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Those are some of my eartlost memories. Althongh not an alleivcbusive fst; ([ wish to
record them here, in my dissp journal] commenced on this day, my sisteenth bithday,
Sluteen but anything but sweet, even (f Mom & Ded wonld disagree.

{ tove my parents, Ded especiolly. fte teaches ne a lot without makiyg me foel
as [f ke is teaching, Mom is more lext book, more patronizing, [ sometines resent her
for that. But that doesu ¢ mean [ tove her any toss, even [f (' guilly of sometines
patronizing her ix relurs,

But something is wot ripht. The deeans stitl hawnt me, and the soars on the
bottom of my ripht foot—faded but stitt site—are proof [ convinced they we the
result of ojparette buns, Daddy smokes cjpars. to would rever do anything to hart
ne, This [ buow, for my Father toves me. #ud Mo does, too, She never snoked]
w0t cjparettes, not marjjuana, (e asked her.

o who dil this to e, wnd why? Who is the woman from my dreans? She
resembles 10 one ( faow i my real worll] but (i convineed she s smeone [ bews
know, or once knew,

( ictend to fird out who she iz, But how do [ g0 about it7 [ don t want t ash
Mon o Ded] but (' w0t sure why, 7o my buowledpe reither of them has ever lisd
lo e (at toast [ ve never capht them ix a o). [ don t want to put them into a
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posttion of having G0 lle Go protect me from the truth, Yot why shoull the trath
hart 7 ¢ i5 what it s, 1€ oan set you free, Jokn, 8-32,

Trath, We often foar it. [ buow [ &,

Surelly they know about the soars, Maybe they think (e never roticed then
Who bothers to cver thok at the bottoms of thei feet?

Laoagh about the wploasantuess of my Ufe, [ have mack for which to be
thankful, lncluding a mother who taght we to never end a sentence with a

preposition. Hakhhat,

[ don 't fnow how often [ W write i this journal, My best friond ulle says she
writes i hers every dy, about her boobs getting Bipger and how the shorter the
shirls she wears the more the boys look at her, She ever wrote about starting her
period last year, [ started mire two years ago but [ 'n 10t goig b write about I,
Ok [ just dil! (giggles)

[ don 't £now that (W have something worth writiyg about every day, and [ don ¢
want this record b be composed of meaninpless meanderings soritbled down just to
Keep 4p with Judle: 1 had satmead & orange juive for breakffast, went to schoof]
passed my history test, tolll goofy Bobby Porter in thied howr biotagy [ woulity ¢ go
lo the [riday duwce with tin (boys! Luwwa, [ don t want to ever grow qp—why dil
Fater Pon have 00 be a boy7), cane hame, did homework] had meatthaf. preen bears
& mashed potates for divner, watshed Carol Burnett (Tin Conway sure i funy?),
and went 1o bed, " Boriing!

S0 magbe (W write somethiyg tomorrow or maybe [ won t. Magbe [ won t write
anything for a week, or luger. [t ol dopends on whether anything happens to me
worth wbig—about chronicling so that, ot the end of my fe, [ oan see where [ was
at sivteen, and whether my grammar 6 purctuation are as good as [ think i they
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are today. WH [ tusgh at oll the strike~throphs, or only roll my eyes ix
disbelief?

— Ovotober 27, 7972



