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My latest deal

Hey al. I'm still alive and kicking it up herein
Sesgttle. Thisismy latest attempt to keep in
touch and distribute some of my most fucked-up
day to day writing to those interested, and keep
you updated on larger projects.

I’m still plugging away on two books, in addi-
tion to other projects. Summer Rain, my first
book, has been in a continual editing process,
and I’m hoping for agood final draft by sum-
mer. |’ ve been focusing on making it ‘thicker’,
and bringing out some of the hidden emotion
that | don’t feel | correctly conveyed during the
earlier drafts.

My second book, Rumored to Exist, recently hit
the halfway mark, in shortly under 3 months of
on-and-off writing. An excerpt was publishedin
Metal Curse zine ($3 payable to Ray Miller at
POB 302, Elkhart, IN 46515-0302) and I’'m cur-
rently looking for other zines or small journals
to pick up excerpts. I’ve aso been working on a
tag-team story with Ray Miller. We wrote some
insane stuff together when he was in Sesgttle a
few months ago, so look for something interest-

ing...

Enough babbling, let’s get to work here...

Scraping the Bucket

The worst of Feb's outgoing email.

Hey, | guess | amgoing to see Rollins
speak here in seattle on 2/13. Do you
know anything | could get himfor his
bi rthday? It would have to be sone-
thing I could throw fromny cheap bal -
cony seat. No TVs, lawn tractors,
Nautil us gear, etc.

which brings us to the whole dating thing. no nothing has
happened with the 6' 1 chick, i havent talked to her we
have just been playing phone tag. sheisanswering my
calls which isagood thing but i am sure she got like 400
repliesto her ad and if there was a400:1 horse, would you
bet your paycheck onit let alone your sanity? becausei
have absolutely no self-esteem at this point, i doubt that
anything would happen if i met her. and i have been seri-
ously fucked up about the dating thing sincei got here,
because i have not met anyone even friends sincei moved
here. one of thereasonsi stayed in school for such along
timeisbecausei feared that i would graduate, get ajob,
move away, work 9 to 5 with a bunch of yuppies and then
spend my evenings alone watching tv and eating micro-
wave food. well, that basically happened except i dont
have atv. and every fucking counselor or self help book
tells you to turn to god, your family, or your friendsto get
guidance, and i dont really have any of the three.

so that’s what's been sticking it in and breaking it off
lately. thats why im always writing, thats why i have been
drinking lately, although i plan on stopping after last
night’s little stunt.

How’s things? My book is sinking like the
titanic after the fucking iceberg. | haven’t
been able to get any cohesive writing done,
the day job’s really sticking it in and break-
ing it off.

im hoping for weird, fucked up dreams about
scooby doo and the antichrist. and nobody’s
speaking english. thisone's all about japanese,

gpanish and subtitles. and a porno-film
soundtrack with dubbed moaning. oh, in 3-d.

| had a dream that | had sex with an ex-girlfriend in one of
those photo booths in the mall. and later in the dream, i
had to give a speech on carpal tunnel syndrome, and i
knew absolutely nothing about it except i know people who
have had it and i fear that i will get it myself someday.

itisraining and 50. and i have to go to some dumb banquet din-
ner for work today. time to break out the Charles Manson T-
Shirt.

Sorry to hear of the sinmsno-
bile. M inage of that car was
i ke one of those nonsters in a
zonbie film where the people
keep chopping off |inbs and
lighting it on fire, but it
keeps trundling along. Except
your car never killed a bunch of
people at a summrer canp (well,
as far as | know).

what acar... i have very odd and fond memories
of riding in that thing during the summer of 94,
toting around beer and dole and duckman video
tapes and zappa cds and sitting in that basement
apartment while JM freaked out over the con-
cept of uswatching TV

i say you get arottweiler and train it to kill people when they
say “daddy” or “mommy” i.e. asorority duncein dunn
meadow says“my daddy is sending meto cancun” and the
dog fucking devastatesthem. also train it to bark the theme
song from hawaii five-o. that isgood for parties. and it
should be ableto drink beer from bottles

every night | plan on witing alot. every
night i fall asleep for 4 hours, wake up,

find sonething to conpletely fuck about 3

or 4 hours of time, and then suddenly have
no notivation to wite because it is 4 in

t he norni ng.



