To A Trained Eye…

Monday, July 1st, 1996 – 1:45 P.M.


Well, we did it!  Molly and I skipped our high school graduation party on Friday, drove to Las Vegas, Nevada, and got married!  I can’t imagine what our parents must be thinking.  They probably think we’re dead or something.  Maybe we should send them letters this week sometime, just to let them know their children aren’t dead.  It’s not like we are in love with our parents or anything, but I guess they deserve that much.


Last night, Molly suggested I start keeping a diary… She said she used to keep one as a kid, and that it really helped her to turn random thoughts into some type of coherence.  (There’s a 100 dollar sentence.)  She’s my wife, now, and she dabbles in psychology, so I figured I should at least give her advice a try.  Hey, I’ve got this laptop that I got as a graduation present, so it’s not like it’s ever inconvenient to take it out and record some thoughts.


Molly and I are so happy.  She cried after the ceremony on Friday, telling me about how she used to fantasize about her marriage day when she was a kid.  I didn’t have much to say to console her, but I guess I was “there for her” enough, because after she got it all out, her mood flipped like a light switch, and we partied the night away.  I remember that the sun was up by the time we actually went to sleep in this hotel room.  (We’re still here.)


Note:  We’re not old enough to drink, but we picked up an ounce of the good shit before we left.


I’m a little worried about what we’re going to do for money, but Molly says she thinks she can win some money gambling.  It sounds a little crazy to me, but she is an incredibly smart girl, and I trust her.  I know she won’t blow all our money before realizing that her plan is flawed.  Hey, stranger things have happened!


Well, Molly just got back from a mall-run to pick up some clothes for us, so I better end this for now.  I’ll be talking to you soon.  Well, to me.  To my diary! :)

Tuesday, July 2nd, 1996 – 10:46 A.M.


Last night, after we made love for two hours like animals, Molly said, “I’ve got the urge,” and we showered and headed down to the casino.  I was more than a little nervous, and after about twenty minutes of following her around, I took a few bucks and sat myself by one of the slots.  We had about $5,000 between us when we left for this trip, and I was just too nervous to watch her put our money on the line.


She brought $500 with her, and turned it into $2,000 in just a couple of hours!  I couldn’t believe it.  I’m trying not to get my hopes up, but it’s looking like she might actually be able to make this work.

Wednesday, July 3rd, 1996 – 7:30 P.M.


I don’t think Mr. Reitz ever came close to comprehending just how special his daughter really is.  She was one of the smartest girl in our class, but never received more than the slightest encouragement from her parents.  And the way he talked to her, Jesus… I’m glad I was able to take her away from all that.  Not that I like to be some “knight in shining armor”, but, frankly, I know she thinks of me that way.


Between last night and today, Molly has turned her first $2,000 in winnings into a total of $7,000!  Last night, I actually followed her around and watched her, and I couldn’t fucking believe it.  She knows how to play Black Jack, and she’s really good at a couple different kinds of Poker, but it wasn’t just that… She was hitting money on the slots, craps, you name it!  It’s like she’s cheating, but I know she never would.  I’m one lucky son of a bitch, I am.


Now that we’ve got over ten thousand dollars, my initial nervousness about our money situation is starting to go away.  With that much money, we could pretty much drive to and start a life anywhere we wanted to.  Molly is great with computers, and she’s told me a few times she thinks she could land any of a range of computer jobs in California.  I always wanted to move to California.  (I bet everyone in Detroit has felt California-envy before.)


After we had dinner (Chinese food), Molly went off to try and make a little more loot.  I can tell she’s starting to like it a little more than might be healthy, but I know that when it comes time to leave, there won’t be any problems.  She helped me quit smoking, and she understands addiction well enough to know when it’s affecting her, too, I think.  She’s down there right now.


When I started this diary, I had my doubts that it would actually do anything for me, but it’s already helping me, I think, to put my thoughts into words on a regular basis.  In fact, I can’t believe I’ve never tried it before!  I know that my laptop isn’t a person, but since I’m talking “to it” in a way, it’s almost starting to feel like a friend.  Or something.  I don’t know… but I know I like it.  It’s also nice to know that certain things will never be forgotten.


I love Molly so much.  We’ve been going out for two years, now, but it’s (obviously) completely different once you take a big step into a relationship the way we did.  I know our parents would never believe how in love we really are, but I have absolutely no doubts about our decision to get married.  It’s not like it was a spur-of-the-moment thing.  We’ve talked about eloping after high school for a while, actually.


