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A u g u st 2005

D ear friends,

T he last y ear  h as been  one o f  th e m ost tu m u l­

tu ou s o f  m y  life  to  date. A b o u t one y ear  ago , M alin d a  

an d  I m ade th e  d ec isio n  to  separate  fo r goo d ... to end  

o u r a lm ost ten -y ear  p artn ersh ip . T h is h as been  b y  far 

th e b iggest ch an ge  I’ve ever dealt w ith . A n d  a lth o u gh  

w e ’ve  m an aged  th e  tran sition  into a w o n d erfu l fr ie n d ­

sh ip  since th e sp lit, it ’s still been  a v ery  p a in fu l e xp eri­

ence. Say in g  goodbye  to h er w h en  I left W ich ita  Falls  

h u rt in  a w ay  I h ad  n ev er felt before.

For th e  last six  m on th s o f  m y  tim e in  the 

Falls, I lived  a  qu iet life. I spen t a lot o f  tim e ou tdoors: 

b ik ing , run n in g , w alk in g , and exp lorin g  in  m y  su r­

rou n din gs. I tr ied  to  heal, an d  I th in k  I succeeded .

It ’s an on goin g  process, o f  course, b u t I feel d ifferen t, 

an d  in  a goo d  w ay . D u rin g  these m on th s, I a lso  w ro te  

a lot about w h at I w as doin g  an d  w h at I w as feeling. 

M u ch  o f  th is w ritin g  ended  up  in m y w eb lo g . B ut I 

w an ted  to p u t it in  prin t, too, because I n eed ed  the 

closure. I n eeded  to  h o ld  th ese  dusty  T exas m on th s in  

m y h an ds one last tim e. T h an k  you  so m u ch  to  e v e ry ­

one w h o called , w rote , and spent tim e w ith  m e.

T ak e  care,

Sean



Saturday, D ecem ber 11, 2004

So I started  th e d ay  w ith  a ru n  an d  en d ed  it 

w ith  a b ike ride. W h en  I w as ou t ru n n in g  th is m o rn ­

in g  I saw  th is g ian t h aw k  stan d in g  n ext to th e  trail, 

an d  as I go t closer it flap p ed  its w in gs an d  flew  off, a 

dead  squ irre l d an glin g  from  its ta lon s. D am n, n ature  

is a lw ay s k n o ck in g  m e ov er w h en  I least exp ect it.

I w en t out to ride  on m y  favorite  part o f  the 

b ike  trail. T here 's  rare ly  an yon e on  th is part, and 

m ay be  th at has som eth in g  to do w ith  th e fact th at it 

w in d s th rou gh  w h at m an y  p eop le  here  co n sid er the 

'unsavory ' part o f  tow n. W h at th is m ean s o f  cou rse  is 

that m ost o f  th e peop le  on  th is side  o f  to w n  h ave  a 

d ifferen t co lo r sk in  th an  m ost o f  th e  p eop le  on  the 

o th er side o f  tow n. A n d  it's r id icu lou s that it's tw o 

th o u san d  an d  fu ck in g  fo u r an d  th in gs are  still th is 

w ay , bu t I guess th ey  alw ays w ill be  so th at's  that.

T he trail p aralle ls  the r iv er  an d  even  th ou gh  

the r iv er is m ud  brow n, i f  I don 't lo o k  too  c lo se ly  I 

can  on ly  see the w ay  the w ater  sh im m ers an d  sp ar­

kles, an d  h ow  the sp in d ly  tree b ran ch es cast th e ir  re ­

flection  across th e  surface. A n d  as I ride  th rou gh  the 

tw isty  turn s I feel good . It's w in te r  n ow  an d  th ere  are 

dry  brittle  sticks scattered  over the tra il an d  as I ride  

over th em  th ey  snap  an d  crack, fly in g  up  to rin g



again st m y  spokes. A n d  I like  th is sou n d  'cause  it c o n ­

trasts n ice ly  w ith  the sm ooth  h um  o f  m y  tires on  the 

con crete  path . T h en  I cross over a w oo d en  b rid ge  an d  

I like  th is sound, too, o f  m y tires h ittin g  each  sla t, an d  

a c lu ster o f  sparrow s sh oot u p  out o f  th e  bu sh es ah ead  

o f  m e soarin g  ou t over the river. A n d  I k eep  r id in g , 

b reath in g  sharp  w in ter fire.

I pass across a co u p le  o f  roads an d  th en  

th ere 's  th is little  p u ll-o ff n ext to th e tra il th at p eop le  

h ave  m ade from  driv in g  th e ir  cars up  aw ay  from  th e 

road  so th ey  can  do w h atev er  it is th ey  n eed  to do in  

h id ing. O ne tim e I rode b y  and th ere  w ere  som e te e n ­

age g irls p ark ed  there and I'm  p retty  sure th ey  w ere  

up  to no good  based  on  the expression s on  th e ir  faces 

w h en  th ey  saw  m e bu t it's no  con cern  o f  m in e  so I ju st 

rode on. T hat's  the beau ty  o f  r id in g  y o u r  b ike ; y o u 're  

a lw ays m oving.

T o d ay  no one is parked  at th e  pu ll-off, a l­

th ou gh  there is ev iden ce  that it's been  u sed  recen tly  

fo r som e sort o f  roadside  raucousn ess. I ride  on  an d  

pass som e k ids p lay in g  near the side o f  the river.

T h en  I get to the part o f  the trail w h ere  it ju st m y ste ­

rio u sly  ends an d  I tu rn  around. O n  the w ay  b ack  the 

w in d  is at m y  b ack  and I'm  th in k in g  th at th ere 's  n o th ­

in g  so w on d erfu l as a late aftern oon  b ike  ride. A n d  if  

life  w as ju st a b ike ride on th is h ere  trail, th at I th in k  I



cou ld  h ack  it. I rea lly  do.
I ap p roach  the ra ilroad  bridge  an d  the b o x ­

cars lin ed  up  on  it h ave  som e cool g raffiti on  th em  

th at I stare  u p  at as I ride  u n d ern ea th  u n til the sun , on  

its w ay  b ack  dow n  b e low  the skeleta l tree line, shoots 

b eam s in to  m y  eyes and I h ave  to look  aw ay. A n d  as I 

get close  to  w h ere  I leave  the trail an d  h it th e  streets, I 

h ear  an d  see som e k ids m essin g  arou n d  u n d ern eath  

the h ig h w ay  overp ass an d  I th in k  to m y se lf  th at as 

lo n g  as th ere  are overpasses an d  rivers an d  k id s that 

th ey  w ill g rav itate  to w ard  each  o th er becau se  w h at's  

co o ler  th an  m essin g  aroun d  u n d er the overp ass next 
to  the river, righ t?

I ride  aw ay  from  the trail, con ten t and re flec­

tive  abou t the day, w h ich  has tu rn ed  out to be a good  

one w ith o u t m u ch  p lan n in g  or anyth ing, ju st m ak in g  

sure  to balan ce  be in g  ou tside  exercisin g  and en joy in g  

the n ice  w eath er  w ith  be in g  in doors an d  gettin g  som e 

th in gs done, som e m an u scrip t rev ision , som e presen t 

w rap p in g . Y eah , it w as a n ice  d ay  and I feel p retty  

lu ck y  righ t now .

Friday, D ecem ber 17, 2004

W h en  I run  I feel in v in cib le . L ike  I could  

keep  ru n n in g  fo rev er and th at n o th in g  can  get in  m y 

w ay . I realize  th is is d e lu sio n al but I still en joy  it.



Bein g  in  co n stan t m otion  appeals to m e. E v ery th in g  

look s m u ch  m ore  in terestin g  w h en  it's ju st a b lu r  out 

o f  th e co rn er  o f  m y  eye. I like  see in g  C h ristm as ligh ts 

like  th is. T h ey  are  brigh t an d  w arm  and I see  ju st  

en o u gh  o f  th e ir  b righ t co lors o ff to  the side as I ru n  to 

m ak e m e h appy . It's be tter  to  see th in gs like  th is  b e ­

cause  w h en  I look  at an y  one th in g  lon ger I start 

th in k in g  ab o u t it too m uch. W h en  I ru n  I reach  a 

po in t w h ere  I'm  n ot th in k in g  about b reath in g  a n y ­

m ore  an d  it all com es so naturally . A n d  I th in k  th en  

th at I u n d erstan d  w h at Scott C arrier  w rite s ab o u t in  

h is essay  "1963" w h en  h is b ro th er is ta lk in g  abo u t fig ­

u rin g  out h o w  to run  w ith o u t gettin g  tired  an d  h o w  

it's a ll in  h o w  y o u  breathe. B ecause  at that p o in t I 

k n o w  th a t I can  run  for a lon g  tim e. A ll o f  m y  fo cu s is 

on  m ov in g  fo rw ard . A n d  it's odd to m e h ow  I can  ru n  

sev era l m iles and bare ly  feel w in d ed  w h en  I stop .

A n d  w h en  I stop  it's like I'm  floating, like  m y  b o d y  

feels so light. A lm o st like I cou ld  be carried  aw ay  in  

the w in d .

Saturday, January 15, 2005

E v en in g  run . C o ld  bu t clear. Sky  like  p o l­

ish ed  ston e. First, past the tree  o f  m an y  birds. T h ey  

th in k  I d on 't k n o w  th ey 're  in there  w h en  th ey  get all 

qu iet as I pass by, bu t I k n o w ... I know . C ross 5th



Street. C ross Scott S treet. Past the B ack d oo r T heatre . 

P lay  th at's sh o w in g  I k in d a  w an t to  see but d on 't w an t 

to p ay  the m on ey . I am  revertin g  to m y ch eap  self.
U p  In d ian a. P lastic  bag  caugh t in  tree , n ot in  sad  

y earn in g  A m erican  B e a u ty w ay , bu t in desperate  sign  
o f  d o w n to w n  rev ita liza tion  fa ilu re  k in d  o f  w ay . Past 

m ore  em p ty  b u ild in gs, F o r Lease, For Lease, sm ash ed  

up  storefron t. A cross  from  the library , M atlock 's 

G rill: scen t o f  d ead  an im al flesh . In the p ark in g  lot: a 

dead  bird , p o ssib ly  a v ireo , its y e llo w  an d  b lack  fe a th ­

ers torn  a su n d er to reveal w h ite  bon es, red  b lood , the 

d elicate  vu ln erab le  in gred ien ts  in side  us all. R oun d 

the corner, b ack  dow n  Scott. T op  o f  A N B  bu ild in g : 

5 :55  PM , 30° F, -1° C. Pass P laza  H otel in  the P e tro ­

leu m  B u ild in g. N o  n eed  for v acan cy  sign . Fern an do 's 

R estau ran t: a few  tab les full. A n o th er  p lastic  bag  in 

tree. S en sin g  a trend . Pass C ou rth ou se  A n n ex  w h ere  

y o u  reg ister  y o u r  car. Last w ee k  there w as a g  s tr in g  

ly in g  on the s id ew alk  out front. A rou n d  C h ristm as 

the s ta ff  h an g  b e n t  u p  old  licen se  p lates in  the p in e  

trees sp ro u tin g  from  the cem ent. Pass B an k  O ne. 

T w o -m o n th  old  em p ty  p in t o f  vo d k a  still restin g  on 

curb  o f  o b v iou sly  u n d eru sed  sidew alk . Pass C o u rt­

h ou se . D o w n  the alley , ab an d on ed  late-m od el 

C am aro  on  right, been  there for m on th s, d river's side 

w in d o w  sm ash ed  out. W h y  h as no one sto len  it?



W h y ?? P ass bu rrito  shop. R ou n d  b u ild in g  into p a rk ­
in g  lot. Stop . F in d  qu arter  on  groun d . Stretch . 35 

pu sh -u ps. Inside.

T uesday, Jan uary  25, 2005

D o y o u  ever find  y o u rse lf  h ard  to  p in  dow n ? 

L ike all y o u r  hopes, needs, and desires are co n stan tly  

sh iftin g  an d  driftin g? L ife  is a series o f  exp erim en ts, it 

seem s. T estin g  ou t w h at w ork s an d  w h at doesn 't. A n d  

w h en  y o u  fin d  the righ t co m b in ation , the best th in g  

for everyon e  is if, as Jo seph  C am p bell says, y o u  

"fo llow  y o u r  bliss." It m ay  take years  and m an y  fa iled  

experim en ts, bu t w e h ave  to tru st th at it's w orth  the 

w ait an d  k eep  try ing. H ave you  ever w itn essed  a b i­

zarre  co m b in ation  o f  even ts or o b served  a stran ge  se­

ries o f  s igh ts and m arv eled  at the u n p red ic tab ility  o f  

the w orld ? A n d  i f  it tru ly  is so w on d rou sly  ran dom , 

th en  a n y th in g  m u st be possib le.