There are times| wish | was back in Lindley
hall at 3am with the broken machines and all.
But then | wish | still had the shithole apartment
at mitchell st, a15 minute walk in the darkness
along the empty traffic of 3rd street.

| wasin Canadatoday. It was beautiful here, 50-
60 degrees and very sunny, so | piled afew tapes
in the car and headed north. From my apartment
to Canadian customs is 100 miles, almost
exactly. Thedrive up wasincredible, very
breathtaking views of every mountain rangein
the northern part of the state, and great ever-
greens and rock formations and fields of winter
golden plants.

| crossed into BC, and drove around just south
of Vancouver. | got sort of lost, and it was like
3:30 and | hadn’t eaten lunch. | then realized
there was no place to change money and | didn’t
want to look like a dork trying to spend US cur-
rency. So, | turned around and came back. Got
alittle shock at a*“ Seattle - 200" sign until | real-
ized it was K and not miles. Also, the gas sta-
tionsall said 559, | didn’t realize it was 55 cents
canadian per liter. Duh.

American customs was far ruder and more stu-
pid than Canadian. They actually made me get
out and open up the car and trunk. Single per-
son, new car, one hour in the country, no pur-
pose, no apparent cargo, | don’t know maybe
they did expect meto have anillegal alieninthe
hatchback or something. Anyway, my impres-
sion of British Columbiais much poorer than
that of Ontario. Ontario seems much more
royal, with wide open roads, majestic plains, and
cities that look like they have hundreds of years
of history. The part of BC | saw looked more
like Alabama. Lots of crappy strip malls, no

real sightsto see, and alot of congestion and
confusing roadway. Maybe the heart of Vancou-
ver has more noble metropolis centers, but the
southern suburbs were pretty lame. However, it
was cool to finally take the old escort into afor-
eign land, and the little metric differences along
the way gave me a chuckle or two.

Also on the way, | heard aradio station that
sounded like the soundtrack to that Raja Babu
movie crossed with Tori Amos singing the
Indian lyrics. Pretty weird.

1 went out with this chick who is a registered nurse and she
gets to pronounce people dead and she has to catheterize
people sometimes. so i figure she must be good in bed. but
she is 61 and weights 135 Ibs so i am afraid i would break
her in half.

you should get the next issue of Details (the one with Coolio
on the cover) it has an article about working in slaughter—
houses, this guy worked at one and it has his picture wearing
all of his gear, covered in blood and holding a cow’s small
intestine which weighs like 50 Ibs.

anyway tell me if you have done any new stuff with bones or
anything,

Then | spent like 2 hours on the phone arguing with some-
one about my dating life, or lack thereof. They are con-
cerned that if | spend all of my weekends writing and
reading books that | will wake up some day and realize |
am all alone. | told them | write and read books so | won’t
wake up someday and realize I'm all alone. One of the
reasons | sold my soul to the devil with regard to the writ-
ing thing was that | felt that | could no longer beat the
game of dating. | wish | could convince my friends that |
like doing this more than | would like a volvo station
wagon, mortgage, wife and kids.

| guessit all sounds stupid unless you're there.

Hey! Where have you been!?!? A lot has happened
since 1947 when we last talked. lets see, there was
the korean war, then they came out with this restau-
rant called mcdonalds, then they started putting fins
on cars, then they took them off again...

you gotta be careful with the mind drug stuff. i have taken
about 7 or 8 different kinds of drugs to make me into a
shiny happy people and effects have ranged from loss of
money because of the cost to lots of side effects. i have
been taking lithium for about 5 years and that helps me to
some degree. at least it keeps me off the overpasses and
keeps the sniper rifle in the closet. it stops the manic part
but i still get really depressed. i could take prozac or some
shit but that doesnt do much for me. now if i get depressed
i just listen to silly music real loud and sleep a lot.