I’ll say it here first:  I think I want to move to Southern California when it comes time to decide where we’re going to start our new life.  It’s fucking beautiful here in Vegas, and I bet it’s just as nice in the LA area.


Oh, there’s Molly, I better get going.  Man, she even smells good.

Friday, July 5th, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


After paying for the hotel room through Monday, and taking a few hundred bucks for spending money, Molly and I will have $17,541 left over!  There’s something magical about that girl.  Sure, she’s smart, and she got 1450 on her SATs, but it takes more than brains to more than triple five thousand dollars.  Maybe it’s a sign from God that we did the right thing.


Future self, in case you forgot:  I don’t believe in God. :)


Molly and I talked about it for over an hour this morning, and we’re going to pack up and head towards the West Coast on Monday.  We talked to some people from the LA area, they’re abundant in the local casinos, and they suggested we might like a place called Huntington Beach near the coast.  It sounds like a really nice area, and they said there’s a lot of great skateboarding going on there, too.  That’s a definite plus.  It’s pretty close to LA, and the weather is supposedly fabulous.


So, I probably won’t be making another entry here until we’ve found and moved into an apartment in Huntington Beach!  We’re going to party like animals this weekend, and we leave Monday morning.


I’m so excited.  Molly is the greatest woman I could ever imagine being with.  Right now, she’s watching TV, and I can’t help but stare at her when I get a little diary writer’s block.  She’s so beautiful!


I could go on for days about Molly, but I’ll save that for after we’re in California.  Now, it’s time to begin our celebration weekend.

Tuesday, July 9th, 1996 – 8:15 P.M.


Well, we managed to get an apartment here in Huntington Beach, CA.  They were hesitant to rent the place out to a couple of 18 year old kids, but when we told them we could pay six months’ rent in advance, in cash, they quickly accepted our offer.  We signed a six month lease, got a “pro-rated” rent for July, and moved in last night.  


It’s a really nice apartment, too.  It has central air conditioning, and the complex is really, really nice.  We saw some younger kids skateboarding in the parking lot, and they were pretty fucking good!  I was never that good at that age, that’s for sure.


Today, Molly and I went shopping for supplies.  We got a few pairs of clothes each, cooking and bathroom supplies, and enough Ramen to last us a week.  Our rented fridge will be here tomorrow.  The apartment came with a microwave, oven, and stove, too.  Did I mention it’s a really nice place?


Tomorrow, we’re going to go out and start looking for jobs.  Molly says she’s sure she can land a computer job within a couple of months, but for now, we’re both going to just get some “ordinary” jobs… you know, like at a coffee shop, or K-Mart.  It will probably be barely enough to pay the rent, but we’ve still got about ten grand saved up.  Oh yeah, we opened a bank account at Bank of America, so we don’t have all that cash on us any more.


Molly wants to get a cat, and I’m all for it.  I told her we should wait until we get settled in, though.  One thing we don’t need is another expense if we’re struggling to make ends meet.  I know we’ve got all that money, but I think money disappears quickly once you’re out on  your own like we are… so, we’re best off to be really careful.


The apartment still looks pretty barren, but we bought a box spring and mattress, and picked up a copy of the Kama Sutra at Barnes & Noble. ;-)  The weather is so nice here.  I think I’ll go for a walk with Molly, this weather is just too good to resist.  Talk to you tomorrow, Buddy.  (That’s what I named my computer.)

Thursday, July 11th, 1996 – 5:05 P.M.


Man, life is fucking good!  I can’t believe how good it feels to be out on my own, living with my beautiful, lovely, intelligent wife, in an air conditioned apartment in Southern California.  It really is like a dream come true.  (Forgive the cliché.)


Molly managed to get a job at a coffee shop just down the street, I forget the name.  She’ll be making $6.50 an hour, and she starts on Monday, 8 hours a day.  It’s not the best job in the world, but like she said, at least she won’t feel guilty quitting when she finds something better.  I applied to a few places today, including K-Mart, and hopefully one of those places will hire me.


Today, the phone guy came, so we have our phone hooked up now.  We’re going to get internet service soon, too.  Molly’s going to take care of that.  She’s showed me the internet a bit, but I still don’t quite understand how it works.  That doesn’t matter, though, because there’s plenty of time for her to show me.