I can n ot W A IT  to  run  ton ight! T w o days o ff 

an d  m y  legs are scream in g  to h it th e streets.

M onday, Jan uary  31, 2005

T his stasis, it h as its m erits. Still, it rattles at 

the h in ges. I u sed  to h u rry  th rou gh  the day, look in g  

fo rw ard  to  m y  dream s. M ean in g  w h at? T h at life  is 

the du lln ess, bu t som eh o w  y o u r b ra in  n igh tly  jig saw s



it a ll b ack  to geth er in to  a m ore exotic  pattern ? W ak ­

in g  life  w as n ot th read ed  w ith  th e  jo y  an d  h op e  I ’d 

d e sp erate ly  w ish ed  for. A n d  bu ried  in y o u r  u n co n ­

scious, the aban d on ed  p assio n  n o w  lies m u sty  u n d er  

o ld  re spon sib ilities, stash ed  aw ay  b eh in d  past b ad  h a b ­

its an d  the d istraction s o f  fo rm er lovers. T o  resu rrect 

it w o u ld  be to sh atter  th e structure  o f  y o u r  life now , 

h o w ev er  ten u o u s it m ay  actu ally  be. B ut from  y o u r 

cru m b led  life  th at passion  w ill sw ell, a d ried -ou t 

corpse  su d d en ly  spark ed  w ith  life  fla ilin g  an d  fo rcin g  

itse lf  up w ard  th rou gh  d en se ly  p ack ed  so il to  the sw eet 

fresh  air above. A n d  th en ... w o u ld  the first step  be the 

h ardest, the m ost ca tac ly sm ic? O r w o u ld  it be  the 

life tim e o f  steps to  fo llow ? A s I sift th ro u gh  th e  ju m ­

bled  p ic tu res in  m y  head , I w o n d er  ju st h o w  it ever 

cam e to  be the w ay  it is now .

Saturday, February 12, 2005

A  lon ely  squ irrel lives d ow n to w n . I see  it 

w h ile  I'm  w alk in g  to w ork , as it g ath ers acorn s from  

b e lo w  the tw o sad  sp in d ly  trees g ro w in g  out o f  the 

sid ew alk . A s I approach , it s lo w ly  m oves aw ay, a l­

m ost like it w an ts m e to get c loser. It ju m ps on to  the 

w all, c lin g in g  to the bricks, and at ey e-leve l I m eet its 

gaze. Its lon gin g  look  m akes m e h a lf  e x p e c t it to  leap  

onto m y  shou lder. T h ere  are no o th er squ irrels



arou n d ; it h as on ly  the c lan n ish  p igeon s as co m p an ­

ion s. A n d  I d ou bt th ey  th in k  m u ch  o f  a lon ely  sq u ir­

re l. D ifferen t sp ecies so rare ly  get along, un less  there  

is som e m u tu a l ben efit. But w h en  y ou 're  the on ly  one 

o f  y o u r  k in d , b are ly  ek in g  out an  existen ce , w h ere  do 

y o u  fin d  the jo y  in  y o u r  life? T h is in stin ctu al p u ttin g  

u p  o f  w alls  is so un h ealth y , so con trary  to  n ature , an d  

th ere 's  no ju stifica tio n  in  the fact th at it 's  been  an  old 

fam iliar  p ractice  fo r so long. L iv in g  at arm 's len gth , 

castin g  a y earn in g  look  over y o u r  sh ou lder even  as 

m ore  w alls  go up aroun d  you , on ly  reach in g  out te n ta ­

tive ly  at su ch  erratic  in tervals as to assure  the c o n ­

tin u an ce  o f  a so litary  life. M ean w h ile , it 's  ra in in g  

again , and I w o n d er  w h ere  th at squ irrel finds its sh e l­

ter.

Sunday, February 13, 2005

S illy  m e. W h at w as I th in k in g . K n ow in g  fu ll 

w ell th at the b ike trail on a sun n y w arm  Su n d ay  is no 

p lace  for som eo n e  on a b ike w ish in g  to  trave l in  a 

stra igh t line at speeds greater  th an  five m iles an  hour,

I still dec id ed  to th row  cau tion  to the w in d  an d  try  it 

an yw ay . H av in g  been  cooped  up in  the h ou se  w ith  a 

m ild  cold, I w as go in g  a b it stir-crazy  and needed  

som e fresh  air. N o t fee lin g  w ell enough  to  go for a 

run , I figu red  a short b ike ride on the lesser-u sed  sec-



section  o f  th e tra il w o u ld  fit th e  bill. So I ’m  ou t th ere  

cru isin g  along , fee lin g  p retty  good, w h en  I en cou n ter 

ab erratio n  n u m b er one. I h ear far o f f  in  th e  d istan ce  

b eh in d  m e the v agu e ly  m en ac in g  w h in e  o f  m otorcy c le  

engines. T h e y  g ro w  clo ser  an d  m y co n cern  in creases. 

F in ally , th e n o ise  is u p o n  m e and at th is p o in t I ’m  ju st 

h o p in g  th at w h o e v e r  is co m in g  is sk illed  en o u gh  on 

w h atev er  veh ic le  th e y ’re p ilo tin g  to g ive  m e a w ide  

berth . T h en  th e  first one passes m e, an d  I w ish  I 

cou ld  say  I w a sn ’t so jad ed  as to  be su rp rised  at w h at I 

saw , bu t, alas, I live  in  W ich ita  Falls an d  i f  th ere  is a 

n ew  an d  id io tic  tren d  on  the m ark et ou r c itizen s w ill 

jo y fu lly  an d  w h o leh earted ly  em b race  it! W h at I saw , 

as the p ro cessio n  co n tin u ed , w as a grou p  o f  g row n  

m en  r id in g  th ose  im becilic  m in ia tu re  g as-p o w ered  

m otorcy c les, th e ir  p itifu lly  in ad equ ate  y e t sc ree ch

in g ly loud  law n m ow er engines w h in in g  at fu ll th ro t­

tle. S everal o f  th ese  m en, w h o qu ite  a sto n ish in g ly  

sh o w ed  n o  signs o f  e m b arrassm en t at th e ir  p u b lic  d is­

p lay  o f  asin in e  beh av io r, w ere  r id in g  the “ch o p p e r” 

sty le  b ik es w h ile  at least one o th er w as r id in g  the 

“co ck  ro c k e t” type  (this gu y  w as cro u ch ed  in  th e sad ­

dle  in  w h at look ed  like  an  extrem ely  u n co m fo rtab le  

position , h is lon g  legs ben t ou tw ard  like  w in gs, an  o b ­

v iou s te stam en t to  the fact that h is w as not the age 

group  in ten d ed  as th e target m ark et fo r th ese  toys). A



coup le  o f  m ore  guys h e ld  up  the rear, stru gg lin g  to 

keep  up  on th e ir  le sse r  eq u ip p ed  scooters.
A m az in g  h o w  q u ick ly  a p e rso n ’s m oo d  can  

d im in ish , decay, deflate ... w h atev er. W h e n  I rea lized  

th ese  gu y s w ere  on the trail for the lo n g  h au l, I d e je c t­

ed ly  n av igated  a u -tu rn  and h ead ed  b a ck  fro m  w h en ce  

I cam e, u n fo rtu n ate ly  ch oo sin g  to ride d ow n w in d  o f  

the w ate r  trea tm en t p lant, w h ich  sm elled  even  m ore  

m in d -n u m b in g ly  putrid  th an  u su al th is aftern oon . So, 

as I rode, I w o n d ered  h ow  to salvage th is ou ting . I 

w asn ’t qu ite  read y  to cash  in  m y ch ips and h ead  

h om e. W ell, the first im p rovem en t cam e w h en  I saw  

a k id  on  a b ike  w h o  look ed  str ik in gly  like  a  y o u n ger  

versio n  o f  S am  from  the sad ly  sh ort-lived  T V  sh o w  

“Freaks and G eek s.” T h at put a sm ile  on  m y face.

T h en  as I n eared  the co liseum , I spotted  a few  o f  m y  

co m rades, the squ irrels. “R ide on, O  T all O ne, y o u r  

jo u rn ey  is n ot yet co m p le te ,” th ey  ch attered , h o ld in g  

th e ir  tin y  paw s up  in  salute. W ell, shit, I th ought, 

everyon e  kn o w s th at w h en  the squ irrels  te ll y o u  to  

keep  goin g , y o u  keep  going.

I h ead  fo r L u cy  Park, kn o w in g  th is is risky, as 

it sen ds m e b y  the stu p id  falls, a k n o w n  h igh -traffic  

area, e sp ec ia lly  on  n ice  days such  as th is one. I have 

to  ride on to  the grass in  ord er to pass th ree  people  

w h o in sist on  sp read in g  out across the entire  w id th  o f



the trail. W h en  I get to the park, I leave  the trail and 

get on th e p ark  road  to avo id  an y  fu rth er run -in s w ith  

p ed estrian s w h o  are  lack in g  in th e  k n o w led ge  an d  

practice  o f  p ro p er  tra il e tiq u ette  (co m p risin g  at least 

92  p ercen t o f  th e  p op u la tion  th at u ses  th e  trail).

O n  m y  c ircu it arou n d  th e  park , I n otice  se v ­

eral shirt less w h ite  m ales en gag in g  in  the in exp licab ly  

p op u lar  sport o f  D isc  G olf. N ow , I ’m  th e  first to  ad m it 

th at I am  n ot a sports en th u sia st an d  th erefore  k n o w  

little  o f  th ese  so -ca lled  fr in ge  sports, bu t does th is 

sport even  ex ist an y w h ere  else? R eally , I ’m  d y in g  to 

kn ow . I ’ve  n ev e r  h eard  o f  it be fo re  co m in g  here, an d  

y e t every  p a rk  in  to w n  h as a D isc  G o lf  course . A n d  

fo r som e reason , it seem s to be w ild ly  p o p u lar  w ith  

the sh irt less w h ite  m ale  d em o grap h ic . Frisbee  F o o t­

ba ll p lay ed  b y  h ipp ies I’ve  w itn essed , bu t n o t th is.

T h en  ju st as I ’m  abo u t to  p ack  it in  an d  h ead  

h om e, I com e u p o n  an  even  m ore  b izarre  sight. A  

g rou p  o f  m id d le-ag ed  m en  w ith  beer bellies ap p ear to 

be jo u stin g  or en gag in g  in  som e sort o f  sw o rd p lay  o ff  

to m y left. I ride  ov er for a c lo ser  look . W h at cou ld  

th is be? Is it som e sort o f  reu n io n  for w ash ed -u p  ex­

m em b ers o f  the S ociety  fo r C reativ e  A n ach ro n ism ? 

O n e o f  the p artic ip an ts  does seem  to be w earin g  som e 

p erv ersio n  o f  a m ed iev a l ou tfit. I coast to  a stop  and 

m ed itate  on  th e  scen e  before  m e. T h ere  are about



eight o f  th em , m ost w earin g  sw eatsu its  an d  p ro tec tiv e  

pads on  th e ir  lim bs. T h ey  h o ld  p ad d ed  sticks w ith  

w h ich  th e y  th ru st an d  p arry  as th eir w iv es sit in  fo ld ­

in g  ch airs look in g  on. A p p aren tly , th is is yet an o th er 

rou tin e  S u n d ay  a ftern oon  ac tiv ity  h ere  in  the Falls 

that I w as p rev io u sly  u n aw are  of. T h en  m y  eyes drift 

over to a n earb y  sign  citin g  a city  ord in an ce : D o N ot 

T h rash  P ecan  T rees. W ell, I h ereb y  prop ose  a n ew  

ord in an ce : D o N o t T h rash  E ach  O th er W ith  P ad d ed  

Sticks. M y feet h it the p ed als  again  an d  I h ead  out. A  

car p asses m e, an d  the g u y  in side  w aves. I h ave  no 

idea w h o  h e is, b u t I w av e  an yw ay . M ay b e  I sh o u ld  

leave th e  h ou se  m ore  often.

M onday, February 21, 2005

I ’m  ty p in g  th is w ith  one h an d . Y este rd ay  I 

w as in a b ike  acciden t. Som e serio u sly  evil p eop le  h ad  

stre tch ed  a tr ip w ire  across th e b ike  tra il n ear m y 

apartm en t, abou t a foot o ff  the g rou n d  w h ere  no one 

w as lik e ly  to  see it. M y fron t tire h it th e  w ire  an d  I 

w recked , en d in g  up  in  th e  em ergen cy  room . N oth in g  

w as broken , bu t I'm  p re tty  ban ged  up and h om e 

doped  up on  p a in k illers  an d  m uscle  re laxan ts. I 

sp ra in ed  m y w rist an d  e ssen tia lly  h ave  w h ip lash , in  

ad d ition  to som e road  rash  in variou s p laces. I s tu ­

p id ly  w asn ’t w earin g  m y h elm et. It w as one o f  the



few  tim es I ’ve  ever gon e out w ith o u t it. I guess I 

th o u gh t I’d be all righ t on  th is short laz y  S u n d ay  ride. 