Since Henry is always tal king about riding
in cabs and on busses and soforth, we

t hought a car woul d be a good gift for him
So, taking an idea froman old MA*S*H epi -
sode, we bought a small Vol kswagon, took it
apart, and threw all of the pieces on stage
whi | e he spoke. We could not get the radio
fromthe car into the venue because the
bouncers thought we were trying to bootleg
record the concert. | think he liked the
gift, although he got hit pretty hard in
the head with an exhaust manifold while he
was tal king about the gramys, but the

bl eedi ng pretty much stopped by the end of
the set. Also, during his nore serious rap
about the boy with | eukem a, we |aunched
one of the fenders fromthe balcony and it
didn't quite make it to the stage. Luckily
t he peopl e near where it hit were able to
herd the piece up to Rollins without caus-
ing too much chaos.

I sure hope he is able to get that thing
back together and runni ng good, naybe he
can drive it back to New York and then just
drive everywhere in the Big Apple. Are

t here many good, safe places to park cars
out in the big city?

Can | just give you answers to a bunch of questions, and
no questions? John Wayne Gacy, 17 inches, Orange Crush
in an enema bag, La Femme Nikita played backwards,
valvoline motor oil, and in the middle of iowa naked.

i livein seattle. im from the midwest but i dont liketo admit it. i
work as atechnical writer to pay the bills, but at night i am a
mean motherfucking fiction writing machine. i am editing my
first book, finishing my second, both kick ass and are unconven-
tional spirals of napalm pain and robitussen. i read likeits
orgasm-producing, kerouac, bukowski, miller, vonnegut, jong,



sontag, heller, rollins, and fanteto name afew. i dont own atv
because i think that the people who can force ajillion people to
watch baywatch are just going to tell them to al start drinking
jimjoneskoolaid or something. plusi dont have roomfor onein
my apartment. if there were alot of pirate tv stationsi would
buy one though. im nocturnal but i have a9-5 job so at any
given moment i am probably hallucinatory from sleep dep. cds
are my religion, my kenwood is the altar, my paycheck istherit-
ual sacrifice. i listento alot of stuff, some alt some fringe some
progressive some fusion some jazz. my prized posession ismy
german peter gabriel cd and i think all problemsin the world
would vanish if everyone listened to a stanley clarke song a day.
or wilson pickett. im not into country or too much rap, but i
think apple computer should license the public enemy song * dont
believe the hype'. i just ate some unidentified fish objects and
angelhair pasta with tomato basil sauce. but i cant cook. thank
Thor for microwaves.

AND | LIKE THE OUTDOORSAND | LIKE TO GO OUT
DANCING AND | LIKEWALKSON BEACHESAND | LIKE
ROMANTIC DINNERSAND | LIKE HOLDING HANDS IN
THE MOONLIGHT AND | LIKE TO FUCK CORPSESAND |
LIKE TO EAT THE SHIT OF ZOO ANIMALSAND | LIKE
TO JUMPINTO LARGE POOLS FULL OF LEECHES AND
HAVE THEM STICK TOMY PRIVATESAND |

sorry, went insane for a second there. or was that a moment of
clarity?

speaking of which, i saw pulp fiction 20 timesin the theatre. i
watch alot of films, wheni get writer’'sblock i sometimes watch
2or 3inarow, done. i saw beyond rangoon, one of the best
films of 95, back to back with while i was sleeping or whatever
the fuck that julia roberts film was.

ending sents. with was, the english dept is going to show up and
take back the diploma.

hobbies include caffiene, monkeywrenching, yelling from my
5th floor balcony, music that makes my eyes bleed, punching the
keysat 3 in the morning, spontaneous roadtrips, buying toys, and
working on alarge thesis about how the planet of the apesisa
social document of the 70s, comparing it to star wars, al in the
family, and star trek.

Okay maybe not. cani ask amillion questions
how are you where are you from what do you
like how do you eat a reeses peanut butter cup
what type of global economic system would
result in amedium term solution to churning
interest rates what is your favorite cartoon can
you say sally sells sea shells by the sea shore 10
timesreal fast do you like anchovies on your

pizza have you ever brought chicken entrailsto a
catholic church and acted like you thought it was
apagan ritual do you ever have that dream
where youre falling and you always wake up
before you hit why do people instinctively sniff
fresh mimeographswho did you votefor in 1904
do you think i should buy aluminum siding for
my car do you have any tattoos of european con-
tour maps on your thighs do you think dr seuss
tranglates well to sanskrit have you ever played
black sabbath at 16 speed and convinced some-
oneit was aform of time travel do you like red
grapes or green grapes and finally DO YOU
HAVE A WEB PAGE A FAX MACHINE AND
AN 800 NUMBER?

