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A bunch of stuff happened, then I met Rebecca. 
That pretty much describes my life.  There is just before Rebecca, and after.  I’m sure I’m not the 
only one who thinks in those terms.  I’m sure there are more details but they are obscured by the 
memory of her face and the way she laughed.     
After a severe bout of depression and an attempted suicide I suggested that she write things 
down as a way to let out the demons that haunted her.  To make it official I gave her a server and 
set up a web site so she could officially blog, and in no time at all Rebecca began to seriously 
lament. 
I’m not going to try to tell you her story, she does it eloquently and more thoroughly than I could 
have imagined and in a way that anyone can understand.  Each entry grabs a part of her life 
complete with emotions and wisdom and even a little logic or humor.  Each entry is a piece of 
the whole.   
She had also decided to leave me before she started.  Her lament was also her good-bye.   
I wanted to write this as a heads-up, a sort of warning that not everything is easy to take in, she 
speaks of hard truths and has beliefs that are not widely accepted and her life has not been easy.  
And, she’ll make you think. 
And you’ll get to know Rebecca. 
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August 23, 2006 

I was dead once. 

It wasn't a beautiful thing and I didn't see any light or talk to any loved ones.  Just pain that 
wasn't pain and a feeling of calm.  It was over.  I was done.  In the end I wondered if anyone 
would find my body. 

My life didn’t pass before my eyes.  

I was thinking about where I had gone wrong.   The previous weeks I had spent partying and 
being in front of a camera with men doing things to me and, truth be told, I was having a wild 
time.  It can really inflate your ego and make you feel wanted. 

It can really make you arrogant and obnoxious as well. 

But don't be fooled.  It changes everything.  I've never dated or slept with a man without thinking 
about a camera.  I can never be intimate with a man, because that means to bare your soul to him, 
to give him something no other man in the world can have and it's too late for that.   

It doesn't matter, though.  I am practically emotionless now.   

Each day is like the next and I know that in my lifetime nothing will change.  Wars will still be 
wars, the poor will still starve, the rich will still be rich, and man will continue to ravage 
everything, including himself. 

The days of building pyramids are gone. 

I look at the world and know that if I were to die no one would notice.  I look at the stars and 
think the same thing about the earth.  Even the whole Solar system.  Who would know we were 
even here if the sun exploded tomorrow?  We are so insignificant compared to the universe that 
we can’t even comprehend it.  To us, if the world were to end tomorrow the universe would end 
with us.   

How small of us. 

Perhaps it is because I am so alone that I feel this way.  I stood there and watched my father’s 
last breath, his frail body barely recognizable.  My brother died when I left the hospital room to 
find a drink.  I always felt like I failed him.  Because of me he died alone.  I'm sorry, Mark.  I 
have absolutely no way to atone for this mistake.   

I was yelling at a cop when I got the call about my mother.  She was eight hundred miles away 
and I was just planning a visit.   

That’s the way fate is.  Almost.  Just about.  I was going to. 
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They all had religion, which is great, but I had already died and knew the truth about religion.   

There was no light. 

I never met the man who found me in the dumpster, naked and dead.  I woke up in a hospital, 
alone, bewildered, aching, and delirious.   

I was told it was a miracle.  That when a heart stops for so long that's usually it.  But it stopped at 
the right time, in the right place, with dozens of people around who didn't care anything about 
me except that they had to try, that it was worth a shot.   

Then they sewed and patched and put me back together.  Not perfectly, though.  I'll never have 
kids.  My family ends here. 

What a burden, what a fucking great thing to live with.  All because of me. 

The police were great but nothing was ever done.  I moved on.  I have no feelings one way or the 
other about this.  I betrayed, and I paid.   

Plus I still had the money I had stolen from them.  Enough to move around for a while and 
finally settle in.  Enough to hold me through any rough patches.  I paid cash for everything so 
that if I died I wouldn't owe anyone anything. 

I never wanted to owe anyone ever again. 

Again, it's kind of surreal, knowing I can die and it won't affect anyone.  I'm sure I'll be buried 
somewhere with a small stone and no one will ever know.  There is no one left to visit my name 
carved in stone. 

So I've sold everything I don't care about and have put the rest in a safe place.  I've purchased the 
plane tickets and will slowly head back.   

Back to where, I don't know. 

Back to where I was born, in a small brick house on Chainhouse Road.  Then just around to see 
things I've always wanted to see.  The great cathedrals and castles that have outlived men and 
ideas. 

Back to where my grandparents and my aunts and my uncles were tortured and burned alive, not 
in an act of war but in an act of genocide.  No, not that genocide, the other one, the one no one 
talks about and is just a paragraph in most history books. 

I don't know the language but I look the part and I still may find my place there.   

I may even find family.  Distant family, but family just the same. 



Rebecca’s Lament 

 5 

If I don't, I don't know what I'll do.  I may keep traveling.   

Somehow, I don’t think I'll survive the journey, there are many dangerous places where I am 
going.  I haven't been in danger in a long time.  I sort of miss it. 

If I do die, I don’t think I'll notice or care.  I was dead once. 

We all die, it's inevitable.  I've been thinking about it a lot lately. 

I think if I had a family, or children, or close friends, or even if I owed someone money, then I 
would worry about dying.  But it's just me.  I share my life with no one. 

I probably won't see thirty. 

In the end it won't matter, and I know, after all, 

I've been dead once already. 
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August 25th, 2006 

Now you know my life story.  There's not much left, I know, but I don't leave until October so I 
can blog a few things down.  I have sold my house to my lifelong mentor and friend so I know 
it's in good hands.  He was there for most of the momentous events in my life which were mostly 
deaths for some strange reason. 

Mentor may be the wrong word.  Can you sleep with your mentor?   He is a good friend, 
nonetheless.     

It's a big house with lots of extra rooms.  I like to hang out in the attic where you can see the 
horizon over the trees.  Or people walking by.  I'm sure when I'm dead the neighbors will see or 
hear my ghost playing the violin in the attic.  I hope so.  I've already been feeding ghost stories to 
the whole neighborhood.  I'm evil that way. 

Work is a breeze.  I'll miss it.  I'll never find another job where I can surf the internet all day and 
spend one day a week doing all the work it took the previous manager a week to do.  My bosses 
know this.  They let me get away with things because, well, because I occasionally flirt with 
them.  It's all cool, as they say. 

Well, I'm calmer than I was last night.  Daylight always seems to chase away the demons but I 
know they are still there.  Haunting me.  Hunting me. 

Not sure how long this will last.  I'm tired.  I can't think straight. 
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August 26th, 2006 

When I was a kid my mom had a best friend who had a daughter the same age as me so naturally 
they assumed that we would be best friends as well.   We were never more than acquaintances.   
She had leukemia.   She had less than a year to live. 

She'd come over with her mom and I'd politely ask what she would like to do and she'd say she'd 
like to watch MTV.   They actually played music videos back then.   We'd rag on the bands and 
rate the guys and tell each other who we thought were gay.   Then she'd go home. 

I couldn't help thinking what a waste of time that was. 

I couldn't help thinking that if I were in her shoes I'd spend every waking minute of the day 
experiencing life, exploring the world, or at least going outside and seeing everything I could 
see.   I'd want to cram 80 years of existence into that last year.    

She wanted to watch music videos.    

I guess she wanted to be a normal kid and not be treated like a leper.   I can respect that.   I can 
maybe even understand that. 

Too bad she wasn't rich, it may have changed things.   If she were rich I'm sure her parents 
would have taken her out of school and given her a world tour and let meet the kings and leaders 
of the world.   Would that have been any better?   Would she have died with more, or less? 

I remember sitting on the stairs listening as her mom came over late one night and simply lost it.   
I remember the uncontrollable sobbing. 

Even back then I was little removed from emotions and I remember thinking that she knew it 
was coming.   She should have been prepared.   This shouldn't effect her so badly. 

I thought she was literally going to cry herself to death. 

It was about then that I decided never to get so attached to someone that I would act like that 
when they were gone.   Of course, I don't know how a parent feels towards their own child and 
never will.    

My brother had a tumor and we pretty much knew when his time was going to be.   I still lost it a 
little.   But I lost it alone, in my car, with no one else around.   I bonded with my mother a little 
more after that.   My father was already gone at that point.   I never told her I could never have a 
child of my own and I think she died a little happier not knowing that.   Or at least, she didn't die 
any sadder than if she did know. 
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Anyway, these are the thoughts and memories that popped into my head at 2:30 am.   I think it's 
a memory that helped define who I am so I'm recording here.   I don't know why.   Perhaps this 
will be my epithet.    

In any case, I've kept it up for two whole days.   That's a record.    
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August 28, 2006 

Well, the weekend was a wash.  Literally.  I didn't do anything on Saturday and washed and 
cleaned stuff all day on Sunday.   

I feel guilty when I'm not doing anything.  I know time is short and every day I don't do anything 
is a day wasted.  It shouldn't be like that, we all need a day off sometime. 

Most of my friends have drifted away and I find myself at night just watching words drift by in 
chat rooms as if I were sitting in a lobby of a big hotel just eavesdropping on nearby 
conversations.  I go to a treasure hunters forum, one for rape survivors, a skeptic's forum for 
debunking paranormal stuff, a VW forum, a bigfoot chat, a religious chat and I even visit a 
stripper's chat where the girls make fun of the customers they had that day.   

Many times I have two or three opened at a time.  Since I don't drink and I hate smoke there 
aren’t many places I could go to have such conversations.  I can see where this is addicting and 
at times I'll find myself chatting in one chat on the laptop in my kitchen and still have another 
chat opened on a laptop in the living room.   

Okay, so I dig it. 

It's like thinking.  In a chat room you have no body.  Only thoughts and ideas are exchanged.  It 
becomes like an inner reality that is separate from the real reality.   

Sometimes the two meet.  I've met many of the people in the treasure hunter's chat and that 
almost ruins it.  Now there are faces and personalities and people behind the screen names. 

Now I wonder what they think of me.  I was anonymous before.   

I prefer anonymous, I think. 

I picked up my mentor's kid (I think I will call him that after all) at school the other day and you 
could just see the clicks.  Just like on TV or in the movies.  There were the Goths and the Jocks 
and the Band kids and the Nerds.  Everyone trying to fit in somewhere.  I wondered what these 
kids are like in chat, where the real person comes out. 

Where they are anonymous.   

I didn't mean for today to be all about chat but it is interesting.  It will define this current 
generation.  I predict whole books will be written about it and psychologists will debate it.  New 
disorders will arise and people will act differently on the streets. 

Is this good or bad?  I don't know. 
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In a few months I will be in a place where there is only electricity for four hours a day.  I'm sure 
they don't have internet chats.   

I will compare, but don't hold your breath waiting for me to get back with you on that. 
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August 28, 2006 (Later) 

There have been a couple of times I've been asked if I have any tattoos.  I don't.  They're not my 
style.   

My mentor's son had an open house for his graduation.  May not seem related to the previous 
line, but it is. 

It was a huge affair.  Lots of people.  More than we planned.  Everyone had a good time.  
Someone brought over some remote controlled cars and we had tons of food and cake.   

I played hostess, at that time it was still my house exclusively.  My house is great for parties with 
the open ground floor and large porch.  It took hours to wind down. 

Afterwards I found myself sitting on the patio, just snacking on some cheese and crackers when 
the graduate came out and sat down with me.  I could tell something was wrong. 

He told me that he was sorry.   

This kind of threw me off.  I asked him what for. 

He told me that it was no secret.  Everyone knew who I was and how I used to make a living.  
This is true, I've made no secret of it.  My boss knows.  My coworkers know.  My neighbors 
know. 

I really don't care. 

He felt bad that half the people who showed up were just curious about what I am like.  Who I 
am. 

I'm not anyone special. 

I thanked him for his concern and told him it was a great party.  No matter what the reason 
people came over.  I was touched not only that he was concerned but that he had enough balls to 
tell me about it.   

He will truly make a great man someday.   

So, what does this have to do with tattoos?  Well, my past is like a tattoo.  It's permanent and 
although I can cover it up and pretend it doesn't exist, it's there.  It's lifelong.   

And every once it while it will come out and be shown to anyone who cares to look.  Sometimes 
I will smile and tell the story behind it and sometimes I'll quickly cover it up and hope no one 
will ask. 
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And sometimes it will be glaringly obvious and affect everyone around me.   

No, tattoos are not for me, I have enough things that will last a lifetime.   
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August 30th, 2006 

What a busy freakin day it was yesterday.  It was one of those days where you take three phone 
calls in a row and while you're working on the first one a fourth call comes in and then a fifth 
which is more important than the first four so now you are writing stuff down so you don't forget 
anyone.   

I still cleaned up by the end of the day.  It's amazing how I'm given a task and told I have three 
weeks to get it done and it's done by the end of the day and I wonder why they gave me three 
weeks.  Then I realize how bad the previous manager was.  Doing things like printing out an 
Excel spreadsheet, then retyping it in with the new additions because she didn't know you can 
just type the new ones at the bottom and then alphabetize the whole sheet.  I mean, come on. 

I still found time to sit in a chat room all day.  Astrologers were bantering back and forth about 
this and that.  I wonder if they really believe what they talk about.   

I see them as predators. 

Some people are just looking for a reason.  A reason to live, a reason to go to work everyday.  
Even a reason to just give a damn about something, anything.  Astrologers give them hope.  
Hope for a fee.  They tell these people that there is a future and change is coming.  Nothing 
specific.  They never tell you how to get that promotion or the lottery numbers or anything else 
that may be useful.   

Just that change is coming.  I think that was 90% of all their predictions.  Again, nothing 
specific, just change. 

Well, duh. 

Mediums are much worse.  They tell you that they are talking to your late husband, or wife, or 
son, or daughter.  For some reason dead people are stupid.  All they can tell you is that the letter 
M or J means something and the month of November or December holds some significance.  
Again, they never tell you where the will is nor can they remember their own middle name.   

They tell you all this for a fee, of course.  For $300.00 I can contact your dead father and he'll tell 
you that he's happy and in a better place and that he's watching you.  Just once I'd like to see a 
medium ask a dead person which religion would get you into heaven.  Are they all right?  Some?  
Just one?  Surely they know. 

I ask questions like this in that particular chat room.  Then I get kicked out.  They can't handle 
questions.   

Questions open their customer's eyes and if their customer's aren't blind then they can't make 
money off of them. 
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Luckily, I can go right back in and lurk some more.  I have about ten names there.  I can always 
get in there and cause problems.   

Well, problems for the psychics, mediums, and astrologers who are trying to make a buck off of 
people who just need a goal in life or who are devastated by the loss of a loved one. 

I always ask one question, what did my father call me?  I mean, if they are really talking to my 
father, or mother, or brother, then this should be easy.  Answer that one question and I will bow 
down before them and proclaim to all the world that it is possible to communicate with the dead.  
I will not blow it off as a lucky guess, because you will never guess it.   

I promise.  Really.  Just that one name. 

Still no takers. 

Anyway, it was just a typical day.   
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August 31, 2006 

I didn't know this would be so hard.  Emotionally, that is. 

I just realized I would be leaving my dog.   

Did you ever read Blondie in the comics?  Notice how every frame at home has Daisy in it.  She 
follows Dagwood around, even sits outside the door when he's in the bathtub.  That's my Bailey.  
She follows me from room to room, waits outside the door for me to come out, and will tear your 
arm off if you mess with me.  If nothing else, she gives me a reason to come back. 

Not that I plan to.   

I was called a home wrecker in chat last night.  Funny stuff.  So I've been with married men.  
Doesn't really say anything about me except that if I see something I want I go after it.  Says 
everything about the man.   

If a man cheats on his wife, I'm not the home wrecker - he is.  Plain and simple. 

What's even worse is that the first time I was with a married man I was like 16.  So not only is he 
a home wrecker but he's a pervert as well.  Yeah, I had a great time.  No, it wasn't hard.  He 
practically jumped on me.  So don't blame me, I was just doing what girls do, he is the one with 
no self control.  He was the one that came back for more. 

Bitch. 

Those are great chats. 

Those are the ones where wives sign off and go beat their husbands.  Or they know it's true, their 
husband will cheat sooner or later.  Or already has. 

Marriage is so outdated anyway.  Sure, some people do make it to death but I think that's the 
exception any more.  I can see marriage being nothing more than a 10 year contract or a social 
contract at best.  I don't think the government should officiate and legalize a marriage and then 
involve the courts when a couple splits.  Everyone should just keep track of what's theirs and 
decide who is best to keep the kids and then move on.  No government should intervene.  
Anyway, I know it's too late for that.  We are stuck with the system we have now. 

And my views may be skewed.  I'll never have kids and I can't imagine falling in love.  I've yet 
to come close.  I do live with my mentor now and his three youngest.  I get them in trouble.  We 
never fight.  He sneaks in bed with me when the moon is right.  I can walk away.  I think this is 
way better than to be legally bound to someone like a slave.  Plus there's no hard feelings if 
someone else comes over for a night, or a few hours. 

Well, I just checked for typos, so I feel better.   
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I should start a countdown.  45 days.   

I have 45 days to exist here.  After that, who knows? 
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September 2, 2006 

After a busy week I'm having a quiet weekend.  It's raining and it's a holiday so I'll have an extra 
day to take things easy.   

I broke the bass out and some old music but this bass just isn't as good as the one I used to have.  
The bow just doesn't seem to work well.  Maybe it's the rosin.  Maybe it's me. 

I miss hanging out with the band in high school.  We were all friends and once a day we all 
counted on each other to make something whole.  To make music. 

Once or twice a year we'd have a concert and it was always fun.  We'd all get dressed up, and 
play our hearts out.  We'd go out for burgers or someone would have a fire.  Whatever happened 
to all those people?  I can't remember the last time I was with a group of friends, just sitting 
around, talking about life.   

Or swimming at midnight in pitch darkness.   

Or feeling safe because everyone around cares about you.   

Maybe again someday.   

I do alright on my own.  I even tested myself. 

I went to Vegas, baby.  Actually, I went with some people from work but I didn't have to attend 
meetings and such.  I managed to loose a ton of money while having a good time.  I did manage 
to get a man or two up to my room for a few hours of adult fun.  There is just something so fun 
in flirting.  But hey, what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.  I also watched some world class 
jump ropers and saw a man get beat up right on the strip.  Well, the old strip, I guess.  The one 
with lighted canopy that plays shows all night.   

I took one day and drove out to Death Valley.  I stopped in a canyon and watched some rock 
climbers.  I also took a day and did the Hoover dam thing.  I think I like the desert.  Must be in 
my blood.   

I'm not sure which was better, being alone and taking in nature, or being in a crowd laughing and 
flirting with distinguished rich men.  I can do both, I suppose.   

In the end, I woke up alone.   

Where are all the people I cared about?  Where is there is anyone who cares about me?   

Maybe a quiet weekend isn't what I need right now.   
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September 3, 2006 

I always respected my dad.  He was a Baptist preacher.  A real fire and brimstone kind of guy.   

It seems like I was reading the Bible before I read Dr.  Seuss and I read other holy works as well.  
We had a book of Apocrypha texts that I liked to read and many books containing fables and 
myths from even earlier times that led up to books in the Bible.  A lot of people don't understand 
or even know how the Bible was put together.  There were great debates.  There was politics.   