Boy, w as I w ron g . T h a t’s the last tim e I e v e r  get on  a 

b ike  w ith o u t a h elm et.

Sunday, M arch  06, 2005

So, today , on the tw o -w eek  a n n iv ersary  o f  

th e n o w  in fam ou s tripw ire  in ciden t, I w alk ed  ov er  to 

v isit  th e scen e  o f  the crim e. I d ec id ed  th at even  i f  I 

n ev er  go dow n  th at sectio n  o f  the tra il ever again , I 

sh o u ld  at least go b ack  th is one tim e. A n d  it ’s u n lik e ly  

th at I w ill ever b ike  that sectio n  again . I w o n ’t ever 

be  ab le  to speed  dow n  it w ith  the sam e carefree  ab an ­

don  th at I u sed  to. I ’ll be co n stan tly  look in g  d o w n  for 

d am n  trip w ires all the tim e, an d  h o w  m u ch  fu n  is 
th at?

T h e  sky  w as p artly  cloudy, an d  th e te m p era ­

tu re  m ay be  arou n d  60  d egrees or so. I w alk e d  slow  

an d  steady , in ten t on  th e m ission  at h an d . I w a sn ’t 

sure  w h at to  expect. I k n ew  w h at I w an ted  to  h appen . 

I saw  m y se lf  reco gn iz in g  the spot im m ed iate ly  w h ere  

I h ad  h alf-w atch ed  in  a daze as th e h e lp fu l ro lle r

b lad er  to ssed  the tripw ire  after d ism an tlin g  it. I im a g ­

in ed  k n ee lin g  d ow n  n ow  and fin d in g  it ly in g  th ere  in 

the w eed s, still co iled  up  d e fian tly  w aitin g  fo r m y  

an xiou s fin gers to d isco v er  it.



A s I w alk ed  d ow n  the path , I fe lt a lot o f  c o n ­

flictin g  em otion s. M y h eart started  b ea tin g  faster an d  

m y p alm s b egan  to  sw eat. T he p ath  w as deserted , 
w h ich  w as go o d  becau se  I fe lt a slow  rage  b o ilin g  in  

m e at the person  or person s w h o 'd e ffective ly  rob bed  

m e o f  w h at h ad  been  beco m e  one o f  m y  favorite  

p laces to e scape  to  in  th is city . T he early  sprin g  

g reen ery  look ed  pretty , bu t it ju st m ade m e an grier. 

B ecause it ’s all been  spo iled  now . I im agin ed  th at 

an yon e I saw  at th is m om en t on  the tra il w ou ld  com e 

u n d er m y  im m ed iate  su sp ic ion , an d  I ’d  be h igh ly  

tem pted  to ru n  up and start th ro ttlin g  them , scream ­

ing, “y o u  d id  it, d id n ’t you , d id n ’t y o u ??” M y  anger, 

th ough , sh ifted  to n erv ou sn ess  an d  a b it o f  fear  as I 

con tin u ed  w alk in g . A t one po in t, I h eard  footsteps 

beh in d  m e. I w h irled  arou n d  to see a gu y  carry in g  a 

w ater bo ttle  w h o  w as ob v iou sly  out exercisin g . H e 

p rob ab ly  th o u gh t I w as nuts as he h u rried  by.

W h en  I got c loser  to th e area  w h ere  I 

th o u gh t the acc id en t h ad  occurred , I realized  th at I 

w as go in g  to h ave  m ore  troub le  th an  I h ad  an tic ip ated  

in p in p o in tin g  the actual location . A s I w as lo iterin g  

arou n d  on  the side o f  the tra il try in g  to gath er m y 

th oughts, I h eard  a fam iliar  in sid ious w h in in g  engine 

noise. I ’d en cou n tered  th is on  the sam e exact stretch  

o f  the tra il the w eek  before  m y  accident. Sure



enough , as I stood  there a line o f  s ix  fu lly -g row n  adu lt 

m en  cam e w h izz in g  b y  o n  those fu ck in g  rid icu lou s 

m in iatu re  m otorcy c le s. D am n  th em , I th ough t, th ose  
bastard s are ru in in g  the trail.

It w as th en  that it occu rred  to  m e th at m ay be  

the tr ipw ire  h ad  been  set fo r th ose  jerks. S om e  cran k y  

tra il u ser, d isg ru n tled  b y  these  fools d e stro y in g  th e 

area ’s peace  an d  so litude, m ay  h ave  stru n g  it up  h o p ­

in g  to  teach  th em  a lesson . A n d  i f  th e y ’d  h it it, th ey  

w o u ld ’ve su re ly  su ffered  w orse  th an  m e. W ith  the 

speed  th ey  w ere  trave lin g  at and the h eigh t o f  th e 

w ire , som eon e  co u ld ’ve b ro k en  th e ir  neck . T h en  I 

started  th in k in g  about w h at I w o u ld ’ve  th o u gh t i f  I 

h eard  abou t th at h ap p en in g  to one o f  th ose  id iots. 

W o u ld  I h ave  lau gh ed  and th o u gh t it se rv ed  th em  

righ t? I guess I c a n ’t rea lly  say  no for sure.

I w alk ed  on a little  further, som ew h at in  d e ­

n ia l o f  m y in ab ility  to find  the p lace  w h ere  I ’d  flow n  

o ff m y  b ike an d  co llid ed  w ith  the h ard  cem en t. B ut 

every th in g  k in d  o f  look ed  the sam e, an d  m y  h azy  re c ­

o llection s o f  the m in u tes fo llow in g  th e acc id en t o f­

fered  few  h elp fu l details. T here w as a p ic tu re  o f  it in  

m y m ind, bu t it d id n ’t m atch  up w ith  w h at I w as se e ­

ing. I fin a lly  tu rn ed  aroun d  som ew h at d e jec ted ly  and 

h ead ed  b ack  to w ard  d ow n tow n . T h o se  id io ts on  th e ir  

u n d ersized  co ck  ro ck e ts  b lew  b y  again , an d  it



sudd en ly  s tru ck  m e th at I really  h ad  no idea  w h at p u r ­

pose m y  fan tasy  o f  fin d in g  the tripw ire  served . I f  an y ­

th in g  it w o u ld  on ly  re fresh  th e m em o ry  o f  th e  acc i­

dent, m ak in g  it seem  all the m ore  real an d  fo rc in g  m e 

to  re-exp erien ce  all the em otion s I’ve fe lt o v er  the last 

cou p le  o f  w eek s. I m ean , th ere ’s n oth in g  else  th a t can  

be done. I h av e  no  idea w h o d id  it, an d  so it ’s n ot like 

I can  co n fron t th em . I ’ve done all I cou ld  to  p rev en t it 

from  h ap p en in g  again . I filed  a report w ith  the po lice , 

an d  I ’ve w arn ed  the peop le  I kn o w  w h o  u se  th a t part 

o f  the trail. M alin d a  re layed  w h at h ap p en ed  to  the 

local b ike  shop  ow n er, w h o is a goo d  person  to  te ll as 

he p rob ab ly  k n o w s every  cyclist in  tow n  an d  can  get 

the w o rd  out. In  short, I ’ve  go tten  all the c lo su re  th at 

I th in k  I’m  gon n a get.

So, really , I th ought to m y se lf as I left the 

trail, w h at I n eed  to do is to ju st leave it all in  the past 

and m ove on, w h ich  as soon  as m y  in juries h eal, I ’ll be  

h ap p y  to  do. R etu rn in g  to the precise  spot w h ere  I 

fell and locatin g  the stup id  tripw ire  w o u ld n ’t have 

done m uch  for m e. If  anyth ing, it p ro b ab ly  w o u ld ’ve 

m ade m e an grier  and m ore upset, and I ’m  a lread y  

tired  o f  fee lin g  that w ay . I ju st w an t to  be ab le  to get 

on  m y d am n  b ike  again .



W ednesday, M arch 09, 2005

T he days b leed  out bey o n d  th e  scabrou s b a n ­

dage o f  tim e, th e ir  h ou rs th in  an d  w atery , sp lash in g  

one into the next. T h ere  is no co agu lan t h ere . I’m  a 

b leeder, stan d in g  alone in m y  ow n  d eep en in g  pu d d le  

o f  m in u tes an d  secon ds that drip  fro m  th e c locks and 

w atch es I ’ve p laced  arou n d  m e.

Still recoverin g  an d  u n ab le  to  ru n  yet, I roam  

the streets a fter w ork . D o w n tow n  is d eserted  in  the 

early  even ing, on ly  th e sh ad ow y  skaters sh o w in g  life. 

T on igh t th e skaters are n ext to m y  bu ild in g . T h ey  are 

coarse, g ru bb y  boys and I pass in v is ib ly  th rou gh  th e ir  

m idst, an  an on ym ou s w raith , ta ll an d  a lo o f on  an  a im ­

less m ission . O ne o f  the boys falls o ff  h is board  into 
the street. H is frien ds lau gh  as a s lo w -m o v in g  p izza  

d e liv ery  van  approach es. I m ove on.

I d iscover th at I can  on ce aga in  rotate  m y  

h ead  back  and fo rth  freely , a lbeit slow ly . A fte r  m y  

acciden t, I ’d  g row n  accu stom ed  to m ov in g  m y  entire  

b o d y  every  tim e I h ad  to look  at som eth in g  n ot d i­

rectly  in front o f  m e, or w h en  som eon e  ca lled  m y 

nam e. I’d begu n  to feel like a life -sized  card bo ard  cu t­

out o f  m yself. P eople  w o u ld  com e in m y  office  and 

start ta lk in g  to m e w h ile  I sat in  front o f  m y  c o m ­

puter, an d  I ’d  say , “W ait, w ait ju st a m in u te .” T h en



I ’d  tu rn  and prop  m y se lf up  squ are ly  in  front o f  th em . 

“T h ere ,” I ’d say, “th a t ’s better. N ow , w h at w ere  y o u  

say in g?” It’s gon n a be tough  to b reak  th at hab it.

I pass the Falls and m ild ly  co n sid er the p ro s­

pect o f  r id in g  dow n  th em  in a barre l (w hich , fo r th ose  

few  o f  you  w h o  h ave  seen  the Falls, shou ld  p rod u ce  a 

co m ica l im age  in  y o u r  m in ds). I w alk  th rou gh  clou ds 

o f  gnats. G nats? In  early  M arch ? I w av e  m y  arm s 

like  w in d sh ie ld  w ipers and th ey  scatter.

T h e  w eep in g  w illo w s sh o w  o ff  n ew  green ery . 

I love th e  w eep in g  w illow s. T h e ir  lon g  ten dril-like  

b ran ch es w ave  sedu ctive ly  in  the w in d , and I’m  

d raw n  to them  as I am  to  so m an y  trees. T h e y ’re like  

gen tle  peop le  w h o d on ’t ta lk  out loud, and th eir 

forced  roo tin g  in  one u n ch an geab le  p lace  is bo th  th e ir  

traged y  and th eir strength.

T he shack les close in  aroun d  m y m in d  an d  I ’ll 

tu rn  aroun d  w h en  I reach  th e park, bu t not be fo re  one 

w ord  an d  a sm ile  from  a stran ger redeem  m e.

Thursday, M arch  17, 2005

T h is  w om an  says to  m e on  th e  sidew alk , “Y o u  

are ju st the m ost pu n ctu al y o u n g  m an. W e see you  

w alk  by  our office at th e  sam e tim e every  d ay .”

T hen  she asks m e i f  I go to  F irst Baptist. Says 

h er h u sban d  th o u gh t h e ’d  seen  m e there. I struggle



not to look  offen ded . F irst B ap tist is th e  co lo ssal 

ch u rch  em pire  up  the street fro m  m e. T h e y  ju st fin ­

ish ed  co n stru ction  on  th is h u ge  glass san ctu ary  that 

str ik es m e as W ich ita  F a lls ’s an sw er to  th e  C ry stal C a ­

th edral. T h is is the ch u rch  led  b y  th e e steem ed  

R ob ert Je ffress. H e ’s the one w h o  led  th e  cam p aign  

aga in st th e lib rary  in the D a d d y ’s  R o o m m ate /H eath er 

H as Tw o M om m ies bo ok  con troversy . H is so lu tion  

w as to ch eck  the book s ou t an d  n ot re tu rn  th em . B e ­

cau se  it ’s ok ay  to b reak  the law  in  the n am e o f  p ro ­

tectin g  our ch ild ren  from  read in g  p ic ture  book s about 

th e ev il h om osexu als . O h, but he said  h e ’d p a y  for 

th em , w h ich  m ay  h ave  m ade h im  feel b e tter  bu t d o es­

n ’t ch an ge  the fact th at h e v io lated  a c ity  ord in an ce  in  

the first p lace . A s i f  w e w o u ld n ’t ju st b u y  re p la ce ­
m en ts an yw ay .

