the odd
man out had become a cool and admirable notion. No color of nail
polish was too loud. In a time before the fashionable shades of blue and
purple nail color graced the pages of Vogue magazine, these colors
could be found in my home town only during Halloween. I would
swipe bottles of my dad's acrylic paints from his art room and use them
as nail color. I would then answer the frequent question, "Where did
you get that nail polish," with my favorite, nonchalant response, "My
dad's room." That answer seemed to me to be far more intriguing than
a more specific, "Home Depot." I also enjoyed the looks of shock and
confusion which that response tended to invoke.

I had used my allowance and unspent lunch money to buy the
clothes I wanted to wear and subscriptions to the magazines that /
wanted to read. But rather than the teeny-bopper magazines which
featured all the hot, preteen sit-com stars of the day, my interests had
been diverted by the long-haired, tattooed rock stars of Circus
magazine. With our days of watching MTV having been cut short, rock
magazines were hugely popular and were traded like baseball cards in
my school. My bedroom had become draped with glittery scarves, and
my pink bedroom walls were no longer visible through the 80s hair
band poster collage. My dresser mirror no longer served any function
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other than to frame my band sticker and Polaroid collection. I can still
hear my father's cringing over the sight of my ripped Metallica t-shirt
and leather motorcycle jacket, both of which were on loan to me from
a boyfriend. And, of course, this ensemble was always accompanied by
black spandex pants and baggy vinyl boots which I wore religiously
until the seams disintegrated.

By this time, I considered nothing to be right or wrong until Axl
Rose had stated his views on the subject in an interview. My dad would
razz me by washing his hands after having cautiously handed me my
monthly copies of rock magazines from the mail pile, as if he were
making an effort not to get scum all over his hands. I think it was more
the look, attitude and personalities than the music that drew my
attention towards this art at the time. Reading the interviews with the
rock stars of the day would leave me feeling enlightened, yet
pretentiously stunned at just how much I felt I had in common with
these people, even though I was consciously open to their influence.

I knew I could sing and write music, but I thought I needed a band.
Having no clue what to do or where to start, I aimlessly embarked on
putting one together. I approached my friends, both musically inclined
and otherwise. Many of these friends had chosen art instead of choir or
band as an elective. But despite any lack of musical ability, they lived
close by which made rehearsals more feasible. Being a member of the
school band, I would often find myself to be the only one involved in
my prospective rock band that had any musical knowledge whatsoever.
Every one of my recruited band mates seemed to want to play
keyboards which, considering our musical interests of the day could be
done with little talent or musical education. They also chose this
instrument because many of them already owned keyboards, and we
didn’t know anyone with a drum set or guitar. The band idea would
always fall through. Still determined, I would try again and again
throughout high school to put together a band of musically zuserested
friends (inclination and talent still not being top priorities). At times, we
looked great while barely knowing what a chord was. I eventually
became discouraged with the lack of ambition and dedication displayed
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by these band mates who clearly did not share my passion. Our grade
levels and school changes would later become a significant factor in the
hampering of any progress as well.

Eighth grade had a bit of an odd sentiment reminiscent of the year-
long family created by our home rooms of each elementary school year,
only on a much larger scale. Stripped of our seniority and having left
behind any friendships with underclassman, our age group was now
alone in an ancient, three-story museum of Big Spring’s developing
school system. Runnels Junior High was a classic, but haunting relic of
Big Spring’s heritage and had the atmosphere of a year-long field trip.
Many of the classrooms still had the original wood panel floors, and the
plumbing was on the outside of the sea foam green walls. The right half
of the building had been built in 1919 as Big Spring’s first official high
school. The left half was added in 1928.

It would be my first and only year on an athletic team. I had signed
up for the swim team, which turned out to be a decision I regretted
from day one. The team had a terrific, but strict coach who spent far
more time refereeing teenage cat fights than coaching. At our age, we
simply didn’t have the right attitude to make anything an enjoyable
experience. On the first day of school, there were more than 20 boys
and girls on the swim team. By the end of the year, that number had
dwindled to only about 5 or 6 girls who despised each other. As a result
of our constantly misplacing items and accusing each other of theft,
arguing over what music to play in the locker room, never having
enough mirror space or electrical outlets for our hair appliances, the
stress of the chlorine having turned our perms into greenish dreadlocks
and the fact that we simply didn’t want to be there, the bickering was
infinite and made the entire school year one long, vicious fiasco. With
its seepage into the hallways and other classes, much of the drama we
endured throughout that year and the next originated from that locker
room.

With my trusting nature, innocence and imagination still in tact, my
having learned ambition and dedication within the bounds of my safe,
comfortable world would soon lead to head-strong naiveté and
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rebellion. My increasingly desperate struggle for independence from my
parents was becoming unbearable. My choice of friends had always
been a tumultuous issue. I had hardly ever been allowed to go out with
friends or have many visitors at the house because my mother had
never approved of my companions. Granted, I had by this point grown
to be deeply depressed, destructive and had no self-esteem, and I
tended to befriend people with similar mindsets. But for many years,
my mother had tried in vain to convince me to befriend children whom
she mistakenly perceived as being perfect little angels, and to avoid
some truly kind-hearted kids who, to my mother, /ooked like trash. And
because just about everything my mother considered “trash” happened
to be something I enjoyed and identified with, I began to suspect that
perhaps [ was trash.

I knew many kids from horrible backgrounds. Some of my
classmates whom I admired most were kids who had basically been
forced by irresponsible parents to raise themselves. They were quite
mature for their age. They were bold, courageous and spoke their
minds. They had so many of the type of life experiences that no child
their age should have had. While they may not have always been the
best influence, many of them, for the most part, were good kids from
bad homes. These were kids who knew how to be a true friend. Also,
from my point of view, they had exciting lives and the freedom to be
themselves which I so desperately desired. They and their families were
not judgmental. I always felt accepted and welcome to be myself even
by these children’s parents. The poverty-stricken family of a friend of
mine had once invited my mother and me to go with them to see a
magic show. I went with them and had a wonderful time, but my mom
had turned down the offer. She admitted to me later that she simply did
not want to be seen in public with my friend’s family.

I had been taught by my parents that these people and their
lifestyles fit society’s definition of trash. I had also seen trash on Cops,
and all of the excitement, adventures and anarchy that trash got to
experience. I was so tired of playing the mind-numbing role of
Pollyanna against my will, and it would still be many years before I
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would understand that price tags are not what distinguish trash from
decent people. I had grown to be uncomfortable around people who
appeared to have any class whatsoever, assuming that I would be as
harshly judged and ridiculed by them as I and everyone else was by my
family. Considering the mental image I had developed, I eventually
began to consider words like, “trash”, “scum” and “low-life” to be
complements. After all, who could be trashier (or cooler) than the
almighty Axl Rose? I wanted people to call e those words, and I set
out to make that happen as often as possible.

By ninth grade, I had become accustomed to skipping school, hiding
out and partying with what seemed to me to be the coolest of losers,
particularly those with their own pads. My freshman year was that of
by far my worst behavior and peak of rebellion. I had become a known
face in the principal's office. The school probably had my parents'
phone number on speed dial. I had been suspended a few times for
fighting or smoking in the restroom. Aside from petty mischief, my
creativity and temper made me the queen of revenge. I wasn't too apt at
thinking ahead, however.

One day, enraged at an old on-again-oft-again friend, I concocted a
plot with a trouble-loving cohort of mine to set this former friend's
locker on fire. My cohort made certain arrangements and had slipped
into my locker a detailed note of what, where and when. After reading
the letter, I mindlessly stashed it into my Trapper Keeper, knowing I
could eventually find it again among the mess of crinkled papers for
reference and destruction. This was the end of the last semester of the
school year. All students had been issued their class catalogs and
schedules for the following year, which were to be filled out and turned
into the office by a given deadline. Mine had been completed, but I had
been carrying it around in my notebook for a few days before finally
getting it turned into the office during the very last day of the deadline.
Later that same day, I desperately searched for my cohort’s letter,
combing through every single page in my notebook, fearful that I may
have dropped it in the hallway. After another hour or so, I got called to
the office. Apparently, I had stashed the letter between the pages of my
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schedule booklet and turned it to the office. The letter addressed me by
a nickname, which did little to aid my anonymity considering where it
had been found. My dumb, innocent act must have seemed pretty lame.
Besides, the intended victim and I were normally a team effort.

I had known this friend/enemy ever since kindergarten and she had
been my accomplice only months earlier in one of our many acts of
vandalism of setting a trash can on fire in one of the school’s restrooms.
It was halfway unintentional. We had been smoking cigarettes in the
restroom, and we thought it would be cute to throw a lit match in the
trash can on our way the door. For some reason, neither of us really
thought that a trash can full of paper towels would actually burst into
flames, but apparently it czz happen. School officials had known
perfectly well at the time that she and I were the guilty parties, but they
had no proof. I would act alone in mischief from time to time. My
scheme of placing the decomposing carcass of a rodent in another
rival's locker at the end of the last day before the school closed for the
two-week Christmas vacation had gone over flawlessly. We were all
notorious for giving our locker combinations to each other and later
becoming mortal enemies.

This would also be the year that my stage name, Azure Flame,
would be born. Three school chums and I formed what with a little
money and organization could have been considered a rock band. Our
primary focus at the time was the creation of a cool band name. I was
perpetually keeping my ears and mind open and in tune to every word
or phrase I heard, listening for potential candidates or inspiration. With
the help of a thesaurus, Stygian Shore came to be a default name that
we commonly used in absence of any other mutually acceptable
candidates. One thing that had caught my attention and managed to
maintain its appealing ring was the title of a piece I was rehearsing with
the high school marching band. The piece was titled, Azzec Fire.
Though I felt this would make a fine band name, I didn’t want to
plagiarize. After spending about an hour of concerted attention one day
with a key piece of inspiration having been added by a school mate
named Azure Miller, I spun the title into an original but similar-
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sounding brain child. As pleased as I was with the name and evolving
logo designs, the invention would collect dust for a few years before
resurfacing as my alias.

Between eighth and ninth grade, I ran away from home four times.
The first time lasted only a couple of hours because my mom had a
pretty good idea where I could be found. The second lasted three
miserable days of literally living on the streets with a friend. The third
lasted only hours before the school principal showed up with the police
at a house where I and several other minors were hiding out, drinking
and watching porn. The fourth and final time, on the other hand,
seemed like a trip through the Twilight Zone. Oddly enough, the day
of this journey began just like any other.

As if my antics hadn’t already been enough to send my parents to an
early grave, I had missed so many days of school my ninth grade year
that one more would have been enough to fail me. I had begun
skipping the school bus in the morning to walk to school with my
boyfriend, Billy. That morning I suggested that we swing by and invite
a neighborhood friend, John, to join us. Billy tried in vain to talk me out
of it, knowing that John's first thought would be to skip school. I
insisted that I wouldn't let that happen because I absolutely could not
afford to miss anymore days. So we got John to join us. And, of course,
we were only yards from the house when that suggestion came up.

As the temptation was presented repeatedly, I made the statement
at one point that if I were to skip school I couldn't come back,
insinuating that I would have to run away from home. John claimed to
have had brutally abusive parents of whom he was terrified, so my
statement only further added encouragement of the discussion. This
was a long walk. The conversation began to grow into a plan which
included the theft of a vehicle. The boys actually scoped out a few cars
along the way to see if they could hot wire any of them. John
remembered that his grandparents, who lived in the area, had a late 70s
Buick that would make for an easy target. He came up with the plan of
stopping by the house and pretending to be there to retrieve a school
book he had left behind. He would then grab the keys to the car on his
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way out the door. This plan was carried out flawlessly. John
remembered that the car made a horrendous screech when started, so I
steered as the boys pushed the car away from the house. None of us
really knew how to drive, but we got the hang of it very quickly. We hit
the highway, having no clue where we were going or what we were
going to do. Three teenagers, a car stereo cranked full blast and a six
pack of beer, which John had snagged from his grandparents’ house
along with the keys. We hit a couple of convenient stores along the
way, spending what little money we had on candy and an atlas, having
no concern of how we would refill the gas tank later. The boys would
ask the clerk for directions to some place while I loaded my purse with
packs of cigarettes. We would have been happy to pay for the cigarettes
had any of us been old enough to buy them.

Eventually, though, we did run out of gas and money. We took an
exit into a small town called Haskell. We found an RV camping park
and decided to just hang out there until dark, after which we planned to
make a gas run. All we had to drink were the now hot beers and water
from a drinking fountain which had been in the sun all day. John got up
the courage to see if the people in the camper next to us might have
some ice. They were generous, and later, the owner of the camper
came over and introduced himself.

His name was Jay, and he was very clean-cut and upper-middle
class. We were forced to come up with an explanation off the top of
our heads for what we were doing there, why we weren’t in school and
where we were going. I forget the ridiculous tale the three of us tried to
spin simultaneously, but as Jay questioned details, you know how one
lie leads to another until it paints a pretty accurate picture of the truth.
Out of nowhere, Jay began asking questions like, "Have you accepted
the Lord Christ Jesus into your hearts as your personal savior!" The
three of us looked at each other like, We should have just drank the damn
beers hot!’ Jay had us bow our heads as he prayed with us and "saved"
our souls. Then he gave us each a black, pocket-sized bible and
explained that his family and he was a traveling ministry. He invited us
go to the church that evening for the hot dog supper they were having.
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We looked like hoodlums and weren't really in the mood to hear about
finding Jesus, but chili dogs sounded really good! When it came time,
we knew not to go because we knew that Jay wasn't stupid and that he
would probably turn us into the police. Another minister from the
church, named Cheatham, came to see Jay at his camper, and they both
insisted that we attend the sermon. They also used the phrase "chili
dog" a lot more this time than "Jesus". So we gave in and followed
them to the church.

We arrived at the church reeking of cigarettes and beer, sporting
rock t-shirts which were adorned with images of rotting skulls, and into
the company of what looked like a Mary Kay convention. I lost count
of how many women, who were doused in knock-oft designer perfume
and bejeweled with pageant queen smiles, hugged us and told us how
“exited’ they were that we came. After dinner, because they fed us and
had been so nice to us, we felt we should show some gratitude by at
least attending the sermon. During the sermon, the three of us sat in the
back pew, making wise cracks and dubbing blasphemous lyrics into the
hymns. We thought we were going to get out of this, but Jay and
Cheatham got us again. At the end of the sermon, the preacher asked
the congregation for all who felt they had been touched by the love of
the lord to please come to the front. We knew this was intended for us,
and we couldn't very well just sit there. So we grudgingly went up and
stood before the whole congregation, accompanied only by all of the
young children and no other adults. Just as I thought I was going to
grind my teeth to the gums, Jay came up from behind and asked if he
could have a word with us in private.

He led us into a room and spent about an hour teaching us God 101
- diagrams and all. He then gave us about $30 to get ourselves back
home, and amazingly let us go. We stopped at the nearest gas station,
and John bought a bulb for a tail light which we had noticed was out.
We could have been on our way, but we decided to go back to the park
to fix the car, and I wanted to leave a thank you note for Jay on the
door of his camper. Shortly after we arrived at the park, we were
ambushed by the cavalry of all of the ministers from the church. They
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surrounded us and demanded that we follow them back to the church
so we could call our parents to let them know that we were on our
way. After our negotiations and assurance of our good intentions failed,
we grudgingly agreed to follow them, thinking we could simply make a
quick turn at some point and take off in the opposite direction. And we
did - down a dead end street. Cheatham pulled up behind us, and we
claimed that we must have been following the wrong car. So we turned
around and were back in route, only this time with Jay in front of us
and Cheatham behind us. They eliminated any chance for escape.
Eventually, many false names later, the police were called along with
our parents, and we spent the night in holding cells. My parents were
the last to show up. My dad had come to get me, but the car had
broken down just outside of Haskell, and he had to leave it at a nearby
auto repair shop. My mom had to take oftf work to come get me and
my dad. Forget my soul. Save my ass! In my mind, I if-only-ed the
situation to death, but I actually wwas thankful to be going home. And I
never had to walk to school or ride the school bus again.

My ninth grade year surpassed the limit of what my parents' nerves
could handle, and with my utter lack of interest in continuing what to
me had become an unwavering uphill battle for survival which had
nothing to do with school work, my not going back was clearly
established. My parents and I had casually discussed homeschool from
time to time during the last semester of my ninth grade year. I was
determined, knowing that I would be turning 16 that summer and
would then become legally old enough to drop out all together if
necessary, that I would never see the inside of Big Spring High School
again after the end of that school year. Surprisingly, that thought for me
was bittersweet on my last day in this school which had accumulated
so many fond memories in only one year.

After a focused family discussion of the subject of homeschool one
afternoon, my mother started researching homeschool options, any of
which we knew would be financially demanding, and many she found
were religion-based. Offering to my parents my willingness to accept
the cheapest option, I told my mother that I would do Bible studies if
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they were required. I never had the audacity to suggest that I simply get
my GED and go straight into college because I knew that my dropping
out of school would not be considered an acceptable option. I was
astounded to find out a short time later that my parents had been
discussing that very idea themselves. It was agreed, however, that the
only condition under which my dropping out of school would be
allowed was that I enroll into college immediately afterward. I would
spend that summer studying at home for the GED test, the next of
which was coincidentally scheduled to be given on my sixteenth
birthday, and I would trade my sophomore year of high school for my
freshman year of college.

My mother was close to her graduation from nursing school. She
had been attending classes at the University in Odessa, which required
a 40-mile commute from Big Spring. She had been scoping out job
opportunities in Odessa for some time, and my family began making
plans to move. I was ecstatic. It would be the first change of address
that I could remember, and to a place that, to a life-long resident of Big
Spring, was “the big city”. My mom and I shopped around for
apartments before settling on a two-story townhome with a fireplace in
June of 1992. The process of moving and selling our house was a
lengthy one. My dad stayed behind at the house in Big Spring for about
a month, tending to nearly two decades worth of cleaning and repairs.
By the time the fall semester started, we were off to a fresh start with
any enemies, reputations and regrets all left behind. I had passed my
GED exam, and began college as agreed. We all welcomed what we
perceived as an opportunity for a new beginning.

I took my studies and college grade point average very seriously. I
was determined to get my act together and to be successful in school.
Some years earlier, | had come up with the idea of a back door route
into the music industry by becoming a recording engineer, thereby
acquiring contacts and studio access from the inside. This plan would
later include a subsequent move to Seattle which, with the onset of
grunge music, was the “it” scene for music at the time. Although, as I
matured and my confidence grew, I decided that my degree plan
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should not only be of great interest to me and have no ulterior motive,
but also serve as a firm foundation on which to fall back. Having no
desire to spend my career as a recording engineer, I chose the legal
field. I had always loved the strategy aspect of the legal field because it
seemed like an elaborate chess game. My mother suggested that an
Associate’s Degree in Psychology or Sociology would make for a
helpful asset, whether or not I were to continue on into the legal field. I
have always been glad that I listened, even though my college days
would be numbered. Feeling energized and as if all negativity had been
washed away, I devised a degree plan in which I would graduate with
Associate’s Degrees in both Psychology and Sociology simultaneously.

Things began to look up for all of us. My mother had only two
semesters left before graduating nursing school. I had been welcomed
into a new crowd of equally ambitious friends whose personalities were
in stark contrast to the negativity geyser of high school. During our
relocation to Odessa, much of our old, overly worn furniture had been
left behind and replaced with new, modern pieces. We were quickly
becoming spoiled to the central air conditioning and 24-hour
maintenance service of our new apartment. For the first time in 20
years, my parents were able to purchase a new car to replace our
dangerously deteriorated 1978 Oldsmobile, which my parents had
purchased from my mother’s parents many years earlier. We were
enjoying a refreshing and long overdue change of pace. Sadly, the calm
before the storm was brief.

It was August. My mother was diagnosed with cancer. I rarely
realize just how deeply I was affected by this at the time. An emotional
scar was left which becomes visible in comparable situations. The
sudden chaos and terror, I believe, at that time laid the foundation of an
emotional barrier which has since grown disturbingly strong. It was the
first time I remember having felt completely numb and indifferent to
devastating news, almost as if I didn’t care. Obviously a psychological
defense mechanism, it was as if all of my emotions had been shut off
like a light switch. It would be the same reaction that I would have to
the news of my grandfather’s stroke and of the deaths of friends and
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family members over the years. As my father once stated, expressing
perfectly with simplistic purity the indescribable wealth of internal
shredding, “It hurts too much to cry.”

Everyone takes the news of a loved one's mortality differently. It's
something you can never explain to someone effectively. I came to
perceive my mother’s cancer as an evil, living and ever present entity.
Two quotes I will never forget: "Well, it's cancer" and "Well, there's no
easy way to say this..we lost your mom this morning". By far the most
numbing words I have ever heard. I have done things I have regretted,
but no words or actions are capable of inflicting the feelings of guilt and
regret that thinking of those statements make me feel even to this day.
It's funny how you never remember the good things you've done when
you hear these things. You only remember the most horrible things you
ever said or did to this person, and probably in exaggerated form. You
remember the news as impossible. Someone made a mistake. Or you're
already planning lawsuits against the people who made it happen or
didn't prevent it or aren't trying to fix it.

My mother handled the situation with such grace and perseverance
that for many years I had a very passive attitude toward cancer. She
had a deep understanding of her illness because she listened to her
doctors and, by this time, had so much medical education that she
understood exactly what was going on. I was a teenager and my father
was too panic-stricken to discuss or even listen to any details. How
alone must she have felt during those first few months in a house so full
of irresolvable stress being the only one who could possibly understand
what was happening? To me, despite the devastation, I tried to make
myself believe that it was nothing. I think because I wanted it to be.
The tension in the air was stifling. It was strange how you could almost
see the hysteria in the air, as if it had color. Looking back, I think I
found it too surreal to comprehend, and too traumatic to acknowledge.
She seemed calm. It was obvious to me that she must have just had a
bad case of the flu. And she was in college and didn't have time to deal
with Chemo treatments until after she graduated. Case dismissed,
buried and ignored - on with life. We tried to carry on as if we all
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simply had better stuft to do than face reality.

A couple of months had passed, and I was finding college to be a
different world, and a much more pleasant one than high school. I was
also left to my own devises to make the grades, which was a foreign
concept compared to the schlepping of high school teaching methods. I
actually thrived on this and had a 3.5 grade average. I felt I was
becoming a different person. My obscenely negative attitude had
healed. I was happy and enthusiastic. I had acquired my driver’s license
and, though the Oldsmobile was in need of repairs and had been put up
for sale, I was allowed to drive it to and from school in the meantime.

It would be a while before I would make many friends in Odessa
outside of class. I spent much of my time studying, and was thoroughly
enjoying every second of it. My progress boosted my confidence, and I
began to feel that I was becoming an adult. I was developing the habit
of drinking coftee while I studied. Many times I would be so focused on
my school work that I wouldn’t realize just how much coffee I was
drinking. Accompanied by natural nervousness and naively thinking
that chain-smoking cigarettes fast and furiously before class would help
calm my nerves, I would often show up for exams nauseous and almost
too jittery to write.

By the end of that semester, the result of my hard work and
concerted efforts were clearly visible, as was that of my excessive use of
legal stimulants and mounting stress. I had missed three menstrual
periods in four months, which I knew was probably not a good sign,
but was obviously not due to pregnancy. My days of having my own
transportation were cut short one day when on my way to class I
mindlessly bolted from a stop sign into rush hour traffic and got t-
boned by a 1966 Corvette Stingray. The Corvette was reduced to little
more than saw dust, but luckily its owner was a Corvette collector and
handled the incident in a very calm and kind manner. I sustained a
minor head injury which didn’t require medical treatment, but I did ask
the other driver if he had a quarter to call the cops from a nearby pay
phone, forgetting that 911 was free and that we were next to a
convenient store where the call was probably already being made for
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us. My father arrived at the scene and changed the front flattened tire of
the Oldsmobile, which was still somewhat drivable though completely
totaled. My parents ended up selling it to a junk yard for $50.

As I had outlined in my degree plan, I enrolled in summer classes.
The summer sessions were five-week semesters which gave full credit
for the concentrated versions of thirteen-week courses. I took full
advantage of the opportunity to tuck under my belt an entire school
year in less than half the time.