We tried a couple of positions from the Kama Sutra last night.  All I can say is, Wow.  Sex was enjoyable enough before trying these ancient Chinese sexual positions.  Honestly, I didn’t know two people could experience sexual pleasure to that degree.  I mean, God damn!  Married life is great.


With all this writing in my diary, I’ve been thinking about doing some creative writing on the side.  I realized it would be fun to write about some young, punk type skateboarder kid moving up through the ranks of the skateboarding business.  I remember when Johnny and Jimmy got sponsored, so I have some idea what goes on in that scene.  I’m not sure I’m ready to take the plunge into being “a writer”, though.  I’ll talk to Molly about it.


Man, next thing on the list is definitely a TV and cable service.  And, oh yeah, I’ll write those letters to my parents.

Monday, July 15th, 1996 – 12:02 P.M.


Molly started work at The Ceramic Cup today, so I’m here all by myself.  Luckily, she can walk to work, so I’ve got the car.  I was about to write about our weekend, but now that I think about it, I’m gonna go pick up a TV.  

Monday, July 15th, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


Well, our new 25” TV is paid for and all setup, but we only get one channel with the antenna.  I picked up some paper, pens, envelopes, and stamps, so we can write letters to our parents.  I can’t even imagine what Mr. Reitz is going to do when he reads the letter from Molly, but what’s he going to do, come out here and try to bring her home?  I doubt he even has enough money to afford a flight out here, and I really doubt he’ll drive.


I’ve started keeping a “to do” list on my laptop, too.  Man, this thing is useful.  Right now, it reads:  

letters to parents

cable TV

find a job

get some furniture

get an internet connection

I talked to the management on my way back in, and they said it’s OK for us to get a cat.  Molly is gonna be glad to hear that.  I’m tempted to go buy a cup of coffee at that coffee shop, but she might feel a little embarrassed at that, since it’s her first day.

I just remembered my skateboard is in the trunk.  I’m gonna go skating.  I still can’t believe how comfortable the weather is here.

Monday, July 15th, 1996 – 3:15 P.M.


Whew!  That was fun!  I managed to get a couple of scrapes, but man, there is some really nice skating around here.  I ran into those kids again while I was out there, and it was fun showing off for them a bit.  In a few years, they’ll be way better than I am, but for the moment, I’m quite a bit better.  With the year-round nice weather here, I think I’ll be skating pretty often.


I realized I can change the “resolution” on my laptop’s monitor, and I tried turning it up a bit, but it made the text so small that I could hardly read it.  I turned it back one higher than the default setting.  My Dad may not be the most understanding guy in the world, but it was definitely cool of him to get me this laptop.  Apparently, Molly’s is a little faster than mine, but I don’t really care about that, anyway.  It’s not like she wouldn’t let me use it if I needed to.

Tuesday, July 16th, 1996 – 2:20 P.M.


Molly says she likes her new job.  I don’t like the thought of all those punk Californian kids oogling over her, and I don’t like the idea of her “serving” anyone, but I know she likes working for a living, so I don’t mind it.  There are some other girls her age that work there, and it sounds like they get along pretty well.  I’d be glad if she could make some female friends… for the past couple of years, we’ve both kind of neglected our other friendships in favor of our relationship.


I caught some reruns of Seinfeld on TV yesterday, but other than that, I haven’t found anything good on network TV out here.  I ordered cable today, but they won’t be out to install it for a couple of weeks.  I spent the last couple of hours skating, and again I had a great time.


It occurs to me now that I should probably take advantage of all this free time before I land a job.  Molly would probably like to go with me to pick out furniture, but I can at least get the letter to my parents written.


I hope they don’t flip out too bad, but I know they will.  I’ve really gotten used to typing, so handwriting those letters might hurt my hand…

Tuesday, July 16th, 1996 – 3:00 P.M.


I sat there for 20 minutes before figuring out how to start the letter, but now that it’s written and mailed, I feel pretty good about it.  Despite all their shortcomings, I think my parents, as in love as they are, will understand what Molly and I did.  I hope so.


I ordered an internet connection from HuntNet.  I wasn’t sure if I needed to know more about the internet to do it, but apparently not.  That leaves only “furniture”, and “get a job” on my “to do” list.  They’re going to send the “login information” in the mail.  I think I’ll spend the rest of the day skating and checking out the pool/Jacuzzi area.

Tuesday, July 16th, 1996 – 4:00 P.M.