I am  lau ded  for m y  p u n ctu a lity  an d  m istak en  

for a F irst B aptistite . T h is is m y  ou tside  shell. T h is is 

w h at th ey  see. T he faceless p eop le  o fferin g  h ig h

in terest loans an d  sk e tch y  tax  serv ices. B ut in side... 

in side  I am  the b ro k en  sid ew alk s o f  d ow n to w n . I am  

the w eed s g row in g  in the aban d on ed  p ark in g  lots. I 

am  tw o feet h ittin g  the p avem en t at 5 :30  PM  to begin  

liv in g  again . T he su n  w arm s m e, an d  I am  su d d en ly  

five sen ses all s tru gg lin g  over w h o  gets to lead.

T h ere  is a certain  tim e o f  d ay  w h en  I feel I



sh ou ld  be n ap p in g  so that I can  stay  up la ter  read in g  

into the early  m orn in g  h ou rs. M y  h ead  n ods as I sit in  

m y  ch a ir  at w ork , and I w an t to slide  out o f  it, d ow n  

onto the floor an d  su rren d er to m y sh o rt-c ircu it 

dream s. In stead  I figh t to  stay  aw ak e, on ly  to fin d  

m y se lf n od d in g  o ff  later w h ile  read ing , iron ically , 

about m ore fu lfillin g  path w ay s in life.

I m ay  be on  tim e, bu t I ’m  also  p lo ttin g  aga in st 

it. B ecause  ever since I h eard  G ab rie l H orn  speak  

about th e d ifferen ce  in  con cepts o f  tim e b e tw een  p r i­

m al people  and civilized  people , I ’ve k n o w n  th at I 

d on ’t be lon g  in th is “c iv ilized ” tim e con figu ration .

T h is w as reaffirm ed  w h en  I read  th e  b o o k  B ey o n d  

C u ltu re  by  E d w ard  T. H all. In  it, he talks abou t the 

d ifferen ce  b etw een  M  tim e  (m on och ron ic) an d  P

tim e (polych ron ic). A m erican s live w ith in  an  M  tim e  

structure. It is the e igh t-h ou r day, the 5 -d ay  w eek ; it 

is the process by  w h ich  w e force p rod u ctiv ity  to o p e r­

ate w ith in  an  artific ia l lin ear fram ew ork  o f  u ltim ate ly  

arb itrary  design . P  t im e  is e ssen tia lly  w h at H orn  

w ou ld  call p rim al tim e, w h ich  is in n ate  am o n g  n ative  

peoples, as w ell as be in g  com m on  in  M ed iterran ean  

cu ltures. It has a m uch  m ore  n atural cadence; it a l­

low s for creativ ity  to h ap p en  and th en  ru n  its course, 

in stead  o f  try in g  to  m ake it con form  to a sch edu le . P  

tim e says fin ish  w ritin g  th at son g  or that story  in stead



o f  go in g  b ack  to w o rk  after lunch . Because  id eas are 

not m ade to  be staggered  out be tw een  or d u rin g  seg ­

m en ted  w o rk  session s; th ey  sh ou ld  be co n n ected  fu lly  

w ith in  the co n text o f  w h ich  th ey  w ere  orig in ally  

th o u gh t up.

It stru ck  m e th at the m ost creative  p eriod s o f  

m y  life  w ere  w h en  I w as liv ing  in  m ore  o f  a P  t im e  

fram e o f  m in d  th an  an  M  tim e  one. T h ese  w ere  tim es 

w h en  I w as not w ork in g  fu ll-tim e, bu t w as tak in g  

c lasses an d  h ad  p ockets o f  tim e h ere an d  th ere  to 

w rite  or p lay  m usic. M y  days w ere  n on -lin ear, an d  I 

w as th erefore  able  to  accom plish  a lot m ore. T he 

years  w h en  I left th e  h ou se  before  sev en  and w as gone 

fo r  ten  or e leven  h ou rs w ere  the ones w h en  m y  c re a­

tiv ity  su ffered  m ost. T oo  tired  at n ight, w ith  no tim e 

to spare  d u rin g  the day. A t one job  I u sed  to  barricad e  

m y se lf  in  a bath ro om  stall an d  scribb le  fu riou sly  in  m y 

n oteb ook . It w as desperation ; m y  m in d  w as exp lod in g  

w ith  im ages an d  there w as no o th er tim e for m e to let 

th em  out. B u t th a t ’s w h at liv ing  in an M  tim e  society  

w ill red u ce  y o u  to.

So m y  m in d  yearn s to sh ift ou t o f  th is flaw ed 

tim e co n figu ration  again , bu t righ t n ow  it ’s late on the 

fo u rth  d ay  o f  a s ix -d ay  w ork  w eek  and I ’m  tired ... so 

tired . B ut th in k  about it. Do rigid , restrictive  sch ed ­

u les re a lly  h elp  you  get done w h at y o u  w an t to get



done? O r are th ose  sch edu les h o ld in g  y o u  back , h ac k ­

in g  aw ay  at y o u r creative  endeavors u n til th e y ’ve lost 
all the con text in w h ich  you  in itia lly  b egan  th em ?

Sunday, M arch  20, 2005

Strange  sen sation  resu lts w h en , a fter ru n n in g  

three an d  a h a lf  m iles, I ju m p in a car an d  start d r iv ­

ing. F rid ay  even ing: ran  across tow n  to M alin d a ’s to 

bo rrow  h er car. S h e ’d  left m e the H u n ter S. T h o m p ­

son  m em o ria l issue o f  R o llin g  Ston e, w h ich  is really , 

rea lly  good . T his m orn ing, drove car b ack  over th ere  

an d  ran  b ack  here, passin g  h osp ita l v isitors and 

ch u rch goers a long  the w ay. O bserved  th e s lu d gy  

green  w ater  in  the bottom  o f  the cem en t “r iv er” bed. 

N asty . T he grack les are back , sleek  and b lack , stru t­

tin g  across law n s and squ aw k in g  m ajestica lly , e xp a n d ­

in g  th e ir w in gs in  that p om pou s w ay  th ey  h ave. G ood  

to see th em . Saw  m igh ty  sycam ores and w ro te  th is:

Scar-w h ite  lim bs b leach ed  out 

A ga in st b itter b lue  sky 

T h ick  tru n ks o f  bone 

M ottled  in greys and greens 

Y o u r craggy  bran ch es 

O fferin g  crow n s o f  solace 

T oo  far out o f  reach  

For th ose  o f  u s w h o  n eed  it.



Y e ste rd ay  w as m y b irth d ay  an d  I w orked .

W e h e ld  the seco n d  m eetin g  o f  the teen  ad v isory  

board . I ch a ired  it, since m y boss L esley  w as out o f  

to w n  (but she d id  sen d  m e a cool b irth d ay  card  from  

C alifo rn ia). T h e  teen s vo ted  to call th e  group  C A T s 

(C ou n cil o f  A d v iso ry  T een s), w e d id  som e b o o k ta lk

ing, an d  d ec id ed  on  furn iture  to  o rd er fo r th e l ib rary ’s 

n ew  Y A  area. It w as a successfu l m eetin g, bu t the 

su b sequ en t a ftern oon  at the referen ce  d esk  d ragged  on 

fo rever. E x trem ely  slow  for a Saturday .

W en t sh o p p in g  after w ork . G ot a cup o f  good  

coffee  at the g rocery  store. T h e  cash ier rem in d ed  m e 

o f  a g ir l I k n ew  in  gradu ate  school, an d  I w as r e ­

m in d ed  o f  h o w  m u ch  o f  a social turtle  I w as du rin g  

th at tim e: h ead  tu cked  safe ly  in  m y shell. I w o n d er  if  

I ’ve  im p rov ed  m u ch  since then . H ard  to say.

Sh o rtly  after I go t h om e the ph on e ran g  and 

it w as m y  lon g-lo st friend  A ndy. H a d n ’t ta lked  to h im  

in, I th ink , over tw o y ears. H is ca llin g  on  m y b irth d ay  

w as a m ere co in ciden ce . Long ram b lin g  con versation  

fo llow ed . It w as so nice to  ta lk  to h im , but on ce  again  

it m ade m e feel so far aw ay. W e ta lk ed  o f  one day 

ow n in g  a sec lu d ed  com pou n d  som ew h ere  in  the m id ­

dle o f  n ow h ere  w h ere  w e could  all live. P ieced  to­

geth er som e d in n er after that, in c lu d in g  a b ig  plate o f  

ed am am e. T h en  M alin da ca lled  to w ish  m e a qu ick



h ap p y  b irth day . O p en ed  p ackages from  m y m om  an d  

m y  sister A nne, w h o  called  w h ile  I w as op en in g  h ers. 

T alk ed  to h er for a little  w h ile , th en  ate m y last b lack - 

an d-w h ite  b irth d ay  cu p cak e  from  M alin da w h ile  

w atch in g  R eal T im e w ith  B ill M aher. M y god, th o se  

cu pcakes w ere  so good . N o d d ed  o ff  sh ortly  a fte r­

w ards.

T uesday, M arch 22, 2005

I am  groggy ... late  a ftern oon  crash  after a lon g  

day. W ok e  early  so as to  experien ce  the fu llness o f  a 

d ay  o ff from  w ork . T he days, th ey  m ean  so m u ch  

m ore  w h en  th ose  m in utes an d  hours rem ain  p liab le , a 

palette  o f  tim e w ith  w h ich  to  pain t yo u r exp erien ces.

I ate break fast, d ran k  coffee, en gaged  m y  m in d  in 

som e w ritin g. T ook  the trash  out, and the w eath er  

w as so n ice  that I sat dow n  on  the cem en t slab  ou tside  

the door, m y b ack  again st the brick  w all. A llo w ed  the 

su n  to w arm  m e as I w on d ered  about w h ere  I be lon g , 

w h at I sh ou ld  be doing. I th in k  about peop le  ra is in g  

fam ilies, exp erien cin g  love in rom an tic re lation sh ips, 

b u ild in g  stron g  frien dsh ips. A ll deep ly  fu lfillin g  

th in gs, for sure, bu t are th ey  w h at w e w ere  put on  th is 

earth  to  accom plish ? O r are th ey  m erely  d istraction s 

from  our true callin gs?

P o n d erin g  th is, I n ote  the U P S  driver p u llin g



in to  th e p ark in g  lot. I k n o w  th is m an . H e d e livers to 

the lib rary  and I u sed  to op en  the load in g  dock  d oor 

fo r h im  every  day. B ut since m y prom otio n , th a t ’s not 

b een  part o f  m y  jo b  descrip tion . T h is U P S  m an  m ild ly  

fascin ates m e b ecau se  he is one o f  the few  adult m en  

I ’v e  k n o w n  w h o  is both  ta lle r  an d  sk in n ie r  th an  m e. 

M ay b e  not fo r lon g  on the sk in n ier  part, I th in k , lo o k ­

in g  dow n  at m y  arm s, w h ich  h ave  sh ru n k  since I 

stop p ed  liftin g  w eigh ts. I am  w astin g  aw ay  again . It 

h ap p en s from  tim e to tim e.

I ate som e lun ch  and d e lib erated  on  w h at to 

do  next. A ga in , the a ftern oo n  loom ed  before  m e, an  

u n to u ch ed  can vas, stretch ed  an d  ready . It’s a b eau ti­

fu l th ing: starin g  at a b lo ck  o f  tim e in  w h ich  a n y ­

th in g , an y th in g  can  h appen . A n d  it ’s a ll yours.

I decide  to go ou t on the road  b ike. T h irty  

m iles. I k n ew  I ’d  h it a n asty  h ead w in d  on the w ay  

back , and so I tr ied  to steel m y se lf for it. Still, it w as 

b ru ta l at tim es an d  it w ore  m e dow n. It w as still a 

g rea t ride: ju st m e and the cow s. I a lw ays greet them  

as I pass b y  and th ey  a lw ays look  up, p au sin g  in  th e ir 

cu d -ch ew in g  to stare  m e dow n  w ith  th e ir  b ig  brow n  

eyes. C au gh t up to four peop le  on  h o rseb ack  rid in g  

dow n  the m id d le  o f  the road. T h ey  m ov ed  on to  the 

sh o u ld er so I co u ld  ride by. S aw  dead  turtles, dead  

skun k s, dead  b irds. But th en  there w as the sw eetn ess



in  the air  o f  th e n ew  m esqu ite  b lossom s, the su d d en  

green  grass, th e d ried-ou t creek  beds, red  c lay  so il ex ­

posed  on  a h illside , farm  pon ds r ip p lin g  in  the gu sty  

M arch  w in d . A n d  above  it all stre tch ed  the bo u n d less  

T exas sky, bo ld  and blue, scu d d ed  w ith  co tton  clou ds.