In the end, one collection became the Bible and the rest was discarded.   

I love history and this has always fascinated me.  Since then I've found many web pages 
containing ancient texts and I read them late at night when I can't sleep.   

Not that I believe any of it. 

Oh, don't get me wrong, it's a good read and if you believe there is an all powerful god and that 
he will guide your life, or at least help you when you are down, then more power to you.  Just 
don't cram your message down my throat. 

What's funny is that I, an atheist, probably know more about the Bible and the message of god 
than many people who think they are living the life god wants them lead.  My dad understood 
this. 

You see, this is how it goes.  God gives man free will.  Man messes things up to the point where 
God sends his only son (really god in disguise) down to atone for all of man's sins, past, present, 
and future.  And if you believe in this and profess this belief to god then your name is written in 
the book of life.  He also set down some rules and moral guidelines for his followers to, um, 
follow.  Then, as a reward, when you die you get to spend all of eternity in his presence and 
those who didn't profess their belief in god gets to spend eternity away from his presence, which 
is a kind of hell.  If you read the bible you will see that hell isn't fire and lakes of lava but simply 
the absence of god.  Really, go look.   

So far so good. 

He also asked that, as good children, you go out and spread the word.  And that is all.  If you tell 
someone the redemption story and they don't buy it, okay, move on.  He didn't say cram the 
redemption story down people's throats and guilt them in to professing something they don't 
really believe in or take away their kids so you can force them to believe, or shun them and 
ridicule them because they don't believe.  He just said to tell them, and once they hear, it's up to 
them to decide (free will, remember?) if they want to believe and follow and such. 

I understand this, even though I am an atheist. 
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Some people don't understand this and make it their mission to convert people at all cost.  Or at 
least thoroughly trash those who don't believe.  God never said to do this.   

This, of course, is just one of the many religions.  There are many and each has their own way of 
doing things.  Which one is the right story?  Which one is the true religion?  Which god is the 
real god? 

You'd think if there really was one true god this would all be sorted out by now.  This is one of 
the many things I don't understand. 

Why would he permit so many different religions and then let people fight and kill themselves 
over them?  If he loves us so much why not just create us in heaven?  Why do this whole Earth 
thing in the first place? 

I know, the religious people just say it's to test our worthiness, to separate the sheep from the 
goats.  He loves us all no matter what and wants what's best for all of us and then sends us to hell 
for all of eternity if we so much as ask for proof of his existence.   

Now, don't get me wrong.  I believe you should do whatever makes you happy and some people 
find an inner peace serving a lord, and if you follow the rules and suggestions in the Bible you 
will probably be better off anyway.  After all you probably shouldn't steal whether you are an 
atheist or a Catholic or a protestant or a Muslim or a Buddhist or even a Wiccan.   

I follow all the rules I can.  I try to keep it under the speed limit and I don't make a habit of 
murdering people.  I'm not evil because I'm an atheist.  I don't yell at Christians and call them 
stupid.  In fact, I have nothing but the utmost respect for someone who can keep up with their 
religion, whatever one that may be.   

Even my dad, who I watched in church more times than I will ever remember, understood this 
and respected me and my beliefs.  After all, he did what his god asked him to do, he didn't fail 
because I didn't believe.  He told me the redemption story, and that was all his god asked of him.  
His own daughter.  No, he died trusting that his god would take care of everything.   

Rest in peace, dad.  I love you and respect you like no other human being that I've ever met.  I'm 
sorry that I don't believe you are watching down on me from some higher place.  I just don't. 

And I know you understand.   

If you find yourself reading this please don't think that I am trying to convince you of anything.  
I may be wrong, There may be a god.  It may be the goddess of witches or it may be the god of 
Moses.  Or whoever.   

Just respect my beliefs and I'll respect yours.   

Just think if everyone did this.  How we could advance mankind if wars weren't setting back 
every day.   
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I can go on and on about religion but I'll leave it at that.  If something ever does happen and I 
convert, I'll be sure and let everybody know.   
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September 5, 2006 

I've known my mentor for a long, long time.  He was a business partner of my brother and 
moved to Illinois before I did.  We had deep philosophical conversations late at night and he 
always gave me something to think about.  He was there when my dad died and again when my 
brother died and again when my mom died, you get the idea.  He let me cry on his shoulder. 

He has always been there. 

When I woke up in the hospital in Chicago he was there and I never really knew how he found 
out I was there.  He sat with me many hours and talked to me, even when I passed out.  If he 
hadn't been there I probably would have died.   

Not physically, but mentally.  Well, maybe physically.  He kept me going. 

I only bring this up because I've been asked several times that if I have such a friend then why do 
I feel like I'm so alone in the world?  Why do I feel the need to leave and find answers 
elsewhere? 

It's because he taught me well.   

He taught me that even though I will never have kids, I may someday be a mother.  That even 
though I am the last of my family, it is not the end of my family.  That even though I feel like I 
will never fall in love, I may still find a kindred spirit.   

He taught me that you can no more control your emotions than you can control the weather, but 
we can control how we react to them.  How we deal with them.   

He taught me that even if our future is written in the stars that sometimes it's cloudy and we can't 
look there for guidance.  We have to look inwards and make our own decisions.  Even if it hurts.   

The thing is, he taught me that the only person I ever have to answer to is myself.  In the end, we 
all stand alone.  Our last thoughts will either be happy memories, or regrets. 

We decide. 

Yes, I love him and I'll miss him but just knowing that he loves me and is proud of me will be 
the thing that pushes me on, not holds me back.  He knows that I am doing what is right for me.  
He knows he can no longer watch over me.   

It's time for the student to surpass the teacher.  I have to move on.  I now have the money and 
time and guts to do this and if I wait this moment will pass and it may never come again.  I have 
to visit the land of my father, I have to see if there is anything there.  I have to see if there is 
anything out there worth fighting for.   
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Worth living for. 

I'm sorry, Eric, but the approval of my mentor is not enough.  And you know this.  You are the 
one who brought me to this point.  You saved my life twice.  Now I am going to find out if it was 
worth it.   

I wish I could say we will meet again.  I know I can say I will never, ever forget you.   

I still have a month and half.  I didn't mean to say goodbye so soon. 

Anyway, that's how I feel about my mentor.  He'd better take care of my house and my dog or I 
will haunt him.   

I'm sure he knows this.  He knows me better than I know myself sometimes.  I also know him.  I 
can already hear him disapproving of changing the point of view in a narrative.   

I can already see him taking a deep breath, and moving on.   
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September 7, 2006 

Jumped my truck today which is always fun.  Must have flown twenty feet.  I had just purchased 
a banana-strawberry smoothie and before I even got a sip it did two flips and ended up on the 
passenger seat and floor.  The whole freakin thing.   

When you do something stupid it always seems there are consequences.   

This time it wasn't too bad, a quick vacuum at a car wash and I'll break out the steam cleaner 
tonight.   

Other stupid things I'll be paying for forever. 

They say when a man looks at a woman, even briefly, like at the store or walking down the street 
or maybe someone at work, that before he even knows it he has already placed her into one of 
two categories - a woman he would have sex with or a woman he would not have sex with.   

Then, if he has time, like a few seconds, he will picture her in the act of having sex.  All this 
happens before he even remembers if he is married or not or whether or not he even has a shot at 
her.  Which is usually not.  They can't help it.  It's automatic. 

If a woman is fortunate enough to fall into the first category then she has great power.  She can 
use sex like a tool to work him over with.   

Thoughts like these are what was going through my head when I lost my virginity.  I was very 
young.  He was very old.  Well, to me he was. 

I kept thinking that he would go to jail for many years if I ratted him out.  He knew this, too.  But 
he was willing to risk it.  I was worth it. 

At least, that's what I was thinking at the time.  I knew what I was doing.  I encouraged him.  We 
met a couple times after that. 

They say when a girl has sex too young that it can mess her up for a long time, if not for life.  I 
came away from that experience with a huge ego that made me think of men as something to be 
manipulated.  I though that men would do anything to have sex and that was a lot of power.  And 
I was good at it.  Is that messed up?  Is that where I went wrong?  Is that the point where the 
tangent began?   

Can all the things in my life be consequences of that moment?  I did movies because they waved 
lots of money at me.  Would I have accepted if I didn't have that big screwy ego in the way?  
Would I have thought more of myself? 

I can't really remember regretting anything.  Only lately.   
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I may have done things differently if I knew then what I know now.  Or would I? 

My mentor has always told me that I can't change my past no matter how hard I try.  But I am in 
control of my future.  That's where I have to look now. 

I look harder than I did before.   

I just hope I always remember that whether it's jumping my truck over a ditch or sleeping with 
some guy, for every action there is a consequence.   

And you can't steam clean some of them away.   

 



Rebecca’s Lament 

 25 

September 8, 2006 

I've always fancied myself an artist. 

Not the kind that paints a landscape for hanging over your couch but the kind that provokes 
thought and controversy.  Like the people who made the aids quilt.  Or the guy who painted the 
Madonna with dung.   

I don't use dung. 

I did some computer art of an old wooden cross and the bottom morphed into a penis, because, 
you know, people get screwed by religion.  Very controversial whenever I post it.  Some people 
see the idea behind it and others just find it offensive.  It stirs up emotion, it gets people talking.  
Everything I think art should do.  I've had other artistic visions that never came to pass.  Too 
much organization needed and not enough time.  I may still pursue them someday so I'll keep 
you in the dark.  I'd hate for someone to beat me to it.   

One of my projects was Last Rolls.  I thought it was great idea, one that would help people gain 
closure in their lives when a loved one passes.  It was a very simple web page where a person 
could submit a roll of film that was taken by a person who had died before they got them 
developed.  A sort of memorial.  A sort of allegory to how we think we will go on forever.  The 
last moments of someone's life captured on film.  I thought it was kind of deep and thought-
provoking.   

To this day there are no submissions.   

Maybe I'll tweak it before I go to include digital media.  Stuff still on someone's camera.  It's 
never been advertised, maybe I'll try some of that.  Maybe no one knows it's there.  Okay, here it 
is:  http://last_roll.home.mchsi.com.  Pass it on. 

While maybe not artistic I always had a few ideas about sex and how it can actually be used for 
good.  Let's say you're an overweight man who just can't get motivated to lose those 40 pounds 
your doctor keeps going on about.  What if a beautiful woman came to your house every other 
day and teased you and the deal is that when you are 40 pounds lighter then you finally get to 
sleep with her?  Would that motivate you?  I think it would work better than Richard Simmons 
crying on a television screen.  Doesn't have to be weight, just anything you need motivation for.  
Maybe to get a promotion or to get a certain job done.  I can see this being a line of work in the 
future. 

I also worked out all the kinks to a topless/bottomless carwash.  Even started a business plan for 
it.  Vegas would be a good place to start one.  Someday. 

I don't know, maybe all that isn't for me anymore. 
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I have done some responsible things.  I went to school and got a degree in business management 
with emphasis on accounting.  I donate to worthy causes.  I've opened my home to people who 
had no where else to go. 

I don't dress like a tease anymore unless there's a reason.  I guess I've grown up a little. 

I did try painting a few weeks ago.  I could only find a few colors and an old brush but an artist 
works with what she has.  I try to let my mind go and just paint what I feel, not what I see.  It 
looked like giant shapes and blobs just floating in space.  Kind of a surreal abstract.  Very lonely 
and quiet and isolated.   

Damn it, that is just how I feel.   

Art is supposed to make you think, even when you don't want to. 

I threw it away.   
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September 11, 2006 

I tried to get motivated this weekend, really I did. 

But now it's September 11th and everyone is remembering the day the U.S.  was attacked by 
terrorist.  Eighteen men with box knives killed nearly 3000 people.  It sounds almost 
unbelievable. 

When I was a kid we always had these history assignments to interview someone who 
remembered Pearl Harbor or the JFK assassination or some other momentous event in history.  I 
can already see this happening.   

Yeah, I remember.  I had just come in from a weekend out of town and was stopping in at work.  
I had already given my two week notice and was packing to move to Iowa.  The lobby was full 
of people.  No one was talking.   

I asked my manager what was going on and he told me a plane flew into the World Trade Center 
and they thought it was an accident but then a second plane flew into the other one.  When I 
started watching they were trying to confirm what the smoke was coming from the Pentagon.   

I saw grown men cry that day.   

There was a lot of anger in that lobby.  It was a great equalizer.  There were multi-millionaires 
sitting next to waitresses, cleaning staff sitting next to the executives, protestants and Catholics 
and Jews and mothers and fathers and kids.  All silently hating the fact that this happened on our 
soil, to our people.  All the differences were forgotten, we were one.   

I sat there all day.  Everybody did.  No work got done, the accounts weren't balanced and rooms 
weren't cleaned.  No one cared. 

I remember the gift shop passing out candy bars, on the house. 

Finally, I drove home and sat on the patio and stared at the sky.  I thought of how strange it was 
to know nothing was flying that day.  The skies over most of the world were free for a while. 

In the end, although I was sad and angry and bewildered, life went on.  I had my own problems 
at that time.  New York was a thousand miles away.  I only knew one lady at work who lost a 
son there.  In its own small way this event did stick out a very tiny finger to touch me.  I think 
everybody knows somebody that was directly affected.  It touched everybody.   

Last summer I visited New York and I took the "Top of the Rock" tour.  I spent about two hours 
just looking down on the city.  It was amazing.   
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About every five or ten minutes someone would walk up to the railing with a loved one or a 
child, and comment on how different the skyline looked.  How the towers dominated the view 
and now they are just gone.  I heard this again and again and again.   

I hope people keep saying that. 

I hope we never forget.   
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September 12, 2006 

I once dated a guy here in Iowa that, to my surprise, also collected pennies.  There are several 
reasons why someone would do this.  Some do it as an investment and others do it to one-up 
their peers.   

Penny collecting peers.  Damn dangerous people if you ask me. 

I did it simply as a challenge.  I never shared or displayed my collection, it was a private affair.  
Once I started I just had to prove I could finish.  I can't even remember how I started, I think I 
found an empty penny book somewhere.  Not that I wanted a better collection than anyone else, I 
just wanted each and every book to be without any empty holes.  About three years and a couple 
of thousand dollars later, I was done.  I folded up the books and put them on the shelf and didn't 
think much of it after that. 

Until this one guy.  When I found out he collected pennies I mentioned that I had three books 
full, no holes.  He didn't believe me.  You penny collectors see where I'm going already, don't 
you? 

There were a couple of pennies that I cut the back out of the book so you could see both sides 
and one was the penny he went for.  Yes, you guessed it, a 1909 S VDB penny, right there in the 
book.  The pride of any collection.   

Of course he started in with it may be a fake and other questions.  Actually, I purchased it on 
eBay for around $800.00 and it was only an AU-50 grade in a PCGS case.  I dug through the 
junk drawer in the attic and found the case to show him.  He was floored that I would crack a 
graded coin out of its case. 

Again, you penny collectors may relate.   

But I wasn't collecting to impress anyone or even to show anyone.  If he hadn't mentioned it I 
would have never thought to show him.  I just wanted to fill the holes, to prove to myself that I 
can finish what I start.   

I did finish, and then I moved on. 

We laughed about how crazy it was.  It's not like it's a million-dollar coin or anything but in the 
end he appreciated the motives I had.   

The lesson in all this?  I do things for me.  I'm not looking for approval or justification or kudos.  
Every decision in my life I make based on my own convictions, my own beliefs.   

I have nobody to answer to but myself.   
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Of course, this doesn't mean I am inconsiderate of others.  If an action I take affects someone 
else then I take that into account as well.  I try to obey the speed limits, I don't steal, I don't 
endanger lives.   

I am happy this way, as far as I can tell.  When my mother died I went through a period of "who 
will validate me now?" Good or bad it was comforting to know that someone out there was 
approving or disapproving of the things I did.  Well, people do that now, but this was someone 
that I really cared about, someone I trusted, someone whose feelings mattered to me.  Not that 
she could change my mind on some things, but at least I had a scale to which I could judge 
myself by. 

I have no scales now.   

I won't screw this up.  Just because I am on my own does not mean I will fall apart.   

Just like that penny, I've been cracked out of my protective case, I am no longer graded.  But 
neither do I want to sit on the shelf.  I was tempted for a while to spend it.  Just to show how 
material things don't really mean that much to me, but I thought no, I respect that penny.  I want 
what's best for it.  I may give it to some other collector who will display it or show it off.  Not 
that it did any great deed, or had a place in history.  It's just respected for what it is, a rare old 
coin.   

I respect myself as well.   

I think that may be part of what I am trying to find, a place to be shown, a place to be 
appreciated.  Not because of anything I did or anything I've said, but just for who I am.  I know I 
should feel like that now, but there is just something missing.  I do feel like I'm collecting dust. 

Actually, now that I think about it, I think I'll just bring it with me.   
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September 13, 2006 

Well, yesterday was D-day.  I put in notice at work.  That was the last big thing.  I have my cars 
all worked out, all my stuff has a place to be stored, got my tickets, and now I'm free from work.  
Looks like there's no turning back now. 

They're not replacing me at work, just distributing my workload around the office so everyone 
loves me at this point.  Plus it's year end so there is a scramble to balance everything before I 
leave.  They'll have another whole year before they have to worry about it again.  My kind of 
planning. 

Nothing much to lament on today.  I was hopping through Ares chat rooms and was surprised to 
discover that in my shared file folder was the little video of myself that I kept.  I jumped back 
into the transfer window and 2 copies had already been downloaded.  How funny.   

The videos I made were all private, or were supposed to be.  I came across one online and 
downloaded it for old time’s sake.  It's the one that was posted on my old site and the one lots of 
people have seen.  It's really terrible.   

I've also had various people send me links over the years when one crops up on some web site.  
It's funny because they put different names on them.  I'm not sure if my real name ever got 
attached to one.  They usually get the race wrong, too.  I'm Armenian, not Indian.  I can search 
Ares too and one or two will crop up.  I guess my 15 minutes is dragging on. 

I was thinking of having a garage sale.  At first I was going to sell a few things on eBay but time 
is too short.  Then I thought I'd let my mentor's kids sell it all for me but then thought that was 
trouble, too.  I have a lot of stuff in the attic and basement that I'd hate to throw out but I don't 
want it burdening anyone either.  Plus, I was cleaning out a box and found a huge penis in the 
bottom.  Don't need strangers finding stuff like that. 

I gave my bug to one of the kids.  He can't drive a stick but it's a fun little car.  I've had many, 
many adventures with it.  It surprises many people when I show them my Super Beetle and tell 
them I do all the work on it myself.  I completely wired the whole thing, re-did all the brakes 
from the pedal to the wheels, patched up a few leaky spots, and petered out about there.  It just 
isn't worth doing more work to.  The engine purrs like a kitten and it should last a few more 
summers.  He said he'd sell it back to me if I ever come back.  Good kid. 

It was one of those things that I was proud to do all by myself.  No one helped with anything.  
Again, I just wanted to prove to myself that I could.  I'm glad I did.  It was fun.  I've always had a 
soft spot for Volkswagens which I'd like to expand upon one these days.   

I let the kids keep a lot of fun stuff that I've collected over the years.  Two full sized medical 
skeletons, all the TVs, books, furniture, disco lights, and all the stuff like that.  I have no need for 
stuff like that.   
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Anymore. 