The following fall semester was doomed from day one, and quickly
spiraled out of control. My student loan application had somehow
gotten lost in the shuffle, and I didn’t realize that I could register for
classes without an immediate means of paying the tuition. Therefore,
after having first waited for the approval of my student loan, I registered
for classes at the very last minute, choosing from the meager selection
of classes still available by that time. Because I didn’t have at that point
the luxury of choosing the time slots of my classes, my schedule was
impossible. A few of my classes nearly overlapped, and the others were
spaced apart throughout the day in a manner which left little time to
complete homework assignments or for proper study. Aside from
timing conflicts, I also got the instructors that no one else wanted.
Many of them were either still wet behind the ears or spoke very little
English. Within two weeks, I had become either hopelessly lost or
hopelessly behind on my assignments in the majority of my classes. It
was clear very early on that my GPA that semester would reflect the
lack of organization, and I was already trying to plan how I would
compensate for this the following semester.

My ambition and attitude towards that semester quickly began to
suffer. One day, I decided to simply ditch a class, which I would drop
later that day anyway, and finish up some homework for the following
class. I had no clue that that decision would impact the rest of my life.
Not dropping the class, but just being at a certain place at a certain
time. It is unfathomable how one seemingly insignificant decision can
impact the life you live and, ultimately, the person you become. It's also
difficult sometimes to remember that having a rock-solid sense of self



50 Drama Queen of the Mirrored alls

and unshakeable confidence is far more important than accomplishing
your goals by your own set deadlines. It's actually almost pointless to
set goals at a point in your life when you couldn’t possibly be certain of
what you truly want to accomplish. How could you possibly know at
that point what would make you happy?

Coulda..woulda..shoulda... Had I not had the nasty habit of
smoking, I would have been studying in the cafeteria or the library. Had
[ registered for classes in a timelier manner, I would have been in class
or at home studying. Had I simply said "Hi" and walked away from the
man that would become my husband when he approached me that
day, the course of my life would have gone in a completely different
direction. Had I avoided the vortex of hell which lay ahead, I might be
a one-hit wonder with a cushy job as an attorney who avoided mirrors
at all costs. I can't help but wonder where I cou/d have gone in life and
where I might have been today. But I & know that I wouldn't be the
person I am now. For that, [ am greatly thankful.

Like Alice chasing the white rabbit, my youthful hunger for action,
excitement and adventure was about to steer my misguided searches for
new experiences and stimulation directly into a violent rip current of
devastation.



3

Let the Games Begin

he college campus had a beautiful court yard which just
happened to be centered between the buildings where most of
my classes were. It was just warm enough that fall day to make
an hour of sitting on the brick bench under the shade of the maple trees
in that courtyard while finishing homework tolerable. It was about 8:00
in the morning. I was barely aware of the company I had. I had seen
him around the campus. I thought he was almost cool in an odd way.
He was tall with an average build and had long, black hair which he
wore slicked-back. His black sunglasses with the neon pink cord had
caught my eye before. I didn't pick up on it at the time, but I would
soon learn that he was a huge Steven Segal fan and always mimicked
that image. He was pacing; obviously bored. His first statement to get
my attention was, "It's too quiet out here." He said it a second time
after I ignored him the first, thinking, A/ the better for studying, which 1
am obviously doing’ 1 wasn't in a terribly sociable mood that day given
my frustration over my schedule, but I was hospitable when he took my
acknowledgement of his presence as an invitation to come chat. He
introduced himself as J.R., which stood for James Robert. I found him
to be somewhat charming, despite his insanely annoying habit of
talking under his breath. During our conversation, I quickly grew quite
tired of asking him to repeat what he said, especially as it became
increasingly clear that I hadn't missed much anyway. I began to simply
smile and nod as if I had understood every word he said. However, I
noticed that the longer I went without asking him to repeat himself, the
more quietly he spoke.
I was only seventeen. I had learned quite a bit from my text books,
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but little about how the world actually works. I always thought "street
smart" meant carrying a gun. So, during our first encounter, I assumed
that everything Jamie, as I called him, was telling me was true. His
stories would have been laughable to someone anymore mature than
myself at the time, but it would take me another five years to figure out
just how much so. He claimed to be a martial artist and that he had
studied with a Shalin Priest somewhere in Asia. I forget now the
malarkey he told me that day (what I could understand of it), but
essentially, he was telling me that he was Superman. I was intrigued,
but not necessarily attracted.

He walked me to my next class. Within about five minutes, I had
pretty much forgotten all about him. But after class, he was waiting for
me outside the door to walk me to my next class, and continued to do
so for the rest of the day. He invited me to go out clubbing that night. I
thought, What the /ell.’ 1 figured a night out was a night out, and I was
ready to see something other than a classroom or my bedroom walls.
This night would end up serving as my introduction into my studies on
know-your-first-clue-when-you-see-it in the school of hard knocks; a
course which I was doomed to fail many times. I still have a problem
even now of knowing when to lose faith in someone.

That evening, Jamie arrived at my parents’ apartment in the
backseat of an old Camaro, which was driven by a teenage neighbor of
his, and accompanied by the teenager’s girlfriend. Our first stop was to
a liquor store where Jamie bought the kids a six pack of beer, to which
he had apparently agreed in exchange for the ride. We then went back
to Jamie's house. The club scene was a no-go, as Jamie had no money
or transportation, of which he must certainly have been aware when he
asked me out. He lived with his parents. He told me he was 31-years-
old and that this was his first semester of college. He was studying to
become a physical therapist, motivated by a severe car wreck in 1984 in
which he broke his neck and suffered partial paralysis. I thought, ‘OK.
He dropped the ball. He's had bad luck, but he's making an effort.” 1 thought
I was seeing some strength in character and dismissed (and/or
overlooked) the fact that he hadn't accomplished anything in the past
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ten years. However, one thing I 4id see which I found a little
disconcerting was a notepad on which he had drawn a heart and
written "J.R. and Catherine 4 ever." I didn't know if he thought I would
take this as a compliment or if he was truly psychotic. The latter would
soon become obvious. Bored and uncomfortable, I wanted to leave the
house, but I was stuck there until about 11:00 when his mother was to
return home from Bingo. When she arrived, I cringed as I had to say,
"Hi. I'm Catherine. Nice to meet you. Can you give me a ride across
town?" She was very sweet to me and seemed happy to do so. I was
relieved because I certainly didn't want to have to call my parents who
I was certain would have asked questions about this guy to which they
would have not liked the answers.

I had no intention of seeing Jamie again, but being around him all
the time at school made this difficult. He managed to make himself
inescapable. I discovered that any attempts at conversation with him
were a waste of time. He was small-minded, racist, argumentative,
opinionated - yet uneducated, and generally hateful. It had also been
made clear that alcohol was his top priority. A couple of times I 47 try
to get the point across that this wasn't working for me, but he would
show up at my door that night with a rose and in tears. Though
disgusted and embarrassed, I would appease him in order to get him to
leave quietly before my dad heard any commotion and intervened.
Jamie hadn't had a girlfriend in quite some time, and I think his fear of
loneliness was greater motivation in forging a relationship than his
feelings for me. His family also seemed to have an odd amount of
interest in our becoming a couple. His mother and grandmother made
me feel that my every wish was their command, adding to this how
happy I had made Jamie and that they were so thrilled to see him smile
again. I couldn’t put my finger on it at the time, but there was
something about Jamie’s mother which I found intimidating and
haunting. She had always spoken to me in the most pleasant voice and
with a smile, but from the moment I met her, there was something
about her which made me very uncomfortable.

After a while, Jamie began to seem like a rambunctious pet. He had
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grown on me enough to where I just really didn't want to upset him
despite the fact that I felt I was becoming a string puppet to his
whimpering, even if my doing so was only to shut him up. If I could
choose one point in my life to go back in time and smack some sense
into myself, it would be somewhere within this time frame. I guess a
person’s strength has to come from somewhere, and I had none at the
time.

All in all, I knew that by letting this situation drag on, I was quickly
eliminating any right to complain. I certainly cou/d have put forth the
effort of cutting the cord, but I recall somehow thinking that avoiding
as much confrontation with him as possible was easier, at least for the
time being. I was beginning to buckle under the stress which had
already existed in my life. Although, in my own defense, I recognize
now the beginning of what became far more extreme psychological
abuse. He had managed to forge into my mind a pretty gory picture of
what a break-up attempt had in store. Within the following couple of
months of our meeting, he had dropped out of college completely,
complaining that his courses were "too hard" and that his instructors
were “bitches”. He also made my study time impossible. If he wasn't
begging for attention and interrupting my concentration about every
five minutes with questions or updates on what had just happened on
television, he was hovering over my shoulder smacking gum or rustling
around until I would finally just say, "Forget it! I'll do it later."

By this time, it was becoming clear why he had moved in and out of
his parents' house numerous times since even before the car wreck. He
refused to hold a job, would go months between job applications and
was quite proficient in begging for and bumming anything he needed. I
was beginning to see that the more he was helped, the more he
expected to e helped. My growing resentment had to have been
obvious, yet he would threaten suicide if I were to leave him. After his
having made so many of these threats, I didn't necessarily believe him. I
just didn't want to have to listen to it. I also didn't want to initiate one
of his many loud, bloody public performances of which he seemed
quite fond. There were numerous times that he had cut himself or
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bashed his forehead against a pole. He would choose types of injuries
which he knew would look far worse than they were, pretend to fall
unconscious and leave me standing there alone to explain to frightened
bystanders the situation. I think he also expected me to flip out and
regret having hurt his feelings so badly. And it worked for about two
years, despite my maturing perception. At some point, I found out from
family members and former girlfriends of his that this act was nothing
new. He was an accomplished manipulator, and, as [ would come to
discover within a few months, he had clearly learned from the best.

I could never blame myself for having not foreseen some of the traps
awaiting me which, despite their shocking nature, would seem so
obvious once in. I would remind myself, How sick would I have to be to
have even imagined these plots?’ It would become increasingly disturbing
to realize what a conniving game was being made by my new
acquaintances of human lives. I had unquestioningly dove head-first
into a cauldron of lies and deceit in which I would eventually drown.

I believed Jamie to be a nut case, but to have too little ambition to
be considered a danger to anyone but himself. Not only was I wrong,
but he also wasn’t alone. Trouble doesn’t stir itself. Jamie’s mother,
Nancy, would soon let her true colors shine free. Nancy’s faces of
kindness and charm were merely tools which she would put away once
they had served their purpose. She seemed to make no apparent effort
to hide her longing for anything interesting to grace her existence, and
would stoop to alarming levels for amusement at others’ expense.

Nancy’s happiness seemed to rely solely on others' misery, including
that of her only child. She had an impressive track record of the
obliteration of friendships. Her only son despised her, which lead him
to hate all women and people in general, especially himself. Nancy’s
husband rarely opened his mouth around her. However, as much as
Nancy craved drama, attention and sympathy, she put forth even more
effort in making it absolutely impossible for anyone to care about her
troubles. Such a negative and smothering force, it would almost seem as
if she were literally sucking the oxygen out of the room.

Jamie’s maternal grandmother had been abandoned by her husband
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when her children were young, and she never remarried. She was left
the single parent of two-year-old Nancy and Nancy’s four-year-old
sister. Jamie’s grandmother never had a vehicle or a driver's license. She
never really learned to read. She worked as a cafeteria lady at the local
high school for fifteen years. She loved her daughters more than
anything and albeit alone and with very little education, she did the
best she could in raising them. Jamie’s grandmother once told me that
she had grown up in a back-woods family where her father made the
rules and placed far more importance on a good crop and well-fed
chickens than on his children’s education. She instilled her own learned
values onto her children. These values filtered down, concentrated and
distorted, into her grandchildren and resulted in an incredibly ignorant,
abusive and unhappy family. Jamie’s grandmother always craved the
love and attention of which she was wrongfully deprived, but this
seemed to result in a victim mentality which she passed on to her
children.

Jamie’s grandmother and her daughters became somewhat selfish,
undisciplined and jealous women. Nancy once made a phone call to
Jamie’s boss in an attempt to terminate his employment, for what
reason | don’t know, but I doubt that it was a heart-felt one. Nancy
needed to feel that she was in control. And, to their credit, she, her
mother and her sister all had a very significant impact on the lives of
anyone who foolishly allowed them so much as two seconds of their
time. This must have satisfied their needs for a feeling of
accomplishment, considering there were few other extra curricular
activities in their lives that could have done so. I always thought that
with Nancy's absolute focus and determination, she could have easily
become the first woman president. Nancy was so capable of achieving
anything that she could have ever dreamt of. Unfortunately, her dreams
were all nightmares.

At first, I thought Jamie's father, Robert, was painfully shy and
unsociable. It took a year or two to see that he was capable of smiling.
He could be happy. Robert had a bright and cheerful personality when
he felt he could actually relax. That is, during Nancy's Bingo sessions or
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occasional week-long trips to Las Vegas. He had been so brow-beaten
by his wife over the years that he had become withdrawn and
depressed, having learned it best not to be seen or heard. He would
spend the hours at home between work and sleep in his lazy boy
recliner which hid safely in the back corner of their bedroom. At dinner
time, each of the three would take their TV tray to separate bedrooms
and watch television. Strangely, they would quite often be watching the
same television program, yet a family dinner in the same room was still
out of the question. I tend to believe that had Jamie been raised by a
functional couple, he g/t have had some shred of self esteem. Jamie, a
convenient target of his mother’s aggression, claimed to have always
been put down, told he was a mistake, manipulated and otherwise
ignored by Nancy; one of his few stories which could provide
numerous eye-witnesses.

It took two years of regrettable circumstances before I would receive
my Associate’s degree in Self-esteem, with a major in Do-Or-Die and a
minor in Trust-No-One. My first mark of complete ignorance was
thinking that my working at a bowling ally two and a half hours a day,
four days a week while being paid minimum wage was enough to
support myself on my own in my own apartment. Jamie and I discussed
our renting an apartment together in an effort to make life easier for the
both of us.

On a whim, Jamie and I borrowed Nancy’s car one day and went to
look at apartments and to compare prices. We found a cheap complex
of primarily one-bedroom apartments. We had enough cash between us
for the first month's rent and deposit. We filled out the application,
then went back to his home and waited for the approval phone call
from the owner. We were in. Now I had to go home and tell my
parents that I was moving out and with whom. I was dreading what
would certainly be an unpleasant conversation.

My dad was out of town, but was expected back within the next
couple of days. My mother was at her desk doing paperwork for her
clinicals. I sat on the sofa and bluntly asked her if I could get an
apartment and move out. Among additional lectures, her answer was
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"No." I added Jamie into the picture as supplemental income and
security. The answer was, "You have no idea what it takes..” along
with, "No." I was quiet for a minute. I couldn't come up with any other
way to announce the news other than point blank. Plus, unsure of what
my dad’s reaction might be, [ wanted to be gone before he came home.

I said, "Well, actually, Jamie and I already have the apartment. We
went down there today and filled out the application and they
approved us. We've already paid for it, so I'll be moving out today or
tomorrow." It took my mom a minute to respond. She didn't look at
me as she angrily informed me that she would not be helping me move
my things.

It rained that night and the next. My mom and I avoided the topic
as we coexisted in the apartment, almost convincing ourselves that all
was normal. I think after the second night, she thought my moving may
have been a bluff. I remember wondering to myself during those two
days as I looked at all my things packed in boxes if perhaps she was
right. I even seem to recall a brief glimpse of the realistic value of
money, of which I had no true concept, compared to something of true
value, worth far more than the three figures Jamie and I had paid for
roach-infested freedom. I remember the look on my mother’s face and
in her eyes. I was selfish and spoiled, but I still knew that my parents
had sacrificed eighteen years of their lives for more than this. And I left
my mom alone. She was my size and not physically capable of saving
me from myself, as I knew my dad was. I was consciously ignoring the
future that I could have had as my mom stood by, helplessly watching
it withering away. I had once imagined my mother's tears of my
departure being not only tears of sorrow, but also of joy and pride - as
she had every right for them to have been. But they weren't. These
were only tears of sorrow... and probably of fear.

Jamie and I decided to make the third, fairly pleasant day, moving
day. I had a few boxes and a disassembled daybed to carry down the
stairs. I began trying to haul my dresser down the stairs on my own, but
my mom decided from the racket I was making that she would help me
with that, for no other reason than to avoid destroying the walls.
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Otherwise, she ignored me, pretending not to care. I remember how
my adrenaline soared as I rushed to get out before my dad came home
and found out what I was doing. I was astonished a day or so later
when I spoke with him on the phone and he didn't sound at all
homicidal. I know now that he wasn't at all happy, but he had always
had the ability to take a poker face to amazing levels. After the last load
had been carried out to the truck and before I left for good, my mom
looked up from her desk with tears in her eyes and said, "Just remember
that when you fall on your ass, you can come back home." We were
unable to foresee that this option would be quickly eliminated.

My moving out became ironically convenient. Grandpa V. suffered
his first stroke. After a week-long hospital stay, he was unable to return
to his normal life. At first, putting him in a nursing home was out of the
question, especially considering there was now an available option. My
parents moved him into my bedroom, and my mother was assisted in
caring for him by home health nurses. It had been two years since the
last time I had seen him. The drive across town from my apartment to
my parents’ home to visit him for the first time since his stroke seemed
exceptionally long and hazy. Grandpa V. had suffered significant
paralysis and could hardly speak, but it was still somewhat of a relief to
see that he looked basically the same as he had before and seemed to
be in good spirits. It was still heartbreaking and I could tell my father
was devastated and fearful. The eyes never lie.

Life seemed shaky and uncertain for everyone. I finished that
semester of college, but didn't return. Jamie had been working with me
at the bowling alley and getting increasingly more hours. My parents
had made a couple of trips to Colorado, looking for new scenery, cooler
weather and anything not found in West Texas. My mother found
employment and an apartment in Ft. Collins, and they planned their
move to happen about three months after I had left home. Nancy
informed me of a job opening at the company she worked for, which
would provide better pay, full-time hours and she even offered
transportation to and from work if I got the job. After three interviews,
I finally did get the job. It was the first time I really looked and felt like
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a true adult.

All of the utility accounts for our new apartment were in my name,
considering Jamie had unpaid bills with every utility company in town.
I got my first checking and savings account, setting myself up for other
harsh lessons that reality had to offer. Jamie refused to write a check.
He had suftered first hand on several occasions the legal consequences
of insufficient funds, even those of which he claimed were due to stolen
checks. I thought I was being helpful when I offered to write all checks
while allowing Jamie to keep my ATM card incase he ever needed it.
That arrangement proved ineflicient when every check I wrote to pay
bills and buy groceries was returned with hefty penalties because Jamie
apparently needed extra cash several times a day and would simply toss
the receipts to the wind. Two months after we moved in and almost
immediately after my getting this new job, Jamie quit his. It would be
many months before he would so much as even fill out an application
for another job.

My feelings of freedom and of “being home” were short-lived. The
feelings of devastation, isolation and frustration soon became the norm.
There was talk, at one point, of getting a pet - possibly a kitten. My
mother and I came up with the idea of a rabbit. I considered the idea of
a litter box-trained, uncaged rabbit running loose in our apartment a
novel one. Jamie agreed that it would be “cool” to have a pet, and that a
rabbit seemed like a “cool” pet to have. We got our first pet: a brown
and white rabbit named Kelsea. She was an unsociable animal with little
personality and a love of chewing any chord she could find into three
or more pieces. She was a hassle, but still loved and shown patience. A
couple of months after getting her from a pet shop for $20, I awoke one
evening from a brief nap on the living room sofa to find Jamie gone and
the front door wide open. Kelsea was missing and Jamie had
supposedly gone for a walk and forgotten to close the front door. He
returned drunk, as usual, and his intentions were obvious. Jamie never
seemed to put much effort into his stories when trying to excuse his
actions. He fully expected me to believe that he saw nothing wrong
with leaving the apartment with the door hanging wide open while his
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girlfriend slept inside. Kelsea was no where to be found. I could only
assume that she had actually run oft and that nothing more severe had
happened. I was heartbroken. I cried the rest of the night and was
depressed for the next few days. I told my mother, and she put an ad in
the lost and found section of the newspaper. Nothing more was ever
heard. Looking back, I have a far more grim theory of what may have
happened. Jamie wanted the rabbit gone, and I know now that he
would have made sure that no one would find her.

The first of few outings during our relationship Jamie made every
effort to use as a teaching tool against any thoughts I might have of
enjoying life. A coworker of mine informed me that tickets had gone on
sale for a local concert of a popular band. I was 18, and didn’t think
twice about running out and buying two tickets on my lunch break.
Jamie, too, seemed excited about attending the concert. It had been all I
could do to afford enough of a professional wardrobe to take me from
one week to the next, so a shopping trip for “slut gear”, as I have always
referred to what appeals to me as appropriate rock concert attire, was
not an option. I had a stretchy, calf-length black dress with shoulder
straps that would have made a fine summer dress on casual Friday.
With a needle and thread, I created a classic Kelly Bundy masterpiece.

The day of the show was a frantic one for me. Jamie and I didn’t
have a car and couldn’t afford cab fare, so I made arrangements with
my parents to borrow my grandfather’s car for the night. I spent my
lunch break at JC Penny. I picked up a silver chain belt and some silver
bangle bracelets to go with my hair band video babe costume, and
spent the remaining 45 minutes arguing with the clerk that my social
security card and college photo ID served as sufficient photo
identification for the check that I was writing. I didn’t have my driver’s
license with me because I had given it to Jamie, along with a handful of
signed checks from my checking account incase he ever needed
something from a store which had no ATM machine. This had
happened on one occasion, and I didn’t want to leave him stranded. I
knew I really shouldn’t be spending money on this type of thing, but it
wasn't like I would have many opportunities in the near future to enjoy
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a night out, so I figured it was worth the investment. The check later
bounced anyway because there had been no money in my account
since I left signed checks with Jamie, which would also bounce with my
signature on them because of Jamie’s free use of the ATM card.

I returned to work about 15 minutes late and feeling unusually
anxious. At the end of the day, I left work as early as possible, still
feeling strangely wound up. I raced home with the plan of getting ready
for the concert and grabbing a quick bite for the first time that day, but,
unfortunately, would run out of time. Jamie took the car to the liquor
store to grab a small bottle of Jim Beam, which he snuck into the
concert for us to mix with our concession sodas. By the time we arrived
at the concert, I was literally in pain from hunger. I had gone without
food this long many times before without even thinking about it, so I
found the level of my discomfort a bit strange. All tickets were general
admission, so with the tickets I bought at the last minute Jamie and I
were front and center in the pit. I loved every second of that concert. I
pushed, shoved and screamed like crazy. I had bruises on the backs of
my arms from desperately clinging to the guard rails in order to
maintain my front row position.

[ saw no reason for Jamie not to have a good time as well. He was a
fan of the band and had told me about all the concerts he had attended,
and this was my first. But there was something about the sight of me
with a smile across my face and my attention being directed toward
anything other than him that made him go absolutely out of his mind.
Halfway through the show, he made it very clear that he was becoming
extremely unhappy, but couldn’t give an explanation. He had also put
away the entire bottle of bourbon well before the end of the show. The
more enthusiastic I became with the band’s performance, the more
often he would jab me on the back of the shoulder and give me his
‘T'm-ready-to-kill-somebody’ look. His antics had caught the brief
attention of others around us, who looked at him as questioningly as I
did. He finally managed to get to me. “What is your problem!?” I
demanded.

“You!”
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This was a more ridiculous answer than I had expected. It would
have been perfectly understandable had I been doing anything other
than cheering, singing along and smiling. It wasn’t as if I had been
making any effort to be invited backstage. It was obvious to me at that
point that Jamie was drunk and simply wanted attention. There was an
audience available, but a performer other than himself. He threatened
to leave and acted like he was walking out. “You’re not taking my
granddad’s car,” I warned.

“T'll walk!” With that, I knew that I had a ride home, so I didn’t
worry about it. He returned almost immediately, seeing that I had no
reservations about calling his bluff. I was actually hoping he was serious.
I was still intent on enjoying the show. When we got home that night,
it had already become clear that Jamie was never going to approve of
my having a good time, even if it was with him. It was apparent that
Jamie would stop at nothing to become the absolute focal point of any
situation. If he couldn’t be the star, he would be the destroyer. I was
irritated and frustrated that the one night out and chance to have fun I
got to have in the past six months of my meeting him, he felt
compelled to turn into a nightmare. I didn’t know yet just what exactly
‘stop at nothing’ really meant, but my sight of the point of my
remaining in this situation was becoming increasingly dim.