N ow , a fter  re tu rn in g  w eary  b u t co n tent, I 

gorge  on food  th en  sh ow er. I lie dow n  on  th e bed , 

p leasan tly  spent, m esm erized  b y  the catk in s sw ay in g  

on  the oak  bran ch es ou tside  m y  w in d ow , the green  

p o llen  g lo w in g  in  the in d u lgen t late a ftern oo n  sun . It 

feels decad en t to be le isu re ly  at th is tim e o f day, fu ll o f  

a peace th at n ev er fo llow s an  e igh t-h ou r w ork d ay .

T h is  is luxury , to be h ere  ob serv in g  in  the m om en t, 

rath er th an  ru sh in g  out the d oor at w o rk  to h u rry  

h om e. For w h at? It’s too late th en  to o rgan ize  y o u r  

th ough ts for th e day. It’s over. Y o u  cook, y o u  eat, 

read  a b it before  sleep drips into y o u r con sciou sn ess, 

an  u n w an ted  n arcotic  b rid g in g  the gap  to an o th er d ay  

o f  w ork . To tru ly  live, then , is to a llow  the d ay  to 

open  up  g rad u ally  before  you , a rare  o rch id  n ev er b e ­

fore seen , b reath tak in g  in  both  its m ysteriou s rh yth m  

and its h id d en  p oten tia l, as opposed  to h av in g  the 

hours o f  th at sam e day  p ou n d ed  in ch  by  inch  in to  

y o u r  sku ll b y  the b lood su ck ers, the d ictators, the 

th ieves o f  tim e. But th ey  d id n ’t get th is one. T h is one 

w as all m ine.



M onday, M arch  28, 2005

M on d ay  is the w ee k ’s w h ip p in g  boy . I b rin g  

m y  M o n d ay  stick  w ith  m e to w o rk  and b ash  aw ay  at 

th is b r ick  w all o f  a  day. B ut th e n ... I’m  h om e an d  out 

the d oo r fo r a ru n  in  the g lo riou s d w in d lin g  sun ligh t. 

A n d  as th e days h ave  len gth en ed , the sigh ts and 

sm ells  o f  sp rin g  h ave  decorated  the b leak n ess  o f  

dow n to w n . I p ass the p in e  trees b e h in d  th e lib rary  

an d  a lm ost co llapse  in  the staggerin g  p resen ce  o f  th eir 

sw eet scent. O h, I ’d  fo rgo tten  abo u t th ese  trees, the 

ones th at carried  m e th rou gh  m an y  a dark  d ay  w h en  I 

h ad  m y  old  jo b  an d  w ork ed  in th e  w in d o w less  b ack  

roo m  o f  th e  library . I ’d  sn eak  ou tside  an d  breath e  in 

th e  p in es to  help  m e rem em b er w h y  life  m atters  so 

m uch . But it ’s stran ge  n ow  to  see  all th is g reen ery  and 

to  sm ell n ew  flow ers an d  buds. Sp rin g  feels foreign .

A  coup le  o f  w eek s ago, the b ird s cru ised  b ack  into 

to w n  and freak ed  the hell out o f  m e. I w as out ru n ­

n in g  an d  h eard  all this u n fam ilia r  ch atter  d istu rb in g  

the dead  silen ce  o f  d o w n to w n ’s w in ter. O h, I fin a lly  

figu red  out, th e b ird s are back .

I run  because  I d o n ’t k n o w  w h at else  to  do. I 

ru n  b ecause  it is an  action  that m ak es m e feel sen sa ­

tion s, and I k n o w  th at w h en  I stop I w o n ’t h av e  th ose  

sen satio n s an ym ore . In th eir p lace I w ill h ave  n ew



ones. A n d  so I can  feel tran sfo rm ed  w ith in  a v ery  

sh o rt tim e. R u n n in g  fo r  m e is a m icrocosm  o f  a fa m il­

iar  pattern  in  life. T h e  p attern  goes like  th is: a  p erson  

or an  activ ity  is in trod u ced  in to  y o u r  life  an d  y o u  e x ­

p erien ce  life w ith  th at p erson  or w h ile  d o in g  th a t a c ­

tiv ity . Y o u  learn  abou t y ourself, abou t others, an d  

about life  th ro u gh  k n o w in g  th is p erson  or d o in g  th is 

activ ity . A n d  th en  th at p erson  is gone or y o u  stop  d o ­

in g  th at activity . It m ay  be  su d d en  or gradu al, b u t at 

the en d  y o u  are in  a n ew  part o f  y o u r  life. Y o u  m ay  

m iss the o ld  part, an d  y o u  m ay  feel a b it lost. B u t as 

tim e passes, y o u  th en  learn  even  m ore abou t y ourself, 

ab o u t oth ers, an d  about life. T h is  p a ttern  repeats over 

an d  over, th e  k n o w led ge  con tin u in g  to  b u ild  on itse lf  

an d  fu rth er your grow th . E xcept, o f  course, for th ose  

w h o  ch oo se  to be w ith  the sam e peop le  and do the 

sam e th in gs for th e ir  entire adu lt life. B ut I d o n ’t 

k n o w  an y o f  th ese  people . T h ey  are beco m in g  an  en ­

d an gered  species.

A fter  m y  run  to n igh t I sit ou tside  n ext to  the 

side d oo r o f  m y  bu ild in g . It’s m y  n ew  favorite  p lace 

for re flection . I w atch  the few  cars pass; I stare  at the 

m on o lith ic  federal bu ild in g ; I let m y eyes fo llow  the 

p igeon s as th ey  crisscross the sky. A cross the street in 

the p ark in g  lot o f  th e First U n ited  M eth o d ist C h urch , 

a b o y  p ractices ollies on  his sk atebo ard  as h is paren ts



b la th er  aw ay  to  an o th er couple . For som e reason , the 

scen e  gets to  m e. I guess I rem em b er b e in g  th at k id , 

p e rp e tu a lly  w a itin g  arou n d  fo r the adu lts. B ut I still 

p ractice  m y  ollies, an d  I’m  still w aitin g  aroun d ... 

excep t I ’m  th e  ad u lt now .

A s I ’m  sittin g  there  th in k in g  abo u t a ll th is, I 

see  one o f  m y  u p sta irs  n eigh b ors w a lk in g  a lo n g  the 

sid ew alk . H e is one o f  th e  few  p eop le  in  m y  b u ild in g  

w h o  I ’ve  actu ally  h ad  som e sort o f  co n v ersa tio n  w ith . 

H e ’s an  e ld erly  retired  m ilitary  m an, an d  one d ay  

m an y  m on th s b ack  w e  cro ssed  paths as I w as co m in g  

in  an d  h e w as go in g  out. H e in trod u ced  h im se lf  and 

b e g an  b ab b lin g  about th is and that in  an  a lm ost m anic 

w ay , an d  it o ccu rred  to m e afterw ard s th at th ose  

m igh t h ave  b e e n  the m ost w ord s h e ’d  sp ok en  ou t loud  

in  w eeks. A ro u n d  th is sam e tim e at w ork , I rece ived  a 

p a tro n  b o o k  p u rch ase  requ est fo rm  from  som eo n e  

w ith  an  ad dress in  m y bu ild in g . T urn s out it w as th is 

sam e guy . H e w an ted  the library  to su b scrib e  to the 

A ir  F o rce  T im es and the A rm y  T im es. I w ro te  h im  a 

letter te llin g  h im  that w e ’d su bscribe  to the A ir  F o rce  

T im es n ow  (th is be in g  an  A ir Force tow n ), bu t that 

w e ’d  h ave  to w ait u n til the n ew  fisca l y ear  to su b ­

scrib e  to  the A rm y  T im es. S in ce  I sent th e letter, in  

sharp  con trast to  ou r in itia l encou nter, h is g ree tin g s to 

m e h av e  b e e n  e ith er terse  or n on ex isten t. I ’m  sure he



kn o w s th at I w o rk  at the library , becau se  w e ’ve  seen  

each  o th er th ere  m an y  tim es. H ow ever, I d ou bt th at 

h e k n o w s I ’m  the one w h o w rote  the letter. Still, I 

ca n ’t h elp  th in k in g  n ow  w h en ever I see h im  th at h e ’s 

p issed  at m e, as a represen tative  o f  th e library , fo r  n ot 

o rd erin g  h im  the dam n  A rm y  T im es, too. H ow ever, 

one o f  the referen ce  librarian s to ld  m e th at th is guy  

w as very  exc ited  w h en  the A ir  F o rce  T im es appeared , 

so m u ch  so  th at he th en  suggested  th at w e  a lso  get the 

N av y  T im es. Y eesh . Y o u  g ive th ese  p eop le  an  inch ...

So, th is gu y  passes m e as I ’m  sittin g  th ere  r e ­

flec tin g  an d  w e  greet each  o th er in  a su p erfic ial w ay . 

A n d  on ce  again  I ’m  struck  b y  h ow  life less m y  bu ild in g  

is. T h ere  are  on ly  12 apartm en ts in  it, an d  I h av en ’t 

even  seen  m ost o f  m y  neighbors. T he p lace  is like  a 
m au so leu m . W h en  I p ick  up m y m ail upsta irs, I listen  

an d  look  for signs o f  life  but find  none. W e  are like 

sp iders, scu ttlin g  in side and h id in g  in  ou r holes.

T h ere  are peop le  w h o  live righ t next to  m e on  m y 

floor w h o  I d o n ’t see fo r w eeks. I d on ’t even  h ear 

th em . T h e  on ly  peop le  I h ear are the on es w h o live 

above  m e, an d  th a t ’s on ly  because  th ey  h ave  k ids and 

som e sort o f  sm all an im al prone to gallop in g  aroun d  

the ap artm en t.

N o fr ien dsh ip  or rom an ce fo r m e in  m y 

b u ild in g  then . But it ’s okay. I look  at all the people



I ’ve fo rm ed  som e sort o f  lastin g  b o n d  w ith  ov er the 

y ears  an d  I rea lize  th at m ost o f  u s  are  soc ia lly  re tard ed  

in  som e w ay . I t ’s like  w e  are d raw n  to each  o th er b e ­

cause  on  a  p r im al lev el w e  k n o w  th at th ere  is no  one 

else  fo r us. W e  can  on ly  co n n ect w ith  p eop le  on  a 

certa in  w av e len gth , an d  it ’s like  m atch in g  b loo d  types 

try in g  to fin d  o th ers  w h o sh are  th is w av e len gth . B ut 

it ’s a lw ays so w orth  it w h en  y o u  find  a m atch . In  fact, 

it ’s rea lly  the m ost am az in g  th in g  in  th e w orld .

So I ’m  sittin g  on  this p ile  o f  d u sty  c inders, 

th is M on d ay  I sm ash ed  to bits, an d  I ’m  fee lin g  p retty  

good . I’v e  co m e to a d ec isio n  abou t som eth in g , an d  I 

m ay  soon  be tak in g  som e steps out w h ere  th e fo o tin g  

is a little  s lippery , b u t th a t ’s ok ay . It’s ge ttin g  to  be 

tim e to  en d  th is str in g  o f  p red ictab ility . Life  aw aits.

M onday, A pril 04, 2005

E ach  d ay  th e oak  leaves h an g in g  ou tside  m y 

w in d o w  g ro w  ju st  a little  b igger. I sit an d  w atch  th em  

w av e  in  th e w in d  as the even in g  sun  fades aw ay  to the 

g lo w  o f  th e so d iu m  streetligh ts. T h is o th erw orld ly  

oran ge  hue passes  th ro u gh  m y w in d o w s w ith o u t a sk ­

ing, cau sin g  m e to  look  arou n d  the room  in  w on d er; 

w atch in g  m y h ead  b o b b in g  in  shadow  play to the m u ­

sic; the b lin d s s till open , th e ir  slats b isectin g  th e g lo w  

as it p ro jects g u ita r  necks, T V  an ten n a, jag g ed  aloe



leaves in shadows spread flat across the walls.
Light is so amazing, the w ay it appears and 

disappears; its power to illuminate or obscure; how  it 
plays across the face o f someone you love, putting that 
catch in your throat just in the right place to make 
you cry. Since I’ve lived here in the Falls, I ’ve always 
liked it more at night. I like the streetlights, how  
their dream y light softens the rough spots and w arm s 
the coldness I too often feel. So m uch m ore possibil­
ity, so m uch more hope is hidden in w hat I can ’t see 
out beyond the circle of their safety.