I want to get down to just a carry-on and one room at the house.  I don't even really want the 
stuff in the room but there are some things I just can't take with me.   

It will be like a beacon to bring me back.  Otherwise I won't have a reason to come back. 

I guess any anchor, no matter how small, is better than none.  Plus there's mentor.  I've been 
thinking about him a lot lately.  He's sad, I know.  But he supports me.  I'm leaving stuff there to 
help him feel better.  He knows that as long as there is a room full of my stuff that I'll return 
someday.  I'm already thinking that he's right.   

Well, like I said, it's just another day.  It's all countdown from here.  Just 32 days until the plane 
takes off.  Then I become just an anonymous ant crawling over this small sphere. 

The suspense is killing me.   
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September 14, 2006 

We all gotta die sometime.   

I still can't help thinking about it.  Does it matter if we die tomorrow or next week or 20 years 
from now? 

I mean, I still won't know what life on other planets looks like.  Realistically speaking.  I 
probably still won't see flying cars.   

Sure, it would give me more time to do some of the things I've always wanted to do like climb up 
to Machu Picchu or walk the Nazca lines or visit Antarctica.  Or even trek through the wilds of 
Africa or visit the site of the Tunguska explosion.  That would all be nice.  I'd love to do all those 
things. 

But what if I don't?  I mean, if I died tonight I won't care about those things, will I?  I'll be dead.  
I'll have ceased to exist.  I'll be a former person.  If there is an afterlife, which there isn't, I'll be 
too busy with that to care, won't I? 

Some people want to leave a legacy behind.  Movie stars and politicians.  Gotta be famous to live 
forever.  When you're dead will you care?  See above.  Or does it just make your imminent death 
easier to deal with? 

I keep thinking of some settler from the old west.  Not any particular one, any will do.  Born, 
farmed, hunted, maybe married and had kids, got old, died.  No name listed in any history book.  
No pictures.  No paintings.  What did he matter?  How long would a painting of him had lasted, 
anyway?  And who would have cared? 

After two or three generations he would only be a foot note in his own family tree which, too, 
will pass away.  Someday.  Did his life matter?   

Okay, some people make a name for themselves.  We all have heard of Napoleon or Abraham 
Lincoln.  They did great deeds.  They rose to the top of humanity.  Will there ever be a day in 
history when no one remembers their name?   

Let's say I conquer half the world and invent great things or do something worthy of song.  Sure, 
it would be great to have praise heaped on me, but then one day I will die and, well, see above.  
None of it will matter.  I will have ceased to exist.  Being famous will no longer be a concern to 
me. 

Hard to grasp, I know, no one can envision what it's like to be dead.  You can't pretend it's like 
sleeping because you wake up from sleeping.  I think this is why religions are so important to 
people, it gives them a way of waking up.  I've said it many times before.  Religion is man's way 
of dealing with the finality of death.  We just can't imagine not waking up. 
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Sometimes I just don't see the point.  Why are we here?  And for such a short time?  Frankly, I 
see no reason to go on.  Right now my only plans are to see some sites and try to track down 
some distant family members.  And, I guess, to see if this journey will, in fact, give me a reason 
to go on.  No, I'm not going jump from the nearest bridge, but I wouldn't care if my plane 
crashed.  See above. 

Some days I just want to sit in the sun eating a Mallo Cup and sipping some Pepsi and generally 
enjoy myself and other days I wonder why I even bother.  Some days I look forward to visiting 
Chartres Cathedral and other days I simply can't see the point.   

Strange thing, life.   

I may never survive it. 

See above.   
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September 15, 2006 

When I was a kid our family would take long trips like any other family.  It always seemed we 
traveled at night, leaving right after work or school so we could be where we wanted to be by 
Saturday morning.  My dad had a CB radio with a sort of meter on the front and lighted dials and 
from my vantage point in the back seat the reflection in the window looked just like a face.  
There were eyes, a nose, and even long hair flowing out behind it.   

I called it the Road Witch, because the nose was a bit pointed.  This was a good witch.  And even 
now when I travel I look at the window and anything that reflects on the glass makes me feel a 
little more comfortable.  I know the Road Witch is looking out for me.  Protecting me. 

If for some reason I don't see a reflection, well, that's an uncomfortable drive. 

Logically, of course, I know this is just a mental reaction to a childhood memory and is purely a 
superstition.  We discussed this at length in the skeptical forum I frequent.  There is no reason to 
believe I am really safer just because I see a reflection in a window. 

I also look up to Orion before I travel.  Another superstition  

I don't know how it started but if I can help it I still leave on long trips at night.  I look up and see 
Orion and I just feel that he is watching over me.  I even go so far as to take moment and say a 
few words.  I do this at night stops, too, and have probably gotten a few strange looks at rest 
areas and truck stops. 

Again, Orion is just a random pattern of stars that happens to look a little like a warrior with a 
belt and sword.  These stars have no bearing on whether I'll get a flat tire or avoid traffic.  It's all 
utter nonsense. 

This is why, even on the skeptical forum, when someone makes an outlandish claim that they 
believe in I never make fun of them.  I know how it feels.  This is also I why I will never, ever 
slam anyone for believing in a god or following a religion.   

I know it makes them feel better. 

If asked for my opinion I'll tell them.  And of course here on my own blog I'll speak my mind but 
I would never say anything to someone leaving for church or trying to follow the teachings of 
whatever bible they are reading.  After all, it really doesn't do any harm unless you are fanatical 
about it and start killing people over it.  I know it happens every day but I don't know anyone 
like that. 

I guess this is called respect.  I do respect the beliefs of others.   

Now the question remains, why?  Why does nodding at a group of stars or seeing a reflection 
have any meaning to me whatsoever?  Is it because as a kid I remember feeling safe with my dad 
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behind the wheel and that little reflection reminds me of this?  I mean, he's not driving now, is 
he?  So why does it make me feel better?  I'm not a little kid anymore. 

That's kinda funny.  I give a good psychological reason then try to reject it.   

Yes, my dad is gone now and I only have like 4 pictures of him so my memories are precious to 
me.  What worries me, I guess, is that when I'm gone these memories will be gone, too.  Who 
will care about these pictures?  Who will be left to remember my dad?  Who will ever know how 
perfect that face was reflected off the glass of a radio that he thought was so cool?   

Everything just seems so final.  So insignificant.  I find comfort where I can.   

I find it when I hike in the woods and feel just a little like a piece of nature.  I find it when I soak 
in the tub and play music that I genuinely like.  I find it when I think that I may find family or at 
least a link to my past, and hence the future, when I travel to the land of my father in the coming 
months.  I find it when I'm curled up in a warm bed on a cold night and I'm just drifting off to 
sleep.  I find it in those rare moments that I feel at peace with myself.  I found it in my father's 
arms.  In my mother's arms.  Even in my brother's arms.  But those are gone now, aren't they?   

So I find it in a reflection on the passenger window. 

We need to find these little pieces of comfort.  They are what distract us until we die.  They 
make life bearable.  They cause happiness and joy and all the things that worth living for. 

So I will always look for the Road Witch.   

And for that moment I will find a reason to smile.   
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September 18, 2006 

I must have started 6 entries over the weekend but as my father would say, I did not feel so led.   

I was feeling a little apprehension this weekend.  I've already worked out what I'm bringing and I 
think I've worked out all the details.  I will be bringing a suitcase but I really don't hold out hope 
that it will arrive with me.  I've lost luggage before. 

Today I officially signed over my cars to mentor.  I am now the proud owner of nothing.  Well, 
nothing that's worth anything.  Just stuff that I've been trying to condense into the attic.  At work 
I'm just making sure everything is up to date and everyone knows what they are doing.   

Sometimes I wish I wasn't so efficient.  Now I have nothing to do but wait. 

And think. 

Sometimes that's a dangerous thing.  I'm already thinking about things I promised myself I 
wouldn't think about.  What if?  What about?  How's that going to work? 

There was no question about it when I made the decision to go.  Now those lines are blurring, 
just a tad, and I hate that.  At the very least I've promised myself not to be held back, to go where 
I want, see what I want, and have no regrets when or if I ever come back to settle down for good.   

If that ever happens. 

I also promised myself not to miss anyone or anything.  I'm already missing my cars.  I already 
miss my dog.  I already miss Eric and his kids.  Damn it, and 27 days to go before I even leave. 

The journey has already begun.  I'm already beginning to know things about myself that I didn't 
know before.  I didn't expect this. 

Well, I didn't expect it so soon.  I figured I would at least see Mt. Ararat before I started missing 
anyone.   

The journey is the thing, as they say.  It's not about airplanes and buses and hotels.  It's not about 
whether or not I find family.  It's about wandering the mazes that make us who we are.  To find 
that center where it all comes together.  Mine has been smashed over and over and I never 
thought I would see it again.   

I think I may have caught a glimpse.  But it's still a long way off.  Will I ever reach it?  Does 
anyone? 

I'm reminded of an Enya song.  "I walk the maze of moments, but everywhere I turn to begins a 
new beginning and never finds a finish." 
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Mazes have dead ends.  Some you can see right away and some you have to travel down first.  
But, then you back up and go another way.   

Nothing wrong with that.  It's how we learn.  It's how we journey.  It's how we grow.   

Somewhere there is one path that keeps going. 

I never thought too much time would be a problem. 
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September 19, 2006 

I had a little reunion this last summer.  Some old girlfriends and I met in Davenport, Iowa, of all 
places, to relive some of the past.  These were the girls I lived with in Chicago when it all went 
down.   

We called ourselves the Throw Girls.  Rough sex a specialty.   

They were still living in an apartment, still partying hard.  Still making a little money on the side.   

They couldn't believe I was driving a big old Suburban.  They couldn't believe I had a house and 
job.  They couldn't believe I hadn't been with a man in months.  They were almost exactly as I 
had left them. 

It has been 5 years. 

So, we partied.  The last stand of the Throw Girls.  Although we wanted it to be legendary it 
turned out to be just memorable.  We ended up at some club with a live band and lots of young 
people in loose clothing.  We did the Time Warp.  I bared my belly button.  I let loose.  I partied 
and went home with some guy that lived in a big gingerbread house that was now several 
apartments.  I had my first sex in months.  Blowjob then girl on top, easy for the guy and I can 
control my orgasm better that way.  Plus it’s just hot. 

Then we all got together to compare notes.  I was wide awake and ready to drive home.  They 
were hung over and couldn't remember much.   

I don't drink, never have.  Sometimes I fake it.  It's a long story but I don't like who people 
become when they drink so I've just always avoided it.  Why make myself stupider? 

Anyway, it hurt.  I felt sorry for them.  I felt like I grew up and they didn't.  I kept asking them 
questions.  Did they ever do this?  Did they ever do that?  Did this ever happen? 

No, no, and no.  Never attended college or took classes, working the same jobs, hanging with the 
same crowd.  And here's the clincher, they still seemed happy.  Sure, they complained that they 
were hung over and had headaches and they had a long drive ahead of them, but they were 
perfectly happy living as they always had.  I didn't push it.   

I guess I shouldn't judge them.  To each their own.  They are happy so who am I to interfere?  
Didn't stop me from wanting to slap them, though.  I mean, come on, do something.  Anything. 

I'm sure they drove home and went to bed.  I'm sure they're telling everyone what a fuddy-duddy 
I've become.  I'm sure they went out the very next night. 

I took back roads all the way home.  I saw some very interesting things.  There was a drive-in 
theater still open, antique shops, little parks that overlooked the Mississippi river.  I watched 
people launch boats and even walked around down town Dubuque and toyed with the idea of 
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stopping at the casino.  I went down roads that were long and dusty and had real people living on 
them.  Took me 12 hours to get home when it should have taken less than 4.   

I kept thinking how I'd rather do this with my old friends than dance like I'm auditioning for 
every guy there.  I kept thinking how they'd rather dance than just drive around.  I realized we 
have grown apart like so many other people and that the odds are I will never see them again.   

Or did just I grow?  That seems more like it.  I hate to admit it, but that's how I feel.   

I guess it helps to have a control sample to compare yourself against. 

I guess it helps to look forward.   

I'm glad I got out of there.  If I hadn't I never would have grown. 

If we stop growing are we truly living? 

Sometimes I wonder if I'm still a Throw Girl, or just used to be one.  Somehow, I think the 
answer to that will answer a lot of other questions.  Do little bits of our past remain with us, or do 
they pass and only the memory remains? 

I hope I always have the time to take the long way home, where ever that may be.   
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September 19, 2006 Part Two 

Sometimes I just loose it. 

It's a perfectly normal day.  I spent 8 hours sitting at my desk chatting and getting work done.  I 
come home and I'm browning a little meat for spaghetti sauce.  I have a little TV mounted on the 
wall in the kitchen and it's blabbering away like some kid who doesn't know he's being ignored.  
I feel calm.  I'm just thinking about eating and maybe getting some laundry done.   

Then, well, I don't know.  Just a snippet of a movie or a show or even a commercial.  Just 
someone hugging or saying good-bye or fighting or just about anything. 

I go from perfectly normal to smashing glasses in the sink.  I go out to the garage and pound on 
the workbench.  I throw.  I kick.  I cry. 

Why the fuck am I here?  Why was my family taken away from me?  Where is the person that is 
supposed to be there for me?  Why can't I make it through a single god damned day without 
feeling pain?   

I end up crying on the hood of my car.  There are a lot of dents in the hood of my car.  I always 
seem to end up there. 

I curse the universe and everything in it.  I curse fate for fucking me over.  I curse myself for 
fucking myself over.  I stand alone, there is no one to blame but myself. 

Then I pull myself together a little bit.  I pick up some tools and straighten things out a little.  
The rest can wait.  I clean up the glass and sweep the floor.  I start browning some meat for 
spaghetti sauce. 

How the hell did I end up here?  I hate flat land.  I need mountains and streams and trees and 
here I am in Iowa.  I should be driving a luxury vehicle and instead I have a 35 year old 
Volkswagen and giant Suburban.  I should be the life of the party and I end up crying in my 
garage.  I should be with people and instead I'm in chat rooms.   

Now it's getting late.  I've had time to calm down and breath deep.  I keep telling myself that I 
can't change the past, I can only look ahead and plan for the future.  I do my therapy and write 
this down although I have no idea why.  Maybe I hope that someone will read this and relate.  
Maybe I'm writing the words that will go on my tombstone.  Somehow it calms me, like some 
sort of zen meditation.  Just words that bare my soul to the whole world.   

What a messed up night.  It wasn't the first time.   

It's just that sometimes I just loose it.   

September 20, 2006 
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I know, sounds crazy.  It could be worse.  I could be addicted to drugs or drinking or something.   

I try to stay away from shit like that.  It's the one thing I'm pretty sure would have led to an early 
grave. 

In high school I went to a party where some hard liquor was brought in.  A lot of kids there were 
drinking for the first time and I couldn't even stand the smell of it.  So I kinda just hung out and 
the more people drank the stupider they got.  I'm sure you can imagine. 

Then in the wee hours of the morning the vomiting began.  I'm glad it wasn't my house.   

That was all it took.  I simply have not had even the slightest interest in getting drunk.  Since I 
used to go to a lot of parties I've seen the same thing over and over again, just solidifying my 
views.  The same goes for drugs.  I guess if you see it first and see the effects then it puts you off 
right away.  And with my personality I'm sure if by some chance I did try it that it would mess 
me up pretty quickly. 

I know this.  So I won't try any. 

I even try to stay away from prescription drugs.  Last summer I broke down and started seeing a 
psychiatrist.  He wanted me to try a few things and I told him I was very reluctant to take mind-
altering drugs.  He assured me it that they weren't mind-altering, they would just calm me down 
and help me cope with a few things that were going on at the time. 

Isn't that the definition of mind-altering?  I mean, if I'm thinking and behaving and acting in one 
way and a drug makes me think and behave and act in another way, then that altered my mind.  
Even if just a little.   

I don't even remember the stuff he prescribed but later, in the hospital, the doctor there said it 
was a drug that no doctor in their right mind should have given me.  It acts as a short-term 
memory inhibitor which is supposed to calm you down.  Too much can be lethal. 

All I remember is coming home from work and going in the house.  Then I woke up in the 
hospital, a week and a half later.  They told me I overdosed.  They said it was touch and go.  
Then they told me again and again and again.  My memory was shot.   

One of the problems is that because it stopped all writing to my short term memory I have no 
idea what happened.  I just remember going into the house.  I don't remember being upset or 
throwing things at my car or anything like that, just going into the house.   

My neighbors said the garage door was up a few feet and my car was running.  After a few 
minutes they thought something might be up.  I was in my car and they shut it off and called an 
ambulance.  They said I was awake but incoherent.  I really don't remember a thing. 

Somehow it was determined that I tried to commit suicide, first from overdosing the medication 
then by starting the car in the garage.  I call bullshit.  That doesn't sound like me.  I may wail and 
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moan but I really can't fathom taking my own life.  And if I was going to do it I wouldn't have 
raised the garage door before I started my car. 

I'm not that stupid. 

Somehow I was checked into a month-long recovery program.  I couldn't leave the ward.  It was 
a full two weeks before I started remembering things on a regular basis but for a while nothing 
registered.  Looking back I can remember two or three times making a scene at the nurse’s 
station, demanding to know where I was and what doctor locked me away.  It was like I kept 
waking up, not remembering the day before.  They said I did this for like a week.  I was shown 
papers I signed self-committing myself.  I have no memory of this at all. 

My mom came in from Michigan.  She stayed at the house and mentor spent a lot of time with 
her.  They wouldn't let anyone but family visit me.  Mentor is my family, but try explaining that 
to them.   

I tried to explain to her that I didn't try to kill myself.  It wasn't logical.  Why would I even 
bother seeing a psychiatrist if I wasn't trying to better myself?  I just remodeled my house.  I had 
just purchased a brand spanking new car.  No, it had to be something else but it was the nature of 
the drug that I would never know.   

I am so glad she believed me.  I think we worked out that whatever happened I was trying to 
leave, perhaps to go to the hospital when I finally passed out.  If I hold down the button to the 
garage door opener, it stops, so that made sense in a way. 

I still went through one of the craziest months of my life.  If that's what they do with someone 
who attempted suicide then I feel really sorry for them.  The cotton-candy group sessions were a 
joke.  The withholding news from the outside world was a joke.  The personality tests that I had 
to take daily were a joke.   

After about three weeks I was almost myself again so I started messing with them.  I even 
accessed the internet from a waiting room on another floor.  I'd wander off and get yelled at for 
leaving the area.  In group sessions I would argue that the universe is going to end in a couple of 
billion years so what's the point in trying to go on.  I was trying to get kicked out of group but 
they just didn't do things that way.  I'd argue about the nonexistence of god and imply that I was 
having sex with the nurses.  I was a real class A bitch.   

I was just so angry.  A whole month, gone.  All my leave at work was used up.  I was lucky to 
have a job after.  Anger was the only real emotion I remember feeling that whole time.  
Especially since I would never know why in the hell I took too many pills to begin with.  I was 
angry that so many people thought I would kill myself.   

I finally came home and spent a week with my mom.  It was great.  We did things together that I 
had waited my whole life for.   