Nancy was over at our apartment everyday, therefore being fully
aware of every incident and not seeming surprised by all the drama. My
mother co-signed for and put a down payment on a Ford Tempo for
me. My parents were struggling with the thought of leaving me behind,
so they went out of their way to make sure I would be alright, or at
least have means of getting myself to Colorado if I needed. At the last
minute, in a final desperate attempt to rescue me from the disaster they
saw ahead, my mother came to me and said, "Why don't we go find
you another apartment?” I had shared with her my complete disgust
with and udder confusion over Jamie's behavior. He was a heavy
drinker, and not a pleasant drunk. He had made it quite clear that he
had a problem with my making more money than he had in a while
and with the fact that I was carrying the household on my own, despite
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the fact that he refused to look for a job. Another pattern that I didn't
recognize evolving was his trying to keep me from keeping a job or
making it to job interviews, even if that was where his next meal or six-
pack was coming from. Until the last day of our relationship, he thrived
on the control he had whenever I wasn't employed and left relying on
him for cash or transportation. Jamie considered nothing to be ours,
unless it was in 7y name. These were sparse because anything allowing
me any authority or freedom was never his first choice.

My having a job was a daily nightmare. He would wake me up in
the middle of the night to start fights, staying up for several hours
yelling, banging, throwing things or ripping beer cans to keep me from
sleeping. I would walk out the door in the morning to head for work,
only to find my car gone - for hours, and was given no explanation. Yet,
I was so determined to make my way in spite of him, that the more he
tortured me, the less I could bear the thought of running away. I really
wanted him to see me do seemingly with ease what he tried so hard to
keep me from. But I didn't understand abuse. And I didn't realize he
had as much determination as I did, and that the source of his tenacity
was much stronger than mine.

There was in my mind, however, a huge difference between going
back home to mom and dad and getting another apartment on my
own. I had proven to myself that I was fully capable of making ends
meet on my own. I also knew that it would be much easier on my own
and the biggest slap in the face for Jamie, who wou/d be going back
home to his mom and dad without a job or a vehicle - the way I found
him. My mom and I found a suitable apartment, for which she paid the
initial move-in fees, and the plan was set. Jamie would be at a car race
out of town on a certain day. I knew it would be several hours before
he would be back. My mom had made arrangements with a friend of
hers who owned a truck and could help us move my things. As soon as
Jamie had been gone for a safe amount of time, I called my mom and
became a streak of lightening around the apartment gathering my
things. The move was completed around 7:00 in the evening. My new
apartment was quiet and I was a little frightened. I assembled my bed,
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made it, laid out my clothes for the next day, and slept. I knew I would
have to face Nancy the next day. She seemed to be reasonably on my
side, but I don't think she had ever anticipated the drama ending this
way, if at all. This was a conversation I realized I couldn't plan. I
decided to cross that bridge when I got there, and if all else failed, ask
her, "Well, what did you expect?"

My parents moved to Colorado. Everything seemed to go over
smoothly. My mother was ecstatic with her new home. I was keeping
up with my bills and car payment. My job was very boring, but a
pleasant environment. The company Nancy and I worked for had
moved into a larger building downtown, putting Nancy three floors
above me as opposed to next door. Jamie proved to be little of a
problem. I was making friends in my apartment complex. Most of the
tenants were my age. But aside from it all, I seemed to be under a great
deal of stress and couldn't figure out the cause. My temper was flaring, I
was irritable and tired. I felt horrible about the way I was treating my
friends, but every little thing just made me so mad and I didn't
understand why.

One night, I attended a friend's party and left early feeling a little
queasy. The next morning, I woke up with an apparent stomach virus
or flu. I took off that week from work. I would actually feel pretty good
throughout those days until after I ate something. The next week I was
feeling a little better, but I still only worked half a day a couple of times
that week. By the end of the second week, I was getting worried. I
couldn't imagine what illness would not run its course in two weeks. I
called my uncle, my mom’s older brother who was a dentist and could
prescribe antibiotics, thus saving me a doctor's visit. One catch to this
convenience was that I had to tell him positively what I had, and he
had to be convinced (mainly by my history of certain repetitive
illnesses) that I actually knew what I was talking about. He said there
was nothing he could prescribe simply by a description of odd
symptoms, and added that the symptoms I was describing sounded
somewhat similar to appendicitis. I was horrified, wondering if my
appendix had burst two weeks earlier. I made an emergency
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appointment with a clinic and left work. Driving in rush hour traffic, I
became numb with fear, coming to realize that I had actually been sick
longer than two weeks. It occurred to me that the first time I began to
notice strange symptoms was the day of the rock concert two months
earlier. I tried to refrain from utter panic as I tried to think of what I
could possibly be stricken with, and probably dying from. My greatest
fear was of a doctor’s 7of being able to diagnose me. That turned out
not to be the case.

I had explanations for numerous other symptoms which I had
dismissed completely as being unrelated. Because of past experiences, I
thought nothing of the fact that I had missed two menstrual cycles.
That seemed perfectly logical to me considering the stress and mood
swings I had been experiencing. My breasts were sore which, to me,
was obviously because I would be starting my period any day. These
were the answers I gave the doctor to her initial questions. After I
erratically described to the doctor other symptoms and, while in tears
and trembling with terror, repeated what my uncle had said, the doctor
laughed at me and said, "Well, before I take any x-rays, I'm going to
give you a pregnancy test." My reaction, after being so convinced of my
doom was, T'm not paying for it when it comes back negative’ Thankfully, 1
didn't say that out loud. The result was positive. The dreadful thought
of carrying Jamie's child was temporarily over-shadowed by the relief of
not only knowing that I was not terminally ill, but that I was positively
diagnosed and now had one single answer to a long list of questions
which I had been afraid to ask.

I returned home and called my boss to let her know of the news.
Having a vague clue of the relationship, she offered an unconvincing,
"Oh...congratulations." Apparently, the word spread around the office
like wildfire and within minutes I got a call from Nancy. I hadn't even
had time to collect my thoughts, but I was considering @/ of my
options for dealing with this pregnancy, some of which I never wanted
to have to face. Nancy was so excited that she was going to be a
grandmother. I hadn't decided for certain that she was right. Over the
next week, Nancy went hog wild collecting "grandmotherly" items and
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baby gifts. I felt the decision had been made, and I now just had to
figure out how to deal with it. I called my mother, whose thoughts of
dealing with the pregnancy were similar to mine, which was very
comforting. But for some reason, I still didn't feel that I had absolute
say-so in the matter. Phone calls began pouring in from Jamie's family
who were already planning the baby shower. Unfortunately, these were
the people by whom I would be surrounded. The people who actually
cared about my best interests and how [ felt about the situation were
many miles away.

The sickness quickly began to threaten my employment. At times, I
was able to work only two or three days a week, and putting in a full
day became increasingly rare. My paychecks were no longer covering
my bills. Regardless of the decisions I still had time to make, I was
petrified. Jamie was still unemployed, but I wanted someone there with
me. | gave him a call. He was thrilled with the situation. I always
thought that it was more because it meant I couldn't get away, and that
he would be moving back out of his parents' house. I suspected that
that may have also been part of Nancy's motivation, but I now suspect
she had already made up her mind of what the future had in store for
her grandchild. But I had developed such a fear of being alone during
all of this that I made the offer to Jamie to move in. I stressed that this
would be under the condition that he found a job and helped me out
because I wasn't sure how much longer I was going to be able to
continue working.

As unthrilling as it was to see Jamie again, I felt so much pressure
lifted oftf my shoulders by just knowing that I wasn't alone. And it was a
huge help having someone to drive me to and from work as I laid the
seat down. He was actually quite willing to get up at 4:00 in the
morning to get pickles and yogurt from the store or the kitchen. I was
impressed, and to me, this became a priceless luxury. We soon moved
into a two-bedroom apartment. I didn't anticipate what a huge error
this, or any decision I made after the doctor's appointment, would turn
out to be.

As I had seen coming, I simply could not do my job anymore. I was
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a switchboard operator, and my talking on the phone, along with just
about everything else on the planet, was triggering my gag reflex. I
knew it probably wasn't greatly appreciated by the company’s clients
being spoken to through clinched teeth. I had asked my employers if I
could work part-time, which I felt I could probably handle. But I was
told that my position was a full-time position and that there were no
part-time positions available. I had already gotten the hint that my job
was in jeopardy. I think they were probably leery of firing me when my
absences were due to pregnancy. I decided to resign. I hated doing so,
especially knowing that by doing this without notice, I would become
unhireable by the company due to their policies. I felt like I was just
closing my eyes and hitting the throttle. I didn't realize that was exactly
what I was doing. But people who apparently were not my friends did,
and seemed to just kicked back to enjoy the show. Jamie was still
unemployed, and remained so for nearly two more months. He enjoyed
having a place to live and a vehicle provided by default. Oddly enough
though, because my Ford Tempo wasn’t pimped out quite to his
standards, I had recently found myself sneaking out to pay my car
payment behind his back with my own paycheck, hoping to put off his
discovery of my having thrown perfectly good beer money away on
such a crappy means of transportation.

I have always had a hard time believing in abstract ideas such as
clairvoyance, fortune telling, ghosts, etc. But I think that regardless of
evolution versus Adam and Eve, we are just another species of mammal,
and that no book can deny us of our true animal instincts, however
inexplicable they may seem to be. In fact, I believe it can be dangerous
to ignore or ‘oufgrow’ these natural abilities.

Whether from monkeys or dirt, our natural senses have become
dulled, but we do still have them. Considering we use only the minute
portion of our brains that we do, with even our most uncannily brilliant
representatives probably having little idea of what all is actual going on
around us, I can't deny the undisputable evidence of a natural sixth
sense and telepathy that human beings obviously do have. I personally
believe that much of what is perceived as extra sensory perception is
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actually clear, external clues being processed by our subconscious mind.
Animals can smell fear and malicious intent, and I believe that humans
can, too, but that these clues simply don’t register in our conscious
minds even when the warnings of such do.

For example, putting aside all possible coincidences, when you meet
a person for the first time who greets you with a welcoming smile and
seems willing to go out of their way to make friends with you, and not
only has this person done nothing harmful to you, but has also not yet
had the opportunity to do for you or say anything good or otherwise,
it's rational to question yourself when this situation arises as to why, for
no apparent reason, you automatically do not like this person and
cringe at the thought of being around them. It's a rare and strange
feeling. But later when this person goes even farther out of their way to
betray you in the most heinous way anyone could ever imagine, and for
the apparent sole reason of personal entertainment, you then ask
yourself, that even though you could have never foreseen the specifics
of that person's deception, how you knew from the second you met
them that they were not someone you wanted to be around. Adding to
that point, despite the smile and warm welcome you first received, you
remember how uncomfortable you felt around this person and that you
had an automatic or subconscious distrust of the person. How did you
know? Had you been a dog, you would have barked and growled
relentlessly at this person - a sign that humans know to take seriously.
But 2s humans, that same intuition is usually dismissed.

You kick yourself later for having not followed your "gut instinct",
even though the rationality of your feelings is only recognizable, in this
case, in hindsight. You could have never foreseen the trickery coming,
despite the fact that you somehow clearly recognized the potential. No
amount of sheltering or ignorance of human nature can mask a scent
that only the deepest part of our brains can pick up. All other animals
have little else to go by and they take their natural instincts far more
seriously than we do. We tend to recognize our instincts only after we
have ignored them and suffered the consequences. And most of us
consider the alternative of having followed our instincts and proven
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right by doing so, purely, or possibly, a coincidence.

We have the ability to and history of making up reasons for things
which we can not explain. And between the times we are wrong,
myths, different religions and anything else our pea brains can drum up,
the intelligence we have gained tends to overshadow the natural tools
we were given to guide us. I didn't like Nancy the moment I met her.
Yet, because I had such deep faith in human decency, I tried my best to
see the good and legitimate intentions of her actions, stunt after stunt
after stunt, because I just couldn't believe for a second that what
seemed so obvious could actually be true. My questions of "Why"
couldn't be answered to my satisfaction; therefore I was certain that her
actions were not as they appeared. My thoughts were, Satan s evil.
Humans can be bad, but not purely and simply evil, at least not without a
reason.” And 1 still believe that to be correct. I just had no concept of the
kind of actions which depression, boredom, self-loathing and stupidity
could be the reasons for.

I believe Nancy always had a game plan. The plan I would
eventually figure out the hard way, but the creepiness of it wouldn't end
there. In fact, it always seemed like the updates of stunts long passed
were infinite. Sometime after Jamie and I moved into the two-bedroom
apartment, Jamie found employment. He was making more money than
either of us ever had at that point. Our bills were caught up. We were
looking forward to a wonderful Christmas. The refrigerator was full.
Clouds seemed to be lifting. One day I sat in the living room, making
out checks to the utility companies when Nancy stopped by
unannounced. She said she was there because her electric bill had
arrived in the mail and she wondered if we had received ours. My
envelopes were already sealed, yet she insisted on picking up our bills
to pay them for us as a favor. I was floored by her generosity. It was to
be considered an early Christmas gift, on top of the fact that she
worried about us and just wanted to help simply because she could.
Years later, as I was told by Robert that I might find a bottle of glue
that I was looking for in a certain drawer of the china hutch in their
dining room, I found Xerox copies of those same bills along with the
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checks she had written to pay them as evidence in court of how she
"had been paying our bills for years". It sent chills down my spine. I
accidentally discovered this by looking for a bottle of glue. What had I
not discovered, and what all am I still not aware of? Again, this
revelation at the time was still a few years to come. Nancy was just
getting started.

It eventually became apparent that Jamie and I would be having the
baby and would be together for a while. We began discussing getting
married. It is strange how sometimes the “right thing” can be the worst
thing for everyone involved. It had always been planned that I would
wear my mother's wedding dress. This was convenient, also,
considering we were in no position financially to purchase a new one.
The dress was a size five, as [ was normally. And if I was going to wear
it, it would have to be soon. My decision-making skills had
uncompromising deadlines, and I was alone on my side of the conflict
of interests. Nancy told me at one point that because we had been
discussing holding the ceremony in their backyard, we had about a
week-long interval to decide whether we would get married. My
decision was partly governed by whether I thought my nausea would
allow me to make it through the ceremony, especially with my bloated
gut crammed into a size-five wedding dress. It seemed like the right
thing to do. And I felt I had no choice. I wasn't working. I had no
money of my own. I was scared and confused. And Jamie's family was
the only support team (of what they chose to support) that I had. Baby
blankets were already being made by his family members. So the
obvious choice was to say "Yes" to the wedding plans. The wedding
plans were thrown together for that weekend. I didn't love Jamie. In
fact, I really didn’t even like him much at all. But this was the only
family I had (around me). The people who truly cared about me could
care only through a phone line. So I went with the only guidance,
instruction and support which was available. I was numb. I wasn't
allowed a choice azd support. Being an ignorant child, I chose support.
In my mind, there was no other option.

Nancy and Jamie's family members began planning the wedding
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shower. By that time, none of the contact information I had for my few
college friends was current. All of the attendants were friends (and
supporters) of Nancy's, and her female family members. I was to attend
alone. This was about the time the physical abuse from Jamie started. I
never thought he would hit me, especially now that [ was pregnant. But
his alcoholism had grown insanely out of control now that he was out
of his mother's house, where it had not been allowed, and I, having no
knowledge of the disease or devastation caused by which, hadn’t had as
much determination as his mother to stop. Jamie had destroyed some
of my things during his temper tantrums, always choosing things of the
greatest sentimental value to me. But I remember the first time he
actually struck me. I was stunned. It was just a slap. But it was still a
physical act of violence. I had never seen this side of mankind in person
before. My father would never, ever, EVER have laid a finger on my
mom because he loved her and because he was a 7e4/ man, raised by
moral and decent parents. In my mind, this happened only on television
shows like Cops and Jerry Springer. But the man I was about to marry hit
me. It didn't hurt, but it was just so inconceivable to me. And it's not
like I never wanted to beat the living crap out of /7 a number of times!
But it never crossed my mind to do so. I just couldn't fathom hitting
someone you loved (or a pregnant fiancé, even). He apologized
profusely. But, as I have come to realize many years later, one bite -
never shy. It's the opening of Pandora's Box. I wish I knew then that
the first of anything is NEVER the last, and it probably isn’t really the
first. It's only the beginning. It is the introduction; the coming-out-of-
the-shell. It is the infant that WILL become a demon as, no matter
what is ever said by anyone, it was for someone else in their past.

By the day of my wedding shower (only a week or so later), the
physical abuse had already progressed from a slap to a black eye buried
under many layers of makeup. I didn't want anyone to know what was
happening. Especially people I had never met before. I was confused
and terrified enough already. I had no clue as to what would happen if
anyone found out. And it was so much easier for me to simply hide the
situation and ignore it than to have to discuss it. I didn't want to talk
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about it. And I had already figured out that I wasn't surrounded by
people who gave a damn about my best interests. So why bother? Jamie
and I were married on August 18, 1995.
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have experienced the pleasure pain of surging adrenaline many

times, induced both naturally and artificially. I have endured the

aggravation of having to refrain from doing the back flips that I
had the desperate desire to do because I knew that my deplorable
gymnastics training would bring my elation to a painful end. But I have
never managed to recapture the high I felt as I traveled down the North
Central Expressway in downtown Dallas that Friday night. The lights,
the music, the traffic - the atmosphere was so alive. It was so big. It was
so beautiful. I felt dwarfed by its size and sophistication. The energy
was overwhelming, but not intimidating. My new world welcomed me
home.

John had lived in Dallas for a few years during his childhood.
Throughout the four-hour drive, he had told me of an area of Dallas
known as West End, which he described as being the heart of Dallas
nightlife, and he promised an enchanting tour of the city. I was excited
and nervous, and the drive was quite stressful. We had stopped to pick
up the girlfriend of John’s companion before leaving for Dallas. At first,
it was a little awkward making this long trip with two strangers in the
back seat with whom to become acquainted, but we soon did and the
couple proved to be quite pleasant company. They also served as two
extra pairs of eyes to help watch the condition of our packing job. All of
our belongings had been strapped together on a flatbed trailer, and we
had to make several stops along the way to pick fallen items up off the
interstate. My heart pounded the entire trip as I studied the rear view
mirror. At one point, I saw one of the speakers from my beloved pawn
shop stereo bounce like a basketball down the highway. We stopped
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and recovered it. Amazingly enough, that stereo system still works to
this day.

John had told me about the area of Dallas in which he had lived as a
child. This area was known as Highland South, and was a historically
wealthy area. It came as no surprise to me that John, being the one-up
type of guy that he was, had acquired an apartment for us within, albeit
on the outskirts, of this area so that we (or more specifically, /4¢) could
tell people that we lived in Highland South. That was fine with me. It
was nice to finally be around someone who took pride in something,
superficial or not.

We came to the street that would be our new home. It was a
beautiful neighborhood. The lawns were perfectly manicured, and the
apartment complexes glowed with dazzling atriums and glass stairwells.
Our apartment complex was actually quite plain by comparison, but I
considered this to be a fair compromise for being able to live in such a
spectacular neighborhood, yet still within our means.

John pulled up along side the curb in front of the complex. I was
thrilled and exhausted as I strolled up the embankment to the stairwell,
taking a shortcut across the lawn. It began to sprinkle, and I
remembered that this was the land of the dreary, rainy weather that I so
dearly loved.

I remember first stepping into our new apartment and instantly
wondering how long I would be in “this one”. I probably would not
have found the answer surprising. I was quite impressed with what I
saw. The apartment was an average, two-bedroom, two-bath apartment
with a bar that separated the kitchen from the dining area, but it had
glossy rock tile floors and a narrow, pillared dividing wall between the
dining area and living room. We were on the second floor, and we had
glass sliding doors in the living room which led to the balcony that
overlooked the front lawn and the neighboring apartment complexes of
our glamorous street.

After unloading the trailer, the four of us went out for a brief night
on the town. John drove us past the Grassy Knoll and pointed out the
Book Depository. He even drove slowly and waved, mimicking the
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Kennedy assassination in order to ensure the full, morbid effect. One
thing that I had always loved about John was that he did have a sense
of humor and could be rather enjoyable company.

None of us had enough money or energy to check out the club
scene, so we decided to instead have dinner at a famous Italian
restaurant in downtown Dallas, called The Spaghetti Warehouse. I have
a fond memory of visiting there as a child. My parents and Grandpa V.
had taken me there when I was about 4-years-old. The restaurant was a
popular tourist attraction in Dallas. It had an original 1920s trolley car
that had been set up with booths and tables. As a child, my family and I
had eaten dinner aboard the trolley, but this time around, we had no
reservations, and we all just wanted to sit down at the first table that
became available. While we waited, we marveled at the restaurant’s
impressive collection of antiques. I had a couple of Margaritas with
dinner and quickly noticed that they were magnifying my exhaustion.
After a hearty Italian meal, I almost felt as though I would have to be
carried out of the restaurant. I could tell by the weary eyes of my
companions that they were feeling the same way. The conversation at
dinner was minimal as we all struggled to stay awake. As we left the
table, I lagged behind, trying to mask my staggering.

The night was still far from over, especially for John and his buddy.
John had rented the trailer for only 24 hours from a friend of his dad’s.
In an effort to make good on his lease, John and his friend made
another round trip that night to drop the trailer off at John’s old house.
As tired as we all were, I couldn’t imagine how they did this. We girls
stayed behind at the apartment and did some unpacking and gossiping.
The couple spent the night with us, and I accompanied them all as
John made yet another round trip the next morning to take them back
home. I considered the couple dear friends by that point, but it would
be the last that I would see or hear from either of them.

That first full day in my new world was quite long and tiring, but it
began with what would become one of my most peaceful and inspiring
memories. I had woken up early that morning. At first, it was a rude
awakening. Being unused to the humid climate, my sinuses had become
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dry, and my throat hurt so bad I could barely swallow. I was about to
find out just how painful the adjustment to a new climate could be. I
would spend the next month believing that I was allergic to Dallas and
thinking that I might have to move. My system eventually became
accustomed to this new environment, but my allergies became slightly
worse than they had been in the desert.

John had requested that there be no smoking in the house due to his
Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. I didn’t mind, especially with the weather
and scenery. I stepped out onto the balcony that morning and breathed
in the ecstasy. With that first cup of coffee, the crisp breeze and fresh
aroma in the air, I watched the squirrels frolicking across the lawn and
couldn’t believe this was my home. I was still on high guard with fear
and paranoia of John’s future actions, but it was all beginning to seem
well worth the risks.

That evening, I walked around the apartment complex and took
snapshots with a disposable camera, only vaguely realizing just how
special those photos would someday be to me. The proofs of that roll
of film are now a surreal, visual timeline from my last days in Odessa to
my first experiences in Dallas.

John took me out that Saturday night to show me this new
wonderland. The city was huge and I was a newcomer from a small
town. I wondered if I would ever learn my way around. It did not
escape my attention that John helped encourage my concerns by
constantly reminding me of just how huge this city was and of my
naiveté. John was a proud man, but unfortunately, he had very little to
be proud of. At that particular moment, however, I actually was the
overwhelmed, small town girl. It did feel nice to have someone there to
guide me, and I made no effort to hide that. But I took this as a warning
sign that my gaining independence might eventually clash with John’s
vulnerable ego.

For the time being, though, all was well. In fact, all was exhilarating.
John and I walked around West End. I was a little disappointed when I
discovered that this area was little more than a shopping area for
tourists. It wasn’t the main downtown strip that John had built it up to
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be (or remembered it as having been). I wanted to see local bands, night
clubs, freaks, hookers and the filming of a Cops episode - all the things
that John obviously would not have been exposed to as a child. Instead,
John and I browsed a few souvenir shops, and then went to a little bar
for drinks. I asked the bar tender where the all of the night clubs where.
I knew there had to be at least one decent hang-out, and I was pretty
sure that it wasn’t in this neighborhood. The bar tender told me of a
place that sounded like “Dee Bellum.” John didn’t seem to recognize
the name, which would later prove to me that John didn’t know much
more about Dallas than I did. I took a mental note of that name,
thinking it was a club or bar. Afterward, John and I returned to our
apartment, and we watched what was for me, my first DVD.