1) | don’t shoot up, but | have a permanent ster-
num IV and hook it up the four tubes to two
liters of Coca-Cola, Jolt, Mountain Dew, and Dr.
Pepper every morning. 2) asfor anal inter-
course, my job’s got me bent over the table from
9-5 every week. 3) | watch my three sons epi-
sodes nude about 4 times daily. | have complete
computerized measurements of the circumfer-
ence of my penis for the complete run of the
series. maybewe can split aPhD thesisin psych
and american studies over the data? let me
know.

i take photos of ugly things. i liketo take photos
of ugly buildings that nobody cares about so
when they are gone and some chrome and glass
bank isthere, | can go “see what used to be
here?’

Halloween 95, in Boston, sick to death but com-
pletely fucked out on a 6x dose of dayquil, wall-
flowering at a place called the Ramrod. There

was an AWESOME mix of drag and Halloween

costumes, guys dressed as nuns, atotally buff
superman with slicked black hair and makeup,
and a huge guy dressed as chef boy-ardee,
swinging a big plastic cleaver over hishead on
the dance floor.i read more than alot. i read too
much. i wishi could writeasmuch as| read but
that’s aflawed assumption. i am reading Roald
Dahl’s Lamb to the Slaughter, it doesnt really
count though because it isa Penguin 60 and |
will finish it tonight. Penguin 60’s are awe-
some, 60 titles, abuck each, today they were on
salebuy 1 get 1freesoi got like 12 of them. i
am a BIG charles bukowski fan, and Henry
Miller too. | am goingto see Tim O’'Brienina
week, he also rules. Heis sort of into the paci-
fist-type thing, because he was in vietham and
got sort of fucked up. hiswriting is severely
twisted, hislast book _in the lake of the woods _
will take the paint right off your house.

i have never been anyone’s ball and chain, per se. 1I'm more
like a fur-lined set of handcuffs.

i had a dream about you last night! we were at my old old
apartment on mitchell street and we were sitting on the
couch and reading these magazines. you were reading
news week or something and i think i was reading omni
and you kept asking me questions about some computer
ad in the magazine. but you had long hair so maybe it was
really someone else trying to trick me, or maybe it was an
old dream. i dont remember where we got the magazines,
maybe we got them at the bookstore! anyway i dont
remember any more of the dream but it was still neat.

| feel agreat need to quote from the Jimi Hen-
drix song ‘Fire’. | think it's the dayquil.

its12:19 and I’'m at home. | was going to go to
elliott bay books, get fully caffienated, and then
go to the fenix underground and do the meat
market thing. but id upgrade my cold to bron-
chitis and then have to go to the doctor and he’' d



ask me a bunch of inane questions blah blah
blah. i prefer not to go to the doctor, i would
rather just figure it out myself. infact, i
removed my own appendix last year. i bought a
dissecting kit and a fifth of smirnoff, saved
myself alot of money. ruined afew towels
though and i couldnt sit down for 6 months, but
im cool now.

my lang was spanish, two semesters about 5
years ago that’s mostly vanished. “donde estu
hall pass, senor beavis?’ i occasionally have a
dream wherei can fluently speak spanish, but
my dreams are fucked up and another topic
entirely.

| wasin the middle of editing my first book, and
was on a business trip, dragging this laptop all
over boston trying to EDIT and | just started
fucking with anew idea. within aweekend, |
had the framework for a second book, and just
started working on both, full throttle. the first
book, i dont know who will likeit. but the sec-
ond is getting there, part of it was published as a
work in progress in amagazine and now im sort
of pressured to finish the damn thing.

| washed my car today in an act of reverse-
reverse psychology, to get it to stop raining. It
didn’t work.

i am experiencing this heavy, sinking feeling
from being domestic, doing laundry, cleaning
my car, dusting the house, it feels sort of likethe
night after you freebase Immonium AD and feel
all shaky and nap-desiring.

i have been celibate for two years for no other
reason than | have been too lazy to find a part-

ner. i am afraid i am going to pull a‘just out of
prison’ on the next poor woman i sleep with. of
course, that might not be a bad thing, i dont
know.