Ouch!  After skating for a bit more, I came back and changed into some shorts, and headed to the pool.  I’d been there for about 10 minutes, and I was just about to jump into the deep end.  I didn’t notice some younger kid, probably about 15, doing the same thing on the side of the pool.  We banged into each other, and I hit my head on his shoulder pretty hard.


Man, I feel pretty goddamn stupid, but at least I didn’t hurt myself too bad… or, worse yet, hurt him.  He was fine, and I was glad he wasn’t too angry with me, since he looked like he could kick my ass.


Molly won’t be home for another couple of hours, and I really am bored off my ass.  If I hadn’t had that bump in the pool, I’d probably be over in the Jacuzzi right now, but as it is, I don’t really want to show my face there at the moment.


Man, I’ve been so wrapped up with my life with Molly these past couple of weeks, I completely forgot that I have games on my computer!  I’m going to go play some Doom.

Thursday, July 18th, 1996 – 8:05 P.M.


Yesterday, K-Mart called, saying they would like to hire me.  Today was my first day of work, and I gotta say, I liked it.  I thought I’d be a cashier or stocking shelves, but I actually spent most of the day moving boxes and unloading trucks.  It was physically pretty tiring, but I like that, and it keeps me in shape, too.  I’m making about the same as Molly, and I managed to get the same hours as her, so that’s cool.


Molly and I have been getting along great, and I think she’s just as happy as I am.  She says she’s happier than she’s ever been.  I convinced her to write a letter to her parents, and her letter went out with today’s mail.  I really hope her parents don’t do anything crazy, like come out here and try to take her home, or try to get our marriage annulled.  I’ve heard some pretty ugly stories about her Dad when it comes to “boys” in her life.  I hope he realizes that our relationship is different than some grammar school boyfriend.


Tonight, we’re going to check out the local mall.  Now that we’ve both got regular jobs, we can actually afford the place we’re living in even, after our money runs out.  So we’ve got quite a bit of money in the bank!  We both know the value in saving money, and we’re going to spend probably $1,000 or more on furniture, but that still leaves us with plenty left over.  I’d like to get a stereo, at least a little one, and some CDs, and probably some books.  I’m sure Molly would like to buy some more clothes, too.


Oh yeah, I almost forgot, Molly scored a bag of nugs from one of her new friends at work.  It’s not like we’re “daily stoners” or anything, but it’s nice to have the stuff around.  This whole “off on our own” thing kind of deserves some celebration, too, I think.


Speaking of which, “get a glass pipe” is another thing to add to our “to do” list.  I’m off to get high with my wife.

Friday, July 19th, 1996 – 7:00 P.M.


Well, after walking around one mall close by, we took a short drive up to a place called South Coast Plaza.  It’s a mall in Costa Mesa, which was a short drive from our apartment, but it was way bigger than the local mall.  I was surprised that so many things are more expensive (just a little) out here in Cali than they are in Michigan!


We picked up quite a few cool things, and ended up spending almost a thousand dollars.  We got a stereo with a 5-disc changer; a really nice VCR with auto-tracking; a computer printer; some nice sofa cushions, which we’re using on to sit on the floor until we get some furniture; about 10 CDs; and we each got a couple of books.  Molly also picked up some magazines and a few outfits.


I don’t like thinking this way… but, to be honest, we really could take another vacation to Vegas if we ever need some spending money.  Molly says that’s risky, but after seeing how well she handled herself in the casino last time, I tend to think she can make money there at will.  That girl’s a natural!


The mall was huge.  Maybe there are a lot of malls that big around the country, but it sure beat the hell out of Northland Mall.  It was two floors!  They had everything.  We both had to put in a lot of effort to not spend way more money than we should.  I think we did a good job, though.


Those nugs that Molly got from her friend are incredible.  Seriously, I’ve never smoked shit like that in my life.  It’s not like we have much of a tolerance, either.  We were fucking blazed.


Molly found out about an 18 and over club in Anaheim called “The Cowboy Boogie”, so we’re going to check that place out later tonight.  Tomorrow, we’re going to get some furniture, and then this place will really start to feel like home.

Monday, July 22nd, 1996 – 8:15 A.M.


K-Mart called me this morning to let me know they won’t need me until this afternoon.  Apparently, one of their shipments got delayed, so there would be nothing for me to do.  I just got back from walking Molly to work.  Man, every girl she works with is gorgeous… not as gorgeous as she is, of course, but still very good looking.  She gave me a weird look when she saw me make eye contact with her friend, I hope she didn’t think I was flirting with her or anything.