It was the last time I saw her.  She died a few months after that.  I won't get started on that.   
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Things quickly got back to normal.  In fact, out of all the forums I post at not a single one 
noticed I was gone.  I'm pretty much a regular at many of them.  I thought I'd at least get a 
where've you been from somebody.  It just proves that you shouldn't take forums seriously.  In an 
anonymous environment no one really cares.   

So when I have a night like last night, and I simply lose it for no reason, I think back and wonder 
what the hell happened.  When I have a night like that I'm thankful that I don't drink or do drugs 
because it would just be that much worse.   

I've seen worse.  I don't want to go back to worse. 

So, these days I rarely even take a Tylenol when my bones hurt.  It's not logical but I avoid pills.   

In the future, if you see me in a bar, laughing and having a good time, that drink in my hand is 
probably just a cola.  If I'm ever sitting by myself sulking, it's still probably just a cola. 

Either way, rest assured, it'll be the real me.   
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September 22, 2006 

What a hard freakin day.  They are not letting go of me easy.  We moved offices, desks, 
computers, cleaned up wires and vacuumed and cleaned.  I didn't get to sit still for a moment.  So 
I thought I'd actually go home for lunch and the kids are hauling mattresses out.  For some 
reason they didn't want the mattresses I had.  Heh.  So I spent my lunch hour squeezing king 
sized mattresses through twin sized hallways. 

Then, I had the water softener picked up.  What a mess that was.  The guy must also be recruited 
to be a salesman because he'd say, see those spots?  You need a softener.  And I'd say, well, it's 
your softener you're taking out so why would I buy another one from you?  It obviously isn't 
working.  He just went to work after that.   

Then I cleaned around the basement and kitchen.  I guess a day like this can give you momentum 
to do the things you keep putting off.  Otherwise I'd be asleep by now. 

It's kind of surreal, seeing parts of your life cleaned up.  Moved out.  Hauled away.  All while I'm 
standing there watching. 

Or doing it myself. 

My brother had a tumor.  Really, I'm going somewhere with this. 

It was killing him and couldn't be removed.  We had a shop set up in our basement and he and 
mentor worked on computers and designed web pages.  The last few months he couldn't 
concentrate enough to really do anything useful and he just surfed the net and wandered around 
taking things apart.  Mentor was way cool about it.  He didn't say a single word or try to 
discourage him.  Even when his workload doubled trying to undo what my brother did when he 
was down there. 

My brother did things that no human should really do.  He picked out his casket and designed his 
own tombstone.  These things are for the survivors.  These things are to bring closure to grieving 
families.  But he really wanted to do it.  He even paid for much of it. 

He spent the last few days deleting web pages, closing accounts, and even cleaning up his work 
area.  He threw clothes away, and just when he was too sick to stay out of the hospital he even 
stripped his bed and put the sheets in the laundry.  I mean come on.  We kept telling him to stop 
it.  He insisted.  It made him feel better about himself. 

It made us feel like shit.  He was very philosophical about it.  I can't imagine what it's like 
knowing you are going to die in a few weeks.  Who can who it isn't happening to?  How do you 
cope with the ticking clock?   

For two weeks my mom and I barely left his side.  But all humans have to eat and sleep and 
shower so we started taking turns going home for short periods to pull ourselves together.  It 
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really, really hurts to talk about it but I had sat there for a few hours and got up to get some ice 
water.  There were no machines hooked up to him, just oxygen and he was just laying there 
sleeping.  When I came back I could tell.  I sat back down and begged for his forgiveness.  He 
wasn't supposed to die alone.   

My mom came back and was so calm.  She took the oxygen hose off and gave him a hug.  She 
told me to get my purse and go home.  She said Mark was no longer there and this was just the 
shell his spirit left behind.  He had gone to be with his father, both his real dad and the holy 
father.  Ah, religion.  This is one time it does the most good. 

I did tell my mom, when years had passed, that I wasn't there.  She just told me that he was brain 
dead for days and that I shouldn't beat myself up for it.  Mark would forgive me, he probably 
waited until I left or was somewhere laughing about it.  But somehow, in the cosmic scheme of 
things I feel like I let him down.  I have never, and can't foresee, ever forgiving myself for it. 

So, when I'm signing my house away or watching my mattresses get hauled away or even just 
watching my office come apart and see co-workers calling dibs on my stuff I can't help but to 
think about my brother, and how he prepared for his trip.   

I don't think he missed anything.  He couldn't afford to because he couldn't come back and fix it. 

I'm sure I'm missing things.  I'm sure I'll be in the plane over the Atlantic and remember some 
ultra-important thing that I missed.  I'm sure time will pass and I'll eventually forget about it. 

Or maybe not. 

After all, my trip isn't carved in stone. 

His was.   
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September 24, 2006 

Today is another day of 10,000 blogs.  So I decided to sit here and watch the Vikings game and 
write down whatever comes into my head.   

First of all, it's nice to have time.  All day yesterday and today I thought today was the 1st of 
October.  I really did.  Not sure how that came about but now it seems like I've been given a 
whole week to work with.  Seems fair.  I've lost a few weeks before.   

When I was in school I took a philosophy class and one of the things we discussed was the 
concept of time.  Or rather, whether there was time or not.  When it came right down to it I found 
myself understanding and agreeing with the concept of the existential moment.  This is the belief 
that there is no forward progression of time, there is just this one moment that we all live in.  
Time is merely the synchronization of clocks so that humans can keep civilization going without 
too much chaos.  It's all illusion.  One thing follows another so it seems like time is passing.   

I'm sure there are moments in everyone's life where we wished we could travel through time.  
Imagine going back to see how the pyramids were built or meet some historic figure.  Imagine 
going back to prevent some big mistake.   

I've made a few.  But if I prevent the mistakes that I've made, who would I be today?  Where 
would I be?   

No one can answer these questions, and it's impossible to travel back in time, so is it even a good 
exercise to imagine things like this?  I've been told, no, don't even try it.  The past is the past, we 
can't go back, we just have to pick up at this moment and move on.   

That's pretty much what I try to do on a daily basis.   

Today I am just a girl, watching TV, munching on chips and drinking grape soda.  That's pretty 
much all I am now.  Today I'm not dwelling on death or hookers or hospitals.  I'm just in a 
holding pattern.   

Tied 3 all.  The Bears and the Vikings are just beating the crap out of each other. 

This is the girl you'd probably like.  You wouldn't like me at work.  I'm a bitch.  I'm the one who 
makes sure all the paper work is done and all the typos are fixed.  I've seen a lot of eyes rolled at 
me.  I've had a lot of people tell me it's not important if the yellow form can't be read, but they 
don't see the big picture.  They don't work with the auditors when they are nit-picking our 
procedures and record keeping.  I'm in charge of the records, I'm the one bitched out and has to 
fix everything, so we will do things my way. 

Well, not anymore.  I find myself forgetting that I'll be gone soon.  I even caught myself 
planning a Halloween party.  Not this year. 
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You'd probably like me when I'm hiking and communing with nature, too.  Not much can bother 
me when I'm sitting next to a stream watching the water bugs.  They are just trying to live long 
enough to lay eggs.  They are just existing.  I can't even remember doing this with a boyfriend or 
anyone.  I don't think I've ever dated anyone who likes to walk in a freezing blizzard.  Before the 
plows and blowers ruin it all.   

You'd hate me when I'm pissed or depressed.  I don't hold back.  I say things that sting.  This is 
usually when guys decide that I have too much baggage to stick around.  This is usually when I 
return to my truck or my bug and find some isolated spot and hug trees and lay down in the 
grass.   

Then it all starts over again.   

3 to 6.  Vikings are pulling ahead. 

My dad used to tell me that his first duty was to his god.  He was a Baptist preacher and kept true 
to this his whole life.  His second duty was to his family.  His third duty was to the United States.  
Even as an immigrant he was a true patriot.  He refused to teach us to speak Armenian and my 
mom said that even she had only heard him speak it a couple of times.  He said as long as he was 
a citizen of this country he and his family would speak English. 

I loved my dad.  He was a Lions fan and I guess that's why I'm a Lions fan.  I do many things 
because of my dad.  He instilled in me a love of old cars.  He taught me to make my own 
decisions.  He taught me to fight the good fight and that sometimes people would get hurt.  He 
tried to teach me that in the end we all stand alone before god.  I modified this a little, I think we 
all stand alone before ourselves.  Either way, I don't play the blame game.  I am who I am 
because of the choices I've made.   

I also learned to be loyal to my team, and then my division, then to my conference.  Hence, I'm 
Lions fan but they rarely air those games here so I watch the next best thing, an NFC North 
game, usually the Vikings and then, when the Super Bowl rolls around and none of these 4 teams 
make it, I'm all for whoever is representing the NFC.  That's how it's played.   

The Lions always seem to lose.  But I'm loyal.   

9 to 6.  Bears now lead.  No touchdowns.  More yellow flags than I've ever seen in a game. 

Oops, 9 to 13.  Vikings intercepted. 

Now I'm just stuffing my face with cake.  I feel guilty when this happens.  I can't remember the 
last real food I've had.  When this game is over I most certainly will go and do some hiking.  
Then I'll eat berries and apples until I feel back in balance.  Or maybe mow the lawn.  I just 
really need to get outside.   
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Maybe I'll take the bug 4 wheeling.  There's nothing like that rush when you run over a log and 
wonder if this is it, if this is the time you break the suspension and have to call for help.  It hasn't 
happened yet.   

I forgot again.  It's not my bug anymore.  Damn this takes getting used to.  Sometimes I just 
wake up and say, oh, my god, what have I done?  It's not even my lawn anymore.  Is this still my 
state?  Is this still my country? 

I'll know in due time.  I'll let you know.  In case you are wondering I don't have a return ticket.  
My trip ends in Yerevan and that's where I'll make all the decisions that will set the course for 
the rest of my life.  Pretty awesome of me to set it up that way.  Whatever I decide there, that 
will be it.  I will no longer be aimless.   

Ha!  Or maybe not.  One thing I've learned is that nothing ever turns out the way you plan.   

Nothing. 

Two more field goals.  12 to 16.  Bears have the ball.  Under two minutes to play.  The best 
games have exciting finishes. 

How will my game end?  Will I die in some desert or the back street of a foreign city or will I 
rise to prominence and actually make a difference in somebody's life?  Will I peter out, or will it 
be an exciting finish?  Will I find adventure or will I find comfort in a safe routine? 

The game is over.   

This was just a Sunday afternoon. 
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September 25, 2006 

I belong to many forums.  Many of these have chat rooms and this is where I find regular 
company.   

One forum I belong to is for the survivors of rape.  It's private and I'll respect that privacy here 
but it's one place where I put on my serious face and dispense advice and try to help people out.   

Not that I've ever been raped.   

But I've teased and was very promiscuous and if I wasn't so easy at times I very well could have 
been.  Getting attention from men used to be my favorite past time.  Because of this I tend to 
play the devil's advocate.  The regulars in the forum have come to recognize that this is an 
important role to play from time to time so while I seem mean at times I've never been banned, 
after all, they know that deep down inside I'm trying to help.  In my own way.  But in the end, I 
will always take a knee and do what I can.  I want to help, truly I do.  We all pull together there.   

I joined by invitation because someone read an account I wrote once of how I lost my virginity.  
They told me that with someone so young that it had to be against my will whether I believed 
that or not.  I don't buy this and we've had many a long discussion about how I made my own 
choice and no one coerced anyone else.   

I think they originally put up with me because I stood my ground.  I didn't give in to the "we are 
all victims" mentality.  I don't let anyone put thoughts in my head.   

To me, the worst thing you can say to anyone is, "Well, you should feel this way about that."  I 
believe you shouldn't tell people how they should feel.  It pisses me off.  They know how they 
feel, I know how I feel, you know how you feel.  We are all different and respond emotionally to 
things differently.   

So, rather, I always ask how they feel, they tell me, then we can discuss a course of action from 
there. 

Anyway, I jump on posts that tell people how they should feel and some people get why I do and 
some don't.  Some of these girls had just gone through a traumatic experience and they don't 
need to feel worse because they aren't feeling an emotion someone else tells them they should be 
feeling. 

I try to carry this philosophy into other forums as well.  When I see posts about what color I 
should paint my car or should I get these wheels or will this look cool I always tell them to do 
what they want.  It's their car.  Who cares what other people think, what do you think?  Don't try 
to validate yourself by trying to gain acceptance from others.  If they don't like what you do to 
your car, so what?  Hang with a different crowd. 
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This hit close to home the other day when some friends of Mentor's sons dropped by.  One had a 
Bronco that he put lights all over, like the big rigs you see on the highway.  The first words out 
of his mouth was, "That looks stupid." I actually smacked him on the back of the head.   

I told him to never tell someone their car looks stupid.  He obviously put a lot of time and effort 
into that and he likes it.  It may not be your style but it's his, so lay off.   

I don't know if I got through.   

Getting back to the forums, the funny thing is we can argue and fight and carry it over to the chat 
room but sometimes you find yourself alone with someone you just spent 5 pages arguing with 
they simply ask how's it going?  And you chat about life and how to get paint out your carpet or 
something mundane.  And you realize that there are no hard feelings and it's okay to disagree 
because at the end of the day we're all in the same boat.  You also realize there is a time and a 
place for arguing, and a time and place for just shooting the breeze.  And a time and a place to 
drop everything and pull together to help someone out.   

I've learned a lot in that forum.  Men can be angels and playthings, but they can also be 
monsters.  I've learned that there are people and faces behind the statistics.  I've learned that 
some people really need help because they can't get out of situation on their own.  I've learned 
that you can beg someone to go to the police, that something will snap, and then suddenly they 
don't sign on anymore and all you can do is hope.  You can't reach out and grab someone through 
the internet.   

But I've also learned that sometimes it works out.  Sometimes a woman can take back her own 
life and move on.  That people just need to know they are not alone.  That life can be good. 

In any case all I can do is watch, and listen, and dispense a little advice.  Maybe provide an 
electronic shoulder to cry on. 

Or find one to cry on.   

But these aren't really my problems.  I've never been raped.  I just think that sex should be fun, 
emotional, and sometimes even a loving experience and to brutalize that is just wrong. 

I guess in my own small way that is where I made a stand.   

And I hope, although I'll never know for sure, that is one small place where I've helped someone.   

I know this blog is all about me, me, me, and it's supposed to be like that, after all it's my blog 
about who I am, but just so you know, I do try sometimes.  There are places I put myself last. 

I really do care, girls, so take care of the forum.  You know where to reach me.   

Unfortunately, it's the one forum that's really needed.   
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September 27, 2006 

Mentor is always very logical.   

If you see a ghost he can explain why you didn't.  This is sometimes a very useful thing as I did 
see a ghost once.  It was right after he moved in. 

I was staying in the attic.  No real reason why except that I had lived alone for so long that all the 
people in the house were making me nervous.  The attic has a bed and all the fixings and I was 
up there late one night with my laptop, just sitting in the dark and chatting online. 

You have to picture it.  In the darkness the screen pretty much obscured any view I had of the 
whole room.  The stairs come up in the middle and I was facing them from a nook where the bed 
was.  It's the only way in or out of the attic. 

Let me also point out that my house is 90 years old and two people have died here.  Both of old 
age.  Both confirmed. 

Anyway, I'm sitting there and I hear someone come up the stairs, then, past the glare of the 
laptop I thought I saw someone walk past to the back of the attic. 

Clear as anything it looked just like a person. 

I called out, I called out again, then I swiveled my laptop around to light up the room.  I thought 
it was one of the kids sleep walking or something. 

Of course there was no one there. 

I freaked out a little and jumped up and turned on the light.  I looked around.  No one hiding.  No 
dog.  Nothing.  I was alone. 

Now, if you know me you know that I don't frighten easily and I just went back to chatting, 
although I did leave the light on.  I mentioned this the next day to Mentor, who knows more than 
anyone I know.   

He told me what had happened and I checked it and it was right.  There was a perfectly rational 
explanation. 

It was my eyelash. 

Really, I checked it out.  The next night, with the lights off, I sat in front in my laptop and 
browsed a few sights.  My eyelashes were being lit up by the monitor and being very close to my 
eye they were out of focus.  If I drooped my eyelid, as I would if it were late and I was getting 
sleepy, it does look just like someone or something is standing right behind my glaring monitor 
and if I moved just right, it looked like it was moving.   
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It was exactly what I saw.   

A perfectly rational explanation for seeing a ghost.  Who would have even thought of that?   

If it weren't for that one explanation, and me backing it up by doing it again, I could have spent 
the rest of my life thinking I saw a ghost, because, for a while I really thought I did.  And if I 
really did then it would rock my world because I don't believe in ghosts.  It would be Earth-
shattering to me.  It would change my whole outlook on everything.   

I used to road rage.  Yes, once again, it's related to the story. 

I used to road rage like a true bitch and get pissed at every car on the road.  Well, not every car, 
but every car that didn't use a blinker, or cut me off, or raced off the light.  The ones that really 
get my goat are the ones that bust a nut to pass you, then turns right away.  I hate that. 

Then I got my bug.  You expect all these things in a Volkswagen.  It's slow and old.  I calmed 
down a lot.  I couldn't flip people off anymore because while there were a thousand Camry's in 
town there is only one Beetle so people would recognize my car easier.   

Then one day a guy cut me off and I got pissed so bad that I was ready to run him off the road.  I 
actually followed him with flames coming out my nose.  And then he turned into the emergency 
room parking lot, got out, and ran into the hospital. 

I felt like I was two feet tall.  I calmed myself down and went to where ever it was that I was 
going.  There was an explanation for his behavior.   

Now, I realize that people are just living their lives.  Sure, some are still jerks, but they aren't 
being a jerk to me personally.  To them, they were racing an anonymous Suburban, or passing 
the slow VW.  They are just thinking about work or their home life and taking it out on the road.  
Maybe they're late for work or rushing to a friend’s house.  Or they're just not thinking at all. 

Not that it makes anything okay.  It's still wrong to not use your blinkers or weave through traffic 
or go forty over the limit.   

But I let it go now.  It has nothing to do with me.  There is an explanation for their behavior and 
if I dug deep enough I'm sure I would find it.  And realizing this helped me to see that I can let it 
go, that I can not care, that I can just drive and obey the signals and get to where I'm going and if 
someone turns in front of me, so what?  Just because I don't know why they do it doesn't mean I 
have to get mad and road rage.   

Somehow, these two things are related.  I was in a chat room this afternoon and a regular came in 
that we all know is trouble.  He just insults and insults until people leave.  I think he's getting off 
on it somehow and I used to argue with him and hate him.  But now I just feel sorry for him.  I 
pity him.  There is something in his life that makes him this way.  There is a simple explanation.  
I could put Mentor on the case but in the end I just don't care.  Just knowing the explanation is 
there is enough for me, I don't have to know what it is. 
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This has helped me mellow out a lot.  It's a nice little philosophy to get you through the day.  
When the cashier is inattentive, when the insurance guy on the phone is rude, when psychic 
bigfoot believers are being argumentative, you just have to realize it's not about you.  Well, most 
of the time it's not about you. 

So, don't freak out.  Don't lose your temper.   

Sometimes the most Earth-shaking moments in your life is just an eyelash.   
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September 28, 2006 

My first car was a VW bus.  I got it when I was visiting Cedar Point in Ohio and stopped in to 
see some people in Columbus.  It was in a back alley and dirt cheap so I bought it and proceeded 
to drive it home, a six hour drive. 