Sunday afternoon, John and I bought groceries and wine, and then
had lunch at a corner sea food restaurant. We had a great time and a
great conversation. I remember having an odd premonition that these
good times were endangered and that they should be fully appreciated
while they lasted. It seemed that the more pleasant John’s behavior was
toward me, the more haunted and fearful I became of the darker side of
his personality that I had seen. Perhaps what I feared most was the
thought that I might someday let down my guard.

We went to dinner that night at an Old English themed restaurant. I
was a little nervous as I planned to spend the next day filling out job
applications. The money from my last paycheck from the donut shop
was running low, and John wouldn’t be paid for another two weeks. I
began to feel the weight of the world falling back down onto my
shoulders, but this time I had the confidence to get out there and do
what needed to be done. With the constant thought of my past
experiences, | was far more terrified of the thought of being dependent
on John than I was of anything else. I was bound and determined to
make it on my own and to prevent reliving my past mistakes. I planned
to set out bright and early Monday morning on my quest for a new job.

That evening, I went to the payphone to call my parents and my
grandparents and to tell them the news of my relocation. I had been
putting it off, thinking my family might be critical of my decision.
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Instead, they all seemed quite positive and gave me words of
encouragement. I was able to speak to my son, which instantly
increased my determination to get my life back on track. My
determination was also elevated by the fact that my grandmother still
claimed to not have Nancy’s new phone number and therefore, I was
still not able to contact my other son. Still somewhat believing my
grandmother and having a fair amount of trust in her, I asked her to
inform Nancy of my new address.

My name hadn’t been included on our apartment lease due mainly
to my tarnished credit. John and I had known that we wouldn't have
been able to afford a second application fee and the additional deposit
that my credit score would have made required of us. This also would
have made for a convenient excuse for John to not add my name to the
lease. I had always had the sneaking suspicion that John never wanted
my name on the lease regardless, and that he might try to use this
against me later. I wouldn’t have argued either way because I knew that
this would end up working in my favor if history were to repeat itself -
and this detail alone was a faint clue that it might. John’s actions and
statements made it ever-increasingly clear that he knew nowhere near
as much about the law as he thought he did, and he seemed to believe
that his past employment with the sheriff's department automatically
gave him priority consideration where the law was concerned.

During my years of experience with evictions and apartment hoping
with Jamie, I learned that regardless of whether or not a person’s name
was on an apartment lease, the police could not assist in simply having
someone thrown out of a residence when there was no immediate
threat and when no law had been broken. By law, if the person Zved
there, the only way to remove them was through proper eviction
procedures. The police were powerless in that area. On the other hand,
the person whose name was on the lease was responsible for the
condition of the residence and for the actions of any guests or
roommates. So I knew that no matter whatever happened John could
never kick me out on a whim and that my credit record was not in
jeopardy - a win-win situation for me.
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Monday morning, I walked around to every business within walking
distance to fill out job applications. On my way back from a grocery
store, I noticed what I thought was a bar. John later told me that this
little dive was a strip club and that it would be a great place to make
quick cash. I was far too terrified of dancing, and bartending was not
something I could do without training. Serving cocktails, on the other
hand, was something I was willing to give a try, especially when John
told me that strip clubs were usually willing to hire people on the spot.
I knew that I may or may not ever hear back from the other places with
whom I had applied for a job, and that it would still be at least a week
before I would receive a paycheck. I had never been a waitress before,
but remembering and repeating drink orders seemed easy enough to
pick up. I had no clue as to how much money to expect in tips. I would
have been content with only $10 for groceries.

I had gained a little confidence, but only a small fraction of what I
have now. Jamie and Nancy weren’t solely to blame for my mousy
ways; my parents’ rarely siding with me and having always forbidden
me to ever stick up for myself had taught me to keep quiet and to
surrender when being fired upon. It’s far more obvious and angering to
me now than it was years ago. But I was about to receive some much-
needed rehabilitation at a little place called The Saloon. John gave me a
ride to The Saloon that evening to apply for a job. The manager,
Aaron, tried to get me to consider dancing, but was content with a
waitress. He told me to find some black pants and a white shirt of any
style, and that I could start that night. I went home to see what
garments | could find, but I chickened out and decided to just call it a
night. I knew I would have no choice but to start the next night.

The next night, I put on my shiny, black vinyl pants that Jamie had
gotten me for Christmas, and a white, button-down shirt which I tied in
a knot. I was petrified, but willing to do what I had to do in order to
stay on my feet. John took me to the club and stayed with me for
several hours. I was unspeakably thankful that John stayed. Trembling
with terror, I may very well have walked out otherwise. It was a chore
to refrain from just demanding that John take me home. I took very few
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drink orders and made only about $35.00, but by the end of the night, I
began to relax and realize just how painless this new thing that I had
tried really was.

I became quite good at the job, and was soon making at least
$100.00 a night. In fact, I was the top server after only three weeks. I
was making friends by the dozens, and my fellow waitresses were
always eager to assure me that requests for “Blow Jobs” and “Red-
Headed Sluts” were simply drink orders. I began saving for a car, and I
was able to purchase computer equipment and software programs that
I needed for my music and web site. I paid the rent easily and bought
all of the groceries. John had fallen deeply in debt while waiting for his
first paycheck. My confidence and sense of security began to grow with
every dollar I lent John and spent keeping us alive. John was
appreciative of my efforts and generosity, and I began to realize that the
only person I ever needed to depend on was me. It was a wonderful
feeling.

I was meeting new people and loving life. I felt like a kitten that had
just been taken home by a new family. Every day seemed like I was
exploring a new planet. I adapted quickly. Although still a little
awkward, I felt comfortable and accepted. A whole new life was rapidly
developing, and I began to realize that this freedom was what I needed
to truly get to know the person I had been all along. I had always had
goals, ambition and direction. Now all I needed (and craved) was a
social life and a sense of self.

I made so many dear friends that going to work seemed like I was
coming home. One night, my new social life kicked into high gear
when I met two new guys at The Saloon. Their names were Ira and Ty.
They were members of a local alternative rock band. Ira had long,
waist-length hair, and Ty somewhat resembled Macaulay Culkin. We
chatted for a while. My extreme interest in music made us instant
friends. Before they left the club that night, I had agreed to go on a date
with Ira. Having remembered the name, “Dee Bellum,” from my
conversation with the bar tender in West End, I was really excited
when Ira told me that he was taking me to a Jerry Cantrell concert in
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Deep Ellum, which he explained was the area of Dallas that I had been
dying to see.

Ira and I met the next night at The Saloon. We had a couple of
drinks and then Ira showed me to his car — a new, white Camero. I was
quite impressed. As we entered the graphitti-covered arch way of Deep
Ellum, I was mesmerized by what I saw. Dirty, depraved, exciting - it
was like I had stepped into the coolest movie I had ever seen. It was my
idea of paradise. Everywhere you looked: Mohawks, spikes, leather,
chains, strobe lights, spray paint.... It was overwhelming to me to
actually be seeing all this in real life.

After the concert, we went back to my apartment. Ira suggested that
we go to “the church”. What I envisioned (a rock concert followed by
evening Mass) seemed a bit strange and wasn’t quite my idea of
excitement, but I was willing to go wherever he wanted. I suggested
that I change into something more appropriate, but Ira said that what I
was wearing was perfect. | was wearing a black velvet mini skirt (which
was actually a tube top, but I wore it as a skirt), long, black, rhinestone
gloves and a silver glitter, sleeveless top. I couldn’t imagine what
religion Ira could have possible belonged to, but I definitely wanted to
see this church he was talking about. Come to find out, “The Church”
was the name of a gothic fetish club, and my outfit was actually quite
casual by comparison to those of the other patrons. Ira and I had an
amazing night, and I knew at that point that no matter what the future
had in store, my decision to move to Dallas was the best decision of my
life. And looking back now, I was totally right.

With friendship and acceptance, I finally felt secure enough to stand
up for myself against anyone who tried to push me around - a lesson I
wish I had had the courage and direction to learn much earlier in life.
As simple a concept as it is to me now, back then, this was a major
milestone. At The Saloon, I met a server named Amanda. A foul,
hideous, gothic creature that seemed to thoroughly enjoy making
others’ lives miserable. Incapable of wiping the permanent sneer oft her
face and speaking in a pleasant tone, she was best avoided. Luckily, she
didn’t work very often and had only one friend in the club. After
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Amanda’s having once screamed at me because I borrowed her tray
after thinking it was one of many trays kept behind the bar after they
had been abandoned by their former owners, and tattling on me to a
manager and saying that another girl and I were slacking, I had
absolutely no use for this girl. All other employees, including that
manage, who later apologized to me on her behalf for that tattling
incident, felt the exact same way about her. This gave me the courage
to deal with her on her own level when the time came.

One night, she, I and another waitress were standing in line at the
bar waiting for drink orders. I had a lit cigarette in my hand. The smoke
had drifted toward Amanda, and she turned to me and screamed at me
about it. Had she spoken to me in a normal tone of voice, I would have
apologized and put it down by my side to keep the smoke from going
in her face. But having grown quite tired of being pushed around and
abused, I didn’t. I just stood there and looked at her. The girl standing
between us was the other girl she had tattled on, and we looked at each
other and smiled. After motioning for this other girl to step back, I took
a drag off my cigarette and blew it directly in Amanda’s face. When
Amanda turned and screamed at me, I threw both middle fingers in her
face, stuck out my tongue and laughed at her, daring her to do
something about it as I continued to puft my cigarette. My heart was
pounding as I was certain I was about to get pummeled. But Amanda
turned around and said nothing. For a brief second, I saw Nancy
standing there running her mouth like a bully but refusing to walk the
walk. Even though I knew I had the rest of the club there to back me
up, it was a very significant moment for me and an extremely valuable
lesson. I felt really good about myself for once. I knew my mother
would have been appalled by my behavior.

My stint at The Saloon was brief. The owners of the club sold the
property and it was torn down. I went to work at another strip club
which was only a block away. It was a larger and busier club. Good for
a second step, but I would not have made it beyond a few hours had it
been my first. It was called The Fare, and this was no place for a kitten.
This club usually had standing room only and was very fast-paced.
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At The Saloon, one of my first regular customers was a man that
had introduced himself as “Skyylar”. He was middle-aged and had a
very pleasant personality. The first few words out of his mouth clued
me in to the fact that nothing he said was true, but he handed out $100
bills like candy, so I was always willing to listen. There was a pattern
with Skyylar. He would come in with one or more Mexican men who
didn’t speak English, and it was never the same men twice. According
to Skyylar, the men were anything from a prince of a foreign country to
a high-powered drug lord, and some spectacular tale would follow.
Skyylar spoke Spanish, but I got the impression from the looks of
confusion on the faces of the men that he didn’t speak it very well. On
one occasion, | saw the two Hispanic men look at each other after
Skyylar had spoken to them and then turned away from them. They
shrugged to one another, apparently either having no idea what Skyylar
had just said to them or not knowing what he was talking about.

Skyylar’s drink of choice was Skyy vodka, but he ordered round
after round of shots of tequila for his companions and waitresses. This
is where my tequila-binging days began. I was still leery of drinking in
excess and had never taken a straight shot of liquor before. At first, I
didn’t dare. I would make sure there was a straw in my soda chaser. I
would put the shot in my mouth and then spit it back through the
straw into the soda, making it appear that I had taken the shot and was
washing it down with the soda. I could somewhat handle the tequila
mixed with soda. Skyylar would order rounds of shots faster than I
could drink the tequila-spiked soda chaser. Once the chaser was too
saturated with tequila for me to handle, I would offer to be the one to
go get the next round of shots from the bar. I would have the bartender
give me a shot glass full of water, and I would add a drop of cola to it to
make it look like tequila. As long as Skyylar was passing out money, I
was doing shots with him (of something).

Eventually, I graduated to actually sipping the real tequila shots
slowly. I was quite impressed with myself the first time I took a shot of
tequila, but I still didn’t understand why someone would wazf to do it
because I was still unfamiliar with what a straight shot of hard liquor
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does to your mind in a party environment. For me, the point of having
a drink was to make it last as long as possible — the more liquid in the
glass, no matter how much mix and ice, the better. In fact, I had always
become quite drowsy after a second Margarita, and I had always
assumed that a straight shot of hard liquor would knock me out cold. I
didn’t know how to use alcohol as a drug. Once I finally discovered
what a “buzz” was and how it could enhance one’s personality, I began
to learn to enjoy the effects of alcohol. For a while, though, I would
normally acquire this buzz through foo-foo cocktail drinks. It got to the
point where customers would ask me to have a shot with them, and
being familiar only with tequila, that’s what I would order. I eventually
developed a taste for tequila and really enjoyed being the person it
made me become.

Another benefit of alcohol that I quickly discovered was that it gave
me courage. After the incident with Amanda at The Saloon, I was
becoming less willing to take any crap from a bully. I had known all my
life that you can’t control a person’s treating you poorly for no reason,
but my mother had always taught me that there was nothing I could do
about it when someone did. I was gradually learning that that was
untrue. Ironically, my mother also used to tell me, “If you keep doing
what you've always done, you'll keep getting what you've always got.”
Having long since grown extremely tired of being pushed around and
feeling that I had no recourse, I had developed the attitude that if a
beating was inevitable, I could at least make damned certain that it
would be deserved. I had no idea how much abuse this attitude alone
would deter.

I had a quite memorable (and confusing) experience at The Fare
with a bartender named Abby. She had never been entirely pleasant,
and gradually became abusive toward me. It came to a volatile head
one night. I had some alcohol in my system, and had grown tired of her
dirty looks, nasty tone of voice and hostile demeanor. A final scolding
from her because of where on the bar I had placed some used glasses
made it abundantly clear that the abuse was intentional and, for some
reason, personal. I decided to make her job just as unpleasant as she
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was making mine. From that point on, instead of carefully placing dirty
glasses on the bar, I carelessly shoved them toward her, almost
throwing them at her, knocking them all over the bar for her to pick up.
She looked at me with some shock as I glared back at her before
marching off, arrogantly smacking my gum. Again, my heart raced as I
tread on unfamiliar ground. I felt as if [ had just strutted across enemy
lines while announcing my presence with a bull horn.

There were three bartenders that night, so I just stood in other drink
order lines to avoid Abby. At one point, a customer turned to me as I
stood in line for drink orders, and he made some mention of the glass
incident which he had witnessed. He said something to the effect of
how he thought he was about to see a cat fight between the bartender
and me. I didn’t know at the time that tequila can also give you a hair-
trigger temper. I began giving the customer my rendition of the
situation. My anger rose along with my voice. Soon, I was making
intentional eye contact with Abby, who heard my ranting, as I pointed
at her and took extra care in making sure she heard the names I was
calling her. The customers seemed to enjoy this little feud between two
chicks in high heels and black leotards. The waitress in front of me,
whom I didn’t know, turned to me, informed me that she was Abby’s
sister and began to loudly defend Abby. I noticed this girl was pregnant,
so I figured the chances of her becoming physical with me were slim.
Feeling somewhat safe, I focused my anger, attitude and finger-pointing
at her. The customers seemed to /ove this! I could see their excited grins
out of the corner of my eye. I yelled to the waitress that this was
between Abby and me, that it didn’t concern her, “B” word, “F” word,
“C” word, etc, etc, etc. We eventually made our way to the front of the
line where I was informed by #a¢ bartender that Abby and this waitress
were her cousins. I had a feeling that this was going to become an
extremely unpleasant place for me. The feud basically ended right then
and there at the bar...but there was always tomorrow.

The next night was even more bizarre. | saw the pregnant waitress.
She smiled at me and said, ‘Hi!” I thought surely she knew of some
horrendously unpleasant surprise that was in store for me. I didn’t think
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for a second that her pleasant approach was sincere. I went to the
locker room to get ready for my shift. I was battling the vending
machine over a wrinkled dollar bill when Abby walked in and stood
behind me. She smiled at me and asked, “You getting one for me, too?”

“No,” I replied. “The ninety dollars I've just put in was actually the
same dollar bill,” I said with a laugh. I finally got the machine to accept
my money, got my soda and walked over to my locker. “So what was
all that hell last night,” I asked her. “I thought we were going to duke it
out in the parking lot.”

“I was ready,” Abby said with a smile. Weird. That evening and
every night after that, Abby and her sister greeted me with a smile. We
were friends. I had somehow earned their respect by calling them every
name in the book. It all seemed so unnecessary, but it reinforced the
lessons I had learned earlier about standing my ground.

I was still only about a month into the strip club scene - and a
newcomer to life itself. One night at The Fare, as I stood at the bar
waiting for my Blow Job and Red-Headed Slut, I was approached by a
short, middle-aged bald man who introduced himself to me as “Mac
Daddy”. It was all I could do to keep from bursting out into laughter as
he claimed to be referred to by all the girls at the club, who all knew
him so well, by this ridiculous nickname. The nickname wasn’t as silly
as it was visually unfitting. Because I was still fairly new to this club, this
man and I had never seen each other at the club before, and I figured
this was the reason he had approached e instead of the other girls and
had expected me to believe his stories. After having become
accustomed to hearing larger-than-life tales from bar patrons on a
regular basis, having grown to really know my own family members
and in-laws in the worst ways possible and living in constant paranoia
of what my roommate was going to do to me next, I was becoming
increasingly skeptical of anything I was told by anybody - including my
own mother. Needless to say, I had grown to be far more surprised to
ever find that something I had been told was actually true than I was to
find out something I had been told was false. But when Mac Daddy
offered to buy me a drink, I decided to kick back with him for a
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moment and to humor his tales over a free Margarita. I was somewhat
shocked, however, to see that as we sat chatting, several dancers came
over to him, addressing him as "Mac Daddy" and seeming rather happy
to see him..."again". Our first meeting was not particularly noteworthy.
Just the typical couple of drinks and a tip. I saw him in the club many
times after that. Our meetings eventually evolved into hanging out as
friends, and they ended with a frightening reminder of the dangers of
talking to strangers.

I, too, became quite happy to see Mac Daddy walk through the
door at the club. He represented free booze and easy cash, and he
always had some new chaotic tale of his drunken antics, which I would
mistakenly assume was made up. Nevertheless, he truly was a very
exciting and fun person to hang out with. He would normally have a
bottle of Crown Royal that he had smuggled into the club, and I would
gradually learn that he was also a walking pharmacy. At some point, he
described his job, which explained why he would come in every night
for a couple of weeks before disappearing for two months. He lived in
Atlanta and worked for some Human Resource software company.
This company manufactured a software program which they sold
directly to their clients. They would then send Mac Daddy, whose real
name was David, to wherever the client was located in order to install
this software and to incorporate the client's network and files into the
new software system. Therefore, Dallas was a common destination.
The duration of David's stay would depend primarily on the size of the
client’s company and the amount of time it took David to complete the
services. Other fringe benefits included an all-expense-paid stay at the
finest Marriot hotel, rental of the finest vehicles Avis had to offer, an
annual membership to the Crown Room of major airports (which was
not actually included, but David always found some way of billing the
posh fee to the clients and then walking out with the stolen bottles of
Crown Royal that he would then share with the girls at strip clubs), a
company platinum credit card and an open time frame. David would
work diligently for six to eight hours during the day for the company,
then party like a rock star while creatively accounting for his expenses
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which he billed to the client. He said he was rarely questioned about
the charges. This arrangement also allowed him to travel anywhere in
the country at any time for free and to have guests flown in to party
with him, providing he could find some way of disguising these
charges. His services were normally rendered to huge corporations with
a smorgasbord of overhead and accounts payable which could easily
cause any questionable billing of outside services to be overlooked or
simply dismissed.

Early on, David had told me about his wife of twenty-six years,
Sheri, and his two grown sons who had somehow grown to be
respectable adults. David ranted endlessly of his miserable marriage and
of his plans to leave his gold-digging wife. According to him, he
strongly suspected that his wife had plans of leaving him and robbing
him blind in the process. He said that he had discovered that a joint
bank account of theirs was suddenly missing a five-figure sum, and that
he had received a phone call from the tenants of a rental property of
theirs who said they had received a letter stating that the bank was
foreclosing on the property. According to David, Sheri had been
hoarding the rent payments and ignoring the mortgage payments of all
of their properties, including their own residence, which were
responsibilities in which David had entrusted Sheri. David said he was
biding his time in divorce proceedings until he could save his properties
from foreclosure and liquidate all of their assets.

Most of David's wild tales that I had dismissed as fiction later
proved themselves to be fact, if by no other means than by being
characterized by actions of his which I witnessed. He had shown up in
Dallas one time with a removable cast brace on his wrist. Assuming the
injury had actually been caused by some common household accident, I
was skeptical at first of his explanation. He told me that the injury was
the result of a violent night at a strip club in Phoenix. He said that he
had shown up to the club very late one night. He asked a dancer to
give him a lap dance which he paid for in advance. The dancer began
giving him the lap dance, but half way through the song, the lights
came on and the music was turned off because it was closing time.
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David was angry and demanded his money back. The situation quickly
escalated into a fist fight with the bouncers. David said that he decided
to pretend to leave peacefully until he reached the exit, at which time
he violently swung the door back and hit a bouncer in the face. David
took a few steps back in the parking lot as the bouncer stormed toward
him. There was a boulder placed near the door as decoration, and
David fell backward over the boulder and dislocated his wrist. David
said the bouncers all laughed at him and that the fight was over at that
point — or so the bouncers thought.

On the way back to his car, David noticed a thin metal pipe lying in
an alley way that ran along side the club. David drove his car away, and
then walked back to the alley. He grabbed the pipe and waited to
ambush the bouncers. Once the parking lot had cleared and the
bouncers were leaving the club, David jumped out and attacked one of
the bouncers and the bouncer’s car. David managed to escape without
further injury, and he said that he had planned to return to the club
again later that night and to set the building on fire, but later decided
against it. The next day, David disguised his pain until he was able to
stage an injury while on the job. The company paid for his medical
treatment, and because there were witnesses and a rational explanation,
the injury did not attract the attention of the police. The one detail of
David’s story that really caught my attention was the silly, embarrassing
detail about falling over the boulder. This made me willing to consider
the disturbing possibility that he might be telling the truth. Some time
later, David flew me to Phoenix to party with him over the weekend.
He showed me the club with the alley and the boulder, and introduced
me to a bartender at another bar who confirmed the story to be true.
The bartender even said that the incident had been mentioned in the
local newspaper.

Once my own experiences with David had far exceeded the
absurdity of the stories he told me, I had no trouble believing the crazy
things he said. David was extremely reckless and dishonest, but it
would take me some time to realize just how dangerous he really was.
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But before our year-long friendship would end in gun fire and arson,
many good times and incredible experiences lay ahead.

I have always considered working in a strip club to be the ultimate
course in sociology. You meet all walks of life and mingle with every
social class. Once you add alcohol to the picture, the masks are
removed. It becomes easier to see what makes a person tick and who
they really are. After a while, you begin to see that what separates one
class from another is usually nothing more than image and perception.
It all hit me one night when I noticed an eerie visualization. What I
knew to be reality was far from what I saw reflected in the mirrored
walls. It was the first time I realized just how powerful the impact of a
visual image can be on a person’s perception.

I had realized early on that in a strip club, like in most places in
society, there are politics and social classes. And like in high school,
there is an in-crowd of popular girls. It took well over a year for me to
discover that there is a core to this in-crowd, and just how powerful
that core can be. More to the point, the closer one is to that core, the
more power that individual has themselves. As a cocktail waitress, I had
little access to and absolutely no clue of this inside world of miracles
and possibilities which was guarded and upheld by the hungry bottom-
feeders that I saw as "the clique". I saw them as rulers rather than
servants. In hindsight, I was so pathetically innocent, still believing
much of what my eyes told me. I was new in town and wanted to be
popular. I got what I wanted with a vengeance. I would one day learn
the secrets and would discover the disturbing reality of the core. And a
dancer named Venus was the first step of that ladder.