The Boogie was a lot of fun on Friday.  Apparently Thursday is their big party day, so it was a little less packed than I expected.  We got X’s on our hands because we weren’t 21… Molly commented that it made her feel kinda lame.  I would’ve felt lame if I wasn’t there with my totally gorgeous wife. :)  The music they played was a bit on the “mainstream” side of things, but it was good for dancing.  We smoked a huge joint before we left, too, so we were totally blazed.


We picked up some really nice furniture this weekend, too.  We picked up a sweet, really big 3-seater couch, and a nice night-stand/cabinet/mirror looking thing for the bedroom.  We stopped at the Salvation Army before heading to that furniture store – I can’t remember the name of it, but I’m sure the receipt says – and got a coffee table and a couple nice table/cabinet things.  We spent a little over a grand, but it was well worth it.  This place really looks like a home now, and I can tell Molly is a lot happier with the apartment now that it’s (at least somewhat) furnished.


On Saturday, we stayed in, got high, and hung out in the Jacuzzi for a couple of hours.  We met some really nice college kids that are roommates here, and we traded numbers, so maybe we’ll be hanging out with them soon.


Yesterday, we went for a long drive in the Saturn.  This area of the country is soooo beautiful, I can’t even believe it.  I know I’ve written that like a million times already, but it really can’t be stressed enough.  (And this is my diary, dammit, I’ll repeat myself all I want!)  We drove South down the highway for about an hour at 80mph before heading back towards this area.  We also ventured around a lot of the medium-sized streets in the area.  It’s a really nice area, not too rich, but far from “ghetto”.


I hope the cable guy comes sometime this week.  They said it wouldn’t be until next week, but I’m still hoping that something changes that.  Anyway, I’m going to get some extra sleep in before I head to work.

Monday, July 22nd, 1996 – 6:30 P.M.


I found out from a kid at work that glass pipes are illegal here in Orange County.  Weird!  If we feel like a drive, Molly and I are going to head to Venice Beach this weekend to pick up a pipe.  Rolling papers are still legal, and it’s not like we smoke that much reefer, so we might just skip it altogether.  It’s nice to have glassware, though.


The apartment is looking really nice.  This couch is quite comfortable, and we can both fit on it with our legs stretched out if we sit on opposite ends.  The TV is pretty nice, too, but it will be a lot better once we get cable.  We put it on one of the cabinets we bought.  We’re going to head to Blockbuster, or somewhere, to rent a movie when Molly gets out of the shower.


This kid at work was telling me about this computer game he plays called “Quake”.  It’s made by the same people that made “Doom”, and it supposedly kicks major ass.  I’m not sure if it will run on my laptop or not, but he’s going to bring in the CD for me so I can test it out.


I think I’d like to pick up Natttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttt

Monday, July 22nd, 1996 – 8:30 P.M.


Molly pulled me away from that last diary entry in a fit of lust.  I figured I’d leave it like that, since it tells the tale better than I could.  Anyway, we ended up renting “Natural Born Killers”, and we’re about to watch it.

Tuesday, July 23rd, 1996 – 6:45 P.M.


I got the Quake CD, and Molly’s going to help me install it later tonight.  It was good to see NBK again, I hadn’t seen that movie for a while, and it’s great.  Surprisingly, Molly really likes it, too… probably because Mallory is such a badass, but maybe she thinks Mickey’s sexy, who knows?


Molly and I just finished discussing it, and we’re going to get a cat from the SPCA on Friday.  That way, we can have the weekend to help it get settled in.  Molly works close enough that she can come home at lunch, and we’ll buy it lots of toys, so hopefully it won’t get too lonely.  Molly’s also going to start looking hard for a computer-type job, which would let me stay home for a while, if I wanted.  We’re so excited!  We’ve already started putting together a list of kitty names.


Blockbuster Video is really close to our apartment, it turns out, so we’re going to pick up another movie for tonight.  I hope I don’t get talked into some chick flick. :)  But, you know, Molly’s happiness is worth a chick flick once in a while.

Thursday, July 25th, 1996 – 8:00 P.M.


Ooooooooh yeah, the cable guy came today.  A hundred channels, crystal clear!  It’s not like I’m bored with the Jacuzzi, or with my wife’s body, but frankly, nothing can replace TV for filling in any given moment of the day.  Well, I suppose a good book can do the same… but TV is something I’m quite used to having around. 