The generator wasn't charging but I didn't know that until the battery went dead and I found 
myself in a truckstop somewhere trying to get a mechanic to just charge my battery.  I really 
didn't know what to do.   

It was kind of my first adventure.  Not sure the mechanics behind it but as the battery died I lost 
power and would find a place that looked like they could charge it.  I'd bat my eyes and giggle 
then be sad and then they'd help me.  At one point I purchased a new battery and it finally got me 
home.   

My dad was furious.  At first.  Once he figured out the charging issue I drove it some more.  It 
was sort of a redneck town and everybody went stump-jumping on the forest trails and I rode 
that bus harder than most guys rode their big 4x4 trucks.   

It held up well until the engine seized.   

My dad tackled it himself.  He loved working on cars and thought it'd be easy so he pulled the 
engine, tore it apart, and fixed it.   

He was always my hero. 

The inside had camper gear and lots of room and I found myself carting my friends around.  
Almost had my first threesome in there but in reality two guys just do not want to get naked 
together.  They spent so much time worrying about looking gay if they accidentally touched each 
other that I said forget it.  It was good for a laugh, but that was all. 

This time the engine went out with a clunk and my dad discovered that he didn't shim something 
right or he had the wrong spacer somewhere, at the time I didn't pay attention.  A week later I 
was back on the road again. 

He still didn't like the darn thing.  He always had Corvairs and Greenbriar vans so I don't see 
why he didn't like it.  He knew everyone in town and found a little Arrow Jet that was sporty and 
zippy and talked me into buying it.  Shortly after a bolt worked loose in the bus and all the oil 
drained out and the engine seized a third time.  That was it, I sold it for like a hundred bucks and 
it was gone.   

I really liked my Arrow so I didn't miss the bus.  At the time I was happy and care-free.  High 
school was great.  I drove to Orlando and did the Disney thing and I drove to Colorado just to see 
mountains.  I was dating and in the band and life was good.   
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Then one day I came home and my brother met me at the door.  Mom was standing behind him.  
I knew something was up. 

My dad had a heart attack.  They were waiting for me to go to the hospital.   

Life can really blindside you sometimes.  People worry about bills and money and dating but 
that's nothing compared to what the universe can really throw at you.  Never saw it coming, like 
a rug was pulled out, like the ground opened up.  Those are the phrases I dread.   

At least we got to say good-bye.  As a family.  It wasn't pretty, though.  It wasn't a quiet hospital 
scene.  There were doctors and nurses and they were trying to stick things in him and on him.  
My brother held me but I think he did it so he wouldn't feel so useless.  If he were comforting me 
then he was doing something.   

I remember how frail and thin my dad looked.  They had stripped down to his underwear and I 
could see his ribs and hip bones.  In living my life I failed to see my father grow so old.  I 
couldn't believe this old man on this bed was the same man that had my bus all jacked up and 
taken apart just the summer before.  The same man that was all fire and brimstone just the 
Sunday before, pounding his Bible before the congregation.   

Why was I blind to this? 

Life goes on.   

It was really my first transition.  The first time I questioned religion.  The first time I saw how 
generous people could be.   

The first time I had to fend for myself.   

It was also the first time I saw my dad as a man.  A man who had a life outside of mine.  He was 
always helping the Amish communities around the area and so many showed up that they filled 
the church and crowded around outside.  Cars and horses and buggies blocked the streets.  It 
seemed like the whole town showed up.  I could hear snippets of conversation of how he helped 
this family and how he did something for that family and how brought the church together.  In 
the coming weeks a collection was taken up and my mom didn't have to worry about bills for a 
while.  Even in death, my dad's legacy was taking care of us.   

I always loved my dad and he was a good father.  I'm better for having known him.   

I was blindsided, and survived.  We all did. 

I've had many cars since then, and a few were VWs.  I've never been a mechanic and I really 
don't like what grease and oil does to your hands so I've always had to pay to get things fixed but 
for some reason, every VW I've ever own I worked on myself.  Not that I've done anything 
major.  On my little Super Beetle I did do a complete brake overhaul and rewired everything and 
even fixed some holes.  I did it all myself as a sort of tribute to my dad.  It's just one of those 
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crazy, superstitious, illogical things that I do just because it makes me feel a little better.  And to 
prove to my dad that I could take care of myself now.  His job was done so he can now rest in 
peace.   

So, my first brush with death wasn't a horrible depressing experience.  We were family.  We had 
support.  We had each other and a great community.   

But I think those days are gone now.   

If I'm blindsided again I stand alone. 

But I'm pretty sure that whatever life throws at me I'll get through it, because my dad taught me 
well.   

So, as far as VWs go, I'm pretty sure if I had to I could pull an engine and rebuild it.  And I'll 
make sure every shim and spacer is in place.  And I'll do it all by myself, all the while thinking of 
Amish and churches and Corvairs and white buses.   

And I'll be thinking of you, dad. 

And for a while, I'll feel a little better.   
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September 29, 2006 

Last day of work. 

Went well.  Had a good lunch and said good-bye to everyone.  Deleted my own accounts and 
made sure there was nothing nasty on my hard drive.  As I was walking out the door I could hear 
a request for a file and phones being transferred.  Life goes on.   

I'll miss them.  They don't realize it was a momentous occasion.  To them it's just another 
employee moving on.   

I spent an unhealthy amount of time at work in chat rooms.  They would just be on while I did 
my job.  They kept me company and kept my brain fresh throughout the day.  It was always good 
for a laugh. 

It's not like any work didn't get done because of it.  Every day at 4:15 I'd tell the chatters it was 
time to roll the sidewalks up and head home.  It was an inside joke that nobody got.   

So, anyway, it was just a chapter.  The book of my life goes on.   

This would be the To Be Continued part.  I really don't know what's coming next.   

Somewhere out there is a meaning.  I just wasn't finding it here.  I mean, come on, this is Iowa.  
This is where I escaped to.  This is where I took a breather after discovering that people really 
are cruel to one another.  This is where I was hiding out. 

I only came here after reading an article in some magazine that said this was one of the safest 
places to live.  It sounded nice on paper.   

I'm told there are places out there that can still fill a person with awe.  Places where you can feel 
the presence of greatness and have some of it rub off on you.  Places were fairies and gnomes 
still roam and the trees can still talk to one another.  Places where miracles still happen.  I want 
to feel stones that were carved centuries ago.  I want to learn the wisdom of ancients.  I want to 
see traditions and ceremonies. 

There has to be more than just existing.  Than just going to work, mowing the lawn, and paying 
your taxes.   

I've been doing searches on the internet.  There are places where the water cures and kissing 
stones brings good luck.  Places that saints have touched and great men have stood.  I plan on 
seeking these places out. 

Don't get me wrong, I'm still a skeptical atheist that doesn't believe in miracles.  But perhaps I 
can find guidance and purpose in these places.  Perhaps by watching the believers I will find 
something to believe in.  Perhaps by drinking holy water I will find peace.  Not because it is 
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magical but because it represents a thousand years of yearning and trusting and believing.  
Perhaps by kneeling in an ancient church I will find wisdom, not because of faith, but because 
great men built it with their bare hands and determination.  Every stone laid had a meaning.  
Every stone had a purpose.  Every stone was lovingly carved and put in its place.  Every stone is 
beautiful. 

A stone carved without purpose can just end up an ugly mass.  Every event in my life was a chip 
or chunk taken off.  If I'm a stone being carved, then I don't want to end up that way.  Just an 
ugly mass to be tossed back into the quarry.   

I'll be visiting the pyramids in Egypt.  I've always had a soft spot in my heart for Orion and some 
believe the pyramids represent Orion on Earth so it will be like finally meeting an old friend for 
the first time.  I want to make sure I touch it, the representation.  Any pyramid will do, I just 
want to touch Orion.  Funny and superstitious and perhaps foolish but I want to all the same. 

In the end I will do a search for my family.  I have a record from my dad of all the names that I 
should be able to match up to the family trees in Yerevan.  Hopefully other lines survived.  
Hopefully they'll be friendly or at least humor me.  Maybe they'll understand how important it is 
to me.  Maybe they'll hate me and tell me to hit the road.  At least I'll know they are there, if they 
are there at all. 

I don't want to be last.  If I'm the last it means that my family just petered out and faded away.  
The last is supposed to be a hero and bring honor and song to the family name.  The last is 
supposed to make sure the family is never forgotten. 

The last isn't supposed to be found in a dumpster. 

This all sounds very majestic and I guess it's because I've had my last day at work and now I turn 
around and face the road.  It's a daunting road.  I've only peeked at it before.  Peeked around my 
job and my house and the little things that tie me here.  But they're all taken care of now.  Now 
the road is right there.  It's the only thing in front of me from now on. 

J.R.R.  Tolkien wrote, well heck, here it is... 

The road goes ever on and on, down from the door from which it began.  Now far ahead the road 
has gone, and I must follow it if I can.  Pursuing it with eager feet until it joins some larger way, 
where other paths and errands meet and whither then?  I cannot say. 

I can't think of anything that says it better than that.   

That poem has been with me since the first time I read it as a kid.   

This job was my last tie.  As I walked out the door my journey began. 

I rolled the sidewalks up for the very last time.   
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October 1, 2006 

I can't wrap this up without a few more stories.  It's only fair. 

Iowa is flat and most roads are straight so you can see for miles.  One day I was delivering 
documents for my boss to the next town over and way ahead I saw a squad car with its lights on.   

You have to picture this.  Long flat road, cornfields on both sides, I'm the only car on the road, 
and I'm going about 60 in my Suburban.  This is a tank.  I feel safe in my Suburban. 

So I see the squad car and no other vehicle.  As I get closer I realize I can't even see anyone in 
the vehicle.  I start to look around and I see a pickup in the cornfield.  There's an access road a 
little ways away and I don't see any skid marks or dug up dirt in the ditch so my curiosity is 
peaked.  Accident? 

Still no signs of people.  I'm slowing down, going about 50 now and then I see a guy in the ditch, 
dressed in coveralls and such like a farmer and he's got a shotgun.  Still no sign of an officer.  
Then he raises the shotgun and points it right at me.  I mean, really, I'm looking right down the 
barrel head-on.  Still no officer.  Now it's becoming clear.  This guy just shot the officer and now 
he's going to shoot at the only car on the road that could be a witness.  I start to swerve onto 
shoulder.  I figure if I tried to slow down enough to turn around I'll be too close so I figure I'll try 
to get past him.   

I gun it, no pun intended.  Now I'm pretty close and I see a deer in the ditch trying to stand, but 
its hind legs aren't working.  Then I see the cop in the cornfield walking towards the road.  Right 
as I pass the gun is fired and the deer goes down.   

So a new picture emerges.  An injured deer is found in a ditch and the local farmer called the 
police to make sure it's okay to put it out of its misery.   

There's always a logical explanation.   

I had another hour to think about this before I got back to the office and by then I was pissed.  I 
called the station and told them what had happened.  I told them there is no way in hell that guy 
should have been allowed to fire at a deer from that angle.  He should have stood by the road and 
fired away from the road, not towards it.  This could have ended badly. 

The officer on the phone clearly was blowing me off so I asked who was in charge of the station 
and was given the name of a captain and was told he wasn't in.  I spent the most of the day trying 
to track him down.  I was going to get satisfaction. 

Later in the afternoon I got a call from someone identifying himself as an officer and I asked if 
he knew where this captain was.  He said no such captain worked there and this really got my 
goat.  I thought I was lied to.  Then it hit me. 
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The town he said he was calling from was where my mom lived.   

She had passed away.  They were trying to notify next of kin.  That was me. 

Again with the blindside.  Again with the slap in the face when you're least expecting it.   

I happened to be shit talking with some people in a VW forum at the time and I'm pretty sure I 
lashed out at whoever I was talking to pretty badly.  I yelled at my boss.  I threw some papers 
and walked out.   

Mentor wouldn't allow me to drive this way.  We made the 10 hour trip together.  I just stared 
out the window the whole way.  The road witch was watching over me.  Orion was out.  The 
universe was trying to ease my pain. 

This time had some unexpected twists.  This time I had to step up to the plate and be the 
responsible one.  I had to sign papers and make arrangements.  The funeral home was great.  
Dad's grave was like a hundred miles away so we arranged to have a service here then transport 
her down there.  I had to pick out a casket.  I told the guy I was picky and if I saw one flaw, one 
mark or stitch out of place while my mother was being viewed I would make his life hell.  He 
told me he wouldn't expect anything less.   

I was trying to be a hard ass and he was tying to be nice to me.  He won. 

Thanks to everything the funeral home did, I did not have to see my mom in a morgue or in a 
freezer or anywhere else except at the viewing.  I am glad I didn't have to do any of that.  I'm not 
ready for that.   

There was a church involved here as well.  I know I said before that people are cruel but there 
are truly good people, too.  They did everything they could for me.  Over the next few weeks 
they helped me sort the house out, pack stuff up, and all sorts of things I couldn't have done on 
my own.   

The plot where my dad was buried was only for two internments and since my brother was 
cremated he was allowed to be there, too, like some kid sleeping with his parents on a stormy 
night. 

Yeah, I see the irony.  There is no room for me in the family plot.   

It was a few days later, sitting in my mom's living room that I finally broke down.  I didn't have 
time before.  I had work to do.   

This is where I realized I had no one to turn to anymore.  My family was gone.  I was the very 
last one.   

Life began to suck. 
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We moved around a lot as a kid and I never even lived at that house so it wasn't hard to pick out 
what I wanted, donated the rest to the church, and sell the house.  I kept the furniture that meant 
something to me, the pictures, the important documents, and a few knick knacks and the rest was 
just stuff.  I have no need for stuff.  The church would know what to do with it.  My mom was 
the last person who was able to tell me everything would be alright.  She was the last person who 
I believed when I heard that.   

I dropped the whole shotgun incident.  It no longer seemed important.  In fact, nothing did.   

I couldn't find meaning in anything for a long time.  Even now.   

Especially now. 

That was the final turning point.  I've now come full circle.  That's how I've come to this. 

This brings me right up to the point where I decided to sell my house, quit my job, and go in 
search of, well, of anything.   

Less than 15 days to go.  I'm going to take a drive before then and see a few things.  Time is 
short. 

I only have a few more blogs left in me.   

Once I hit that plane, I won't be thinking about any of this. 

After all, we can only look ahead. 
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October 2, 2006 

"There are monsters, there are angels.  There's a peacefulness and a rage inside us all." 

I'm just a girl.  I like Voice of the Beehive, T'Pau, and Alanis Morrisette and read Douglas 
Adams.  I watch the History Channel and Last of the Summer Wine.  I like long walks in the rain 
and dancing in clubs.  I can fix a leaky fuel line, configure a firewall, and divide fractions.   

This little narrative pretty much summed up my entire life.  It bared my soul for all of humanity 
to see, to judge for themselves.  I don't believe there is anything after this life so there will be no 
god to judge me.  Humanity will have to do.  Not that I care, because in the end I will stand 
alone.  You either die with regrets or memories, not both. 

I died once, and I had memories.  I couldn't really think of anything that I would change. 

I'm not so sure now.  I know we are all just ants in a colony.  Step on one and ten more takes it's 
place.  One ant does not make much of a difference in this world.  People don't mourn for one 
ant. 

So, I leave the comfort of mere existence to see the world beyond.  And the world within.  For 
the journey isn't about hopping around from site to site, it's about learning and growing and 
discovering who you are.  It's about finding things within yourself that you didn't know was 
there.  It's about finding a reason. 

Maybe I'll grow enough to see beyond this wall I've been building around myself.  Maybe I'll 
find a door or reveal a crack.  Maybe I'll realize that an imaginary wall is a stupid thing to have 
in the first place. 

I may find that I am a monster or an angel.   

Or just a girl. 

This has been my lament.   
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Last 

I don't know if this will be my last entry.  I'm not traveling with a laptop, I want to travel light 
and unencumbered.  I'll try to keep in contact with the one person left in my life, my Mentor, 
Eric, and if he can, he'll pass things along.  I want to thank all the forums and chat rooms that 
have kept me company over the years when real people faded from my life.  I think I would have 
gone insane otherwise.  I wish you all the best the world has to offer.  I especially want to thank 
Eric for storing my stuff and giving my special Bailey a place to live.  Remember, she gets a 
cookie twice a day and you have to leave the shades up so she can bark at the squirrels and 
rabbits.  Eric gave me a shoulder to cry on, an ear to bend, and at times a reason to live.   I'll 
never forget what you have told me.  I'll see you at the airport on the 15th, bring the kids and 
some Cinabons.  And take care of Matilda, remember that she's Super!  

I have my tickets, my mp3 player, some grape soda, and I know where my towel is. 

It begins.   
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Rebecca left me at this point.   
Something told me that I’d never see her again but deeper inside I hung on to the hope that I 
would. 
I was a stranger living in a strange place.  Nothing around me seemed mine.  It took some 
getting used to.   
Then, one night, when I least expected it, I got a phone call from a tired, frightened girl who was 
lost in the world.   
I turned on the lighthouse, and begged her to come home.
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January 7, 2007 

Nothing ever turns out the way you imagine it will.   

Some things turn out better and everyone is happy.  Some things turn out worse and 
disappointment follows.   

And some things turn out in totally unexpected ways.   

I've started this entry about a hundred times now and nothing can convey what I'm thinking or 
feeling at the moment.  I had some exciting times and crossed off many things that were on my 
list of things to do before I die but there were disappointing moments, too.  But as the saying 
goes, the journey is the thing, and even though I'm back where I started, in more ways than one, 
my journey isn't over.   

Will it ever be?   

I really didn't intend to end up back here.  I didn't think I'd even make it back to the states but 
circumstance and providence stepped in and here I am.  My time had not yet come.   

Did I find what I was looking for?  Well, yes and no.  For anyone with a detailed family tree it 
shouldn't hard to track down distant relatives but when you are dealing with different countries 
and different ideals and customs you'd better be prepared for what you find.   

Sadly, I wasn't.   

I also didn't find a new life. 

Or a place to die.   

I've been trying to tell myself that at least I had a few adventures.  I was arrested and fined in 
Paris and had sex in the last place you'd ever imagine.  I was robbed and gave up something in 
Rome and even visited the Vatican at an unexpected time.  I was offered a job and at times just 
stayed in hotel room curled up in a little ball.   

All just little brush strokes in the big picture.   

Well, this was just a little teaser to let you know I'm back.  I will try and get a few entries now 
that I've slept for a few days, caught up on things, and cleared my head a little.   

At the moment I feel like I've been here before.  Homeless, jobless, aimless, and depending the 
friendship and hospitality of, well, a long time friend and the very last constant I have in my life.  
Am I sorry?  Do I regret this?   

The jury is still out.   
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Right now I'm scared.  It's time to face facts.  Time to plan.   

It's time to get out of bed.   

A few more days, I think.  Yeah, a few more days.   
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January 9, 2007 

When I was a kid my parents thought it would be a good idea to take a couple of weeks and visit 
England where we lived for many years.  I was born there and we moved to the states when I 
was five.  I don't remember much, really, just bits and pieces but to my parents the trip was a 
stroll down memory lane.  They'd point to a park and ask me if I remember playing there when I 
was little or if I remember this house or that house.   