I was a little intimidated by the in-crowd of this particular club, but
visually speaking, I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was that set
me apart from them. I had always thought of exotic dancers as Las
Vegas show girls or the women I saw in 80s hair band videos. In other
words, I overestimated the talent required for the job, especially after I
saw the girl that I would never want to follow on stage. She was
everything I expected to see on that stage. She was tall, thin, tanned
with long, wavy blonde hair and huge breasts. She appeared to be well
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into her 30s, partially by her fondness of disco classics to which she did
uncompromising justice by shimmying in her tasseled, strapless dress.
She even had the perfect stage name, Venus, and performed like a
poster child for Studio 54. Armed with her perpetual ear-to-ear grin,
array of cool dance steps and bottomless pit of energy, this girl was
absolutely captivating. One night, as I was taking a cigarette break in
the fairly deserted dressing room, Venus stood only a couple of feet
away, fumbling with her stripper gear in her locker. I was still a new
face in this large club and made an initial approach at making a friend
with one of the dancers. "You're Venus, right," I asked.

She looked at me, smiled and responded with a soft, welcoming
voice, "Yeah."

"Where did you get your dance training," I asked, sincerely thinking
she had some.

She put on the biggest smile and said, "Nowhere."

I said, "Wow! Really? You just...DO that stuff?"

"Yeah." It made me feel good to see the deeply flattered look that
gleamed on her face. Her expression told me that I had truly made her
night. I didn't even mean it as a compliment. As talented and beautiful
as she was, I remember being a little confused by her reaction. I was just
another new waitress, which was a position with the turnover rate of a
bowling ball. I was a bit timid and was no one special. Coming from
me, I really didn't feel that what I said, as complimentary as it may have
been, would be all that significant to someone like Venus. The
following night, she greeted me with open arms and treated me like I
was her best friend. She told me that not many people in the club liked
her or treated her nicely, and that she didn't have any friends at that
club. I certainly would have never guessed that based on my perception
of her. I quickly realized, as she latched on to me as if I were a magnet
and described in relentless detail all the hideous skeletons in her closet,
that my willingness to associate (or to even be seen) with her was
astonishing and priceless to her considering I was a rare and doomed
breed which briefly knew no better. Once again, I was reminded of just
how under-developed my judgment of character really was.



98 Drama Queen of the Mirrored alls

Come to find out, Venus was a true crack whore, a prostitute and
she openly bragged about the fact that she could shove a baseball bat
up her butt. She told me that her three children had been taken away
from her after her youngest had been born addicted to crack, and that
she bounced from one run-down motel to another. There was nothing
she wouldn't do for money, and there was nothing she considered
taboo. She was known for scaring customers with her wild, violent,
crotch-slapping lap dances, and would squirt customers in the face with
breast milk, which she had maintained with a breast pump for two
years after her last pregnancy. Venus would disappear from time to
time, and the better acquainted I became with her over the following
couple of years, the more shocking it became anytime she reemerged to
see that she was still alive.

I would later learn form other dancers that Venus had become
legendary at the club after she had offered one night to show the girls
in the dressing room that she could shove a VO5 shampoo bottle up
her butt. She had captivated her audience further by adding the
conditioner bottle. The girls’ amusement by this stunt came to a peak
when shortly thereafter, she was called to the stage to perform.
Apparently it takes more time than Venus had anticipated for the
rectum to recover and for full control over bodily functions to resume
after having both a shampoo bottle and a conditioner bottle shoved up
your butt. Luckily, though, this had happened on a busy Friday night
when the percentage of freaks with sick fetishes in attendance was
considerably higher. To put it bluntly, she pooped her pants on stage
while on her knees with her butt facing the audience. And to answer
the question once asked by comedian, Larry the Cable Guy, “If a girl
wearing a thong poops her pants, does it split and go two different
directions:” Yes, Larry, apparently it does.

Venus’ company could be annoying and embarrassing at times, but I
could see that she taking me for an exciting ride that I simply couldn’t
resist. | knew from the beginning that this ride was a train wreck, but it
was a train wreck that I had always found intriguing. Venus introduced
me to much of reality that I had always known existed but had never
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seen. She conducted her life in much the same way as Anna Nicole
Smith when it came to a perpetual drug and alcohol haze. Her cocktails
were fierce, and she acquired many of the ingredients from David.

Those two were quite a pair. I was terrified of drugs, but I was
starving for adventure. One night it was suggested that the three of us
hang out after work. Sex and drugs were strictly banned from my
agenda, but I was seething with curiosity of what else the night might
have in store. The three of us piled into the front seat of my car after
work that night, and we headed downtown to Deep Ellum. I must have
been slightly inebriated because I had been driving down the North
Central Expressway for quite some time before I finally realized that I
was driving without headlights. David pulled out some capsules that
were filled with MDMA. Luckily, he suggested that we stop and get
sodas at a drive-through to wash them down. Thinking of my training
in taking tequila shots, I saw this as an easy way to escape actually
having to ingest this mystery powder. We opened our capsules and
poured the powder into our mouths. I spit the powder back through
the straw of my soda. David kept asking us if we were feeling anything.
I lied and said that I was feeling the drugs kicking in, even though I had
no idea what effects I was supposed to be faking.

The Fare closed at 2:00AM, and Texas Laws allowed no alcohol to
be served after that time. This was a Monday night and Deep Ellum
was deserted by the time we arrived. The night wasn’t a total loss,
however. My car stereo was nothing more than a radio and my antenna
had disappeared. I got little if any reception, which was quite annoying
when cruising downtown Dallas in full-blown party mode. At one
point, I pulled into a parking lot to make a u-turn. Venus noticed that
there was car in that parking lot that was the same make and model as
mine and that it had an antenna. She hopped out of my car, snatched
the antenna off the other car and jumped back into mine. As I was
pulling out of the parking lot, we noticed that a security guard had been
standing there watching us the whole time. He made no effort to stop
me, and we all laughed as Venus flashed her double-d breasts at him as
consolation. We returned to The Fare where Venus and David had left
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their vehicles. David installed my new radio antenna which worked
perfectly. The night had resulted in little action or danger, but quite a
bit of laughter and fun. It never occurred to me that like the tequila
shots, I had also taken another first step.
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Check Your Texas Statutes
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was enjoying my new life and surroundings, and things at home

seemed to be going smoothly. Our work schedules were at

opposite ends of the clock, so John and I hardly interacted with
each other. We had ample space and privacy. One thing I had made
clear to John during our first conversation about moving to Dallas was
that I would require the use of his computer until I could afford to get
my own. I had always been welcome to use Donnie’s back in Odessa,
and that was the only thing that I had going for my prospective music
career which was one of my main focuses. A career in music was my
dream, my future, and I envisioned it as a way of putting my children
through college after a privileged upbringing. Donnie’s computer had
made it possible for me to have a website and to manufacture CDs, and
it had been the closest thing to a recording studio that I could afford. I
had made quite clear to John that if I were to uproot on such a risky
whim, abandoning my home and security, that the use of his computer
to pick up where I left off was integral. John promised this would be no
problem. He had even added that his computer was brand new and far
better than Donnie’s. With this promise, I had felt that I had nothing to
lose, and I had jumped at yet another opportunity piece my life back
together while I had the chance. The risk seemed to be paying off at
first. I had paid a small fortune to an independent telephone company
to have telephone service turned on in our apartment so that we had
both telephone and internet access. This also provided me with a utility
bill in my name at our current address, which I knew I would
eventually need for one reason or another. However, it soon became
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clear that history was in the process of repeating itself, and that I had
also been under the apparently false assumption that my financial
efforts would secure my tenancy beyond the third month of the
apartment lease.

Even while in Odessa, I had noticed a marked escalation in John's
social awkwardness. He didn't seem capable of even simple
conversation. He would either boast of his possessions and assets
(which were actually owned by his father) or say nothing at all. I found
it somewhat odd that in a group, whether of supposed friends of his or
new acquaintances of mine, that no one seemed to interact much with
him. At times, I heard John say things which I knew to be untrue, but I
dismissed them as being compensation for his lack of self-esteem.
Despite my past experiences with him, I thought little of the white lies.
However, | 47id wish that he had realized just how obvious, unnecessary
and irritating his efforts to impress really were. His use of vocabulary
was usually another source of embarrassment. He would intentionally
refrain from using shortened versions of words or contractions, and
would often attempt to use extravagant words in an effort to sound
more intelligent and better educated. This would have been fine had he
been more intelligent and better educated. More often than not,
however, his ‘utilization of grammaticalarily exquisite dictationism’ just
made him sound like a complete jackass. I got so sick of his signature
speech correction, “...use — uh...u#lize.,” that to now hear the word
“utilize” still makes my skin crawl.

I had also dismissed many demonstrations of John’s blatant use and
disposal of people who had apparently considered John a friend. To
some extent, I assumed John had reasons for doing the things he did to
certain people whom I didn’t know. Before our move to Dallas, John
had promised a young couple that he would lease his home to them
after he moved out. This promise had not simply been a half-cocked
response to a question, but rather, had consisted of lengthy
conversations with the couple on more than one occasion. The couple
had already put in their notice to vacate their current residence and was
preparing to make the move into John’s home. John had confided to
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me in private that he had never had any intention of leasing his house
to this couple. For the most part, I think John didn’t have the courage
to simply say “no” to the couple. However, he did seem fairly amused
by the fact that this couple believed that they had arrangements lined
up to move into a new house and were taking serious, life-altering
actions based on those beliefs. John seemed completely unmoved by
the fact that these people were digging a tremendous hole for
themselves by trusting him. It did not escape my attention that I was
watching John do to these people the same type of things that he had
previously done to me. By this time, however, I had already come to
the conclusion that moving to Dallas was in my best interest and that
as long as I remained suspicious of John and prepared for the worst, I
could protect myself from falling into another one of his traps.

John had been complaining non-stop about his Chronic Fatigue
Syndrome. Having a true desire to understand the illness, I decided to
do a little internet research on the condition. I read several articles
about the disease and of how a legitimate case of the disease can be
debilitating and have a wide array of symptoms. I also read that it still
remains unclear the exact causes, cures and diagnostic criteria of this
illness. One Newsweek article once referred to the illness as “Yuppie
Flu” and suggested that it mainly affected the affluent as a form of
burnout. I neither believed nor agreed with this theory, but the idea of
John’s claiming to have contracted a supposed “rich man’s disease”
certainly seemed to fit the bill. John’s text book complaints of the
symptoms of this disease had not only displayed impeccable timing, but
were also accompanied by his self-diagnosis of skin cancer, of which he
had no signs or symptoms and for which he had never received
medical treatment. John admitted that he considered the fact that skin
cancer ran in his family to be reason enough to believe (or claim) that
he had it. He had also recently added to his list of ailments the
mispronunciation of a second painful, debilitating condition which had
also apparently been self-diagnosed through internet browsing.

I would also later learn that John’s Chronic Fatigue Syndrome had
been the cause of the loss of his job at the sheriff's department, though
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not because of debilitation. John had been informed that some
researchers suspected that some cases of CFS may have been caused by
a virus, although it still had not yet been determined exactly what virus
it may have been, assuming this hypothesis was even correct. John
concluded, however, that a virus was indeed the cause of his CFS, and
that he had contracted this virus at the correctional facility where he
worked. John had no medical diagnosis of a virus or any evidence that
he had any type of virus at all, but this hadn’t stopped him from
threatening to file a lawsuit against the correctional facility. John once
showed me a letter that he had written and had attempted to have
signed by a superior officer. John believed that obtaining a signature
would guarantee Worker’s Compensation and/or disability benefits,
and that the officer’s refusal to sign the letter would be seen as an
admission of guilt and would make for an open-shut case if John were
to file suit. The letter was barely literate and made claims for which
John had absolutely no evidence. Needless to say, the officer refused to
sign the letter and John was fired soon after that incident.

John had not filed his lawsuit, which would have also sited wrongful
termination, because he could not afford an attorney. His plan had been
for his father (a private investigator who, according to John, was very
powerful and highly-connected) to go to bat for him by taking the
matter up with /47 attorney and pulling his legal strings in the process.
Instead, John’s father had washed his hands of the entire situation. John
pulled from his extensive collection of recorded telephone
conversations the tape of a voice message his father had left him
regarding his opinion of the case. As John presented to me what he
believed to be a clear case of victimization by both his former employer
and his father, I listened to his father express every opinion I had been
keeping to myself. John’s father wasn’t naive, and he was apparently far
more familiar with the law than John was. John’s father also expressed
in the message his frustration about the fact that John had ignored his
advice and instructions in preparing the case against the correctional
facility and in doing so, John had destroyed any chance he may have
had at winning a lawsuit.
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I had always known John to tape record telephone conversations,
but I never knew until I lived with him just how monumental this habit
of his really was. John recorded every conversation in full, and had done
so for years. As John would tell me stories of the horrible and devious
treatment he received from others, he would then try to back up his
claims with these recordings. He had told me for years about how his
abusive father tried to control his every move, but that he never seemed
to care when John needed help. But audio tape, like video, doesn’t lie,
and it doesn’t forget details. I found it astonishing that the
conversations I heard on these tapes in no way reflected John’s version
of the story, yet he still expected me to perceive the situation as he had
presented it. I could tell John’s perception of reality was distorted, either
in the way of his actually believing the situation to be as he said it was,
or in the way of his believing everyone to be so much dumber than he
was that they would believe anything he told them. Either way, I had
long since come to the conclusion by dealing with Nancy that you can
usually gauge a person’s intelligence by the level of intelligence the
person expects you to have. This gave me a little comfort and was one
of the reasons I had always bitten my tongue when John showed his
true colors. I knew that my best defense against John’s megalomaniacal
reasoning skills was for him to take me for a bumbling idiot.

I paid the full amount of the second month's rent, and John
promised to pay me back his half later. I doubted I would ever see that
money, but I wasn't really concerned about it. Our home was still
docile. Considering the airline company that John worked for paid no
relocation costs for its new employees, John decided to invite a
coworker of his, who happened to be from our home town, to stay
with us temporarily until he could provide a home for his family. His
name was Gary, and he had been camping out in a tent by a lake for
shelter. John didn't discuss the offer with me before making this
decision, but I agreed, especially after meeting Gary, that a tent was
certainly not suitable accommodations. I got along well with Gary and
enjoyed listening to his stories of his wild party days and of his even
wilder term in the military. His stories reminded me of things my dad
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had told me about his days in the military. I enjoyed Gary's company
so much that I began to dread the day he moved out. The more time
we spent chatting and getting to know one another, the more we
gradually began trusting each other with more sensitive subjects, and
grew confidence in each other that nothing we said would be repeated.

With the next sudden and unannounced addition to our household,
I thought John was simply growing confidence in the decency of
strangers, while showing no regard for my opinions or safety. A second
stranger, Brad, was invited by John to stay with wus. Brad's
accommodations were nothing more than 7y bedroom floor and his
own sleeping bag. John hardly knew Brad at all, and Gary and I very
quickly became uncomfortable with his presence. Brad seemed strange
and suspicious. He was obsessed with revolting fetish porn, and he
constantly interrogated me about my love life, insisting that it could be
so much better. Gary, too, began to wonder about this guy’s intentions.
I found comfort in knowing that at least someone seemed concerned for
my safety. It didn't take long for Brad to feel the unwelcoming vibe, and
he left after about a week.

Gary and I began discussing the strangeness that we had observed in
John's behavior. We discovered that we were equally disturbed by the
same incidents, and that John had even been tape recording all of our
phone calls. I discovered this one day when I went looking for some
old CD labels. When I picked up a small stack of label packages, I saw a
tape recorder hidden underneath with the record and play buttons
pressed. Suspecting that John may have been recording our private
conversations, I stopped the tape and rewound it for a couple of
seconds to see what was being recorded. When I played the tape, I
could tell it was a phone call because I heard Gary’s voice and
remembered having heard his half of that telephone conversation. Gary
and I both found this to be extraordinarily creepy. We also realized that
this explained why there had always been a faint clicking noise on the
line about a second after we picked up the phone. I had always
attributed the odd click to our unconventional phone service and had
thought little of it.
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As we spoke about this, Gary and I filled each other in on other
details of John’s behavior which had not been observed by the other.
Gary told me that other coworkers of theirs were put oft by John’s
personality and avoided him whenever possible. John was making no
friends and numerous enemies, and he had been talking about
transferring back to our home town because he was very unhappy in
Dallas. Gary said John was bordering on being fired, not only because
he was intolerable, but also because of his constant complaining about
all of his disabilities and ailments. The phone would ring an average of
maybe seven times a day. No calls were ever for John. John eventually
would no longer even be fazed by the phone’s ringing, knowing it
wouldn’t be for him anyway. By this time, Gary was spending very little
time at the apartment and had been staying at a hotel whenever
possible. It was only a couple of days later that Gary left his key on the
dining room table. I never heard from him again.

The computer and office setup, including both John’s equipment
and mine, had always been in John’s bedroom. John had always allowed
us to use the computer anytime we wanted during the day. But this all
changed one day. Suddenly, the screensaver was password-protected. I
confronted John about this and he refused to give me the password. He
offered no explanation, but made it clear that the computer was now off
limits to me. I asked him to at least let me backup all of my files to
discs, but he said that he had reformatted his computer and that my
files were gone. I wasn’t sure exactly what he meant by “reformatted”
bearing in mind that I knew he didn’t have the software or the
knowledge to do this, so I assumed that if anything, he had simply
deleted all of my files. I didn’t know what it was that he was trying to
accomplish other than to obtain some sense of control, but the bottom
line was that he had just removed any incentive I had for continuing to
help him. By this time, rent was going to be due again in another week,
and John had “borrowed” $100 from an envelope, labeled “rent”, which
I had in my bedroom. John was still struggling with his finances while I
had saved nearly $1,000 for a down payment for a car. I knew I could
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just as easily use (oops, I mean «#/ize) the money for an apartment
instead.

Since our arrival in Dallas, I had gained independence, stability and
confidence at a staggering rate. And just as I had suspected, this /Aad
caused friction between John and me. John and I once had a
conversation where we were talking about The Saloon, and I was
telling him how happy I was there and how enjoyable I was finding the
work and the environment. John’s response to this was strangely
defensive. He abruptly reminded me that when all of the benefits
included in his job were taken into consideration, he was ftechnically
making more money than I was and therefore, his job was better than
mine. What?!/? This had caught me oft guard because the conversation
(as I saw it) had nothing to do with money or with my job as a cocktail
waitress at a strip club being in any way superior. Somehow my
expressing happiness with my job and my new direction in life had
translated into, “My job is better than yours because I make more
money than you do.” But regardless of what had or had not actually
been said, John obviously knew that the latter part was true, at least for
the time being. I was making more money than he was, and I had been
supporting the both of us with very little help or difficulty. I couldn’t
help the fact that this had bruised his ego, especially considering I had
never made any mention of it.

Even though I had been pretty well aware from the beginning that I
was being used for financial support, I was perfectly willing to help John
get on his feet as long as there was something in it for me. I sure as hell
did not owe him any favors, and I had taken great care in making sure I
took better care of myself this time around. This time I was the one
with options, and I had no reason or interest in taking any crap off
John. He had breached our contract — No computer, no roommate —
period. When he arrived home from work the next day, he saw that all
of my belongings were packed in boxes. I would assume that after
listening to the recordings of all of my telephone conversations, he also
knew that I had plenty of places to go. He brought to my attention
shortly thereafter that the password had been removed from the
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computer and that I could use it whenever I wanted. Come to find out,
John /ad simply deleted my files from the computer, but I was able to
retrieve them from the Recycle Bin and back them up on discs.

When the rent was due, I asked John before giving him my share of
the rent to assure me that I would still be able to use his computer after
paying the rent. I told him point blank that I had no reason to stay
otherwise. John was so stupid that he couldn’t even believably acz nice.
He had become so sappy sweet when he spoke to me that he almost
sounded condescending. After asking him literally, “Are you going to
put a password back on the computer after I give this money to you,”
he responded in an almost baby voice, “Of course not. Why would I?” I
didn’t dignify that question with a response, nor did I believe him, but I
gave him my half anyway, minus the $100 to which John had helped
himself. John was unable to cover the extra $100. He asked me to cover
the additional sum and said that he would pay it back. I refused at first.
I had a feeling that things were going to get ugly the second the rent
was paid anyway, and I certainly was not going to pay more than my
share. But I figured I would be punished either way, so I finally decided
that it would be in my best interest for John to owe the money to me
rather than the apartment complex given that it was still my home for
at least another month.

Sure enough, once I gave John the money, he immediately dropped
the facade and put the password back on the computer. Literally in the
blink of an eye, John’s demeanor went from adoring to abhorring. The
only thing that really surprised me was the fact that this happened
literally e second 1 gave him the money. I had expected at least a
couple of minutes to go by. John had no interest at all in hiding the fact
that friendship to him was nothing more than a disposable tool. And
once again, my predictions came true when, after having made clear to
John that I could and wou/d find another place to live, John decided that
he would help me make good on my word.

I came home from work the next day to find that John had moved
all of my belongings throughout the apartment (CD's, coffee maker,
perishable food, etc.) into my bedroom floor. He had also put a lock on
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his bedroom door. Despite the fact that I had paid to have the
telephone and internet service turned on in my name and had been the
one paying the bill, John had an answering machine in his bedroom
which he set to pick up the second the phone would ring which made
it impossible for me to receive calls or messages. I had no way of
knowing who had called me, and I knew that all outgoing phone calls
were being tape recorded. On top of that, anytime John was home, he
was locked in his bedroom browsing the internet which, with our dial-
up service, meant that I could not use the internet or the telephone. At
one point, I confronted John about his actions, demanding that he give
me an explanation. When he had nothing to say, I also began to rehash
the events of the past. But just as he had done in the past, John gave me
his blow-off, nonsensical answer: “Check your Texas Statutes...,”
whatever that was supposed to mean. I suppose in his mind, the legality
of his inhumanity was the only reason he needed for his actions. But
John obviously was not at all familiar with the Texas Statutes himself,
or he would have known just how many people could sue him in court
under the Civil Practices and Remedies Code, Chapter 123:
Interception of Communication.

I had spoken with a few used car dealerships and knew that I
needed $1,000 as a minimum down payment. I had been saving every
dime I could. The dealerships had also told me the requirements for a
loan: a paycheck stub, proof of residence by means of a utility bill in my
name along with other general identification. I attended a course for the
Texas Alcohol and Tobacco license which was required by the state in
order to receive a paycheck from my job. I kept all of this accumulated
information in my purse simply out of convenience. It had occurred to
me that all this documentation might also serve the purpose of being a
defense against John’s trying to kick me out of the apartment or making
the claim that I didn’t even live there. I thought surely I was just being
overly paranoid. Ironically, it was that very night after work that my
paranoia paid off.

It was 2:00AM. A friend of mine had given me a ride home after
work. John and I had always locked the dead bolt of the apartment
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door, but rarely the doorknob. It only vaguely occurred to me that the
deadbolt seemed to turn in the opposite direction when I tried to
unlock it, and it almost seemed as it if had not been locked at all. I was
so exhausted that I thought little of it until I tried to open the door. The
doorknob was locked, which at first seemed to explain why the
deadbolt might not have been. The two locks had always used the
same key, but this time my key wouldn't even go into the keyhole of
the door knob. I realized the doorknob had been replaced. I pounded
on the door and rang the doorbell several times. John never responded.
I knew he was home because I had seen his truck in the parking lot.
Somewhere deep down I had known perfectly well this was coming,
but I still had the audacity to be stunned. As I pounded loudly on the
door, I knew the echoes would wake the neighbors and that the police
might be called. I felt sympathy and remorse for the neighbors. I also
hoped that the obnoxious racket I was making would encourage John
to put an end to it by opening the door.

I decided to go to the management office to see if there might be an
emergency contact number posted. On my way there, I saw the beams
of flashlights around the corner. I walked toward them and saw two
men in uniforms. I asked the men if they were security guards or police
officers. The said they were police officers responding to a disturbance
call. I asked if it was for my apartment number. They said that it was,
and they were suddenly much more interested in talking to me. John
had called the police on my phone to report an attempted break-in. I
showed the officers the paperwork in my purse in order to prove to
them that I lived in that apartment, and I gave them a brief summary of
all the nonsense that had been going on. The officers seemed rather
surprised by my revelations and documentation considering how these
were in such stark contrast to the call they had received.