my three least favorite tastes in the world are
squid, that white shit women use for yeast infec-
tions, and dishsoap. each of the three are along,
bizarre story for alater date..

hey you know i think i found a cool product
idea. you see, you could cross allergy testing
with tattooing. they could put colorsin all of the
test specimens and then when you got done,
you'd have afull back tattoo. think people

would go for it?

so im sitting herelistening to chick corea and reading
charlesbukowski and trying to think of ideasfor the book, so
it ispretty much businessasusual. the scantily clad women
who peel me grapes and massage my feet did not show up
today, soi haveto pull the grapesfrom thelittle vine-thingees
myself, and run the ceiling fan instead of having someone
wave one of those giant peacock-feather type things above
theroom. soi feel your pain about the workers not showing
up tonight.

imin asort of weird mood today. driving back from the u-dis-
trict tonight, im on 1-5 doing about 70 and | suddenly realize that
my apartment doesn’t really feel like ahome and | don’t exactly
know where my home is because it sure isn’t Indiana anymore
and | just got this very disorienting which-way-is-up feeling.
Sometimes | don’t even think about the fact that I’ m in Seattle
now, and I’ve got ajob and I'm financially independent (barely)
and thisismy home. So | looked at my driver’slicense and |
feel better now.

i think i am just permanently fucked up when it
comes to relationships. maybei am just feeling
sorry for myself, but this whole woman thing
makes me want to just lock myself in my apart-
ment with 10 years worth of hi-c and snickers
bars and just never come out. itsthe typical
argument ive been whining about for years now,

most of the women out there want something
other than what i really am, and the ones that
might be somewhat of a match are so hidden
that a person as shy as me will never find them.
of courseit is stupid for me to whine about this
buti do. andi should go out and meet people
blah blah blah but that is so self-serving of an
argument i mean we are talking about a person
who routinely spends entire weekends inside
because they fear having to talk to a stranger.
meanwhile the sex oils stay locked away and my
hormones are driving me nuts and im going to
have to start adding saltpetre to my food or just
cut it off or take alot of cold showers or some-
thing. but more than the hormone thing, which
isactually pretty minor sinceits been solong, is
just the sinking feeling that im just going to snap
my fingers and wake up and find myself in my
80’s, having been completely celibate for 60
years, with nothing but a bunch of memories of
spending my weekends in bed reading stupid
books.

maybe i can buy some shares [of stock] for real
cheap and then sell them and then buy a BMW and
then buy a condo and a cell phone and marry some-
one named barbi who looks like a model but is frigid
and we’ll have kids and buy a volvo station wagon
and go to church and send the kids to boarding
school in connecticut and then she will start fucking
around on me and i will start drinking a lot and then i
will divorce her and lose the kids the stock the bmw
and have to keep the volvo and ill sell the condo at a
loss and the cell phones gone already and ill be 40
and look like im 80 and then think, man, why dont i
just go back to being single and writing books after
all?

or maybe i will just spend my money on oreo cookies
and pornography and CDs and just avoid the horror.

and whenever i seehimit islike“hey jon did you hear i am
buying a yacht or something?” andi say “hey, did i tell you i



managed to stay up 60 hourslast weekend and i pissed off
my balcony and got it to hit the | -5 over pass with the wind
shear?” and then they are never impressed. see, that’swhy i
dont like hanging out with yuppies.

gotta go make my toaster strudels drink my coke writein the
book and then give the plastic woman the old one-two. have a
good one. no new stories no new women no new exploits no new
nothing except my heart beat about 115,000 times and all of
them worked. A toast to all things boring which didnt raise the
number and use up any of the onesi need later.

nothing new to report here today more dumb
stuff more writing more work more rain more
wind more time more death more shit more piss
more roadkill more guns more bombs more
rapes more records more cough syrup more
mroe more more more makes you wannajust not
spend any money and put it in ajar and then
smash the jar and go buy 23,574 boxes of
Atomic Fireballs at the village pantry. well gotta
go run gotta cook my toaster strudels they are
good i pretent that the strawberry isreally
human blood