I don’t rem em ber seeing a shooting star until 
I came to Texas. But here... here it’s hard not to see 
them. W e used to drive to Dallas at night to see bands 
play and I’d crane m y neck out the w indow, m y eyes 
w idening at the hugeness o f the night sky. So m any 
stars to take in; it was staggering. A nd the utter 
blackness o f night overwhelm s, too, w hen you reach 
just the right spot between here and Dallas, where 
there are so few artificial lights. It truly feels like the 
end o f the Earth, so far, far away from anyone or any­
thing that matters. It’s a darkness and w ildness that’s 
infinitely larger than your insignificant self, so far be­
yond your comprehension, and know ing that brings 
the gripping fear. But it passes... it passes, and the bru­
tal redem ption o f m orning comes in its place. Light,



like time, cycles on, the two of them  tightly entw ined 
in a struggle over what they can give and w hat they 
can take away. A nd all we can do is either look help­
lessly on, w ringing our hands in indecision, or jum p in 
the fray, unafraid to take a few hits.

Monday, April 11, 2005

This m orning I am assured that m y head will 
not fall off. Thank goodness. W ith that out o f the 
way, I go hom e and do some boring com puter work. 
W hen I come out into the living room I find Scratchy 
lying sm ugly in the w indowsill surrounded by leaves. 
The w indow s don’t have screens but I keep them  open 
slightly anyw ay for the benefit o f the cats and for m y 
own sanity. If I don ’t receive a steady flow o f fresh air 
I’m liable to atrophy to the point o f lapsing into a 
drooling state o f torpor. Anyway, it seems that 
Scratchy had been sticking his paw  out the w indow  
and catching the leaves blowing by in the brisk wind. 
H e’d only caught three. So I walk up and throw  them 
back outside. W as that wrong? I mean, frankly, I 
couldn’t see where he was going with this. H e’d been 
w orking on the project for several hours and hadn’t 
come up with any specific plans for these leaves. Eh, 
he’ll get over it. There are plenty m ore leaves where 
those cam e from.



This afternoon I blast out o f the city on m y 
m agic bike, eager to see w hat there is to see. A nd 
there is a lot to see. A  white horse and a donkey in ­
teract in a green field. A m an carries a sack o f m ulch 
on his shoulder as his dog jum ps around his feet, bark­
ing. A  group o f mockingbirds rises out o f a field, 
swooping left then right, their white bands flashing 
against the blue sky. ‘Endless blades o f long grass next 
to the road shim m er seductively, hypnotizing me in 
their optical illusionary way. I love optical illusions, 
in the same w ay that I love dreams. They offer daz­
zling snapshots o f alternate realities I ’d like to visit. 
But today I shake off the spell o f the grass and ride on. 
Because today there are also things to hear and smell. 
A  white m ailbox door squeaks in the wind. Scent of 
burning charcoal briquettes wafts by, throwing a 
w rench in the m achinery o f my brain. Good times of 
sum m er cook outs while grow ing up. That’s right; in 
N ew  Jersey we called ‘em cook outs, not barbecues.

The w ind today is a northern beast, giving me 
crosswinds both out and back. It’s strange to ride in 
such a strong crosswind. I m aintain m y speed but 
struggle to keep the bike on the road at times. It's like 
trying to stand in the middle of a river w ith a fast- 
m oving current. W hen I get to Friberg Church Road, 
I’m confronted straight on by the brutal force o f  this



northern beast. Even though I ride standing up most 
o f the w ay up, I still barely crack 10 mph. I pass the 
horses; a sm all cluster of them gathers to w atch m y 
pitiful progress while several others lie flat on the 
ground. They look dead. I’m tem pted to join them, 
but I press on.

I hit FM 890 and I’m in the crossw ind again.
I cruise up and down the hills w ithout too m uch ef­
fort. Fighter jets threaten to scalp me as they cut in 
close overhead for a landing at the base. M em bers of 
the 363rd Training Squadron pick up trash on their 
adopted section of 890. Nice day for that sort o f work. 
I reach 240 and then it’s tailwind, tailw ind all the w ay 
home.

This evening anything could happen. Really.

Wednesday, April 13, 2005

I have always been restless. The desire to 
stay in m otion is strong. Som etim es I need to run. 
Som etim es I need to ride. Tonight I needed to walk. 
W alking helps me think. Years ago, I used to walk 
the streets o f another town. Back then it was in a des­
perate attem pt to stamp out the blaze raging in my 
head. The desperation may be quieter now, but the 
urgency remains. Ten years later I’m still trying to 
understand myself, and, as always, the progress is



slow. I have always been better at driving people 
aw ay than at drawing them  in. It’s a special talent I 
have, this ability to constantly keep everyone at arm ’s 
length. A nyone w h o ’s ventured too close has inevita­
bly suffered. A nd that saddens me.

I tried to smile and say hi to everyone I 
w alked past in the park tonight. Everyone was pretty 
friendly. This is w hat I saw  in the park: shirt less 
w hite males drinking beer surreptitiously while p lay­
ing disc golf, kids clim bing on a jungle gym, a w om an 
w alking one large dog and one small dog, a father and 
son playing catch, and m y first ever live armadillo!! 
You see plenty o f dead arm adillos on the road here, 
but I’d never seen one w alking around before. It was 
quite a sight and it definitely made m y night.

Sunday, April 17, 2005

Every time I run by the courthouse I think 
about the day I w ent in there before the judge for m y 
divorce. A nd that m akes me think about m y jacket 
and tie, w hich I have only worn for two occasions 
since I bought them  a few years back. The first was 
w hen one of m y coworkers died and I w ent to his fu­
neral. A nd the second was for m y divorce. I need to 
get some good m em ories associated with that outfit or 
else I'm gonna be tem pted to burn it. As a side



note, it's been two years since m y cow orker died and I 
now have his job. Let's hope the job isn't cursed. I 
still get calls from salespeople asking for him. Yeah, 
that's pretty awkward: "Um ... Tim  doesn't w ork here 
anymore. He died. And, uh, I have his job 
now." There's really not a tactful w ay to put that.

Monday, April 18, 2005

So it seems I m ay have becom e a fixture 
downtown, as in “the guy who walks back and forth 
on the sidewalk four times a day.” People are recog­
nizing me. Considering the glaring dearth of foot traf­
fic downtown, this really isn’t all that surprising. But, 
damn, m y invisibility powers are decreasing. Next 
thing you know  I’m gonna have to talk to people and 
stuff.

Like today, for instance, w hen I talked to a 
local celebrity. H e’s one o f our county judges, and he 
had made an appointm ent with me so I could show 
him the library’s videoconferencing equipm ent. I say 
he’s a local celebrity because there was an article in 
the N ew  York Times last w eek about my town, and 
the Judge was quoted a couple of times in it. The arti­
cle is basically a report on the recent upheaval in local 
governm ent (police chief w alking out, m ayoral recall, 
several high profile officials forced into retirem ent by



the city council, etc.). The article also references a 
2001 Advertising Age article that nam ed W ichita Falls 
as A m erica’s M ost Average City. Lord help us i f  that’s 
truly the case. A nyw ay, there are some choice quotes 
in this article, all o f w hich speak volum es about this 
place. But m y favorite quote came from  one o f the 
city council m em bers. W hen talking about the 
mayor, she said, “I could’ve dope-slapped him ” for in­
sulting the police chief (which had resulted in the 
ch ief quitting on the spot).

A fter work, I was late getting started on m y 
evening constitutional, and so by the time I reached 
the huge spraw ling convention center parking lots, I 
was a bit cranky. I halfway thought about turning 
around and going back home. But I started w alking 
across the first lot, thinking how  m uch easier it w ould 
be if  I had brought m y skateboard. Then I thought 
about how  fun it w ould be skating in the sm ooth 
parking lot and I started getting really pissed that I 
hadn ’t brought m y board. But then I thought about 
how  I w ould ’ve had to carry m y board once I got to 
the trail and that made me feel better because it 
seem ed im portant that I rem ain as unencum bered as 
possible on this walk.

So I get to the falls, and for a change I stop 
and sit on a rock overlooking the river. Even though



it’s brow n and nasty, the river still draws me to it. I 
looked dow n and spotted a snake lying coiled on top 
o f a glut o f flotsam and jetsam. I looked at the snake 
for a very long time trying to figure out if  it w as alive 
or dead, real or fake. I know snakes can lie still for a 
long time, so I eventually began tossing tiny pebbles 
dow n in the w ater near the snake. It didn ’t m ove. 
H m m ... I decided to keep walking.

I reached a nice spot w ith a bench am ong 
som e trees. It afforded a good view  o f some shallow  
rapids in the river. I sat down and soon becam e en­
grossed in trying to figure out w hat this particular 
duck was up in arms (wings?) about. As the duck 
squaw ked and I stared, this redneck w ith his w ife and 
kids came sauntering along the trail behind me.
W hen they passed by the spot where m y bench sat, 
the redneck looked out through the trees at the river 
and said to his wife, “If I get lonely again, this is the 
spot I’m gonna come to.” Indeed. His wife shushed 
him  and they continued on, leaving me to m y duck- 
pondering.

I sat for a while longer w atching another 
duck as she half-walked, half-paddled upstream , root­
ing w ith her bill along the river bottom , leaving a trail 
o f cloudy silt in her wake. Finally I stood up and 
headed back down the trail tow ard the falls again.



Checked on the snake; it was still there. No solving 
that m ystery tonight. I passed under the overpass and 
was struck by how  the cars on the freew ay sound so 
m uch less threatening w hen m uffled by layers o f con­
crete. A lm ost sounds com forting. I stayed on the trail 
instead o f cutting back through the parking lots again. 
It proved w orthw hile, as no people w ere on this sec­
tion. A rabbit appeared on the side o f the trail and I 
w alked quietly tow ard it. It didn’t m ove, and then I 
was standing right next to it. Gradually it shrunk 
down, flattening its ears against its back. Nice bunny.

I crossed over one bridge and under another, 
where I saw  an entire outfit o f clothes laid out up on 
the concrete em bankm ent. I w alked on, w ary of a 
possible naked person in the vicinity. Reached the 
coliseum, left the trail and m oved through dow ntow n 
towards home.

Wednesday, April 20, 2005

It’s easy to stay in control o f nothing. W hen 
it’s all program m ed out for you, and you ’re coasting 
on casters through it all. But real motion, life- 
changing motion, it brings the fear. W ith the first 
tentative steps the all too fam iliar failings return. O b­
sessions, neuroses, and the paralysis o f indecision.
A nd yet the tendrils still creep forward, grow ing from



the scraps o f paper lying around here with m y future 
scraw led out upon them  in some sort o f m adm an’s 
code. Tendrils to strangle the future, tame it, beat it 
dow n so w hen I finally get to it I ’ll have a fighting 
chance.

M eanwhile, I think there’s a pigeon serial kil­
ler downtown. I keep finding entire w ings to m  off 
and lying on the sidewalk.

A nd I hate w hen I open the dictionary to the 
clown picture.

Saturday, April 23, 2005

Annie Dillard shares this quote from an old Hasid 
master:

“W hen you walk across the fields with your 
m ind pure and holy, then from all the stones, and all 
grow ing things, and all animals, the sparks of their 
soul come out and cling to you, and then they are pu­
rified and become a holy fire in you.”

Today was a good day. It w as cooler, only in 
the 60s, but sunny. I ran early, then cam e hom e and 
ate breakfast. I m ade coffee and sat down in front of 
the w indow  to write. I w orked a little on sketching 
out m y next big w riting project. Then I fiddled for a 
w hile w ith m y new  novel m anuscript, trying to de­
cide if I w ant to return to w orking on it now  or



not. I ’m still not sure.
I left the house. Paid for a haircut for the 

first time in 14 years. I’m pretty happy w ith how  it 
came out, but w hat do I know? I took M alinda’s car 
to the shop to get som e w ork done. She’s aw ay racing 
in the Davis M ountains in southwest Texas. Good 
thing I brought it in because they found a broken CV 
joint. W hen I was driving back to return the car, I 
saw  a m an riding one o f those mini m otorcycles that 
you know  I hate. He w as in the left lane doing about 
five miles per hour dow n Scott Street (the m ain drag 
downtown). And his son was on the back! Okay, 
num ber one: w hat in the crap are you doing driving 
that thing on the street. And, num ber two: those 
things are barely big enough for one small person, 
never mind a full-grow n adult and a kid. W hat is 
wrong w ith people?

This did not really upset me as m uch as I ’m 
leading you to believe. Because I had a plan to go for 
a w alk after I dropped off the car and I was excited. I 
grabbed m y skateboard and skated over to the 
trail. Then I stashed m y board in some bushes and 
headed tow ard the park. I stopped to check that 
clump of flotsam  in the river to see if the snake was 
still there. It was gone! Shocking.