We went back to the apartment. One officer went inside to get
John’s version of the story while I stayed outside and spoke with the
other officer. My appearance alone had been somewhat evidentiary of
my story. I was still in my tights and leotard and was wearing high
heels. It had also just so happened that a coworker of mine had been
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thrown a birthday party at work that night, and I was carrying a paper
plate with a slice of birthday cake on it. Both officers had commented
that they had found this to be quite strange for a burglar or hostile
attacker. The officer inside stepped out and told me, “Well...basically,
he thinks you’re weird.” The officer also told me that John was claiming
that I had been bringing in a stream of weird strangers into the
apartment and that he had become concerned for his safety. The officer
had informed John that he could ask me to leave, but because I had
been able to prove that I lived there and had done nothing wrong, no
one could force me to leave.

We all went inside to confront John. I questioned him about the
details of the story he had given the officers. John wasn’t able to give
straight answers, and the officers took note of this. I demanded that
John name one single person I had ever brought into the apartment,
reminding him of the fact that he was the one who had invited two
strange men to sleep in my bedroom. His response was, "Well, you
have all these people calling the house." This was yet another
revelation that was in stark contrast to what he had just told the officers
only seconds earlier.

I said, "Yes. My friends do call me...or at least try to." I gave the
officers the details of the tape recorded phone conversations and the
answering machine.

John’s only defense was, "Well, who's giving them the number?!?"

"IT'S MY PHONE,” I shouted. “Am I not allowed to have phone
calls!?”” John had no response, and the officers told John that these tape
recordings were illegal, as was his false report to police.

The malice of the call had been made obvious. The officers could
plainly see who was initiating all the trouble, but still asked me if I
would be willing to leave for the night. I refused, as I had just gotten
home from work and just wanted to kick back and relax. I did tell the
officers the scenario with the rent payment which John had clearly and
deliberately conned me out of. I told the officers and John that I would
be happy to leave if John were to refund my half of the rent. One of the
officers concurred and asked John simply, “Sir, if you want her gone so
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bad, why don’t you just give her back her money? You shouldn’t have
taken her money if you didn’t want her here.” I had to smile knowing
former Deputy John hadn’t seen that one coming. It must have come as
quite a shock to him to see that the officers had taken my side. In one
final, desperate attempt to get his way, John resorted to emotionally
claiming to be in fear for his life. His voice trembled with terror and
tears.

My answer was simple. “Then, why don’t you leave?” I wondered if
the officers were having as much trouble keeping a straight face as I
was. They were obviously not going to believe anything else John said
at that point.

After an hour-long ordeal, the officers left laughing at John's
ridiculous plight. They gave us both the final warning of, "If we have to
come back tonight, someone is going to jail."

Once they were gone and John was locked in his bedroom, I gave
him some final words of discomfort. "You have a reason to be afraid
now," I said as I passed by his door. For the most part, this was an
empty threat. John knew from his recordings of my phone calls that I
had numerous male friends from whom I could ask favors, so I decided
to just let his own imagination and paranoia do all the bluffing for me. I
really had no violent intentions, but revenge was certainly on my
agenda. I went in my bedroom and cranked my stereo full blast. It was
immature and disrespectful to our neighbors, but I wanted to
demonstrate to John that the fact that his name’s being the only name
on the lease could be a serious downfall if abused.

The officers had made clear to John that my right to enter my home
would be enforced. They had also instructed John to either provide me
with a key to the new lock or to put the original door knob back on,
and to leave the door unlocked until this was done. I finally saw why
there had been something that seemed strange about the deadbolt.
John had apparently removed it and put it back in upside down which
made it useless. Until one of us was able to find time to fix the deadbolt,
we were no longer able to lock the door at all when we left because I
now had no key for the only lock that functioned. For a short while
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after that, I had no problem getting into the apartment — and neither
would have anyone else, for that matter. I finally got around to fixing
the deadbolt myself, but John had either hidden or disposed of the
original door knob.

The next morning, I got on the phone with every friend I had a
phone number for. I knew the calls were still being recorded, and I
wanted to give John something to listen to. I could hear the distinctive
click of the tape recorder turning on with each of my phone calls.
Details by detail, my friends and I were in hysterics over the insanity
and stupidity of John’s actions. I knew that the hours of laughter and
jokes were all on tape and that John would be hearing much of it. Later,
I went to my room for some r&r. I had just been thinking of all the
things that had been said when I began to get concerned that John
might not torture himself by listening to the entire tape like I hoped he
would, and I could only assume that the tape had not run out at some
point. Ohhh...but then...I heard John’s bedroom door open. My heart
nearly stopped beating. All day long, I had been under the mistaken
impression that John had gone off to work early that morning. Instead,
he had been sitting barricaded in his bedroom and had been forced to
listen to every bit of this first hand. Oh, dear. Of course, most people
would have had the courage and self respect to have come storming
out of that room to confront me. But John wasn’t one of those people. I
could tell that I had inflicted some serious emotional damage by the
way John hung his head and made as little noise as possible. I buried
my face in my pillow in case of a sudden, uncontrollable burst of
laughter.

At one point, the phone rang and John answered it. His voice
sounded shaky and weak. There was another reason for this at that
particular moment, however. John never answered the phone with a
simple, “Hello?” Instead, mimicking his self-employed father whose
personal phone was also his business phone, John would answer the
telephone by stating his first and last name as if to give the impression
that he was somebody important. This was highly unusual and
unnecessary for someone who worked as a baggage handler. To add to
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the silliness of it, John didn’t even pronounce his name clearly. He
would deeply enhance his southern drawl and bark his name like a drill
sergeant. Gary and I had joked about that on numerous occasions,
especially anytime we would hear John have to state his name a second
time, only more slowly, clearly and more like a normal person. That
obviously meant that the response of the person on the other end had
been something to the effect of, “Excuse me?l? What did you say?”
Because many of my friends had had that exact response to John’s way
of answering the phone, this had been another fun topic of
conversation that morning. So, after having endured hours of ridicule
and having been the butt of endless jokes, John must have felt a bit self-
conscious answering the phone. He still answered by stating his name,
but he certainly didn’t sound like a proud man.

After that, John and I avoided each other whenever possible. We
rarely crossed paths due to our schedules anyway, but anytime we were
both in the apartment, John would lock himself in his bedroom. That
was fine with me. I was no longer in a vulnerable position, and John
had just reopened all the old wounds he had once caused. I would hang
out in the living room, watching his big screen television or blasting my
CDs on his stereo. I knew he could hear me brewing a pot of coffee in
his coffee maker and eating his food. I used his dishes and left them in
the sink for him to wash. I was certain that he could smell my cigarette
smoke in the apartment, and I left whatever container I had used as an
ash tray unemptied and in a conspicuous spot. John had left the
answering machine off, as he had been instructed to do by the police
officers, and I would often chat on the phone with my friends. Knowing
John wouldn’t have the courage to leave his room while I was home, I
would always keep the phone off the hook so that John couldn’t use it
or connect to the internet. After all that wasted effort, John had ended
up punishing only himself. And like the good friend I had always been
to him, I was certainly more than happy to help him to succeed at that.
As humorous as I found it that John had been the only one to suffer
significant consequences of his unprovoked abuse, I would have much
preferred that he had simply left me alone. There had been no excuse
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for all of this to have happened in the first place. But I had learned not
to put up with a bully, and John had just unpacked all of my emotional
baggage.

I had been dating Ira steadily since our first date. Ira had once come
to my defense against John in a passive-aggressive way. I had called him
while in tears over the stress of John’s behavior after the rent payment
was made. Ira came to the apartment that evening, and the two of us
stepped outside the door to talk. After telling Ira about John’s power
plays with the computer, Ira loudly assured me that with his knowledge
and expertise in computers and his employee discount with the
electronics company for whom he worked, he could easily furnish me
with a state-of-the-art computer system that was far better than the
cheap, factory-built system that John had. Ira and I were both aware of
the echo in the hallway and that John was seated just inside the door
and on the other side of the wall. I could tell that Ira was intentionally
raising his voice so John could hear what he was saying.

I would often spend one or two nights in a row at Ira's house and
then go straight to work the next night in order to keep from having to
go home. I had told Ira about all that had happened at home, and he
offered to let me stay with him until I found another apartment. The
only stipulation would be that I would need my own transportation. I
was only a few dollars shy of a down payment for a car. I once again
began packing my things and preparing to move out. One thing I had
not foreseen, however, was that after the big production John had made
of trying to kick me out of the apartment and after his having endured
my return of the hazing, he would then go even farther out of his way
to try to prevent me from moving out voluntarily. I hadn’t realized that
John’s goal was not simply to rid himself of a roommate; it was to
control the circumstances under which I left.

The day I accumulated the minimum amount of money required for
the down payment on a car, Ira took me to the nearest used car
dealership. I had previously browsed other dealerships and had no real
intention of buying a car at the first place we stopped. This particular
dealership had a very small and unimpressive selection. There was
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literally only one car on the lot that I would even consider test driving.
It was a red Plymouth Neon, and it appeared to be in relatively decent
condition. I had fallen in love with a pink Ford Probe that I had seen at
another dealership, but it had standard transmission which I knew
would be a hassle in a large city with heavy traffic. I was aware that I
had many options and that I should take my time in making this
decision. But at some level, I was also willing to sacrifice my best
judgment in order to fulfill my desperate need for a vehicle.

The salesman at the dealership said that I would need at least $1,200
to test drive that particular car. I had only $1,000. He offered to show
me other vehicles on the lot, but I told him that I had no interest in
anything else they had. The salesman then said that I could leave my
$1,000 with them as a deposit and return once I had the additional
$200. I picked up my purse and said that I would keep my money
incase I found something else at another car lot. The salesman excused
himself briefly and returned with the keys to the Neon. I had
unintentionally won my very first sales negotiation and was surprised at
just how easy it was to do. We test drove the car and the salesman
could see that I was not overly impressed with it and that I had some
concerns about its condition. When we returned to the lot, the
salesman suddenly dropped the down payment price to $800 because
he knew exactly how much money I had and that I would need an
additional $200 for insurance before I could drive the car off the lot.
With that offer on the table, I decided that this car was better than no
car, and I didn’t really care at that moment how long it ran as long as it
got me safely away from John. I purchased the Neon and drove it
straight to work that day.

I went back home to my apartment that night after work, and I
intentionally left my new car keys in plain sight on the dining table. I
thought that this along with having my belongings already packed in
boxes would be a clear enough sign to John that he had no reason to
initiate any further drama. I know now that that alone probably would
have been enough to provoke him, but I couldn’t resist adding an
additional insult. I had also developed the photos that I had taken the
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night of the rock concert in Deep Ellum, and left those on the table as
well knowing John would snoop through them. I wanted John to see
once and for all that he could not break me. The photos were mainly
my way of throwing in his face the fact that I had fun and friends while
he had none. I knew that I was provoking and antagonizing John by
doing this. But despite the fact that I felt he deserved to be antagonized
by one of his victims for once, it occurred to me how disturbing and
pathetic it was that he would feel provoked by my having friends and
my own vehicle. I couldn’t imagine why it bothered him so much to
just live and let live.

John knew that now that I had a vehicle and a place to stay, he had
absolutely no control over me. I knew that this along with the fact that
I had laughed at his every attempt to do so had made his blood boil.
Sweet poetic justice had saved me the trouble of plotting revenge
because I had never really had to do much other than simply enjoy
watching John’s own traps blow up in his face (and I /a4 thoroughly
enjoyed that). But I had also been sazzsfied with that. All John had to do
now was just leave me alone and let me be on my way. But I guess I
should have known John better than that by this point. After all, how
often can carrying on life as usual be considered revenge?

I went to work that day and then spent the night with Ira. Now that
I was definitely planning to take Ira up on the offer of a place to stay,
Ira and I wanted to discuss the arrangement in length with Ira’s
roommate, Lee. Lee was one of the sweetest people I had ever met, and
in many ways, he reminded me of my father. We talked about the
situation with John, and Lee had no problem with my moving in. Ira
and I went to lunch the next day, and I told him about my history with
John and of the horrifying incident with Roy. Ira seemed to be far less
sympathetic of my current situation once it became clear that I had
already known better than to get mixed up with John again in the first
place.

I came home that afternoon to find that both locks on the door
were locked. John had still not put the original door knob back on, so
aside from having unlocked the deadbolt, I still did not have a key to
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get into the apartment. The door knob that John had put on the door
was similar to the one that he had put on his bedroom door. It was
cheap and flimsy, and had not been designed to be used with an
exterior door. I noticed that I could see the tip of the latch inside the
door frame. One swift kick and the door went flying open. Once again,
I had to laugh.

That laughter quickly ended, though, once I walked into the
apartment. John had staged an interesting scene, although I never could
quite figure out how he had anticipated it to have played out. The first
thing I noticed was that the coat closet was open and that John’s
sheriff's department windbreaker was positioned to be in plain view.
His tool box had been pulled from the closet and appeared to have
been rummaged through. I didn’t realize this was supposed to look like
a crime scene until I walked into my bedroom and discovered my
keyboard missing. It was then that I noticed the sliding glass door in the
living room was open and that John’s DVD player was gone.

There were several reasons that it never once occurred to me that
the apartment had actually been broken into. The first and most
obvious reason was that I knew John. The second reason was that my
keyboard was the only thing missing from my room. My stereo, CD
burner, printer, scanner and even an envelope that contained cash,
which had been sitting within inches of my keyboard, had not been
touched. John knew how much that keyboard meant to me, so he took
it. I wasn’t fooled by the disappearance of his DVD player, especially
considering everything else in the living room that remained: the
television, all of the stereo components, CDs, DVDs - even the power
chord and remote control to the DVD player were still there. And what
thief, after having climbed to a second story balcony and pried open the
locked sliding glass doors, would have 7oz kicked in (or broken into) a
locked bedroom door? What thief would choose a well-worn, $200
Casio keyboard over thousands of dollars worth of stereo components?
Just for kicks, I even walked out onto the balcony to take a look at the
condition of the hedges below which I would have expected to have
shown some signs of destruction had someone climbed up to our
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balcony, even if they had used a ladder. Not surprisingly, the hedges
were perfect.

I couldn’t imagine what John’s plan had been, but I could only
assume that the locked door was supposed to have somehow played a
significant role. I also assumed, mainly because of the way the
windbreaker was displayed, that he anticipated that the police would be
called, but I have no idea whether he expected me to do it (possibly
because of the locked door), or if he planned to do it himself after he
got home from work. Perhaps he wanted to show the police that my
weird friends and I were terrorizing him. Obviously he intended for the
disappearance of his own DVD player to make himself appear
innocent. I don’t know, and I didn’t care because like all of John’s
retarded schemes, it didn’t work. I did call the sheriff's department,
however, and filed a theft report over the phone. It wasn’t quite the
report that I'm sure John had envisioned, though. He was named the
suspect, and I mentioned nothing about the staged crime scene.
Afterward, I left John a note telling him that I had filed a theft report
against him and that he should listen to the tape of the conversation so
he would know exactly what I told them. I stated that it would be in his
best interest for my keyboard to mysteriously reappear, adding that it
cost only $200 new and a warning that it “was not worth it.” I chose
my words carefully because I was insinuating threats of retaliation in
writing. [ wanted to give John enough incentive to return my keyboard,
so I intentionally wrote the letter in such an ambiguous manner that
what were actually threats of legal action could easily be interpreted by
John as something far more sinister.

I undid John’s crime scene and put things back the way they
belonged. I got ready for work and then removed the door knob. I left it
sitting on the dining table. I'm sure that boggled John’s little brain
considering I hadn’t left any marks when I kicked the door open. I
knew that I was putting all of our belongings in jeopardy by disabling
the door, but I strongly suspected that the only thing I really cared
about was safely locked in John’s bedroom anyway.
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One thing I was thankful for was that I had apparently never
expressed to John that it wasn’t the keyboard itself that was so
significant to me; it was my work which had I used the keyboard to
create. This, of course, had given the keyboard sentimental value to me,
but that particular model was widely available and I could certainly
afford to replace it (and needed to anyway). I was angry about the fact
that John had taken it out of spite, but I was certainly not devastated
over the loss. John never realized just how much pain he could have
inflicted by taking something else instead; something that sat only
inches away in plain sight: the CDs of my work. T/ose were what I truly
valued. They will a/zays be priceless to me. I immediately locked them
in the trunk of my car. Those exact same CDs are now kept locked
away in a safe. Had John taken those CDs, I would probably be writing
this book from prison. The keyboard, on the other hand, I later
replaced for only $85.00 with a brand new one of that exact model.

Knowing perfectly well just how volatile the situation at home had
become, I went out of my way to avoid John all together. I went to Ira’s
house that night after work, and returned home late the next afternoon.
This was to be my last day in that apartment. I knew that I needed to
get away from John immediately. As ill-planned and immature as John’s
actions had been, the situation was beginning to scare me a little
because I knew John was becoming increasingly devious and hostile,
and I never knew what he might do next. John did own a gun, and I
knew how he viewed himself in relation to the law. He had never
ceased to amaze me by the callousness of his deceptive ploys, and I
knew that I couldn’t possibly know where he would draw the line.
Certainly none of my material possessions were worth finding out the
hard way that perhaps John’s desire for control had no limit.

After carefully searching the parking lot to make sure John was
gone, I cautiously walked up to our apartment. I was not at all surprised
to see a brand new door knob which had clearly been designed to
secure an exterior door. I went to the management office to confront
the manager about the situation. Apparently John had spoken to her as
well. She informed me that she could not let me in because my name
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was not on the lease. She also told me that she had informed John that
she couldn’t evict me for that same reason, adding that he was
responsible for the entire situation and for any consequences of the
situation. None of this was news to me, and I wasn’t surprised by her
reluctance to help. I also knew that a locksmith was out of the question
during business hours because they would confirm with the apartment
manager that my name was not on the lease, knowing that if it had
been, the manager could have let me in herself. I phoned the police,
unsure of what, if any, help they might be able to provide. An officer
arrived, and I told him about the situation and of the previous incident
involving the police. The officer told me that he couldn’t help me get
into the apartment, but that I had a right to break into my own home
by whatever means necessary. The officer and I laughed together as I
tried to kick the door in. My kicking echoed loudly through the
hallway, and the officer stepped out to where he would be in plain view
of the neighbors. After a couple of minutes of relentless kicking, I could
tell by the cracked door frame and the flashes of light from inside that
would peek through the door with each kick that I was making some
headway.

One of the neighbors came over to see what was going on and to
offer assistance. He was a huge guy whom I had met and spoken with
briefly a day or so before. I explained to him the situation, and he said
he would be happy to help. He tried to ram the door with his shoulder
and nearly succeeded in opening it. His second try was a charm. He
bulldozed trough the door and went flying half way across the living
room. The door frame shattered like glass and the door had nearly
come completely off the hinges. The neighbor apologized for the
damage, but I eagerly assured him that he had done very well. I
thanked him profusely as I laughed hysterically about the incident. The
neighbor offered to help me pack my belongings and to be there to
defend me against John if necessary. I thanked him for the kind gesture
and told him that I would call for him if I needed him. The officer
laughed about the ordeal and told me that he was simply going to write
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up a miscellaneous incident report stating that I had broken into my
own home.

I knew John had been expecting some sort of fitting revenge. The
past couple of times that I had been in the apartment when John
arrived home from work, John had been accompanied by a coworker. I
had noticed that immediately after entering, John seemed to briefly
inspect the apartment before entering his bedroom and inspecting it as
well. I couldn’t help but wonder whether or not he was disappointed
that I had not stooped to his level when he saw that nothing was out of
place. There is no telling what John had told this coworker about me
and the situation at home, but I suspected John had intentionally
arrived home with a witness to whatever devastation he expected may
have awaited him. Oddly enough, this was long before my keyboard
had disappeared and the threatening letter was written. Despite the fact
that John had given me no choice but to loathe him with a passion, at
that particular point (or at azy point really), there was absolutely no
reason for either of us to do anything devious to one another. I had
long suspected that John wanted me to break into his bedroom, and I
have always believed that by taking my keyboard, he was simply trying
to add more bait to the line. 'm sure John played his tape recordings
for this coworker while attempting to portray me the same way he had
everyone else in his life. With every new acquaintance, John was the
Emperor in his new clothes. He never seemed to realize that his own
stories and these tape recordings were the child in the crowd
announcing the truth. For his coworker’s sake, I was actually hoping
that John wou/d make enough noise about me to scare off his prey.

After John had continued to push the envelope further by stealing
my keyboard from my bedroom, I /%ad considered the possible
consequences of vigilante justice. The fact that my name was not on the
lease made me a guest — as far as the complex was concerned.
Therefore, John was responsible to the apartment complex for my
actions. In the event that any damage to the residence was to occur,
John had the option of claiming that a random break-in was the cause.
This would clear him of the financial responsibility, but it would clear
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me as a suspect as well. At this point, the damage to the door, which
would remain utterly useless until extensive repairs were made, had
already been documented by the police officer. The report would prove
that the damage was the result of John's own illegal actions, and it
would protect me from liability. But as it was, being without a door, the
apartment was already at risk of being taken advantage of by thieves
and vandals. I knew that if I were to simply pack up all of my
belongings and leave the apartment, one last blessing of effortless poetic
justice would most likely come my way.

After a mad frenzy of packing and loading my belongings into my
car, I took a moment to take in my last look at my first home in Dallas.
I later heard from a little birdie that after I left, there was plenty of
destruction for John to witness. Every light fixture in the apartment was
smashed. Every one of John’s stereo components was smashed. All of
the food and household products had been emptied either onto the
floor or onto electronics. The garbage, on the other hand, was strewn
throughout the house. Ketchup, mustard and colored hairspray
drenched the walls and the furniture. A full jar of molasses lay on its
side on top of John’s big screen TV, where it had drained down the
back and onto the floor. A full bottle of furniture oil had been emptied
onto the rock tile floors of the living room and kitchen, making the
floor as slippery as an ice rink. Every one of John’s CD's and DVD's
were gone, and his silverware was left smoldering in the microwave.
The cost of my keyboard paled in comparison to that amount of
damage and loss. John’s bedroom door remained untouched aside from
what appeared to be super glue inside the keyhole, but the rest of the
apartment was completely uninhabitable, and all of his belongings were
ruined. What a tragedy. I miss the squirrels.



13

Decisions, Decisions

N

t didn’t take long for me to learn my way around Dallas and to
become as familiar with my new surroundings as I had been
with my hometown. Having been without the luxuries of Map
Quest and Global Positioning Systems, I would become hopelessly lost
just about every time I set out to go somewhere. Soon, anytime I got
lost, I could immediately recognize my surroundings as being a place
where I had been lost at least once before. I could usually remember the
place I had been trying to find the last time I wound up at a given
location, which would sometimes help guide me back on track. These
mystery locations eventually added up over time to the point where I
couldn’t have gotten lost if I tried. For the first year, though, not a day
went by during which I didn’t think to myself how glad I was that I had
not purchased that pink Ford Probe with the standard transmission. I
could not fathom having to fight a stick shifter and Dallas traffic at the
same time.
The night I set out for Ira’s apartment, however, I was thankful that
I had that spare hand to defend my face against the corner of my dad’s
48” painting, which teetered on the tops of my front seats with one end
bouncing on the dash board while I wound my way down any back
street with a somewhat familiar-sounding name. I made the 20-minute
drive to Ira’s apartment in about an hour and a half. Ira helped me
unload my belongings into a large hall closet that was in his bedroom.
Ira, Lee and I stayed up late that night talking and laughing about
John’s actions. Though still a little anxious, I was finally able to breathe
in a sigh of relief, and I was taking in every bit of the pleasant, relaxing
atmosphere. I found myself wondering what it was going to be like to
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live peacefully without constant fear and paranoia. Ira was happy to
have a live-in girlfriend, and we somehow managed to sleep
comfortably in his twin bed. Still, the bliss of this arrangement would be
very short-lived.