The money thing has become amore focal point
inmy life. Sometimes | miss the dayswhen |
was so far in debt that | knew | would never
have money for big thingsand | just didn’t
worry. Now that | have a decent check, I've
gotta think about savings, 401K, cars, rent, fur-
niture, houses, vacations, whatever. 1'm still
clearing out alot of debt and getting caught up
on some big stuff - | still owe U some money |
flat out haven't paid them, and the credit cards
are always a bitch. But by fall, only the student
loans and this damn car will be left. But | might
not start buying shit, I might just eat potatoes
and fish heads and ramen and keep writing and
put the whole damn check into gold bars or in a
big penny jar or something so | don’'t haveto

worry about money for awhile. 1'd like to just
work for afew years, clear out all of the debt,
and stash enough that | can go back to school
and get a $200 room and take a class a year and
just do nothing but write and fuck women 10
years younger than me for awhile. Who knows.

then i dont dleep for 3 days and listen to Jimi Hendrix and when
heis singing all along the watchtower i imagine talking to god
and imthe joker and god is the thief and i complain about the
confusion and how i cant get norelief. andtheni realizei need a
vacation.

Anyway, | agree that there’s a strong relationship between writ-
ing and loneliness (and depression). | feel that the people who
best perceive life and see this human condition of loneliness and
respond to it are also those who can see life through different
lenses and portray it on paper in away that's entertaining, or at
least endearing. Same holds true for musicians, artists, and oth-
ers of artistic ability.

My lifestyle borders between simple and chaotic. | now
work afull-time, salaried job at a big computer company
writing essentially boring documentation. I’m fairly good
at leaving my work and its related thoughts at the office at
5 everyday, which leaves me my own life outside the cor-
porate maze. It paysenough that | can afford the luxury of
my own studio and complete solitude. So most of my
time can be spent writing, or pursuing other passions like
books, reading, music, or just wandering around town
observing the normal yet abnormal. Asfor people, I'm
fairly nonplussed. The office gives me an extended fam-
ily which keeps me busy on the weekends when | want it.
But | enjoy seclusion, especially when linked to writing. |
do write in public places at times, airports, malls, coffee-
shops, restaurants, parks, etc. But | guess|’ve managed to
train myself to enjoy passing time by myself at times.
And when | am around othersand | don’t want to be, it
tends to make me a bit nutsy. (i.e. the holidays with my
family). | guessit sort of bothers me that most of America
feels a need to be around other people when they are not
working or schooling or whatever.

And my job isfairly tedious too, so | spend alot of time
writing mail. | don’t correspond to a great number of peo-
ple, but | write too much and too often. Or maybe not.

Okay, here’'s why | |ike Bukowski. He
wor ked the Post Office job, he did the
repetition, played the tineclock, and
realized how nmuch the system ran on
masses who did what he did. So he
started witing, started calling in
sick, and when he got a few people to
pay hi m pennies for his poens, he |eft.
And as he spent nost of the 70's in his
run down apartnent, beating the typer
every night for 4 or 5 or 10 hours, he
saw the world around him as flawed as
these zonbies did the sane thing every

day just to do the same thing every
day.
Bukowski never lived on the edge. When

the hippies and freaks and acid-heads
and beatniks and eccentric euro-poet
hi psters showed up at his door, he usu-
ally put a pillow over his ear and
stayed in bed. He isn't easily pigeon-
holed with other literary novenents
because he pissed off nost literary
noverments by ignoring them and just
witing mles of poenms about horse-rac-
i ng and waki ng up drunk in bus-stations
(wite what you know, | guess).

So, to me, Bukowski synbolizes the need
to call in sick or avoid the giant mar-
keting machine of Ilife to sit in a
cheap apartment and scribble poetry on
t he backs of old conputer printouts. |

don’t bet on horses, | don’t drink, |
don’t screw wonen | neet from poetry
readings, and | don't pretend |I’'m sone

hardened dirty old man. But | do wi sh
I had his synergy for witing so nany
damm books for so little noney.

As for stalking, I've never tried it myself. But | imagine it
would take more time and energy than doing your laundry.
And I'm not having much luck with that this week, even
though | have a washer and drier in my place.

| also figured out how to play “satisfaction” on the phone



keypad. along with my renditions of “another one bites
the dust” and “whip it”, I'll probably have enough stuff to
cut ademo by summer.