The day seem ed to be aging like fine wine. I



reached the pagoda and veered off onto the unpaved 
section o f trail that I’ve been m eaning to investigate 
forever. I stopped for a m inute to crouch on the bank 
o f the river to inspect things. Som etim es in m y raven­
ous quest to walk, I forget to pause and look around, 
to really see things and not just w alk by them.

This trail proved to be a w onderful route 
through some o f the w ilder parts o f Lucy Park. The 
lim bs o f the trees overhead curved to form a canopy of 
shade through w hich the occasional shaft o f sunlight 
reached dow n to the ground. M y heart swelled as I 
w alked farther, having no idea where this trail was 
taking me. Isn ’t that just the best, though? The m ys­
tery o f not know ing w hat could be around the next 
bend? As I walked I recalled the time last year w hen 
Ken took M alinda and me up in his plane. Seeing this 
area from a low -flying plane was incredible! The lack 
o f trees turned into a good thing from above because it 
allowed us to see all the secret tw isting trails and dirt 
roads that people have made through the years. They 
w ere everywhere, it seemed. A nd as I thought about 
this today, I also began to discover the netw ork o f tiny 
paths all over the back woods o f Lucy Park. They ap­
peared o ff the m ain trail, and every once in a w hile I’d 
w alk dow n one to see where it went. Usually the 
paths cut through the woods to the river and then ran



alongside it. They rem inded me o f deer paths I’d find 
w hile h iking back east. M aybe that’s w hat they w ere, 
although they m ay just as easily have been m ade by 
local fisherm en.

I travel down one o f these skinny side paths 
I’ve been noticing and suddenly arrive at a paved sec­
tion of trail that I’ve never been on. W eird. I thought 
I ’d been on all the paved trails in the park. A pparently 
not. A nd I’ve seen no one since I passed the pagoda 
and left the beaten path, so to speak. So I w alk dow n 
the paved trail, pleasantly clueless as to w here in the 
hell I am, w hen all o f a sudden I have one o f those 
transcendent m om ents that happen in the w oods 
som etim es. I’m w alking and there’s this grove o f 
young elm  trees to m y right, all spaced equidistant 
from each other, grow ing tall and thin tow ard the 
sky. A nd the sun is shining down through the can ­
opy, falling just right all around these trees, and the 
air is com pletely still and I just have this feeling that I 
could be anyw here right now  in any w oods on any 
trail, but I’m here and it’s beautiful. M ore beautiful 
than I could ever hope for. I am hum bled.

I end up sitting on a huge elm  lim b that 
stretches out over the river. Ducks fly purposefully 
dow nstream , their bodies tucked into aerodynam ic 
arrows. A  brash grackle bathes in the river, m aking



sure to squaw k each time it splashes its greasy wings 
in the brow n water. Those grackles, they just have to 
let everyone know  w hat they’re doing, even w hen no 
one is around. Except me.

I return to fetch my board and skate hom e 
w ith the quickness, filled up by the w onder o f life.

Monday, April 25, 2005

W hen everything seems like you ’re looking 
at it for the last time and your m ind is a fissure, split 
like atoms that don ’t create bom bs and you ’re too 
tired for sleep, you spend the cracks betw een days 
w ith a dictionary in your lap m issing the words you 
need to w rite sentences that see verdant rolling hills 
and hear m elodies w ashing through unclouded days. 
I’m so tired... so tired o f trying to bend bars I cannot 
see. It’s been a long day and none o f this is supposed 
to make sense.

I found som e pages from a handw ritten letter 
dated M ay 26, 1990 in an alley the other day. They 
w ere just lying there w ith some other junk. It was a 
grey afternoon, looking like rain, and I was already 
starting to feel a bit down. But I stood there in that 
cruddy alley dow ntow n reading this letter anyway. 
H ere’s an excerpt:

“W ell it is 12:30 in the m orning + I am think



thinking about you. I suppose Shiela came and visited 
you. I hate her and I don ’t even know  the bitch... 
Dennis I w ant us to be together but I’m scared o f you 
now  because I know  that you have done heavy duty 
drugs and that m akes your m ind [the page ends there]. 
Dennis I wish you hadn’t o f gotten m essed up w ith 
these people. Dennis I feel really, really bad that you 
are in jail in fact it’s killing me to know  that you are in 
jail, you let your so called friends take you down.

Dennis I wish I could help you but I can ’t and 
I know  you are doing drugs cause you are too skinny.
I w ish I could just hold you and tell you that every­
thing will be alright God I w ish me and Dennis could 
just go aw ay together and live happily ever after but I 
know  it w on ’t happen at least not for a w hile m aybe 
som eday we can.”

Wednesday, April 27, 2005

Tonight I ran in the rain w ith the sting o f 
ozone sharp in my nose. It was good. On the side­
w alk behind the library I passed a cute girl dressed all 
in red. She smiled and I said hi. She said hi back. I 
was so happy I kicked a pine cone. Right after that I 
found a gold coin in the street com m em orating the 
centennial o f Lincoln County, Kansas. I tossed it aside 
for another lucky pedestrian to find. Greasy M exican



food smell drifted by, m aking m y m outh w ater for the 
kind o f food I haven’t eaten since I w ent vegan. The 
rain stopped and I was feeling pretty good, thinking 
about some o f the things I’ll miss about this place 
w hen I finally leave. A nd just as I’m thinking this,
I’m running across a parking lot and I see an old red 
pick-up truck on the road that I ’m heading toward. 
I’m about 20 yards away w hen the guy in the passen­
ger seat yells, “Fuckin’ faggot.” Im pressed by his bold 
attem pt to determine m y sexual orientation from  so 
far away, I enthusiastically salute his observational 
pow ers w ith my middle finger. He yells “faggot” 
again. Touche. I give him the finger again. W e ap­
pear to be deadlocked. The truck passes me and 
reaches a stop sign. I keep running tow ard that direc­
tion. The truck stops. Man, oh, man, I think. This is 
it. Fisticuffs. But, no, the driver flicks on his left sig­
nal and they drive off. I guess I w asn ’t w orth it. In 
short, there are still some things I ’ll miss about this 
place, but roadside heckling sure isn ’t one o f them.

Wednesday, May 4, 2005

Tonight it seems like I have x-ray vision. I 
w ent out w alking and saw  all this stuff I hadn ’t no­
ticed before. I saw through walls! The alleys are 
where all the action is. I found a pair o f license plates



lying face down in one alley. They were o ff to the 
side, against a wall. As if I w ouldn’t see them. A ban ­
doned license plates are a sure sign of illicit activity, 
and that's exciting! A lso, it’s funny how  people think 
that by throw ing som ething in a dum pster you can 
m ake it disappear. You can’t. It’s now  there for the 
taking by the rest o f us.

Monday, May 9, 2005

Dow ntow n is quiet. A  train passes by on the 
tracks in the distance but I can ’t hear it. A ll there is to 
hear is the w ind m oving between these silent bu ild­
ings. The sun leaves; only a few gold-tinted clouds 
rem ain in a sky o f darkening blue. This is m y time to 
walk, to prowl the alleys and sidewalks, stopping to 
look up at the birds circling endlessly, singing high 
and free. I could stare at them  all night. I really 
could. Passing the hotels and motels that long ago 
shut their doors. A bandoned motels hold a certain 
special sadness, all those em pty rooms that were once 
constantly changing occupants.

Larry M cM urtry announced he’s closing his 
used and antiquarian bookstore Booked Up at the end 
of the year. He plans to just lock up all the buildings 
and leave those thousands o f books forever trapped in 
time. I thought it fitting, considering how  so m uch o f



this area is already that way. It’s like som eone locked 
up all o f dow ntow n and threw the keys dow n a storm 
drain. Then they sauntered over to the southern end 
o f tow n and reeled in all the chain stores, leaving 
dow ntow n to sit undisturbed and gather dust.

Wednesday, May 18, 2005

So I came to a realization tonight, after an­
other interm inably long day. I’ve been on edge, rest­
less, and generally feeling like I ’m about to explode 
since I got back from m y trip. It’s like each m inute of 
the day has a steel sinker dangling off o f it. Time 
stretches in a viscous m ass around me. Rescue Rem ­
edy isn ’t cutting it.

But this evening I went on a ride with M a
linda. A nd I’d forgotten how  good it feels to ride with 
som eone who will push you to ride harder than you 
w ould on your own. M alinda’s gotten really good.
I’m proud o f her for becom ing such a skilled rider.
W e did the church loop and w hen w e finally came 
around into the headwind, it hardly fazed her. She 
seem s capable o f turning her pow er on and off at will, 
and to me th at’s a sign o f a good cyclist.

A fter the loop, we hit the coliseum  parking 
lot and practiced cornering, then raced around the 
perim eter crit-style. It was so m uch fun. So m y



realization is this: to get through the coining weeks, I ’m 
just going to have to push m y body as hard as I can 
w henever possible because it’s in those m om ents only 
that I’m able to shut dow n m y speeding thoughts. Or 
at least dilute them  w ith sweat.

Monday, May 23, 2005

In the heat o f the evening, I w alk dow n to 
the river and open m y eyes wide. I ’d been inside most 
o f the day w orking on an article. Early this m orning I 
ran in the cool air, thus avoiding the threat o f  heart 
failure.

A t the river the lush greenery still shim m ers 
in late golden sunlight. The air is still and everything 
looks surreal. I spook a bird. It flies up into a tree and
I stand there trying to figure out w hat kind o f bird it 
is. I stand there for a long time. The bird is uncoop­
erative, perched m otionless except for its sw iveling 
white head. I try to fake it out by turning m y own 
head, but w hen I turn back it has flown away. Sneaky 
bird.

N ext I come upon a young squirrel hanging in 
the intersection o f two thin branches o f a tree. I w alk 
right up to it and it doesn’t move. Its eyes are open 
but it sim ply hangs there limp, its lim bs draped care­
lessly as if  it had fallen there. I move to look at it



from a different angle. Still no motion. It’s so relaxed 
that its body shakes slightly in the breeze. Just w hen I 
start thinking m aybe it’s dead, it stretches its head un­
der the branch and stares at me. I continue watching 
it until it finally snaps out of its reverie and scrambles 
aw ay up the tree.

I w alk to the river bank and watch the m yste­
rious ripples and bubbles across the w ater’s surface. 
W hat is underneath? Fish? Turtles? There is a curi­
ous m ixture o f wildlife and trash floating in the river. 
A tire som ehow  stands upright floating in the w ater 
near the opposite bank. I w alk past the falls, w hich 
stink to high heaven, and sit dow n on a bench to con­
tem plate the w eeping willow. Its new  green leafy 
branches sway back and forth, lulling me into a daze.

Back the w ay I came, and there’s not so much 
to look at. I make eye contact with a rabbit, and we 
are m utually unim pressed. Through the coliseum  
parking lot, pause to admire the native grasses and 
touch their fuzzy tips. Up in the sky hangs the moon, 
full and w axy bright. I ponder it and think good 
thoughts about my future. I can barely hold it all in ­
side o f me. I know  w hatever happens next will be 
right.



Friday, May 27, 2005

M y old friend M oham m ed once said to me, as 
we stood in the dish room scraping half-eaten food o ff 
o f plates into the trash can, “To meet, to know, and to 
part is the sad story o f m any hum an hearts.”

The beginning o f this day w as an ending o f 
sorts. I gave notice at work. I w alked in the director’s 
office first thing and told her I was m oving back East. 
She subsequently w ent outside to smoke and on her 
w ay out told just about everyone else on staff. That 
was easy. Everyone is happy I’m leaving. A nd not be­
cause they hate me. June 28th is m y last day. I’ll be 
packing up and heading to Baltim ore some time in the 
next couple o f months.

I don’t think I’ve idealized W ichita Falls 
since I ’ve been w riting on here. I’ve pointed out its 
faults. But there really are things I like about this 
place, and I like to share them. It took m e a long time 
before I began to appreciate the good points, but 
they’re here. So w ithout further ado, here’s m y top 
ten list for W ichita Falls:

10. Talking (and arguing) about vegetarianism  
with the teenage cashiers and baggers at 
M arket Street.



9. Seeing the awesom e artw ork through the 
Studio 717 w indow  every day on the w ay to 
and from work.

8. Texas-sized grackles and all their crazy an­
tics.

7. Downtown streets, alleys, and abandoned 
buildings.

6. Sum m er sno-cones.
5. Lucy Park and the nasty trash-filled brown 

river running through it.
4. The library.
3. Bike rides in the country and running 

through dow ntow n streets.
2. The nice people I’ve m et and w orked with.
1. M alinda.