Speaking of books, and what perfect timing with the cable and all, I finished reading “The Shining” by Stephen King last night.  I knew the general plot already – I think everyone in America probably does – but, man, that shit was spooky!  Stephen King is truly the “master of horror”.  Molly’s never read it, so she’s going to read it next.  I’m trying to resist telling her about so many parts of it… I don’t want to ruin it for her.


Molly just spotted “True Romance” on HBO, so we’re going to go watch that.  We’ll probably be getting to bed early, so I probably won’t make another entry until we’ve already got our kitty.  I’m psyched!

Friday, July 26th, 1996 – 9:10 P.M.


Oh my God, this kitty is so cute!  It’s white, with light brown stripes, and it is so tiny!  They said it’s two months old, and it’s a boy.  We had one kitten when I was a little kid, but I don’t remember it being this small.  It won’t stop playing, too, and it’s sooooooooooooooo cute.


When we got to the SPCA, they were very warm and welcoming towards us.  We visited with 7 or 8 kittens before deciding on this one.  Out of all of them, this one was easily the cutest, and it got along great with us, too.  Molly gave me the task of naming it, “because I’m such a great guy”, and I feel kind of pressured not to come up with something stupid.


I’m going to go play with the kitty, and to try and come up with a name.

Friday, July 26th, 1996 – 10:30 P.M.


Man, that cat is just as cute as it was an hour ago.  For about 15 minutes, it curled up on Molly’s lap and started purring, and fell asleep.  I never see her smile like she was then, except when… well, when we’re naked.  It’s got so much energy, too!  I was throwing around a mouse for like 20 minutes and it never got tired of it.


I went to check on our laundry, and there was this weird history magazine laying open on one of the washers.  It was about this Egyptian archeological dig where they found some really detailed statues of this Egyptian god “Horus”.  It said that in Ancient Egypt each king was called “Horus”.  When one king died, the Egyptians said that “the falcon” (symbolizing Horus) had “flown to Heaven and united with the Sun Disk” or something like that, and then the next king was called “Horus”.  I’m not explaining it too well, but it was a really cool article, and I think I’m going to name the cat “Horus”.  Not only does it have a cool, Egyptian meaning behind it, but straight up it just sounds cool.  Molly says she likes the name, too.  I was going to take the magazine, but I thought it might belong to someone, so I left it there.  If it’s still there in the morning, I’ll grab it for sure.


Molly has been nagging me to get off the computer and play with the new kitty, so I’m going to log off for now.  Time to play with Horus.

Saturday, July 27th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


This kitten is just so adorable.  I was looking forward to getting him, and I knew it would make Molly quite happy, but I wasn’t quite prepared for the effect he’s having on me.  It’s like he’s radiating energy – the whole mood of the apartment has changed!  He slept in the bed with us last night, purring loudly on Molly’s stomach.  I don’t think she fell asleep for an hour after Horus did… I didn’t either.


Molly went to K-Mart and picked up a kitty leash this morning, so we’re going to take it for a walk in a bit.  

After some discussion, we are going to keep it an indoor cat.  It would probably be safe to let it go outside, but, for one thing, I’m afraid someone would take it in and keep it!  Molly seems really scared of letting it go outside, and I tend to agree with whatever she thinks.  As long as we don’t get it de-clawed, I think keeping it an indoor cat is an OK thing to do.


Molly says his stripes are orange, not brown, and now that I look more closely, I think I agree with her.  It’s a tough call, but I definitely think the stripes look orange.  (I’m actually surprised, now, that I totally thought they were brown.)


We came across a replay of some old basketball game on ESPN, and Horus was going crazy chasing the ball on the screen.  It was so cute!

Sunday, July 28th, 1996 – 8:00 P.M.


We’ve spent most of yesterday and today tending to the new member of the family.  Writing that, I realize how crazy it might sound to me when I read this again some day down the line, but it really wasn’t even hard to pay so much attention to Horus.  He’s so playful, and he seems to really like both of us.  I can tell Molly is absolutely in love with him, and that makes me happy.


Well, my wife is beckoning me to join her for some Sunday night television, so I’m going to sign off until tomorrow.  What a great weekend!

Monday, July 29th, 1996 – 5:30 P.M.