My brother remembered a little more than I did but for me it just seemed like a boring trip.   

Ten years later and I wish I had paid more attention.   

I think there is a small part of us that wants to return to where we were born.  It would just help if 
were knew where that was.   

If nothing else, I got the town right.  I walked around and admired the scenery and took comfort 
in the fact that at one time I was pushed down these streets in a pram.  I ate something that was 
like creamy sugar wrapped in harder sugar in a sugar shell.   

To be brutally honest I recognized nothing.  I took the train back into London and spent the next 
day curled up in my hotel room.  In one of the oldest and most historic cities in the world I 
wasted a whole day fighting a panic attack.   

That night I formulated a plan to visit Holmfirth.  I won't tell you why, it's just something I had 
to do.  I think it was the most pleasant part of my trip.   

Not happiest or greatest or the most fun, just the most pleasant.  I lived a secret little fantasy 
there.   

On my last full day I visited St.  Paul's.  I was in awe.  How can you walk into a place like this 
and just not be floored by it?  What compares to it today?  From the surprising checkered floor to 
the gold and silver and stone and statues and all of it from centuries ago, it just went on and on.  
There were cases with clothing and goblets and all kinds of things with little explanations 
describing how this important person made this or drank from that.  Tombs of important people.   

Scaffolding.   

Then there are doors and stairways and those are what you really want to see.  What secrets lay 
beyond where the public can't go?  I sat on a little white bench in the lower level and tried to 
wrap my head around it.   

Men, with the riches of kings, were told to build this beautiful place.  Build it to impress people, 
build it to please the royal family, build it to please the church, build it to please god.  Probably 
in that order.   
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I remembered my first visit.  We visited a cathedral and palace but I didn't think it was this one.  
I remembered a giant dollhouse that had tiny, tiny artwork in it and replica furniture and being 
told that these tiny pieces were worth as much as their full-sized counterparts.  And a big sword 
room with levels and stairways.  Just as impressive as this but I racked my brain and still couldn't 
remember where that was.   

I didn't want to leave and when I finally did return to the freezing London air I found I was only 
in there about 2 and half hours.  Still enough time to see the Tower.   

How taxis in London are not all beat to hell and dented beyond recognition is beyond me.  
Traffic was just nuts and when they change lanes they just do it, only very slowly.  The cars in 
the other lane either give or get hit.  But I didn't see any hits.  There must have been some 
etiquette there I wasn't picking up on.   

I've probably bored you enough.  This was the simple stage.  I knew the language, had no 
itinerary, and just wanted to pay tribute to my parents in a way by appreciating a few of the 
niceties around the isle.  I didn't see even a quarter of what I wanted but what I did see was worth 
it.  And the pizza had corn on it.  I may try to make this a fad in the states.   

In the states it's hard to find anything over, say, three hundred years old and everything is wood 
and paint.  Here there were places so old that no one knew how old they were.  Everything was 
brick and stone.  And watching the landscape go by out the window of the train I would suddenly 
see a bomb shelter or pillbox, a reminder that this country has seen things we never have - bombs 
dropping from the sky.   

Anyway, this was my buffer zone.  Traveling alone is the pits and everywhere I went and 
everything I looked at I found myself thinking how Mark would have loved this or Dad would 
have loved that.  It was larger than life and I desperately wanted to share it with someone.  I 
called Eric and there was no answer.  Somewhere in the world life was going on.  That made me 
feel a little guilty but I shouldn't have, I know.   

No lessons learned in England .  No epiphanies.  No life changing moments.  Just a vacation and 
saw some great sights.   

Didn't see Harry Potter.   

Wish you were here.   
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January 10, 2007 

Shit happens.   

Mostly when you don't need it.  My flight was delayed umpteen times and I spent 14 hours at 
Heathrow airport.  I could practically see my destination and of course at some point I realized I 
missed out on a great opportunity to take a train through the Chunnel.  It was the obvious logical 
thing to do and I completely didn't do it.   

Airports are great places to watch people.  People are real in airports.  The shyest, nicest guy will 
totally lose his temper on the poor gate person when told the flight would be bumped for the 
third time.  Business men will play sodoku on their laptops or pretend to be doing work.  People 
in hemp pullovers and backpacks will sit on the floor and be happy for no reason whatsoever.   

There is always someone with skis.  Always someone sleeping somewhere.  And everyone 
leaves an empty chair between them and the nearest stranger unless there is absolutely no where 
else to sit.   

People getting off the plane either look like zombies or they are wide-eyed, looking for someone 
or something.  The well-traveled and the never-traveled.  The people just starting their vacations 
and the people just getting home.   

So I sat there wondering if I would ever see my suitcase again and watching people of every race 
you can think of twaddling around and wishing I had taken the Chunnel.   

I was actually nervous about going to Paris.  I don't speak French and I wondered if anyone there 
spoke English.  How would I check into my hotel room?  How would I even find the hotel?  
How would I complete my mission?   

Yes, I had a mission.  Something I've wanted to do since I was very little.  Something I was 
determined to do.  Something I'm not going to write about tonight.   

A very strange calm came over me the last few hours.  I ate a couple of these sandwiches that 
had thin bread that was buttered on both sides with a very slim slice of ham and a very slim slice 
of cheese for only five pounds and started to wonder crazy things.  What if I was just created and 
everything up to this point was just a programmed memory?  What if a plane crashed into the 
terminal?  What would I do if I had to spend the rest of my life here, in this terminal?  I noticed 
my hands were huge.   

Maybe the bread wasn't supposed to be that color.   

It was my turn to ball out the woman at the gate and just as I was getting up they announce that 
we would could board our flight a few gates down.   
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It's funny how you can quit your job, sell your house, fly across the ocean, walk around a huge 
city alone, and then, after all that, get scared to take another step.   

It's funny how the very next moment you feel like you can conquer the world.   

Holding my greasy head high I climbed aboard the smallest jet liner I had ever seen and strapped 
in.   

For the first time I felt like I was past the point where I could officially turn back.  Come hell or 
high water, forward was the only way to go.   

The sky was pitch black outside and they dimmed the cabin after we took off so I could see 
various little lights reflected in my window.   

Even here the Road Witch was watching over me.   

Order was restored.  I felt sure of myself once again.   
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January 12, 2007 

Somewhere there were gods smiling upon me.   

Waiting for me at the Charles De Gaulle airport was my little brown suitcase that was a 
graduation gift from my parents.  Maybe they were trying to tell me something.   

My room reservation was ready as well.  The hotel was practically in the airport which is why I 
chose it.  While booking this whole trip the thought of a language barrier always bothered me 
and I figured this would be safe as the brochure specifically said they speak English here.   

Two wonderful things happening on the same day.  I was on a roll.   

I chose Paris for two really good reasons.  First, I wanted to see Chartres as I knew some people 
that went there way back in high school and they could talk about it for days.  Not to mention all 
the other great places only a city of this size and age can provide.  Second, I wanted to see 
catacombs.  Real ones.   

I told this to my porter.  He said he'd get me a brochure and I told him that's not what I meant.  I 
wanted to see the catacombs that aren't on the tour.   

Oh, no, he said, very dangerous, plus I'll get fined.  Then he said something like biddle fwap and 
took his leave.   

By the time I woke up from a much needed sleep half the day was shot.  I decided I would not 
hide in my hotel room and took the shuttle into Paris.   

I was not disappointed.  I, of course, did the Eiffel Tower thing which was absolutely amazing 
but took a lot longer than I thought.  I toyed with the shops and was glad to discover my Euro 
Visa card was at least working the way it was supposed to.  I even tried to transfer to the Hilton 
that was downtown but they said my rates would more than double so I let that sleeping dog lay.   

I also discovered a strange phenomenon that inflicted me everywhere I went.  I found myself 
saying si for yes, and nein for no.  In these touristy spots it wasn't hard to use English but this 
happened over and over and would plague me the entire rest of my trip.  I don't know what part 
of my brain was confusing Spanish, German, French, and English but this kept cropping up.  I 
even found myself asking for uno drink or dos candy bars.  Am I spelling that right?   

Anyway, it got dark early and I strolled around like a little lost kitten.  I ended up taking a taxi 
back to the hotel and was brave enough to ask the driver if he knew where I could find a guide 
for the catacombs.   

He said to just take the tour.   

I explained I wanted to see the catacombs that weren't on the tour.   
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He told me no, very dangerous, plus I'll get fined.   

Back at the hotel one of the desk clerks didn't look busy so on a hunch I asked him about the 
catacombs.  He told me he could arrange for a tour.  My heart leapt.   

It was only something like 5 USD and the shuttle could take me there in the morning.  No, I said, 
I was hoping to see the real catacombs that aren't on the tour.   

He told me no, very dangerous, plus I'd get fined.   

All I could think about was “You'll shoot your eye out, kid.  Ho.  Ho.  Ho.”  

So, I took the tour.  Only it wasn't so much a tour as a long line where you can walk around and 
get told not to touch anything.   

Still, it was pretty damn awesome.  Just thinking about how men got paid to dig up graves, 
transport the bones here, and stack them up, hundreds of years ago, and they're still here, just 
boggles the mind.  Really.  And that's not all.  There are carvings and old graffiti, and hundreds 
of stairs, and little chapels, and carved ceilings and all the time little old ladies and other tourists 
of every shape and size falling silent at times and laughing and snapping pictures at other times.   

I should say something philosophical about bones at this point.  I don't think most people got it.  
In the stacks are skulls and if you stare long enough you can almost image a face.  Someone who 
actually lived in this area long ago.  Someone who was born, lived, and died and now we don't 
even know who it was and his body is now scattered over miles and miles of tunnels and the 
bone that once shaped his face is now a joke for tourists as they stand and get their picture taken 
next to the little heart shape or cross shape that the stackers made from the skulls.   

What would that person think, if they had known?  How could a 17th century shop keeper ever 
imagine that this would happen?   

A lot more to come on that thought later.   

It's a one-way tour.  The spiral stairs at the entrance and the first part of the tunnel is too narrow 
to allow two way traffic so you come out across the neighborhood and get to walk down some 
quaint streets to where ever you are going.   

From the bottom of the world to the top.  The day was young so I went to Notre Dame.   

The shuttle drove me past this the day before but good god almighty Mary and Joseph is this a 
neat place.   

Did I say neat?  I swear I almost cried.  Men built this place.  It wasn't like St. Paul's.  It was 
grander, more awe-inspiring, and I think men truly built this place out of faith.  Out of love for 
their god.   
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Napoleon stood here.  Kings and queens and knights knelt here.  The whole purpose of this trip 
was to find something for me to live for and, well, this wasn't it but it made me believe that I 
would find it.  Mankind was capable of great things.  I sat there and let the whole thing just wash 
over me.  I looked and every nook and cranny.  This place was held up just by the sheer weight 
of the whole thing, like a fragile house of cards.  I paid the extra fee to climb up and see the 
towers but I thought I would die from the climb.  That alone killed several hours as there are 
lines of people and they only take a group at a time.  It was way worth it.  I wanted more, I 
wanted to see the places that the public can't go.  There must be nooks here that only the most 
seasoned monk knows about.  I felt as if I were in a building full of secrets.  If only walls could 
talk.   

And like flowers in the midst of massive rocks the windows shown in all their glory.  Every one 
showed a story even if I couldn't figure out what that story was.   

Throughout the day there were services but I wondered if they were serious or put on for the 
tourists.  Since I'm not Catholic, or French, or believe in god, to me they seemed really out of 
place and even though I'm not Catholic, or French, or believe in god I think I gave them way 
more respect than half the people there.   

I didn't want to leave but sooner or later reality starts to set back in.  A little bit of hunger and 
tired legs brought me back down to earth.  I walked around the river and marveled at the outside, 
which is just as impressive as the inside.  And to top off the end of one of the best days in my life 
they rang the bells.   

This brought me courage and I decided to pick a random restaurant and eat a really good meal.  
Nothing too fancy and there were still tourist everywhere so I'm sure it was overpriced but 
whatever it was I ordered turned out to be quite good and the waitress was really friendly and 
spoke a little English.   

I was feeling very, very mellow and was probably friendlier than I normally am plus I had god 
all over me from my fabulous day which is why I think she didn't give me the standard response 
to my standard question.   

Rich American?  Unauthorized tour of the catacombs?  Something could be arranged.   

Life suddenly got interesting.   
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January 14, 2007 

I was in a bad place.  I can see that now.   

When you hit rock bottom you start to look for a way out.  Sometimes it's hard to find the will to 
go on.   

It's not that I was suicidal or anything like that, but it was easy for me to put myself in harm's 
way.  Whatever happened to me, I didn't care.  The self-preservation instinct in me was turned 
off for a long time.   

Just bring it on.   

As I stood in my hotel room, a million miles from home, all by myself, with total strangers 
discussing how much money I had, I was beginning to feel my preservation instinct kick in just a 
little bit.   

But I also felt that these were good people who wanted to show off their skills more than they 
wanted to get paid as guides.   

I invited them down to the bar and I must admit I felt a little like a spy discussing an important 
mission with my comrades.  But mainly we talked about proper English, how Iowa is not like 
New York or California , and things I should do before I leave.  I even started to flirt a little and 
wished I had worn something a little more attractive.   

It seems getting to know guys in a bar is the same no matter where you are.  At least here the 
language barrier wasn't so much a barrier as something we could tease each other about and half 
the time I was lost and I'm almost certain they were making fun of me right to my face and 
having a good laugh over it.   

I'm cool with that.   

It was getting late and we made plans to meet the day after next.  Sarah and I went shopping the 
next day which was nice because I got to see some “normal” parts of Paris and say si and nein a 
lot which was starting to make me giggle every time I caught myself doing it.   

I was actually enjoying myself.  This was truly a vacation.   

The next morning I was riding in a beat-up BMW with 3 very quiet individuals.  The part of 
town we were in didn't seem too savory and my guide barely spoke and that was only to inform 
us that he was missing classes today to do this but it would be so worth it.  Something was up 
with Sarah and her boyfriend but I couldn't catch what it was.  I sensed tension between them but 
nothing I could really put my finger on.   
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We pulled up to what looked like an abandoned office building then parked.  I was handed a set 
of rubber boots that were so big I could still wear my shoes inside of them and came up just past 
my knees.  They were soft and rubbery but still made me walk like a Frankenstein's monster.  I 
had purchased one of those LED flashlights and had a 24 pack of batteries in my fanny pack but 
Henry just smiled and said I would probably use them up before the day was done.  He had a 
miner's helmet and a small back pack and also a covered clip board and a gas lantern.   

It was around this time that I realized that we were the only two getting ready.  Sarah would not 
go and so neither would her boyfriend, which seemed to make him mad.  This only worried me 
slightly, I got the feeling I could trust my guide.  The last thing he gave me was a stocking cap.  I 
don't like to wear hats but I wanted to cooperate.   

I can't imagine what I looked like all done up like that.  I'm sure it wasn't pretty.   

We went down an alley to a door that looked like it was a single sheet of plywood with a big 
lock on it but Henry simply swung it out from the other side.  We went through some dark 
hallways and down into the basement where we had to move some pallets and lift a heavy piece 
of steel that was covering what looked like a sewer.   

This was the very last place I would have expected the entrance to be.   

We said good-bye to Sarah and Henry said he'd call when we got out.  He then climbed down the 
ladder that was embedded in the concrete.  With a good luck I followed, flashlight in hand, and 
was suddenly engulfed in complete darkness as the steel was dropped back into place.   

I called out to Henry and he said to just keep climbing down.  I could see no light were he was, 
darkness was a companion down here and I'm sure he was used to it.   

It took forever to get down.  I had to search for each rung with my feet and then had to hope I 
wouldn't slip and fall.  The further I climbed the more I worried about how far the fall would be.   

Suddenly I could see light.  Henry was at the bottom waiting for me and with that boost of 
confidence I finished off.   

He asked me if I was alright and started to give me instructions.  Step where he steps, duck when 
he ducks, don't lose sight of him, and on and on.  He said we'd be there in an hour.   

An hour?  We weren't there already?   

The first part was more like a basement than a tunnel as there were pipes and wires coming out 
of holes and lining the tunnel.  We went down roughly cut stairs and I tried to make conversation 
as we walked down long, very long, tunnels in ankle deep water.  He explained that the building 
we came in through was supposed to be torn down but this was just the easiest way in for an 
armature such as myself.   
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As we walked and talked I realized that it was strangely silent, if you called out there was no 
echo.   

Then things picked up.  The tunnel started to take twists and turns and went up and down.  
Ceilings changed heights and there were more and more passages which Henry would have 
never explained had I not asked.  Just boring tunnels and dead ends.  I guess this started out as a 
mine after all so there was no real rhyme or reason.   

There were plaques on the wall.  Street signs, with dates, which made no sense to me but the 
dates were centuries old, and I got the very first feeling of awe as I realized that I was walking 
down tunnels carved centuries ago and looking at plaques that were just as old.   

We went into a room like area that had levels carved into it.  Our first rest stop.  I didn't have a 
watch on but I think we had been walking for about three hours.  He said not to be alarmed and 
turned off the lamp.  He said when you rest, you rest your light as well so I turned off my 
flashlight.   

I just can't describe the darkness.  Pitch black, utter darkness.  We chatted quietly and he 
commented about how quiet it was that day.  He told me about other cataphiles and other people 
you may run into down here.  Don't make eye contact, don't speak first, ask no questions.  It was 
a matter of pride, who had the biggest map, who knew where the best features were but mostly it 
was a feeling of zen to sit in the darkness and contemplate life.   

We fell into silence for a while and the silence became like the darkness.  I couldn't even hear 
myself breath.  I could almost imagine that Henry had snuck out and left me here alone, and how 
anyone could find their way around without a light.  It was strange to think of the plaques and 
dates existing down here in complete darkness until someone happened by.  So many thoughts.   

Plus, being in complete darkness with a healthy man turned me on to no end.   

My reverie was interrupted by Henry lighting his lantern.  We looked at each other for a bit, as if 
we both knew we shared an experience no one else would have.   

Our differences showed when he ate some healthy bread bar and I ate a candy bar.  I had big 
sandwich in my pack but thought that this wasn't the time.   

For the first time he pulled out his maps.  I wondered if he played Dungeons and Dragons 
because that's what the maps looked like.  He asked me what I liked, carvings or architecture and 
I thought some carvings would be nice and then we headed out again.   

He showed me some rooms that had statues carved out of the wall and little arches and borders 
and nooks and this and that.  I started to feel like Indiana Jones and found myself looking too 
long at the designs and could always feel Henry patiently waiting for me.  In some rooms and 
nooks there were bottles and trash from some party and graffiti not only from past weeks but 
from past centuries.  We did pass a party of four but Henry must have forgotten his rules because 
he stopped and chatted for a bit and they laughed and pointed at me.   
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Yeah, I'm the stupid American.   

And now the part you've all been waiting for.  I know you have, and I've been wondering how I 
was going to tell it.   

We entered a small room that had a bench along one wall and had some carvings around the 
edges and borders.  Another rest stop.  One wall did not go all the way to the ceiling and it was 
too dark to see anything.   

I asked him how alone we were and he said we were about as lonely as we could get.  We turned 
out the lights.   