Monday, May 30, 2005

Few trees come close to m y favorite, the 
A m erican sycam ore. However, one has caught my 
eye this spring. It’s the cottonwood, and I think it’s 
rapidly sidling into second place behind the sycamore. 
There are some giant cottonw oods in Lucy Park, with 
thick bark so deeply furrow ed you can stick your 
hand in between the gnarled ridges. Cottonw oods can 
grow  to be more than 100 years old! The cottonwood 
is the sacred tree that Plains Indians use to m ake a Sun



Pole, around w hich the great Sun Dance is perform ed. 
But m y favorite part o f the cottonw ood is its leaves. 
They are large and broad, silvery on their undersides, 
and when the w ind moves through them they rustle 
and flash their silver sides in a rem arkable show. It 
sounds like applause! It’s one o f the m ost w onderful 
noise I’ve ever heard in the woods. Today I stood u n ­
der the cottonw oods and m y heart was filled w ith joy 
at how  awesom e they are. M y w alking inventory:

2 herons strutting down the middle of the river.
1 suspension bridge over the river, from w hich I saw:
2 gigantic fish acting suspicious and
1 turtle soaking up the sun.
2 cardinals flirting (how romantic!)
1 dead armadillo, upside down in a field.

Saturday, June 4, 2005

Yesterday I felt tingly all day.

I had nice dream s last night, and was rather disap­
pointed w hen I woke up.

Today was a good mail day.

I think this m onth will be both too long and too short.

I crave resolution, but think I'll have to settle for d is­
traction.



Wednesday, June 8, 2005

I had a sublime experience tonight. It rained 
torrential downpours over the weekend, and the river 
was already high. One o f m y friends at w ork told me 
it was up over its banks in places. So I hurried down 
there after w ork to have a look. I was w alking along 
the path, listening to the cottonwoods, startling rab­
bits, and generally having an excellent time. Then I 
reached this bridge, and I stood underneath it. The 
current o f the river was m oving so fast. I looked up at 
the underside o f the bridge. There are six horizontal 
concrete supports spanning the length o f the river. 
And the sun’s light w as reflecting the m ovem ent of 
the river back up onto these supports, so that light and 
shadow  moved across them  at dizzying speeds. It 
awed me. Seeing it rem inded me o f that scene in Ko
yaanisqatsi where the time-lapsed clouds are racing 
across the sky above the canyons. A nd when you see 
som ething like that, you feel nature’s pow er knock 
the breath out o f you, making the hair on the back o f 
your neck stand up, and you just w ant to kiss someone 
because your heart is bursting with such joy for the 
world. And, well, I just feel so lucky. I can ’t imagine 
being any happier than I am right now.



Friday, June 10, 2005

Spent a truly relaxing evening over at M a
linda's, eating sugary raspberries and listening to 
A m AnSet. I alm ost fell asleep a couple o f times, but 
M alinda didn't seem to mind. She's racing tom orrow  
so she was probably preoccupied.

Enchanted city streets guided me on m y 
trusty bike tow ard hom e. Passing through am ber 
pools o f streetlight, the crickets sounding in m y 
ears, thoughts o f som eone far away from 
Texas m aking me smile.

A t m y place, I push my bike through the 
doorway, the red light below the seat blinking on the 
wall, triggering thoughts o f other red lights in m y 
past. I stare, clicking it through the different se­
quences before switching it off. Daniel Johnston's 
w ords ringing in m y head, "my life... is starting over 
again... over again..."

Monday, June 13, 2005

The scene outside is truly surreal. W e are in 
the m idst of a vicious storm: purple lightning, ca­
cophonous thunder, spitting hail, tow ering sheets o f 
rain torn out o f winds whipping through the streets. 
Yet evening sunlight streams brilliant dow n from  the



sky, defying all the chaos. A river runs dow n the alley 
behind m y building. I’m listening to Broken Social 
Scene and feeling like I am on another planet.

The storm passes, and everything turns or­
ange. A nne calls and I talk to her as I stare out the 
w indow , gaping at the orange world. M alinda calls 
and I talk to her as I practice m inor chords. I love 
them . They are m y new  favorite friends.

Outside calls and I pick m y w ay through the 
battlefield o f dead and dying crickets outside m y door. 
The tem perature has dropped from 97 to 72. Flashbulb 
lightning m uted by late night cloud cover. I stand in 
the parking lot, staggered by the beauty o f it all. I 
w ish  you were here to see it.

The streets and sidewalks lie virtually dry by 
now. The storm  w iped all the hum idity away, and I 
w alk through air that’s lighter than, well, air. AIR. I 
w alk slow  and see things I ’ve never noticed before. 
Exit signs, hidden stairways, a plastic cup rattling 
through the post office parking lot. R unoff thunders 
dow n the church gutters. It is really the only noise.

Saturday, June 25, 2005

A ttended my last CATs (Council o f A dvisory 
Teens) m eeting at the library today. M an, I am going 
to miss the teens a lot. It's so sad saying goodbye...



Tw o m ore days o f w ork to go. I don't know  
w hat I'm going to do w ith m yself for two w eeks off 
w ork before I move. It'll probably only take me a 
couple o f days to pack, m aybe another day to 
clean. One option w ould be to obsessively pack eve­
rything up and do the cleaning im m ediately, then sit 
in a corner o f the apartm ent for the rest o f  the time, 
rocking back and forth violently and gnaw ing m y 
knuckles until they bleed. A nother option w ould be 
to piss aw ay the time until the very last m inute and 
then stay up two days straight getting it all done, be­
fore then driving across the country w ithout stopping, 
hepped up on trucker's speed and delivering long con­
voluted and brilliantly unbalanced m onologues to the 
cats as they lie cursing me in their carriers.

Uh, yeah, I think I need a m ore rational plan 
than either o f those, but they were the first two to pop 
into m y head. Should be interesting to see how  this 
actually pans out.

Monday, June 27, 2005

Reason #493 to stay hom e instead o f going to 
work: you never miss the package delivery person.

Hom e for lunch. O n e  an d  a  h a lf days to 
go. True story: I was riding m y bike hom e late Friday 
night, w hich is the absolute worst tim e to be on the



street on a bike on account o f all the drunken idiots 
out and about. Anyway, I'm speeding along down 
Huff, w hich is one o f my new  favorite streets to ride 
on, w ondering idly if  I'll make it hom e w ithout get­
ting heckled. N ot likely. I turn  onto Brook and some 
guy yells, "get a car, bitch" at me. I alm ost fell o ff my 
bike laughing. The sheer ridiculousness o f the inci­
dent still overwhelm s me.

On a more pleasant note, earlier that night I 
w as riding down Harrison and I saw  four ducks on the 
side o f the road. A nother duck was w alking across the 
road tow ard them. They w ere w atching him , w aiting 
patiently. He reached the curb and hopped up on the 
grass next to them. Then all five o f them  w alked off 
together tow ard the pond. W hy can't people always 
be that polite?

Monday, July 4, 2005

High lonely w ail o f the sirens... running 
through the streets this m orning feeling like a w reck­
ing ball keeps crashing through the caverns o f  m y 
heart... the leaves rippling in the w ind releasing blurry 
m em ories into a mind struggling to carve out a peace­
ful co m er in which to hide during this unsteady time.

Finally slept well last night, after being res­
cued from m y emotional quagm ire by M alinda, who



took me to get a sno-cone and then to see the prairie 
dogs, w hich cheered m e im m ensely.

I really didn't know  it w as going to feel this 
way. I know  it's all going to be okay, but it's still 
m uch m ore com plicated than I thought it w ould be.

Wednesday, July 06, 2005

So this guy som etim es w alks by m y w indow  
while I'm typing. He's tall and skinny, w ith black 
glasses and a goatee, baggy thrift store clothes and 
black Chucks. He slouches by, jum ps up on this ce­
m ent w all and does a sort o f spastic pirouette before 
continuing to slouch through the parking lot. So last 
w eek I saw  som eone lying on the sidew alk outside the 
law  offices o f Steven M. W illiam s. I'm looking across 
Lam ar Street from m y w indow, w ondering who in the 
hell w ould be lying stretched out flat on the sidewalk 
in the m iddle o f the day, w hen all of a sudden the fig­
ure leaps up and it's this sam e guy who I just de­
scribed. He w alks back across the street, through the 
parking lot, leaps up onto the wall, does his pirouette, 
then continues up the hill out o f sight. I have no idea 
who he is, where he comes from, or w hy he was lying 
on the sidewalk, but I find it all strangely com forting 
nonetheless.



Saturday, July 9, 2005

I'm packing up the com puter so this'll be m y last entry 
from  Texas. H ere’s a little fiction for you... or is it?

The other day I was out on one o f a series of 
“farewell, roads of Texas” bike rides I ’ve been taking 
lately. The heat had broken and it was only in the 
low er 80s. Blue sky and sun but not brutal heat made 
it a perfect day for riding. W ind was com ing from an 
atypical direction, but it was good because it m eant I’d 
have a tailw ind com ing home. I did the standard 30- 
m ile group ride loop and had altered m y return a little 
for some variety. I w as cruising along back tow ard 
tow n on A irport Road at top speed w hen I got a flat. 
Damn. I hadn ’t had a flat on a ride in a really long 
time. Last time it happened, horseflies sw arm ed from 
a nearby field and bit the hell out o f m e as I changed 
m y tube, and then I ended up being alm ost late for 
work. N ow  here I was again next to a field where 
horseflies w ere likely to be lurking. A t least I didn ’t 
have a job to be late to. I w heeled m y bike off the 
road and leaned it up against a fence. A  few  cows 
m illed around in the field on the other side. I fished 
m y spare tube out o f the back pocket o f m y jersey, 
kneeled down, and set to work. I m oved quickly, slid­
ing the tire o ff the rim, and pulling out the bad tube.



A fter a few m inutes I was soaked in sweat. I 
raised m y head and w iped m y arm across m y eyes. 
T hat’s w hen I noticed the shadow  crossing over me. I 
looked up into the deep brow n eyes o f a cow hanging 
its head over the fence in m y direction. Startled, I 
rocked back on m y heels and shook m y head. The 
cow cocked its head to one side. I stood up, stretched 
m y legs, and w alked up to the fence. The cow ’s gaze 
follow ed me. I tentatively held out my hand... the cow  
pushed its nose into m y palm. I slowly raised m y 
hand higher on its head and traced my finger down 
the space betw een its eyes. It closed its eyes, then 
turned and sauntered away. Huh... that w as weird, I 
thought. I knelt dow n again and finished up changing 
out the old tube before fitting the new  one inside the 
tire. I’d just filled the tire back up w ith air, w hen I 
again sensed a very definite shift from sunlight to 
shadow  overtaking the spot where I knelt. I looked 
up from the tire into fifty pairs o f deep brow n eyes 
staring back at me. I swallowed hard and stood up. It 
looked like every cow  in the pasture had w andered 
over and was now standing patiently, yet expectantly, 
at the edge o f the field. I sighed and looked up at the 
cloudless Texas sky that you can never escape. I was 
leaving soon, but I still had a little time. So I reached 
out m y hand again.



Zine Micro-Reviews

Consumption #10 A m azing political cartoons by a  very  
w ell-inform ed bike advocate. Tom  Lechner, 818 SW  3rd 
#331, Portland, O R  97204, lechner@ ispw est.com , $5

D ave K. G reatest H its D ave’s draw ings and com ix alw ays 
reach m e deep inside. O rder this best o f collection  from  
w w w .bodegad istribution .com . $5 .50 w ith  shipping. A  steal!

D riving B lind #3 O pen honest w riting on attending college, 
tabling at Bean town Zine tow n, being disabled. Erin H., PO 
Box 656, K eyport, N J 07735, w w w .driv ingblind.org, $2

Dumb Jersey  W hite Boy No. 2 W on derful ch ildhood com ic 
by  a guy w ho grew  up in the sam e area o f  N J as I did. M ark 
M cM urray, 441 W arren  St., Scotch Plains, N J 07076, w w w . 
m ark.m cm urray.de, $1 (obscenely cheap!)

L ibrary  U rinal Even i f  m y girlfriend w asn ’t one o f  the edi­
tors, I’d  still love this irreverent undergroun d library  zine. 
PO B 4803, Baltim ore, M D 21211 or 915 W  Second St., 
B loom ington, IN  47403, libraryurinal@ gm ail.com , $2

R ead lots m ore zine review s in m y m onthly Zine Rack col­
um n  on w w w .N ew Pages.com !

Thought worm now  tries to show  itse lf once a year. N ew  
issues are $2. V isit w w w .thoughtw orm .com  for other w rit­
ing, info on back issues, and m y w eblog. W rite to m e: Sean 
Stew art, 3600 Buena V ista Ave., Baltim ore, M D 21211 or 
em ail at sean@ thoughtw orm .com . H ave a nice day!

http://www.bodegadistribution.com