First, I love this apartment, I love my wife, I love our life here in California, and I love our new kitty.  But, with that in mind, it hit me today that this is my life, now.  I realized today that for a whole month I’ve been completely swept up in my new life with Molly.  Not that there’s anything wrong with that… in fact, it would be weird if I wasn’t overwhelmed by getting married and moving to the West Coast… but I also realized that our life isn’t that weird, and it is totally normal for someone to be enjoying life as much as I have been.


They asked Molly to stay an hour late today, so I’m kind of just passing the time until she gets home.  Horus greeted me when I got home, chasing my shoelaces and rubbing on my legs.  Molly left a note saying that she came home for lunch around Noon and visited with the kitty.  (And that she would have to stay an hour late.)


An older guy at work gave me a hard time for being so in love with my new kitten, but I told him to fuck off, and he left me alone.  That kind of pissed me off at first, but then I realized I’d probably be a dick if I was 29 and working at K-Mart, too.


I suppose it would be nice if I put one of those oven pizzas in so that there’s food when Molly gets home.

Monday, July 29th, 1996 – 8:05 P.M.


Hahahaha… we just had Horus running around for over an hour, and then he jumped up on Molly’s lap and fell right asleep.  Such a cool cat!

Wednesday, July 31st, 1996 – 7:30 P.M.


Life with Molly and Horus is still going great.  That kitty is awesome.


Some girl, she said she was 14, stopped by our place trying to sell subscriptions to the L.A. Times.  We didn’t particularly want one, but we signed up anyway… partially just to be nice, but also because it could be cool to get the newspaper.


The girl seemed really nice and friendly, and she started petting Horus.  After a few minutes of chit-chatting, Molly asked her if she’d ever be interested in baby-sitting our cat.  The girl said “Sure!”, and told us her name is Kristeen.  I hadn’t thought of that, but Molly told me afterwards that she wanted to find someone that might be able to look after Horus if and when we want to go out some nights.  (Molly is so smart!)  We’re going to check with the girl’s parents, and maybe in a couple weeks we can actually get out to The Boogie again.


Molly applied today for a job at some local internet company.  They need an “entry level programmer”… Molly says she doesn’t know the language they need her to know (“Perl”, I think it was), but that she might be able to get it anyway, because all programming languages are similar.  Fingers crossed!

Thursday, August 1st, 1996 – 7:30 P.M.


Molly got an interview!  They left a message here today, asking her to call their Manager at home, and left his number.  Molly called back, told them what she knows about computers and programming, and they asked her to come in for an interview on Monday.  The job pays $15/hour, and she’d be up for a raise every 6 months!


If Molly gets that job, I’m going to quit mine.  I don’t want to be a “stay at home hubby” for the rest of my life, or anything, but it would definitely be cool to have someone here with Horus while he’s a kitten.  I’ve been thinking about going to college, too.  I’ve been thinking I’ll start next Fall, if I do decide to go.  I know there are several good schools in this area.


Man, Horus’s stripes are so orange, I still can’t believe I thought they were brown!  They’re totally orange!

Friday, August 2nd, 1996 – 9:05 P.M.


Man, Molly is absolutely in love with Horus.  It’s so funny just to watch her play with Horus continuously for like a half hour.  It’s not like I’m getting jealous… I mean, it’s a cat, and I don’t feel any less loved.  I’m glad she’s happy, though.


We got our first issue of the L.A. Times today.  It’s been a while since I read a paper, but last time I did, it took me a long time to read the articles.  I can’t tell if it’s bigger text, or a different font, or just my eyes, but the L.A. Times was way easier to read (physically) than the Detroit News was last time I read it.


Molly got another bag of nugs from her friend.  At first, I thought smoking pot around the kitten might be a bad idea, but Molly thought that was absurd, so I’m not worried about it.  This stuff is as good as the last bag, too.  (It better be, since we’re staying in Friday and Saturday this weekend!)


Uh oh, looks like the cat almost peed on the rug…

Saturday, August 3rd, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.


Molly’s out walking Horus, so I figured I’d take a moment to reflect on the last 5 weeks of my life.  I walked with them for about a half hour, but she wants to stay out there, so I figured I’d give them some privacy. :)


I know it was a totally crazy thing for us to do, but I think our decision to “get married and move away” was a good one.  The truth is that Molly and I didn’t really fit in too well in our extended families, and we both fit in even worse with the other’s family.  We both endured criticism of our relationship – granted, she received a lot more than I did – and I wouldn’t have really felt right having a huge wedding with our whole families there.  Especially at 18, an age that I know our families don’t even respect as “adult”.