He didn't stand a chance.   

I've got to tell you, it was different than any sex I've had before.  In the pitch black darkness it 
was like we didn't even have bodies.  We were just two life forces intermingling.  It was so 
erotic, and there was no sense of time or space.   

Then we just lay there for a while in the dark and cold and then he nudged me and said we 
needed to get ready.  He didn't turn the light on until we had our pants back on which took a 
while because they were hard to find.  Then, he was all business again.  We ate and chatted and 
smiled at each other a lot.   

Then I asked him something I was a little embarrassed to ask him before, only because I didn't 
want to appear ignorant.   

Where were all the bones?   

He told me to look over the ledge.  I did.   

Damn.   

There's something very eerie about coming face to face with a pile of bones.  Human bones.  
What's worse, I just realized I had had sex in somebody's tomb.   

Double damn.   

Stay tuned, there's a triple damn.   

This time there was no one to tell me not to touch anything but I felt compelled not to anyway.  
These weren't stacked neatly, they were just in a pile.  Henry said that a body would be laid to 
rest on the shelf, then thrown over the wall to make way for the next body.  Then I asked him 
where all the skulls were.  He said some were smashed by druggies and crazy people, others 
would have been taken for souvenirs.  Look, he said, they were smashed right here.   
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What I though was simply rubble, stones, or pebbles were actually broken pieces of skull.  I had 
just had sex on broken pieces of skull.   

Triple damn.   

Okay, I said, we must never speak of this.  He said not to worry, no one would believe him 
anyway, and it wasn't as uncommon as I thought.   

He would later show me other piles of bones, scattered and piled in heaps without the respect 
that was shown on the tourist's tour.  He said people would roll around in the piles, stoned out 
their minds, either on dares or just because they believed bizarre things would happen.   

We spent hours exploring, now much more at ease.  I wasn't a paid customer he was showing 
around anymore.  I saw more and more things that would surprise me.  Here a pile of batteries, 
there a bucket full of shit, around the corner swastikas from World War II when Nazis were 
exploring and using these tunnels, statues, towers, pipes and wires, warnings, collapsed tunnels, 
plaques, and more twists and turns than you can imagine.  We ran into ten or fifteen people, 
some simply passing by and others that would stop and chat.  Always in French, though, so I was 
always left out of those conversations.   

We emerged in a different place than where we went in and in the half hour it took for our ride to 
arrive I realized I was bruised and battered, my boots had gotten water in them and my feet were 
like white prunes and I was dirty and muddy and simply exhausted.  I had a rash around my 
knees where the boots rubbed, even through my jeans.   

I was already thinking about going back.   

It was my first real adventure that had a happy ending.  The second time I wouldn't be so lucky.   

Lately there had been a lot of vandalism in certain parts of the tunnels and of course there was 
the threat that terrorists would use the tunnels somehow so patrols had been stepped up, or at 
least certain offenses were actually being enforced.  In any case, we were going through a fence 
to another entrance when we were nabbed.  We were both charged with trespassing and some 
other minor stuff and I agreed to pay my fine on the spot which I think annoyed them greatly.  At 
least it wasn't a jailable offense and I think that since we didn't have drugs on us and we weren't 
with a party they let us off easy.  As a gesture of good will I paid Henry's fine as well.   

So I got to spend the day at a police station in France, which was much cleaner and modern than 
you'd guess and we did actually go to a disco instead of visiting the underworld that day.   

I felt like a girl again.   

And I now had new strangest place where I've had sex.  And I had made some friends in an 
unexpected place and even made my longest blog entry ever.   
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And I got to live my life long dream to explore the catacombs.  What a feeling that was, really.  I 
will never, ever forget it.   

But my trip to Paris wasn't over.   

And I still had half a world to go after this.  This was just a diversion, like smoking a cigarette 
before the firing squad.  And that's exactly what I was feeling.   

I may as well enjoy myself while I could.   
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January 15, 2007 

It's funny how you can read up on something, look at pictures, hear the tales, but totally lose 
track of one important fact.   

This happened to me over and over on my trip.  For instance, Chartres Cathedral isn't in Paris, it's 
in Chartres .   

Well, duh.  I guess I never looked it up on a map.  And Lourdes?  Six hours away by train.  I had 
plenty of time.  I chose both.   

Making arrangements was easy with the help of the staff at the Hilton and I should have a room 
waiting for me when I got off the train.  This was going to be a two day trip.   

I asked Henry if he would go with me and he politely declined.  He couldn't miss any more 
classes and he certainly couldn't miss work.  This was okay, I thought, this was something I had 
to do by myself.   

He asked me what I wanted to heal.  I told him if I had a spirit, then it was that.   

My father was very religious.  I can remember him ranting from the pulpit about the state of the 
world and this was way, way before 9/11.  He'd rant about what women wore on the television 
and about praying in the public school and god's role in the government.   

He used to say prayer was something you did on the floor of your closet.  Alone with god.  This 
was kind of a catch-phrase of his, he'd use it once a sermon.  If you had a problem you solved it 
with god, on the floor of your closet.   

But when the fire and brimstone cooled and we were home again he'd be back to normal.  He 
was a very tolerant man and when I would ask the really deep questions, the ones that end faith, 
he always had an answer for me.  So when I asked him about Catholics he told me that they were 
religion carried to the extreme.  It was too hierarchal, too rigid, with too many rules, but in the 
end it was a path to god so they were kindred spirits and were to be treated with respect.   

He also told me that saints were all part of the show.  It was like a trophy for being the perfect 
Catholic.  He didn't believe any man should be worshiped and so he looked down on that 
practice but overall he had nothing bad to say about Catholics or any other path to spiritual 
enlightenment.   

I can even remember summers where we visited other churches.  Every church in town 
sometimes.  I'm not sure what this did for him but I got see many different Sunday rituals done in 
many different ways.   

In Paris, and before, I felt lost.  Completely without guidance.  I had an urgent need to reach into 
the past to see if there was a future.  It sounds corny, but there it is.  Just as I would end up 



Rebecca Beste 

 84 

looking for roots in lands of my fathers I was looking for deeper roots, and meanings, in these 
ancient places.   

And let me tell you, there are some ancient places in Europe.  I watched them fly by out the train 
window.   

I'm trying not to type 5 pages again so I'll skip ahead.   

I promised myself that I would drink from ancient fountains and healing waters just to see if it 
would affect me in any way.  Maybe I could find meaning, or maybe I would find faith.   

Once again, I found the totally unexpected.   

In this ancient town people of faith show up in droves to bath in the fountain.  It's supposed to 
produce miracles.  You can actually see a saint here.   

I mean literally, see a saint.  She's hermetically sealed in a glass coffin.   

Plus the pilgrims must have other concerns because I was told this was the off season, and the 
hours for the bath were shortened.   

And it was cold, so the lines weren't as long.   

This was all explained to me in full-colored glossy brochures.  And for a few extra Euros you 
could even rent a little recorder that took you on an electronic walking tour so you'd be sure not 
to miss anything.  They even have web cams.   

I spent a cold night walking along the river and gazing at the mountains.  By the church people 
knelt in prayer and looking up at the stars and mountains and the beautiful buildings you could 
almost believe there was a god somewhere making all this happen.   

Almost.   

I just couldn't let go of that last thread.  I just can't bring myself to that level.   

The next day I stood in line with little old ladies and was thankful I didn't have to see them 
naked.  The full-colored glossy brochure walked you through all the procedures.  Keep quiet.  
Respect those around you.  The water is cold.  Don't expect a miracle.   

Seriously, it said the miracles here are spiritual, not physical.  On paper, anyway.  Word of 
mouth said that this place will cure what ails ya.  Wash away your cancer and your broken hips.  
But I'm sure there were lawyers somewhere that told them that they couldn't officially say that.   

I was the only one there without a rosary.  Good thing you could get them at the gift shop.  I was 
led to a bare dressing room and stripped naked and put on the robe provided for me.  Two 



Rebecca’s Lament 

 85 

helpers walked me to the bath which was very shallow and I was asked to disrobe and was then 
covered with a sheet that was still wet from whomever went before me.   

It was ice cold.  As was the water, which wasn't as clear as I had hoped.  It was only knee deep.  
Per the instructions I was supposed to kneel, which I did, and lay back, which I did with a helper 
at each elbow.   

The shock of the cold water will quickly push out any religious thoughts you may have been 
having and the gasping for air could conceivably be mistaken for some sort of miracle or healing 
taking place.   

But wash over me the water did.   

So, that was it.  That was the water that Saint Bernadette bathed in from a fountain that sprang up 
at the moment a vision of Mary told her it would.  And her un-decaying body was proof that it 
worked.  And other miracles and stuff.   

I re-robed and went back to my clothes.  They don't offer you a towel and I'm sure my solemn 
face and matted hair was proof to the other believers that I had taken my bath.   

I sat on a bench and contemplated this whole experience.  I still had all my scars.  I still felt lost 
and confused and I still didn't care if I lived or died.  I still missed my parents, and my brother.  I 
was still guilty of bad things.   

I still couldn't find it within myself to believe in a god.   

Surrounded by faith, in the presence of a saint, on holy ground, I still felt like this was just a 
place, and I was just a girl.  If I failed to find enlightenment then I at least learned a little 
something about myself.   

Water is water.  It will take more than water to heal my spirit, if I have spirit.   

I tossed the full-colored glossy brochure in the trash and went back to retrieve my bag.   

I had a train to catch.   
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January 16, 2007 

I used to have this dream all the time.  I was in a house, my house, and I find a room that I knew 
was there all along but never thought about before.  It would be full of junk and I would think 
what a great den this would be, or exercise room, or something.  In the back I'd find a door and 
another room.  More possibilities.  Then I'd find a stairway, and more rooms, sometimes kitchens 
and bathrooms and rooms done up with fancy trim and others that need finishing.  And then 
hallways, and stairs, and tiny tunnels.  Then more rooms, and more.  I'd explore until I woke up.   

I had similar dreams where I find a tunnel in my basement and explore in a similar situation, 
only this time I knew the rooms and hallways weren't in my house, they were under the city.   

Always exploring without end.   

If you believe the dream interpreters, they say that it's a metaphor for exploring my life.  Self-
discovery.  Always wanting to find out more.   

I think it was just like the catacombs.  I didn't make a connection until my second trip down.   

Or like the cathedrals.  The tiniest door with the tiniest spiral staircase would lead to a massive 
room.  With more doors that led who knows where.   

Or like exploring a foreign country.  Or a world.   

I was starting to drink up everything.  Everything was the same and yet everything was 
completely different.  Cars still had four wheels, but nothing would remind me of American cars.  
Houses still had doors but they didn't look like home.   

And sooner or later you start to get full.  Time was winding down and I had two tickets left.  
Even when I was having fun I could feel a tug on my mind reminding me that there was a 
destination somewhere and this wasn't it.  It was just a stop along the way.   

It was just a room with another door.   

Henry, who's real name was something like Sphemoisvoushesh la moo moo biddle quack, was a 
great guide but nothing to write home about.  And I could tell he held no real interest in me 
except that I was easy and could pay his fines so in the end we only exchange e-mail addresses.   

He did ask me nonchalantly one evening what birth control I was using.  I guess sex is more 
casual in that part of the world, like it's just something you do like go to a movie or taking a 
walk.  I thought about saying a couple of angry men used a mop handle to punch holes in my 
uterus then stabbed me and beat me unconscious and left me for dead but that was a whole can of 
worms I didn't want to open.  I just told him I was barren, and clean, and made a mental note to 
have a checkup when I got home.   
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I spent my last few days there alone, just getting a massage or three and eating at the same 
restaurant over and over because I felt safe there.   

Packing my suitcase I was reminded that I didn't even buy anything there.  I'm not the type who 
needs souvenirs or mementos and besides, who would I share them with where I was going?  
And, at the time, I thought life was going to be rather short.   

I did check three big things off my list of things I wanted to do before I died.  I spent the day at 
Chartres, I bathed in holy water, and I explored the catacombs.  Making love to a Frenchman was 
only a bonus.   

I had three more things to check off.   

And little did I know it but I would return here, but that's later in my trip.   

I'll keep doing a few entries until I catch up to where I'm at now, but in case you can't wait, I still 
have that dream.   

I'm still exploring rooms.   

While settling my bill the clerk asked me if I enjoyed my stay in Paris.   

Yes, I did.  I did very much.   
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January 18, 2007 

I've always believed that there were three basic forces that drive and/or control humans.  The 
first is sleep.   

Everybody sleeps sooner or later and after a day or two you are either hallucinating or passing 
out so it's not like something you can choose not to do.  So, number one, all men need to sleep.   

The second is food and water.  Oh, someone is sure to point out that some WWII veteran has 
gone fifty years without sleep but I'm sure that man needed to eat and drink.  And breath air, silly 
I know, but I'll lump that in with sustenance.  Here we find the rules of two.  Two minutes 
without air, two days without water, or two weeks without food and you will find yourself unable 
to stay alive.  So, number two, all men need sustenance.   

The third thing all humans need are orgasms.  No, not the need to procreate, but the need for 
orgasms.  It's the quest for orgasms that causes procreation, but not always.  It's nature's little 
trick.  Somehow we evolved to the point where as long as number one and number two is 
satisfied then we need to have all the orgasms we can get.   

You may say that money or wealth is a need but drop Bill Gates or Donald Trump naked into the 
middle of a jungle and what's the first thing they do?  They look for food and water and a place 
to sleep.  Then, they'll figure that they are going to die and give themselves a final orgasm.   

I'm sure by this time you are probably admitting that this is true, or you are denying number 
three with the argument that civilized people just don't do those sorts of things.   

I don't care if you're the Pope or Mary Poppins, you are craving an orgasm.  Okay, you may not 
act on that desire, but it's there whether you admit it or not.   

In this day and age the first two needs are almost always met and the whole world economy 
rotates around the third.   

See that ad for a bar of soap?  It's so you can be clean, attract a mate, and have an orgasm.   

See those attractive people in your favorite television show?  They were picked because people 
who want orgasms like to watch them, and if you are watching them then you will see ads and 
people will get paid.   

Those people want to get paid so they will be successful to attract a mate to have orgasms.   

Everyone knows that the pretty woman on the cover of a magazine is there because the more 
beautiful the person the more likely someone is to buy their magazine.  Attractive person equals 
fantasies for orgasms.   
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And don't get me started on porn.  It's a multi-billion dollar industry centered around arousing 
people so they can have orgasms.  Why else would men pay to see a woman swallow a teaspoon 
of bodily fluid?   

It's hard not to trace a single thing back to obtaining an orgasm.  Big oil?  Oil heats our homes 
where we sleep and have orgasms, fuels our cars that we use to attract mates, and fuels lesser 
cars that people drive to work to earn money to attract a mate and buy food, or at least earn 
money to buy the magazine so people can fantasize about mates they will never have, etc., etc., 
etc..   

The desire for orgasms can also make people do stupid things.  Very, very stupid things.  It 
seems the papers jump on stories about people arrested for using their animals, dead people, or 
other things to have an orgasm.  Children are abducted and women are raped all in the name of 
orgasm.  Even presidential orgasms make the news.  Powerful men are caught in affairs, teachers 
are caught with students, and men are caught on 20/20.  Orgasms can be a very powerful drive 
that is difficult to stop.  It can drive you to insanity.   

Personally, I love them.  Sometimes I have several a day.  It calms me down, relieves stress, and 
of course it just feels so good.   

So, why did I spend a whole blog entry on the subject of orgasms?  I think partly because I 
haven't stirred up controversy in a long, long time and partly because I'm feeling a bit evil 
tonight and I'm sure someone will take offense at this, even though I think it's all true.  Maybe 
because my past reared its head today and I just think it's about time to admit we all want 
orgasms and there's no shame in that and I have no regrets about that part of my life.  I'm sure 
that any prude who calls me names has stayed locked in the bathroom a little bit longer and came 
out with their spine tingling.  The only difference is that I will admit it, and they won't.   

This doesn't mean that I will sleep with you.  Don't get me wrong.  It just means that if I feel like 
having one, I probably will.   

And I just said orgasm 21 times.   

Deal with it.   

Don't worry, I was just venting a little.  I'll be myself again in about ten minutes.   
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January 21, 2007 

When your plane is being held up and finally the gate attendant announces that the search turned 
up nothing so we can board the plane you may become a little more nervous about the flight.  
“Searched turned up nothing” is not the best confidence-building phrase.   

Nonetheless, it was pretty much an event-free flight.  Crowded and miserable, but event-free.   

I felt really paranoid in Cairo.  I swear I was being watched and followed.  Everyone stared at 
me.  I'm not sure why I felt this way.  Again, for the first-time traveler, it helped that my 
universal translator was working.  Well, at least the desk clerk spoke English.   

I only had one thing to do here and so I only scheduled 5 days and 4 nights.   

An uneasy feeling was coming over me.  I only had one ticket left.  No return ticket, no long 
term plan, nothing.  It's like I've been on a rail, and suddenly I'm in a wide open plain and could 
go in any direction.   

I just had one loose end to tie up.   

The pyramids are probably one of the largest tourist attractions in the world so it wasn't hard to 
find the bus in the morning that led to the plains.   

They weren't hard to miss.   

There is a theory that the pyramids were built to emulate the constellation Orion.  Of course it's 
equally disputed so it just depends on who you listen to.  It's possible, anything is after all, but 
perhaps not probable.  For whatever reason, I've always associated the pyramids with Orion, and 
I'm on tour, so why not visit?   

For once it was really warm, and I had a long walk in front of me.  And I mean long.   

The pyramids are big.  Really, really big.  I swear I could feel gravity from them.   

All the pictures in the world just can't prepare you for how big they are.   

Those little blocks they are made out of?  Almost as tall as I am.   

Now I understand why there's so much discussion about how these were made.  It boggles the 
mind.   

You can go inside one.  It's no catacomb but it's just as impressive.  Again, like in the great 
cathedrals, I just had to think, men built this.  Somewhere, in humanity, is the ability to do truly 
great things.   
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Of course, this also means humanity has the ability to truly bad things.  These are the things we 
usually hear about.   

But for now I was soaking up the sheer enormity of the whole place.  I had something frozen, 
some greasy salady food, and enjoyed just sitting and watching other tourists and locals playing 
with each other.  I toured the sphinx and generally hung out until dusk, which is when the laser 
show started.  I sat through all the shows even though only one was in English.   

What a perfect marriage of old and new.  As Babar would say, what a perfect end to a perfect 
day.   

I had touched Orion.   

I took a cool shower because I was feeling a bit burned and woke up the next morning not 
feeling good at all.  I spent the rest of my time there barely going outside and fighting nausea.   

And staring at that last ticket.   

For the umpteenth time this trip, I felt small and unimportant on this great big planet.   

I thought about all the things I left behind, all the things I gave up, and I started to feel a little 
regret.   

Then I would think about why I was here and the regret would soon pass.   

I wasn't doing this all for myself.  It was for my father, and brother, and mother.  And me, I 
guess, after all.   

The last day I felt more like myself and just went to the airport to wait for my plane.  I would 
have liked to go back and do it again, but I just was too under the weather.   

Finally, after hours of people watching, I boarded my plane and watched my last boarding pass 
get torn in half.  I took a deep breath.   