The Journal Pit

February’s spiral notebook scribbling in action

2/1

The mirror I’mlooking into is disturbed,
broken, untrue. | want to rise (or sink) to
anot her | evel where the self-enulation, the

—purgatory becorres—vatvablte—insteadof——

destructive. Now, ny self-criticisns only
produce nore ripples in the | ake, nore
pain. 1'd like to reach a point where they
produce a nore true item an artwork. THen
ny own indoctrination beconmes an itemto
draw others to ny feelings and exi stence.

217

Everyone said it rained like hell in Seattle, warning
me of some new, more evil rain. But rain is rain is
rain. Back in Indiana, | remember the summer
drought-breakers, the 4 and 5 day long rainstorms.
Like an orgasm after a year of celibacy, inches, feet
of heavy downpour, almost closing down the cities as
the drainage ditches filled and overpoured into
streets and basements. And | used to deal with the
pissy spring cold rain, days of charcoal skies, pound-
ing winds, and frigid showers in the fifty degree rain.
And Seattle is worse?

2/8

If | was back, I'd go to CD exchange, say hi to Tom. Stroll
Kirkwood, duck into BW3 for a quick look around and
maybe a beer and a game of trivia. Then I'd walk to
Karma, see if Michelle still worked there. Then to Dag-
wood'’s for a corned beef on a Kaiser roll, swiss, mayo,
mustard, green pepper, tomato, and a liter of doctor pep-
per. With the food in hand, I'd walk through Dunn meadow,
and over to the IMU, where I'd sit in the union commons
and eat. Dagwood’s, Dr. Pepper, and Chaucer in the union
- the total experience of taking L297 last spring. | hated
Chaucer, but damn | miss it.
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Thoughts of money, LS Ayres, Visa, dentist, doctor, Ford,
IU still tear and eat my flesh (yes Simms, like weasels).
Thelist gets smaller but more roaches keep running out
from the floorboards, more shit, more problems. |
scratched my car bumper today, | looked at my teeth and
saw 6 or 7 holes, and then | thought about my other hills.
Atleast | have cash comingin, but hell, when doesit stop?
| think when | move, I’'m not going to buy the furniture |
planned on getting. Just a small bed and my bookcases,
no couch, no TV, nothing but milk crates and stolen lum-
ber. Fuck Ikea, if | had $1000 to buy a new leather sofa,
I'd buy a$20 futon and put the other $980 in the running-
away-to-mexico jar.

[...]

No writing, no nothing just a bunch of sleep and a head-
acheand I'm still tired. Kicking ideas with no thought,
and I’'m too sleepy and too nothing-esque to put the fin-
gersto the keyboard and kick life into a blank screen. It's
all futile, | think, telling the life of someone who has no
lifetotell. Cyclical - | stay insidetrying to tell others how
I lived when | haven't started. | need waysto go out and
grab life by the shaft.

| need something anyway to worry about besides this
damn stack of bills my teeth the books the job my car my
dick my toenails my apartment my computer tape drive
my family my stereo volume knob blah blah blah. Fuck
the ones that increase my circulation my pulse the pres-
sure of my crimson fluid. Every heartbeat shortens my
trip on this dlab, and they’re punching my ticket early. A
toast to the boring, the old, the ignorable of the world.
Thanks for keeping me alive.

And so on...

| forgot to mention that | got to see both Henry
Rollins and Tim O’ Brien this month. Rollins
spokefor 4 hours, pretty intense and funny stuff.
I’ ve been waiting to see him live for years, so it
was a pretty cool experience. O’'Brienwasn’t as
good of a speaker, but he did have some good
stuff to say about The Things They Carried.
Unfortunately, he only spoke for about an hour.
With an $18 ticket price for balcony seats, that

wasn’t too cool. But he's given me some new
ideas for the eventual fina draft of Summer
Rain, so it wasworthiit.

So that’s it for now. Keep intouch (or get in
touch) with my info below. Buy the new Metal
Cursefrom Ray if you want to take alook at my
stuff, or send me an e-mail or letter and | can fire
off part of adraft for you to check ouit.

To Contact me:

Jon Konrath

600 7th Ave #520

Seattle, WA 98104-1933

(206) 343-5604 (home)

(206) 957-8254 (work)

(206) 957-6254 (fax)
jkonrath@speakeasy.org
http://www.speakeasy.org/~jkonrath
| am also responsive to skywriting.
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