Ira and I were a match made in desperation, and it didn’t take long
for that reality to come to the surface. We had much in common, such
as our passions for music and computers. But this only created a battle
ground for competition. Ira won hands down in both categories. I was
still learning HTML while Ira was building custom computers from
scratch. The playing field was a bit more level when it came to music,
on the other hand. Ira and I had different strengths and weaknesses. 1
was the songwriter and the musician who was afraid to sing while Ira
was a powerful vocalists and aspiring guitarist. Ira lacked instrument
technique and the ability to read music, but he had an ear for music
which allowed him to play what he heard. He once picked up his
guitar, which he hardly ever touched, and began playing one of my
songs by ear after having heard only a few seconds of it. I wrote the
song and couldn’t have played it without my sheet music. Not only was
I impressed, but it was yet another surreal moment as I listened to
someone else playing my song.

One thing we did not have in common, however, was an outgoing
nature. Ira was an extreme introvert and very self-conscious. He feared
nothing more than being laughed at, where I, on the other hand, had
always been an entertainer at heart. I was quickly breaking free of my
shell and beginning to enjoy going out of my way to be the clown. Ira’s
social life revolved around online gaming communities, where I
preferred the social excitement of Dallas nightlife. Generally speaking,
Ira was a wonderful person and he treated me very well. Ira wasn’t the
least bit violent and didn’t have a frightening temper. He didn’t drink
any more than I did, and he was loyal and compassionate. All in all, he
was the change of pace that I thought I was looking for. But we both
had quirks and faults which tended to clash. We didn’t always get along
well, and our respect for each other quickly began to diminish.

Ira would often come to The Fare with his band mates on nights
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that I worked. On busier nights, I would try to talk customers into
buying me whatever drinks Ira and his friends wanted, and then would
bring the free drinks to them. I would hang out with them as long as
possible, but I would also have to take care of customers as well. I
wasn’t simply a cocktail waitress; [ was also an entertainer and a hustler.
Ira didn’t appreciate the flirtatious attention I would give to the
customers despite the fact that he was well aware that it was all part of
the job. It was the same job I had had when Ira met me, but I could
understand that this didn’t make it any easier for Ira to watch. I would
make an effort to tone down the playfulness with other customers
while Ira was there, but he and I would usually end up in an argument
over it by the end of the night regardless.

When my behavior wasn’t the focus of Ira’s resentment, it would be
that of the lively customers. Not only did Ira have no way of knowing a
regular patron from a first-time customer, but he also had no idea who
among these people were friends of mine. Ira would often approach me
with an indignant snicker and proceed to verbally rip these people to
shreds over their “moronic” behavior. Ira would share with me his
observations of these drunken imbeciles’ making complete fools of
themselves in public by laughing loudly, cheering on the strippers and
being generally rowdy and undignified. Ira would often unknowingly be
referring to some very good friends of mine of whom I thought very
highly. I could never tell whether Ira was ever aware of how clearly his
words and actions would come across as being defensive and ironic. Ira
had once told me that even in high school he had never opened his
mouth or shown a shred of enthusiasm at pep rallies out of fear that
others might perceive him as being uncool. He was so afraid of being
judged and ridiculed that he would simply stand quietly in a corner
alone and motionless as he judged and ridiculed others. Granted, I can
understand a person’s concern in a high school setting where the fear of
being ridiculed is completely rational. But when you are a man in a
strip club full of alcohol and naked women, how could you possibly be
so arrogant to believe that anyone is looking at you? I suspected that Ira
was jealous of other people’s ability to enjoy themselves and to have a
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great time without caring what anyone else thought of them. I knew
Ira’s ego was fragile and that the last thing he needed at that particular
moment was a reality check, so I refrained from saying to him, “You're
in a club full of naked women and you're focusing all of your attention
on drunken men. Heh, dude, that’s kinda gay.”

I had begun to grow rather tired of dealing with Ira’s self-esteem
issues, and it was becoming increasingly clear that our personalities
were simply not compatible. It was becoming a chore to have to
constantly defend myself against his deprecating remarks. He would
throw jabs at me any chance he got, especially if I seemed to be under
the impression that I had accomplished some menial goal. He once
tried to convince me that the pleasure I got out of putting on makeup
was a sign of a low self-image. Once again, I had to defend my dignity
by comparing my being a girl and an artist who enjoyed painting her
face with his enjoyment of painting and repainting the little war game
figurines that he and Lee collected. A lot of times, applying makeup or
watching television in the living room by myself were about the only
things I had to do while Ira and Lee attended important online
meetings and chat sessions with their EverQuest teammates and
prepared to battle for their virtual lives. I am certainly not one to knock
a person’s passions, but to say I couldn’'t comprehend placing that
extreme level of importance on a video game is putting it mildly.
Perhaps I simply just don’t understand, but nevertheless, our not having
this particular thing in common was a major flaw in our relationship.

I had begun to feel strange and unlike myself. I was becoming
depressed and insecure. I found myself slipping back into an eerily
tamiliar fog. My sense of identity seemed to be fading. This sensation
came on so gradually that I almost didn’t notice any difference for a
while. I didn’t know what was happening, but I did know that I had
once liked myself and had once had pride and a little confidence, and
that this didn’t seem to be the case anymore.

The problem would become clear soon enough with the help of an
acquaintance from The Fare. The problem was that while I had learned
to stand up for myself and to have the courage to do what was in my
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best interest, I hadn’t necessarily learned to recognize a bad situation in
a timely manner and old habits die hard. A small dose of freedom and
respect was all it would take to make it frighteningly clear to me just
how far I had retreated back into my psychological cage. I also realized
that I had done so willingly and simply out of force of habit. But
another habit I had was to leap impulsively at a potentially positive
opportunity without giving much thought to potentially negative
consequences. You've gotta do what you've gotta do - that I had
learned, and that lesson was about to be reinforced. But I was also
about to learn that there is a right way and a wrong way to go about it.

A few months earlier while I was still sharing an apartment with
John, three guys had come into The Fare one night while I was
working. I had already been dating Ira for a while, but I still had a
somewhat passive attitude regarding our relationship. I was learning to
use my position as a waitress as an excuse to introduce myself to people
who I normally would not have had the confidence to approach
otherwise. I was often rewarded with a warm response and a
subsequent friendship with that person. I hoped that would be the case
with one of these men. He was buff, tan and had black, waist-length
hair and blue eyes. His name was Aaron, and to my astonishment, he
seemed equally interested in getting to know me. His companions were
his roommate and his boss. They were all in the mood to party, and
they all had cheerful, engaging personalities. The three men loved to
make each other laugh, and I found their clown-like antics to be
hysterically funny. Aaron was a very sweet guy, although his sensitivity
and kind-hearted nature seemed a little too perfect. Another waitress
and I spent the latter part of our shift with them that night, and then we
all went to Denny’s after work. On the way home, it had been raining
and the roads were wet. Aaron’s roommate’s car was a standard, so
before dropping me off at my apartment, he decided to give me a few
spins by pulling the hand break and pressing the clutch. It would be the
only time I would regret having not bought a car with standard
transmission.

Aaron had a girlfriend with whom he said he didn’t get along, but
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he didn’t want to break up with her because of her super model body
and gigantic breasts. These assets of hers weren’t enough to keep him
loyal to her, however. I really wanted to date Aaron, and this feeling
seemed mutual. He once told me that he wished he could put my face
and personality with his girlfriend’s body because he would consider
that to be the perfect woman. I suspected that Aaron was far from
being the perfect guy, especially when he expressed his willingness to
cheat on his girlfriend. Being the perfect play toy, however, I suspected
was well within his capabilities, and I was more than happy to accept
his offer. We always had so much fun together. At one point, I had a
disposable camera with me, and Aaron and I took some erotic photos
of each other. My time with Aaron was always like a dream retreat. He
and his roommate were so free-spirited and lively that I never wanted
to leave. Aaron and I had remained friends, but our meetings were few
and far between. He would still drop into The Fare from time to time.

I had also become friends with another regular patron named Jim.
Jim was attracted to me, but the feeling wasn’t entirely mutual. He was
a good-looking guy with a fun personality, but he was also a heavy
drinker and still lived with his mother. I loved Jim to pieces, but I wasn’t
going to go down that road again. He was also a member of a
successful local rock band. He and Ira would usually get into a penis
contest at The Fare, and the bullshit would be waste-deep by the end of
their conversations. I had known Jim almost as long as I had known Ira.
In fact, Jim had been one of the friends who had helped me gang up on
John over the phone that infamous morning. Because Ira knew that Jim
was a good friend of mine and nothing more, he thought nothing of my
agreeing to give Jim a ride home one night after my shift at The Fare.

Aaron also happened to be there with his friends that night, and our
cliques were hanging out in close proximity. With my offer to give Jim
a ride home having already been established, I noticed that Aaron’s
intoxication level appeared to triple within minutes, rendering him
incapable of driving himself home. Of course, I knew better. I was
familiar with Aaron’s alcohol tolerance, on top of the fact that I had
been his waitress and knew about how much alcohol was actually in his
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system. I knew where this was going and was eager to play along. I
knew Aaron’s performance was for Ira. When we got to the parking lot
after work, I could see the concern on Ira’s face as I helped Jim and
Aaron pile into my car. My plan to drive Jim home was just that, but
the drive to Aaron’s apartment was going to take a bit longer.

Aaron and his roommate had moved into a different apartment in
the same complex, and a coworker of theirs had moved in as well.
Aaron gave me a tour of the new apartment. The third guy added a
third more fun and excitement to the environment. He was every bit as
much of a jokester as the other two. Sex with Aaron was always
phenomenal, but it was the hours of laughter and fun that I truly
sought. The next morning, Aaron walked me to my car and we shared
a few more laughs. As I drove home, the thought of how much trouble
I would be in with Ira was strongly overshadowed by the realization
that I once again felt like myself. My sudden, overwhelming return to
life made it all became so clear. | was reminded of the time Jamie had
spent a month in jail. I hadn’t realized just how small my cage had
become until I was given the opportunity to step out of it. But where
the real clarity came from was my having to step back into it again
afterwards.

I returned to Ira’s apartment at 8:00 the next morning. Rather than
having the courage to come clean once and for all, I instead resorted to
trying to cover up the truth. I told Ira a story that Aaron had passed out
cold in the back seat, and I had gotten hopelessly lost trying to find his
apartment without his help. I told Ira that by the time I finally found his
apartment, I was so exhausted that Aaron’s girlfriend offered to let me
crash on the couch. This story could possibly have flown if I had
phoned Ira to tell him this in advance. I told him that [ hadn’t intended
to spend the night there, but I fell asleep on the sofa and didn’t wake up
until 7:30. This still didn’t explain the fact that I hadn’t phoned home.
Ira was understandably irate, mostly because he was skeptical of my
story. Ira asked who Aaron’s girlfriend was, and I gave him the first
name that popped into my head, which ironically, was that of a
waitress at The Fare whom I didn’t know at all and hardly ever saw. I
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wasn’t even certain whether or not the girl even still worked there.

Over the next few days, Ira popped into The Fare while I was
working. He had become good friends with a girl named Tasha who
worked the beer tub. Tasha had gone on a couple of dates with Ty, and
the two were a non-exclusive, casually-dating couple. While I was
working the rest of the club, Ira would sit and chat with Tasha. He told
her of the situation with Jim and Aaron and of my version of the story.
Tasha thrived on drama and gossip, so she was always a source of
abundant information, though most of it was rumor-driven, confusing
and inaccurate. In a way, this helped. Ira later confronted me with the
information he had received from Tasha. Ira kept referring to Aaron as
“Kenny”. Apparently, Tasha had confused Aaron with someone else
and had given Ira the goods on someone completely uninvolved. Ira
had no choice but to relinquish his interrogation once it became clear
that we were talking about two different people.

The situation began to subside over the following few days, but
kicked back into full explosion mode when I made another thoughtless
mistake. Deep down, I didn’t really have a whole lot of desire to keep
this secret. I wasn’t enjoying the tangled web of lies, the constant
paranoia and the prolonging of a pointless relationship. The bomb
dropped when I was trying to compile a photo gallery for my web site.
I had almost no good photos of myself and had even resorted to
scanning my driver’s license photo because it was the closest thing I
had to a recent, professional headshot. In my desperate attempt to
expand my scarce photo gallery, I scanned some snapshots I had,
including those of Aaron and myself. I scanned all of the photos Aaron
and I had taken, but I showed a bit more discretion in choosing the
ones which were actually uploaded onto the internet. The only
computer to which I had access was Ira’s, and for some reason, it never
occurred to me that Ira might find these photos if they were left saved
to his hard drive. I was not proficient enough with computers at the
time to think of hiding the photos in some covert folder and cleverly-
disguising them as system files (which probably still would not have
fooled someone with Ira’s expertise in computers). I never thought to
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simply save them to a floppy disc, leaving no trace of them on the hard
drive at all. Instead, I left the photos displayed in plain view in the
primary directory.

Once Ira sat down at his computer, it took about two seconds for
him to become as familiar with Aaron’s anatomy as I was. My
explanation that the photos had been taken long before Ira and I had
begun dating might have worked to some degree had I not left the
original Kodak envelope sitting on the desk next to Ira’s computer. The
envelope contained not only the photos of Aaron, but also the
negatives of the film which had also contained photos of Ira. As if this
all was not enough to convict me, there were dates printed on the back
of each of the photos. These dates were well within the time frame of
my relationship with Ira. Granted, it was the date of development
rather than the date the photos were taken, but that was still a weak
defense at this point. That night, Ira went to The Fare. | wasn’t working
that night. It just so happened that the girl whose name I had used was
working that night and Ira had a chance to speak with her. She told
him that she didn’t know me and had no idea who Aaron was, but that
‘Aaron’ was certainly not the name of her husband. Ira confronted me
that night with the revelations and informed me that our relationship
was over. Ira was a decent man and hadn’t deserved to endure this
chain of events. I did feel remorse for that. I also felt a bit guilty about
the fact that I found Ira’s finally dumping me to be such a huge relief.

While I felt liberated, our living situation soon became quite strained
and uncomfortable. Ira had the decency to not throw me out onto the
streets as he probably should have. I'm sure it crossed his mind at least
once to do so. I think part of the reason he didn’t was because of the
trauma I had been through with John. Ira once said to me that he didn’t
want to be a chapter in this story. Ira had no desire to hurt anyone,
including someone who had hurt him. While Ira is still a chapter, I
admit that I am the wolf of this story.

We still slept together in his twin bed for a time. I did feel an
obligation to pay back his generosity. I always made sure the dished
were done and the trash was taken out before he or Lee got home from
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work, and I would try to be gone from the apartment as much as
possible. Ira had asked me to start chipping in on the rent. I was happy
to do so, although I recall making only one or two contributions over
the following three months.

On the nights I wasn’t working I would go to the nightclubs
downtown. This was quite a remarkable turnaround for someone who
was once terrified of getting on a dance floor. I had come to know so
many people through my job that I would inevitably bump into at least
one friend downtown. And when I didn’t know anyone, someone
would approach me to become acquainted. I had grown the
confidence, and possibly even a touch of arrogance knowing that I
could pick out any guy in the club to dance with and that he would
eagerly accept. The last remnant of my insecurity drifted away one
night at my favorite club, the Lizard Lounge, which was the club that
was also known as “The Church” on Tuesday and Thursday nights.
Those were the club’s fetish theme nights, and everyone was literally
dressed to kill.

As I approached the club for the first time on my own, I was met at
the door by a man I knew from The Saloon. He was a spitting image of
Tom Hanks, in an inbred sort of way. He was a sweet guy, but not all
there. At that particular moment, however, it was a relief to kick off the
night with a familiar face. He was about to leave when I showed up, but
he bought me a drink and we chatted briefly before he headed oft. I had
taken notice of a guy on the dance floor who was confidently dancing
alone. He was dressed head-to-toe in black leather and heavily adorned
with chains, studs and spikes. I wondered what the odds were of my
being able to make him my date for the night. My question was
immediately answered when he looked up at me and headed straight
toward me. He asked me to dance. For the next couple of hours, we
danced on one of the stages, proudly displaying ourselves. He seemed
as eager to show off his dance partner as I was to show off mine.

Later in the night we went outside on the patio. There were quite a
few people out there and we were approached by another couple. The
four of us hung out together and talked. I had assumed that these two
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were friends of his until he turned to me and asked how long I had
known them. I was mesmerized by the simplicity of our introduction to
complete strangers. Come to find out from the couple, they, too, had
met each other for the very first time that night. Four people who had
never met, hanging out in a clique as if they had been friends for years.
We all went to another bar and partied there until closing time. We
exchanged phone numbers and email addresses before we parted.

Ira and I still spoke civilly to each other, and I told him and Lee
about the events of that night at the club. It was beyond Ira’s
comprehension that anyone would go out by themselves with the
intention of approaching strangers to make new friends. Ira’s method of
meeting new people was over the internet. I was stunned to find out
that an ex-fiancé of his, whom he had told me so much about, was
someone he had never met in person. I couldn’t comprehend a serious
romantic relationship existing start to finish through a computer screen.
At one point, Ira and I even reconciled for about a week. It quickly
ended the first time Ira saw me speak to another man. After the final
break-up, we decided that I would sleep on the sofa.

Many aspects of my job at The Fare were wearing on my nerves. It
was a fight to the death each night to make any money because they
hired so many waitresses and over-scheduled all of the shifts. There had
also been a change in managers, and I had not gotten along from day
one with the manager who was now my boss. He had been a day shift
manager who I would see only briefly at the beginning of my shift. He
had an inflated ego, especially with the waitresses, and I would return
an equal amount of attitude toward him whenever we spoke.

To make matters worse, my car was beginning to fall apart, as I had
suspected it would at some point. The fan motor had gone out and the
car was over-heating. I would sometimes make it only as far as the first
traffic light before I would have to turn around and go back to Ira’s
apartment. My calling in to work with excuses for not showing up
began to wear on the nerves of my new manager. All in all, my attitude
in general, and especially toward my job at The Fare, was beginning to
plummet. The manager was looking for a reason to fire me, and I didn’t
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make it too difficult for him to find one. I had a tremendous headache
one night and I told the manager I was leaving early. He said that was
fine, and he told me not to return to work the next night. I chipperly
replied, “Okay. Goodnight,” cleaned out my locker and walked out the
door.

I went to another club across town the next night to apply for a job.
It just so happened that this club used the same uniforms for their
waitresses, and I was hired on the spot. I wanted to start fresh with this
club and make a good impression. I did so with a vengeance. I knew all
the rules and procedures of the job, and the manager quickly took
notice. I was the only waitress with my own tray, the proper shoes and
kept a clean ash tray and a lighter on my tray at all times. I showed up
on time every time, and I had even asked the manager whether or not
he would mind if I also worked nights that I wasn’t scheduled to work.

This club was a little smaller, slightly classier and much less busy
than The Fare. It was located in a desolate part of town and had poor
lighting in the rear parking lot which was surrounded by a jungle. The
female employees were strictly forbidden to walk through the parking
lot without an escort. The club had a bad history, but it was still nice to
work for people who seemed genuinely concerned for the safety of
their employees. Only three months before I began working there, a
bouncer had been shot and killed by a customer who was seeking
revenge for having been thrown out. The bouncer was only 19-years-
old. About a week into the job, I witnessed a man being escorted out of
the club by several bouncers for allegedly shoving a dancer to the floor.
The man was drunk, and the dancer had been insisting that the man
pay for the lap dance that she had just given him when he snapped and
became violent. The incident occurred shortly before closing time.
After the club closed and the dancers and waitresses were in the locker
room getting ready to leave, a panic-stricken manager stormed in and
demanded silence. He told us that the police were at the club and that
anyone who might have a warrant for their arrest should leave
immediately. I was fairly certain that I did not have any outstanding
warrants, but I was under the impression that the club was being raided
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for some reason. I went with the group of girls who were being ushered
out the rear emergency exit by the manager. It was the only time we
were all allowed to just go straight to our cars with or without an
escort. As I pulled out of the parking lot and passed by the front of the
club, I noticed an ambulance and about seven cop cars in the front
parking lot. Come to find out later, the man who had shoved the
dancer and had been escorted out had also apparently been severely
beaten by the bouncers. Again, it was comfort to feel that the people
we worked for were on our side.

It was July, and the summer months were notoriously slow for the
bar scene. We were all struggling to make money. I was beginning to
grow the courage to become a dancer, but I was still apprehensive. My
main fear was that I wouldn’t have the stamina. [ had purchased some
dancing attire and I even kept it in my duffle bag with my waitress
uniform. I would intentionally bring dancing clothes with me to prevent
my using that as an excuse to chicken out of an opportunity, should
one arise. I mentioned my wanting to dance to a manager, who quickly
shot down the idea. He cut me off mid-sentence and said that he
absolutely refused to let go of his best waitress. His sincerity made me
feel good and in debt to him for respect. He couldn’t afford to lose any
of his waitresses, and he had made quite clear to everyone that I was his
favorite. He would praise me at every waitress meeting for everything
from being the only one wearing the proper shoes to being the only
one who never asked to leave early. I had managed to win over girls
that hated everyone, and the managers would recommend me to their
V.LP. customers.

I had been working as a waitress for nearly six months all together
by this time. I knew the job inside and out, how to make money and
was comfortable in the environment. I felt a little revitalized by the new
scenery, and I put forth every ounce of effort possible from day one to
be an asset to the club, and a popular one at that. This was being
accomplished. It never occurred to me that [ would be chosen as the
fall guy for an undercover sting operation. In the strip club business,
there is always the possibility of being observed by undercover police
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officers. But one would assume that the person who committed the
actual crime would be the one to endure the consequences of that
crime.

It was the 4" of July, and we had hoped that the holiday would
bring in a crowd. It turned out to be an unusually slow night. There was
a group of guys sitting at a table in the corner. They were loud and
rowdy and seemed to be having a good time. I had managed to
befriend the most ill-tempered and unlikable waitress in the club. She
approached me and asked if I could deal with these rowdy guys
because she was at the end of her rope with them, and she felt that I
was more calm and diplomatic than she was by that point. They were
throwing ice, and she had not only asked them repeatedly to stop, but
she had also come close to injuring her ankle after stepping on the
pieces in the floor. I went over to the table and told them with a smile
that I would spank them if they continued to throw ice. They took
kindly to my request and invited me over to hang out and drink with
them. I failed to recognize any warning signals the dancers and a
manager were trying to give me and the patterns which are now
painfully obvious.

Texas has strict Sexually Oriented Business (SOB) laws, and
undercover police officers often visit strip clubs to see if they can
observe any violations. If they do observe any violations, uniform
officers will usually return either later that night or the next night to
make arrests. Sometimes the “arrests” consist of nothing more than an
officer’s taking Polaroid mug shots of the suspects in the locker room
and writing down their personal and contact information. Only
suspects who fail to produce valid identification will actually be taken to
jail. The club is fined for each violation observed by police officers, and
excessive violations in one year can lead to the loss of the club’s liquor
and SOB licenses.

Violations of SOB laws are usually innocent and can be tough to
avoid. The most common law violated is physical contact between a
nude or topless dancer and a customer. A violation can be as simple as
a dancer’s placing her hand on a customer’s shoulder or knee during a



Decisions, Decisions 139

lap dance. Take a girl who is wearing 4-inch platform stiletto heels, give
her a couple of shots of tequila and then ask her to dance. You're pretty
much guaranteed to witness at least one brief slip of the law, and that’s
all it takes. As with most minor offenses, suspects are then given the
opportunity to have their charges dropped by working with law
enforcement officers in another sting set up to catch more severe
offenses committed by other employees of the club. However, when
officers fail to snare any serious criminal behavior, they often scramble
to charge other employees with minor technicalities that might be
construed as violations of the law in order to justify fulfilling their
promises of leniency to the suspects.

Now for a crash coarse in spotting a strip club sting operation from
a mile away: A group of five or so men are out for some fun. The roles
are classic: The loud, rowdy, fat guy with the crew cut and foul mouth;
the overly drunk party guy with the wandering hands who invites every
girl over to his place after work; the young rookie who looks nineteen
and says nothing and simply observes; and the trustworthy designated
driver/ babysitter who is conveniently there for any sober, intelligent
speaking parts whenever necessary. They order beer by the bucket,
which is generously offered to the dancers and waitresses. All passers-
by are invited with open arms. One bucket after another is brought to
the table as empty bottles accumulate which blurs the fact that the
bottles in front of each of the men are never touched. They never have
a straight answer for their line of work when asked because lying could
be considered entrapment. They'll buy each and every girl as many
drinks as she can handle, yet they get only one lap dance per girl
(meaning every single girl in the club, which no real customer does).
Their tactics are scientific rather than psychological, yet they still work
quite well at 11:00 on a Friday night in a strip club, where cognitive
thought and reasoning ability isn't an immediate threat.