What have I done? 
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January 22, 2007 

He did not wear his scarlet coat, for blood and wine are red, 
And blood and wine were on his hands when they found him with the dead, 
The poor dead woman whom he loved, and murdered in her bed. 

When I was about 10 we moved into a house and while exploring I found under the insulation in 
the attic a bunch of old books.  Books that were written and printed in the late 1800’s to early 
1900’s.  One of these books was The Ballad of Reading Gaol, by Oscar Wilde.   

This, and a few others, became part of my prized possessions.  Not because the book was worth 
anything, but because of what’s in it.  It’s the ballad of a man in prison looking upon another 
man sentenced to hang.   

It’s about death, and despair, and the prisons that men build, both inside and outside.  How once 
you sin, there is no hope.  It’s how men with no hope, finally, in desperation turn to religion. 

I’ve never gotten through it with out shedding a tear.   

Fate reared its ugly head again today.  I’m just getting back on my feet and getting into the sun 
again and a little blurb from out of nowhere opened the floodgates of memories.  I had to fend 
off another panic attack.  I’m getting better about it, really I am.  It’s at times like this I pull out 
my little book.   

I once stole a lot of money.  A lot.  I don’t know if I’m ready for that story here yet, but I pissed 
off someone who had more balls than I thought.  I was just his throw girl.  If he wanted sex, I 
was there.  If his friends wanted sex, I was loaned out like I was just property.  I did videos. 

Don’t get me wrong, I felt like a movie star.  Satisfy your friend?  Oh, I’ll do things that’ll make 
you proud.  It was a challenge.  I wanted to prove I was the girl you could count on.  For every 
deed I did I was paid and I was paid pretty dang well.  I was a commodity. 

“Oho!” they cried, “The world is wide, but fettered limbs go lame! 
And once, or twice, to throw the dice is a gentlemanly game, 
But he does not win who plays with Sin in the secret House of shame.”  

Couldn’t have said it better myself.  This life would have ended badly sooner or later, and the 
more you push the game, the more you will lose. 

I was living one life, while wishing of another.  I had to hide all of this from my family.  My dad 
had already passed at this point but I still wanted to make him proud of me somehow and if he 
was watching from above somewhere, I’m sure he would have been horrified.  I kept telling 
myself it was time to move on, but then I’d be offered another lump of money for something and 
hey, I have needs, too.  Clothes and apartments and stuff in general aren’t free.  I knew I was 
pushing the moral fabric of society to its limits and it was time for it to tear. 
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It was impulse.  I didn’t even think about it.  He shouldn’t have left me alone with his money.  I 
went down to one of those car dealers that have a lot full of three hundred dollar cars and got an 
old green Chevy that only had three doors that opened.  I threw the money in the trunk and drove 
to my apartment.  Some of that stuff I had earned and I wanted to take it with me.   

I didn’t think he would find out so fast.  I didn’t think this smiling man, who only wanted to have 
sex with me would fly into such a rage.  He didn’t want to just kill me, he wanted to fuck me 
over first.  He wasn’t alone. 

I never felt so weak and helpless in my life.   

This is hard.  Somehow spilling my guts here in this stupid little blog will help me sleep tonight.   

I wanted them to kill me.  I was worthless.  Really, that’s what I remember feeling, the movie 
star was suddenly gone.  It was the feeling that at one moment I’m at the top of my game, 
number one, and the next I was expendable, I was nothing to these people.  I had sunk so low 
that I felt I disgraced my family, my father, and myself to the point where I couldn’t go back.  I 
couldn’t atone for this final sin.  It wasn’t me I wanted to die for, but for all those I had let down.  
I let myself go, this was the end, I had no worries anymore. 

Dear Christ! The very prison walls seemed suddenly to reel, 
And the sky above my head became like a casque of scorching steel; 
And though I was a soul in pain, my pain I could not feel. 

When I woke up in the hospital I begged them to let me die.  The pain, both emotional and 
physical, was too much to bear.  Time had no meaning, I couldn’t tell if it was day or night.  I 
kept hearing his voice screaming at me.   

Sometimes I still do. 

I had flat-lined.  I’ve talked about this before.  There was no light, no one beckoning me from 
beyond.  No memory of it.  If they hadn’t told me I would never have known.   

How on Earth would I pick myself up from here?  I tried to will myself to die.   

We were as men who through a fen of filthy darkness grope: 
We did not dare to breathe a prayer, or to give our anguish scope; 
Something was dead in each of us, and what was dead was hope. 

Eric showed up about this time.  I’m not sure how or why and I never asked him.  He helped me 
endure the pain, explained to me things that I wouldn’t listen to the doctor about, and talked me 
into cooperating with the police.  I refused to talk with them at first but they made it perfectly 
clear that I would sooner or later.  He didn’t pull any punches, he told me that I would have to 
live with this little episode and face its consequences.  He also told me that I can’t change the 
past, only the future. 
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It took a long time but he nursed me back to health.  But mentally I’m still healing. 

Before we left Chicago, we stopped by a three door Chevy and took what was in the trunk.  
Some will say that I paid for it, others tell me it’s blood money.  I just felt that whatever 
happened, I didn’t want it to go back to its former owner. 

I’ve been told by people reading this blog and others that know me that this must have really 
fucked up my outlook on life.  I’ve been told I’m a whiny bitch, a whore who deserved what I 
got, and a self-absorbed crybaby.  Others tell me that I’ve been given a second chance, and I’d 
better not screw myself up this time.  Is this a second chance?  Or am I just a ghost from my first 
chance?   

And all the woe that moved in him so that he gave that bitter cry, 
And the wild regrets, and the bloody sweats, none knew so well as I:  
For he who lives more lives than one, more deaths than one must die. 

And what of this man who fucked me up?  He’s gone.  I can sleep at night and not feel the 
dragons chasing me.  Even the police weren’t sure if he ever knew I survived.  But I don’t hate 
him like many people think I should.  After all, in my own perverted view of this world I got 
what I deserved. 

So today, after enjoying some sunshine and snow, in the last place I expected I was given a slap 
in the face so I wouldn’t forget.  I know, it’s been years but some things can bubble up and seem 
like yesterday.  No matter what life gives me from here on out I will always bear the scars I got 
for that betrayal.  I should have died that day.  I should have never left home.  I should have 
never made the decisions I did.   

I know not whether Laws be right, or whether Laws be wrong; 
All that we know who lie in gaol is that the wall is strong; 
And that each day is like a year, a year whose days are long. 

The wall is indeed strong and the days are indeed long.   

I can only go forward.  Getting this down in words helps.  It removes it from my inner mind and 
gives me room to work.  It lifts the burden just a little bit.  It’s an episode I don’t share, and 
sharing it here made it a little lighter to bear. 

This isn’t what I intended to write today but sometimes the choice is made for me.  Hopefully 
tomorrow the sun will shine again and if I get slapped with another memory I will be able to 
stand up and face it.   

As for now, I can put the Ballad back on the shelf.  I have happier books, after all.   
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January 25, 2007 

So, this was supposed to be it.  The climax of my journey.  The lands of my fathers.   

No one should tell you how to feel, or how you are supposed to feel.  I've always been told that 
you have no control over your emotions and all you can do is choose how to react to them.   

I felt foolish.  Why would any of these people care if we're distant cousins?  Why was this so 
important?   

I hopped in the nearest cab and gave him the name of my hotel.   

He asked me, “Sheeoooaiingsoooyeeeruwan?”  

I politely told him I could only speak English.  I felt stupid at that moment, in the land of my 
fathers.  He laughed a pleasant laugh and said it again.   

“Aaaahamschpeeenlish, sheeoooaiingsoooyeeeruwan?”  

That time I got it.  What brings me to Yerevan?  I just told him I was a tourist.   

We didn't say much more to each other because we were at the hotel already.   

I was tired and nervous and spent the night staring out the window.   

This is another ancient city, but not like Paris.  I could tell I was in another part of the world 
altogether.  Not a great historic population center, but an impressive city nonetheless.  I needed 
to get my bearings.   

The next day I wandered around but it was foggy and miserable.  This is a city with sprawling 
city squares, monuments, and ancient churches intermingled with shiny new buildings and an 
infrastructure that looked like it just dropped on the old buildings.  It's hard to describe.  For the 
very first time I started taking pictures.   

Here, at my destination, I couldn't even pick up a snippet of the language.  At least in France I 
could get a few words and figure out what was going on but not here.  Even those who spoke 
English were hard to understand sometimes.  I gravitated back to the hotel where at least I was 
sure I could order lunch.   

It sounds stupid, but I had already at this point abandoned all hope of staying here.  I couldn't 
function if I couldn't communicate.  I didn't know it yet but it would turn out to be the most 
beautiful part of my travels and the people would turn out to be great but I felt something 
pushing me, like I had met the wrong end of a magnet.   
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I wanted to browse through a directory to see if anyone matched my last name but I couldn't 
even do that.  What hope did I have?   

I felt a little better the next day and started asking questions.  I would need an interpreter, nothing 
official, who could maybe double as a guide.  The phrase, “I'm willing to pay” seemed to open 
doors.  The front desk clerk herself said she'd be glad to show me around.  Karma was indeed 
smiling upon me.   

That night we went out to dinner and talked about life here and there.  My guide had actually 
traveled to California and had even taken some classes there.  She had family all over.  I told her 
a little of my lament and how I didn't really know what I would find here, but I had to visit 
before I died.  She told me it seemed like all the tourists that pass through her hotel were 
Armenians just like me visiting their country before they went back to where ever they were 
from.   

It's a country scattered.   

We talked into the night and a huge burden was lifted off my shoulders.  Making alliances is the 
first step to conquering a nation.  She even invited me back to visit her apartment but I declined.  
I didn't want to intrude.   

I was a desk clerk once.  I can remember spending an hour checking in a person who couldn't 
speak English.  I can remember the manager praising me for my patience and how I never lost 
my cool and was polite the whole time.  On some funny level we related.  Plus I had hundreds of 
thousands of Drams and she had bills to pay.  I was a millionaire in Armenia.  Of course, so was 
everyone else.   

I was in a much better mood the next two days and toured in wider and wider circles.  I was still 
saying “si” and “nein” and it was still cracking me up.  My legs and back were getting used to all 
the walking but it was still exhausting at times.  I hadn't driven a car since I left the states.   

So, this was it.  The land of my fathers, as I keep calling it.  Far in the distance, when the air was 
clear, Mount Ararat was slumbering through the winter.  It's the symbol of this country but 
ironically lies just out of reach beyond a closed border.  Somewhere up there, if you believe the 
tales, lies Noah's ark, which I put in the same pile as Bigfoot and the Loch Ness monster.  Two 
of the twelve apostles also lived here.  It's one of the first countries to adopt Christianity because 
of this.  A real charter member.  If you believe there were apostles, that is.   

So, on a mild Thursday morning I sat in the lobby and looked at the pictures in the tabloids and 
met my guide.   

She asked me where I wanted to go, and with embarrassment I told her I thought she knew.  We 
had a good laugh and like sisters walked out into the bright morning.   

I had already visited the large museums on my own and I asked her where the smaller ones were 
but the smaller ones were just the homes of poets and sculptors, a sort of “this is where they 
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lived” type of museum.  She showed me how the other half lives squeezing her little truck down 
narrow back streets that sprawled everywhere.   

Okay, it was nice, but it just wasn't getting me anywhere.   

We talked seriously over lunch.  The border with Turkey is closed and on the other side there is 
much saber rattling with Azerbaijan over, well a dispute that is too much to go into here.  This is 
truly a country between a rock and a hard place.  Georgia and Iran isn't much better and the 
average Armenian stays within the country unless they fly out.  There were no road trips here, 
you can get just about anywhere and back in a day.   

The whole country would fit inside half of Iowa.  I used to think it funny that Chicago has a 
population almost equal to the whole state of Iowa, it is also equal to the whole country of 
Armenia .   

I was starting to feel claustrophobic.  I can remember car trips lasting 20 hours or more, I can't 
imagine being locked in like this.   

We drove out of the city and it was truly beautiful.  Misty covered mountains are a nice change 
from the flatlands of Iowa.  You could almost picture a few apostles climbing through the rocks 
on their way spread the word.   

We talked and formulated a plan but the funny part was that the plan had already been carried 
out - on the other side of the world.   

After spending tens of thousands of dollars to get here and after wandering aimlessly around half 
the globe and after all my whining and moaning, I found myself in an office in the hotel, on the 
internet, searching the same web site I had searched from my own bedroom in Iowa.  This time 
we connected the dots and did a minimal amount of searching and found the most likely person 
who would share blood with my family.  I had narrowed it down to this family before but with 
different spellings and married names I wasn't so sure.  Arika seemed sure so I trusted her 
instincts.   

He was the pastor of a church.   

She would take me to see him the very next day.   
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January 26, 2007 

When my dad passed away I can remember my mom holding my brother and me and telling us 
that we were family, that we would hold each other up and support each other. 

When my brother passed away I can remember my mother telling me that us girls have to stick 
together. 

When my mom passed away, I felt weak at the knees and could barely stand.  I felt like the last 
drip on an icicle.  Nothing but space below. 

Logic tells me that if you go back far enough you can always find another line with distant 
cousins and aunts and uncles who are technically still family and I always imagined that if you 
searched and hunted and found these people that you’d embrace and be glad you found each 
other. 

Nothing ever turns out the way you imagine it.  Maybe it’s because I grew up without 
grandparents and aunts and uncles and cousins that I really didn’t know how an extended family 
acts.  All I had to go by were soap operas and sitcoms and they were always happy to see each 
other.  Every once in a while I’d have a friend whose cousin was in town for the weekend and 
they always spent time together.  What else was I to think? 

Of course, my dad always referred to the church as family and we hardly spent a holiday or even 
a Sunday afternoon without having some deacon or member over.  Many times it was those who 
had nothing that came over especially at Christmas or Thanksgiving.  He was their pastor, a sort 
of father to them all and he took care of them.   

I learned from that.  I have compassion for those who are truly at the end of their ropes. 

Somehow my path in life led me to a place where I craved that connection again.  I wasn’t 
looking for a boyfriend or husband, but someone that knew me, that shared a common past with 
me.  The only word for it is family, and even though the logical part of my brain told me that a 
family isn’t just blood relatives the emotional part wanted to know that I wasn’t the last. 

This gnawed at me until I took action.  Foolish action maybe, but a person with nothing to live 
for has nothing to lose.  It’s kind of freeing to feel that way but it can take away rational thought 
as well. 

It can also lead you to imagine the best possible scenario and forget that there are other ways a 
situation can turn out. 

The churches I visited so far were large stone mosques with Arabic influences.  Not like the 
cathedrals of Europe, but with a style all their own.  They were beautiful.  The building we 
pulled up to looked like three houses all connected to each other.  It looked more like a 
community center in downtown Chicago than anything else.  My first misconception was taken 
care of. 
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Through the window of the locked door we could see a wide open space and neat rows of chairs 
and a pulpit at the front.  There was no stage, no carpet, no stonework, and everything looked as 
if it could be folded up and be put out of the way.   

The building was kind of U-shaped and miss-matched and we went to the other side which 
looked like there were offices and found the door open.  We were met by a woman and through 
Arika we exchanged niceties and asked if we could speak to the pastor.  She told us he was 
around here somewhere and went to fetch him.  Had they spoken English this would have been 
identical to any of the churches my father led.  Bulletins were pinned to the wall and there was a 
table with tracts and donation boxes made out of cardboard and pictures of smiling families from 
who knows where. 

The man that walked into the office was dark skinned and grey haired and smiled and shook our 
hands.  We were polite and asked if we could speak privately.  His office looked just like any 
other church office I had ever seen. 

He spoke a little English but it was still easier to have a translator.  Through Arika I introduced 
myself and asked him if he knew his grandmother, or if he knew who her sister was.  He 
confirmed this and I explained who I was and that I was here just to, well, just to say “Hi” I 
guess.  Not in those words, but it’s kind of blurry now and there were lots of words being used 
that I didn’t understand.   

He said that was great, it’s always nice to meet some American cousins.  Was I having fun in 
Armenia and would I like to come this Sunday and see a service?   

I didn’t know what to say.  I was at a total loss for words.  I told him about my father and how he 
also became a man of god and he told me it was nice that two different branches of the family, so 
far apart, followed the same path.  He smiled and nodded a lot.  He told us about the youth group 
and how they would be singing this Sunday and I really shouldn’t miss it. 

I wasn’t sure which way I wanted to go with this.  I told him that I had no family in the states and 
I just wanted to visit, to maybe connect to my roots.  We did get a little serious for a while.  He 
told me family, on his side at least, were spread from Iran to California and that if my side was 
indeed narrowed down to me that it shouldn’t matter.  What matters is the time I have and what I 
do with it.   

He said I honored my father and my mother by coming here, they can rest now.  It’s time for me 
to move on. 

He was right.   

It was probably the most profound thing I had heard on my entire trip. 

I was tearing up.  How could I move on?  I felt more alone than ever.  I think he finally saw 
where I was coming from and told to come by on Sunday, I would not be disappointed and we 
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would have dinner together and get to know each other.  He said he hoped I hadn’t pinned all my 
hopes on him because he was simple man with a simple life and probably not worth the effort.   

We talked about god and how that should be my path and I didn’t have the heart to tell him my 
views on the whole god thing.  It was my turn to smile and nod.   

We hugged, probably longer than was comfortable for him, and I took my leave.   

Later, in the car, when I had pulled myself back together a bit Arika told me that she’s seen 
many, many Armenians return here to find their roots and many didn’t find as much as I did. 

I wasn’t really disappointed, just a bit disillusioned.  I had hyped this too much in mind and the 
reality could never live up to that.  I just felt he was nonchalant and maybe didn’t see things from 
my point of view.  Maybe he gets American cousins on weekly basis.  Maybe distant relatives 
weren’t that big of deal after all. 

I mean, what was I expecting?  Him to jump up and down shouting we found you, we found you 
at last?  The little girl inside me was maybe hoping for a little bit of that.  I was foolish for 
thinking that.  I should have known better. 

Arika’s apartment was bare and small but rather smart overall and I thought it was comforting to 
know that she cooks dinner out of box just like I do.  She has a husband and someday was 
hoping to have kids.  Her husband was pressuring her to quit her job but she was too stubborn to 
listen to him.  Sounded familiar. 

I did go back on Sunday and it was like a family reunion.  After all, his church was his family 
just like my father’s church was and he introduced me and made me stand up and say hello as he 
named off everyone in the room like I had any hope at all to catch two words of the whole thing.  
He gave a pleasant sermon, I guess, because it wasn’t in English.  He didn’t stomp around and be 
all fire and brimstone like my father.  Arika smiled and nudged me a lot while her husband 
looked like he would rather be miles away.  The youth group did sing some lively little numbers 
that was totally unexpected, almost rock and roll, but then I learned not to expect things here.  
Then the chairs were re-arranged and tables were unfolded and we had a sort of pot-luck that 
Pastor threw together overnight.  His wife and kids helped. 

I smiled and nodded a lot that day. 

I wished I understood even half of it. 

After the prayer he made a little speech about how it wasn’t everyday that their American 
cousins came to visit.  The he looked at me and made a toast, in English. 

“To family.” 

A small cheer went up and all present began to seriously start to eat. 