I sat on one of the guy’s lap and was joking and laughing with the
group. All was well, but soon got strange. One dancer began lecturing
the extremely drunk rowdy guy about the laws of physical contact with
a dancer. I now believe she was trying to warn me by asking me to
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verify to the guy that what she was saying was true. I just thought that
either she was a prude and didn’t know how to make money or that
she just didn’t want this drunken guy slobbering all over her. I would
later find out that this girl was close friends with the dancer who was
helping to set up this sting. Clue #2: the dancer who had set this up
was apparently underage. With a full bucket of beer in front of her to
which she was more than welcome, she asked me to bring her the Red
Bull from the locker room that she had brought. So I did without
recognizing the hint.

The manager kept dropping hints to me as well. He walked by the
table at one point and waved his arm at me, motioning for me to get up
from the table. I thought he wanted me to knock oft the partying and
to get back to work. At one point, he pulled me aside and asked me if I
was dealing drugs at the club. I was shocked and confused by the
question, but certain that it was a mistake. He said that someone had
reported to him that I had offered drugs to someone. Short of a
sarcastic remark [ had made to the guys at that table, I couldn’t imagine
what this manager was talking about. I wasn’t dealing drugs and had
none on me, so I didn’t worry about it.

After the club closed for the night, the manager called me into the
office. He was surrounded by law enforcement officials who claimed to
have my attempt at making a drug deal on tape. It took a minute for me
to realize that it was that joke I made (the exact content of which I
couldn’t even remember five minutes after having made it) that they
were considering evidence of a crime. The manager said that he had no
choice but to fire me because the club would otherwise have to pay a
fine. I didn’t realize at the time that this fine he was talking about had
nothing to do with 7y actions, but rather, he was referring to the fine
which the state would impose on the club for a dancer’s having gotten
caught doing something considered lude and lascivious. The manager
was furious about the situation and was very apologetic to me. He
made clear the fact that he did not want to fire me, and said that he
would be eager to write a letter of recommendation for me. He actually
had tears in his eyes as he let me go. I did find it strange that the
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officers were not threatening to take me to jail, file charges, give me any
kind of citation or even search my bag!1 knew they had no case against
me, but I didn’t understand how my getting fired from my job had
anything to do with enforcing the law. These officers knew that their
making it seem as if I had done something wrong was the closest they
were going to come to a bust. The dancer had done what she had
agreed to do, and the officers needed some way of giving her the credit
they had promised for her efforts. The charges were flimsy and based
on lies, and it seemed that the officers were working hard to prove my
guilt by coercing the club to take disciplinary action against me. The
officers would then not be required to reveal their evidence or their
tactics.

It was made even clearer that firing someone had been the plan all
along. I went in the dressing room to pack my belongings when the
dancer who had been in trouble began screaming at me about giving
her and her friends dirty looks all night. The two girls began concocting
accusations oft the tops of their heads, including those of drug sales. I
suppose they weren’t aware yet that I had already been fired and the
dancer’s butt was saved. It also became clear that the joke that was on
tape was not the only evidence the officers were going by, but also this
witch hunt witness testimony of the dancer and her friend. They were
desperate to prove me a drug dealer in order for the dancer’s charges to
be dropped, but to this day I don’t quite understand the point of it all.
Had something like this happened today, I would have demanded that
the officers take action against me for whatever case they claimed to
have, or drop their claims all together and punish the girl who actually
committed something that somewhat resembled a crime.

The night ended rudely, but not before a treasured chance meeting.
Looking back, my near disregard of yet another stranger taught me that
blessings may well remain in disguise by one's passing judgment. First
impressions are meaningless, which is a lesson I have learned many
times since. A man stood at the bar with his friend. Both were casually
dressed and had long hair. I was all but unaware of their presence as I
took a seat at the bar, ordered a soda and lit a cigarette. It was close to
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closing time, and after having made several rounds to check on the four
other customers in the club, my boredom and exhaustion were
devouring my ambition. The man standing next to me offered to buy
me a drink. I accepted. He and his friend were refreshingly chipper. He
introduced himself as Nick. I was tired and not really in the mood to
put on my sparkling, I'm-So-Interested-in-What-You're-Saying act. But
just then, I noticed several managers rushing over to a table with a mop
and paper towels. When I saw that one of the customers had vomited
all over himself, I immediately turned the opposite direction and
eagerly gave Nick my undivided attention. We chatted for a bit, and
then he proceeded to tell me that he was a millionaire, continuing on
about his huge house and that two players for the Dallas Cowboys
were his neighbors. He went on about how he had recently partied
with Aerosmith, his fancy sports cars and the convertible that he was
caring for while his good buddy, Fabio, was away on a film shoot. The
tales got taller and more humorous by the second. He asked for my
phone number. I cheerfully grabbed a cocktail napkin and jotted, “(123)
456-7890”, grinning gleefully as I handed it to him. Still trying
desperately to keep my mind off the trail of puke that was behind me, I
was perfectly willing humor this customer's nonsense, especially
considering the fact that he was getting me drunk while still tipping me.
I figured the poor guy just needed attention.

The conversation eventually evolved into my explaining to him my
music, website and such. I didn't expect him to believe me anymore
than I believed him. Although, he did mention that he had a good
friend who worked for Jive Records. ‘But of course you do,” I thought to
myself. 'You know, saying YOU worked for Jive would have made a better
story. Better yet, how about saying you OWN Jrve!' 1 was glad I had
remained silent when he pulled from his wallet the guy's business card,
which sported the Jive Records logo and the title, Southwest Regional
Promotional Manager. Nick admitted that all he could do was to
introduce me to this person, and that he had absolutely no pull
Because of the way Nick presented the offer, I began to wonder if
maybe there had been some truth to the other things he said. Either
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way, because I had no doubt that the business card was real, I wrote
down my web address and real phone number. Nick seemed to get a
kick out of the fact that I had given him a fake number, and gained
some respect for me in having done so. Nick had VIP passes for a
concert the following week which was to take place at a club that he
said was owned by another very good friend of his. I actually knew the
performing bands personally from The Fare and had already planned to
go. He insisted that I take the passes, even though I explained to him
that I had already been invited and put on the guest list by the
drummer of the opening act. Nick may have been skeptical after the
phone number thing. I had no intention of going on a date with Nick.
Yet I wasn't going to hastily burn any potential bridges. I wasn’t quite
sure what to make of Nick. I think somehow I sensed enough honesty
in Nick that his stories began to ignite my curiosity...and I wanted to
meet his good friend, Fabio.

Nick called me the following week. He had a very charming voice.
He said he was having a problem pulling up my website. I went over
the address with him and got to hear his first reaction to it, which was
pleasing. We discussed my project as we went through the pages. He
assured me that he would forward the information to his friend at Jive,
reminding me that he could only make sure the guy saw it, but that he
couldn't make him like it. I had begun to grow more comfortable with
Nick by the time he asked me again to go with him to the concert. I
decided to give him a fair chance. I figured that if I were to find out that
he was a fraud, it was better to do so sooner than later. This was one of
the most rewarding decisions I have ever made. I never had any interest
in his financial status. But considering he had brought it up, I had no
interest in playing games with a fictional character.

The night of the concert, Nick pulled up in a shiny new Lexus. I saw
no evidence that it was a rental car. He took me to dinner at the finest
sushi restaurant in Dallas, where every employee knew him by his first
name and seemed quite pleased to see him. We went to the club where
he introduced me to his pal, the owner, who showed us to our seats in
the private balcony. Afterward, he took me to an exclusive club of
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which he was a member. Membership for this club was acquired in one
of two ways: pay the staggering annual fee or receive a complementary
lifetime membership by running up a five-figure bar tab. Nick had
apparently chosen the latter method. This club was the choice hangout
of numerous politicians, celebrities and rock stars - including
Aerosmith, who had partied there a few weeks earlier after a show.
Nick introduced me to a senator and we just happened to bump into
the Southwest Regional Promotional Manager of Jive Records. I hadn't
grown any attraction toward Nick, but he sure was turning out to be a
cool guy to hang out with.

We went out a few more times, and I began to grow increasingly
impressed with Nick. The one thing that had immediately caught my
attention, in addition to being very well acquainted with seemingly
every person on the planet, was the way people responded to him.
Granted, he was known for his wealth. But there was a marked
difference. It was genuine. Nick’s down-to-Earth personality was in
strong contrast to the pompous, pretentious, flashy and boastful
qualities which were all too prevalent within in his social circles. It
didn't seem as though these people simply wanted to be seen with him
or to suck up to him for money. Everybody was honestly happy to see
him. And Nick earned every bit of it. He had the boisterous energy of a
ten-year-old, was generous and he had a wonderful sense of humor. But
what did make him very, very attractive in my eyes were his ambition,
discipline and determination to achieve his goals. The first time Nick
took me to his house, I noticed on the wall in his home gym, he had
written in marker phrases like, “Get it done!” It was refreshing to be
around a person who was so self-motivated. Doing what made him
happy had also made him wealthy. He loved to have fun and enjoy life,
and he got a thrill out of spending insane amounts of money to make
sure everyone else had an equally good time. All he wanted in return
was appreciation and friendship. Eventually, I got to meet Fabio and
ride in his convertible. It wasn't the Fabio I expected, and I knew it
hadn’t been Nick’s intention to deceive me. I was a little disappointed,
but this Fabio turned out to be a wonderful person.
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Nick and I had dated for about two weeks when things began to get
strange. One morning, he seemed very upset with me for having not
called him the night before after I had told that I would. I had been
feeling under the weather, of which I had made Nick aware during an
earlier phone call the day before, and I had fallen asleep with some cold
medicine. With my raspy, congested voice and an apology, I expected
him to be understanding and forgiving. This wasn’t the case. He made
it seem as though I was untrustworthy and irresponsible. He kept the
call fairly short, and I hoped that he would cool off later in the day and
that all would be well. That wasn’t the case either. I left several
messages on his phone over the next three days and he wouldn’t return
any of my calls.

It was the week of my birthday, and Nick had promised to take me
to a concert on my birthday. The morning of my birthday I still hadn’t
heard from Nick when another old friend of mine phoned me to wish
me a happy birthday and to propose other arrangements. Mac Daddy
called from Phoenix, Arizona, and offered to fly me out to party for my
birthday. By that afternoon, Nick had still not phoned. Mac Daddy
purchased round-trip tickets for me. The flight was scheduled to depart
at 7:00 PM that night, which was approximately when the concert was
to start. This was a few months before 9/11, and security at airports
was little of a challenge to get through. At 6:30 that evening, I phoned
Nick one last time. He didn’t answer, so I grabbed a duffle bag I had
packed and headed for the airport. I arrived only five minutes before
my flight was scheduled to depart, which was plenty of time back then.

I arrived in Phoenix and was met at the gate by David. We were
thrilled to see each other again, and I knew I would never forget this
birthday. Before leaving the airport, we stopped in at the airport’s
exclusive Crown Room. It was the first and only time I have seen the
inside of a Crown Room. We indulged in the free Crown Royal, and
David slipped the bottle inside his jacket. He took me back to the hotel
where he was staying and told me that he had gotten a present for me.
David had purchased a leather outfit for me from Wilson Leather, and
then he took me to Hot Topic afterward for some accessories. I a got
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spiked collar, bracelet and vampire fangs. David found a dog leash and
hooked it up to my collar. We received some strange looks as David
walked me through the mall on a leash. A young child approached me
and asked why I was on a leash. His mother looked appalled as I told
the boy that I had been caught shop lifting and that this was the only
way | was allowed back in the mall. David came up with an idea for us
to “borrow” a stereo for the hotel room. We stopped at an audio store,
and David purchased the most expensive Bose CD player they had. He
planned to simply return it for a refund before leaving Phoenix.

David was staying on the concierge floor of this fabulous Marriott
Hotel. This floor provided a free 24 hour bar and buffet for the guests
of that floor. David and I helped ourselves to the alcohol...24 hours a
day. David wanted to take me to a night club he had discovered. Before
heading out, David and I decided to take some snapshots of me in my
new outfit for my website. The hotel was shaped like an L, and we
noticed some young children peering at us through a window which
was diagonal from ours. David decided to give them something to
watch. He went to the window and mooned the children. When he
tuned back to see the looks on their faces, he saw their father glaring
back at him. David quickly closed the blinds and we headed to the club.
David no longer needed his wrist brace, but he put it on “just in case”
there was any trouble. I couldn’t imagine why either of us would end
up in a violent situation, but at the time, I didn’t know David near as
well as I thought I did. It was on the way to that club that David
showed me the strip club where he had been tossed out and the
boulder he had stumbled over and broken his wrist.

The club to which David took me was every bit as incredible as he
had told me. David tried to make a little extra cash by selling baby
aspirin as Ecstasy, and he happened upon a credit card that had been
dropped on the floor next to the bar. This was all making me a little
nervous, and I distanced myself from David’s activities. I was beginning
to see why David had worn his wrist brace.

Hours later, David and I stumbled out of the club drunk out of our
minds. It was 3:00 in the morning, and the thermometer in the car told
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us it was 104 degrees outside. David and I took turns trying to get the
car out of the parking lot. We both caused some noticeable damage to
the cars parked next to us in the parking lot and nearly got the car
hopelessly wedged between them before we finally managed to
maneuver the car out of the parking space. We took turns trying to get
the car back to the hotel, switching oft as soon as whoever was driving
had dangerously veered off the road or extremely close to another car.
We were both far too wasted to even walk, let alone drive. Once we
arrived back at the hotel, we immediately went straight toward the free
bar in the concierge lounge before heading back to the room to indulge
in the buffet of illegal narcotics David had provided. In a state of
elation, I phoned Nick. He didn’t answer, so I left a message on his
voice mail letting him know where I was, when I would be back and
that I missed him. I'm sure my altered state of consciousness was
abundantly clear in my giggly, slurred speech.

The next morning, David and I went to the swimming pool at the
hotel. We struck up a conversation with a couple who was there. The
man’s head was shaved, and David asked me what I thought of the
man’s look. David was balding, and this man had inspired him to try a
new look. David and I discussed the fact that most club bouncers we
knew had shaved heads, and that it might give David a tougher,
younger appearance. We went back up to the hotel room to shave
David’s head. David used scissors to trim off the hair that he had, and I
lent him my Venus 3 razor to finish the job. We both agreed that it was
a dramatic improvement.

The next day, David and I went to a bar that he had told me about
where he had become good friends with the bartender. This was the
bartender who would confirm to me the validity of David’s story of the
night he broke his wrist. Our next stop was the airport. David shared a
joint with me in the car. Luckily, David walked with me as far as
security. I was decked out in all of my new leather and accessories, but
the security guard said that I could not wear the spikes on the plane.
My bag had already been checked, so my only option was to leave
them with David. He said that he would mail them to me, and we had
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to say our good-byes at the metal detector. I got on the plane reeking of
marijuana and still looking rather violent and gothic.

I phoned Nick the second I got back to Ira’s apartment. To my
amazement, Nick answered the phone immediately. I asked him
whether or not he had gone to the concert. He said that he had and
that he had taken a friend of his who had been in town. I didn’t bother
to question him about his reasons for not taking me as he had promised
or even calling me to cancel the plans he had made with me a week
prior. Nick seemed to be put off by the fact that I had left town with
someone else, but there really wasn’t much he could say. I explained
that after three days of unreturned phone calls, I had waited for his
phone call until the very last second before taking another friend up on
the offer of celebrating my birthday. Nick seemed surprised that I had
not sat at home alone on my birthday after he had bailed on our plans.
It also made him very eager to see me and take me out again. This was
the beginning of a pattern with Nick which would soon become
insultingly clear.

At home, I was becoming increasingly stressed out and frightened
by my situation. It was August, and I knew I would struggle to make
money at any nightclub. I had been told for many months that dancers
were easily making $300 a night, and that amount of money was
inconceivable to me at the time. I started lying out during the day to get
a tan. I was trying to prepare myself mentally and physically for a job as
a dancer. Nick had set up an interview with a manager at the highly
exclusive club of which he was a respected regular. I went to the
interview with high hopes, but was completely unprepared. This
particular strip club catered to the social elite and conducted all
interviews in a highly professional and formal manner (even for
strippers). I showed up dressed casually and in a way that somewhat
showed off my physical assets. The manager tactfully expressed to me
his disapproval of my attire. He also told me that I needed to tone up
and have more of a tan in order to work there. I was a little
disappointed and felt slightly insulted, but I had gathered the
impression that this club wasn’t really my scene. I was also extremely
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nervous about dancing to begin with, and was somewhat relieved to be
turned away.

A couple of weeks later, Mac Daddy called and oftered to fly me out
to Boston to party with him. I debated only briefly before accepting his
offer. Ira had frowned on my having gone to Phoenix with David
because Ira didn’t believe that I knew the guy as well as I thought I did
and that I was putting myself in extreme danger. At the time, I
suspected that Ira was jealous of my pseudo-jet setting opportunities,
and I knew that his not knowing David at all would lead him to fear the
worst. To a large extent, I was probably right on both accounts.
However, it would later turn out that regardless of Ira’s intentions and
reasons for suspicion, his words weren’t too far off base. I have no
regrets about having not listened to Ira, even though I really probably
should have.

Nick and I were getting along well, but our so-called “dates” usually
consisted of nothing more than his calling me at 11:00 at night after
having partied all night with his friends, and asking me to drive him
home. I felt that I was becoming little more than a booty call for him. I
would normally be unable to reach him by phone during the day, but at
least he was returning my calls late at night. I left a message for him and
told him that I would be gone for the weekend, but didn’t go into any
greater detail.

I arrived in Boston adorned in the leather outfit that David had
given me for my birthday. David brought with him the spiked collar
and bracelet I had been forced to leave behind. We went to his hotel to
get ready for the club scene. I added to my outfit some black, formal-
length gloves with studs and rhinestones. My face was heavily painted
with eyeliner and black lipstick. David took me for my very first ride on
the subway. I had envisioned the subway according to the way I had
seen it in the movies: covered in graffiti and full of thugs, gangs and
punks. Instead, it was rather clean and I was by far the most frightening
character aboard. I found that rather ironic and hilarious. The looks of
fear and paranoia on the faces of normal, working class people were
directed at me.
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We hit the club scene; primarily the gay club scene. I loved the
atmosphere and there was incredible energy in these clubs. David and I
took cabs from one location to another, and a different side of David
began to emerge. I had sensed a darkness to this trip almost from the
second I got off the plane. David had apparently had a steady stream of
potent drug cocktails flowing through his system for some time, and I
began to see the sharp mood swings which had resulted in the events
which  would later become David’s humorous accounts of
misadventure. I could, perhaps, spin this into a funny story now, but I
certainly did not find it amusing at the time.

The two of us had gotten into a cab and told the cab driver our
destination. David knew of a club that he wanted to check out, and he
gave only the names of the club and the street to the cab driver. The
driver seemed confident, and because David and I were tourists and had
no idea where this location was or how to get there, we had to trust the
driver. David and I were talking and looking at the sights when it
eventually occurred to us that this seemed like an awfully long drive
and that we seemed to be going in circles. David angrily confronted the
driver who admitted that he wasn’t entirely sure where this place was. I
could certainly understand David’s anger over the fact that this cab
driver was simply driving in circles while the meter continued to run,
but David’s hostility was becoming frightening. With his cursing, name-
calling and threats of violence, the cab driver stopped the car and
demanded that we get out. David and I had no idea where we were, but
there were several lines of cabs so it was of little concern. We hopped
into another cab, and David addressed the driver with the same
hostility as the first driver. This driver managed to find the street we
were looking for, but after a couple of minutes of trying to find the club,
David insisted that he just stop the car and let us out. With David’s
immediate and unwarranted outbursts of anger, I finally understood
why he was still wearing his wrist brace as a weapon and feared that he
might soon use it.

The next morning I phoned Ira to let him know where I was. Ira
had some concerning news. He told me that the company from whom
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I had bought my car was threatening repossession over some issues
with the paperwork. The car was financed through the dealership
rather than through a bank. The payments I made on the loan were
counted as monthly payments regardless of when they were received,
making it possible for me to make monthly payments in advance. Not
only had I kept up my payments, but I had also made as many
payments in advance as possible in order to prepare for a rainy day.
This had been about the only responsible move I had made. This rainy
day had clearly arrived, but thankfully, I had made so many advance
payments that I didn’t owe money on my car for another six months.
This made it all the more confusing as to why the dealership would be
threatening to repossess it. The manager of the company explained to
me that because my loan was considered high risk, they could repossess
the car for reasons other than late payment, such as my having not
informed them of my change of address and phone number. I had also
listed my parents as a reference in the paperwork, which they had not
told me was unacceptable. I later managed to get the situation
straightened out and to provide them with the information they
requested, but I found it very discomforting that the company would
attempt to repossess a vehicle which was @/ead in payments.

Another source of stress was a fine which I needed to pay. A few
months earlier, I had been stopped for speeding one night while on my
way to the club scene. When the officer ran my driver’s license, he
found that there was an outstanding warrant for my arrest. This took
me by complete surprise. The $11.00 hot check I had once written
some years earlier for diapers and baby formula and which had resulted
in my being arrested was coming back to haunt me once again. I had
paid for the check while still living with Roy and thought everything
had been cleared up, but there had also been a fine which I had either
not been aware of or had simply forgotten about. Another warrant had
been issued for my arrest because this fine had not been paid. I was
arrested that night, but got out of a speeding ticket.

Ira had made a sincere effort to bail me out of jail. A bondsman that
I contacted required the bail be paid with a credit card. Ira had a Visa
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check card, but he didn’t have enough money in his account to cover
the bail. I was unaware until later that Ira had gone so far as to phone
his father and to ask to borrow his dad’s credit card. His father had
agreed. By this time, however, I had resorted to phoning my parents to
ask for help. My parents’ money came through for the bail before Ira’s
father’s loan, so Ira and his father were spared the expense. My bail was
$500.00, which would be returned to my parents once I took care of the
situation through the courts and paid the fine. My mother had called
the prosecutor of the case and had made arrangements for me to settle
the case by mail. I signed a plea agreement which dropped the charge
from Theft by Check to Issuance of a Worthless Check, and I was
ordered to pay a $385.00 fine by a given deadline. That deadline was
fast approaching and I had nothing but pocket change.

I also knew that Ira was growing impatient with my staying at his
apartment, particularly considering my recent behavior. It had been
three weeks since I got fired from my last job, and rather than trying to
get another one, I had been flying all over the country to party like a
rock star. I could see that my world was beginning to come crashing
down on me and that it was because of my own actions. I had
welcomed the vacations from the strip club scene, Ira and my legal and
financial troubles, but I could see that ignoring and running from my
troubles had only compiled them.

I spent only two days in Boston with David, and about the only
thing I remember about the trip was looking forward to its being over.
David took me to some very nice places and we had a good time, but
my stress at that time had been mounting and David’s volatility had
made me even more nervous and edgy. On my last day, David took
some more snapshots of me for my website, and I bought a plush
stuffed lobster for Nick at the airport as a souvenir before getting on the
plane. The situation at home was getting downright nasty. When 1
phoned David to let him know that I had arrived home safely, he could
hear Ira’s ranting at me in the background.

It had come the point where Ira would often think up some
completely random reason to yell at me for an hour or so. I wanted to
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move out of the apartment just as badly as Ira wanted me out, but my
recent decisions had left me stuck between a rock and a hard place. I
would often wake up in the middle of the night with panic attacks. It
had finally come to the point where my fear of reliving my past far
exceeded my fear of the best solution I could think of. I sat on Ira’s
front porch one evening and smoked a cigarette while I faced the fact
that it was time to pull myself up by the bootstraps and do what
needed to be done. I knew I had been in far worse situations than this
and had gone to far greater lengths to correct them than what was
required here. I thumped away my cigarette butt and bravely headed oft
to a club called Salonika.
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