As far as getting married young, I don’t think we’re too young to make the right decision.  For a lot of kids our age, I would say that they are, but Molly and I have always been mature for our age.  We’re not obsessed with school, but we’re both smart.  We’re not nerds, but we’re both good with computers.  (Well, she’s a lot better than I am, but compared to most, we’re both pretty knowledgeable.)  We’re not “druggies”, and we don’t smoke pot or drink on any kind of regular basis, but we’re not righteous anti-drug activists, either.  All in all, I’d say we’re both mature, intelligent young adults that are madly in love with each other, and capable of truthfully saying “until death do us part”.  (Which we did.)


I really like this area, too, and I’m glad we chose to move here.  If it had seemed like a bad move after we’d gotten here, we wouldn’t have gotten an apartment.  It’s a nice area, the people are nice, the weather is nice, and this apartment is great, if a little expensive.  


And Horus, man, he is the man!  Er… the cat… or something.  He’s really friendly, he’s behaved really well so far (he actually didn’t end up peeing on the rug, but was about to), he’s cuddly, he’s playful, and he’s got unlimited energy, it seems.  (I keep being reminded of that book Gerald read to me once… “the dow is empty yet inexhaustible”, or something.)


I have no regrets about what I’ve done this summer, and if I had to do it all over again, I would make the exact same decisions.  I’m happy here in Huntington Beach, and I love my wife as much as anyone possibly could love anyone, I think.


I wanted to get some deeper thoughts into my diary, which is something I haven’t been doing as much for the last couple of weeks.  Time to go find Molly and Horus…

Monday, August 5th, 1996 – 7:45 P.M.


Molly got the job!  She went in for the interview at 1:00 P.M. today, and after like 20 minutes of talking with a couple of the higher-ups there, they hired her on the spot.  They said they wanted somebody as energetic and enthusiastic as she is, but also someone with the intelligence to back it up.  (Or something like that.)  This rocks!  I’m going to quit my job at K-Mart… if they give me shit about giving notice, I don’t care, it’s not like I’m ever going to use them as a reference.


Molly bought a book on this language, Perl, that she’s going to be using at that job, and she’s in the bedroom studying it right now.  Molly says she knows C++, Basic, and Pascal, and that Perl is said to be relatively easy.  They told her that a lot of the initial tasks she’ll be doing there will be small fixes to existing programs, so that will give her time to learn the language.  


She’s going to be making $15/hr, time and a half for overtime, and 40 hours a week.  I haven’t added it up, but it should be just enough to live on for the both of us.  Once Horus gets older, I can get another job, too, and that will ease things a bit.  I do feel kinda bad being the one that gets to stay home… but Molly says it’s what she wants, and that it’s best for the kitty, and that she likes working, anyway.


I feel like we should be celebrating, but she starts tomorrow, so she really wants to read about this new programming language she’s going to be using.  You know, if Molly doesn’t mind, maybe I’ll take these nugs and pay a visit to those two guys that are roommates across the way…


Catch up with you later, diary.

Tuesday, August 6th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Much to my surprise, my manager at K-Mart didn’t even give me a hard time about quitting without notice.  He just said “OK, thanks for letting us know,” and hung up.  Pretty cool of him.


Molly’s new job, the company’s called “Essential Consulting”, is technically within walking distance, but I drove her to work this morning.  I’m going to take her our for lunch pretty soon, too, whenever she calls me to let me know she is off for lunch.  She seemed really excited.  

Maybe I’ll try and learn some programming, myself… I think Molly and I have fairly similar minds, and she seems to really enjoy it.  I don’t think I’m quite as smart as she is, but I’m pretty sure you don’t need to be a rocket scientist to learn how to program.

Last night I went over to Rob and Tom’s place, and we hung out and got stoned until about 11 o’clock.  They’re pretty cool guys, both engineering majors at UCI (University of California at Irvine).  At first, I sort of wondered if they were gay – not that I think there’s anything wrong with that – but it turns out they’re just good friends that decided to move in together to save on expenses.  They must have some pretty well-to-do parents, because I don’t see how two college kids could afford a two bedroom apartment like the ones here at Huntington Heights!  I noticed that Rob has this weird bump on his nose that I didn’t notice before.  It’s subtle, but I was surprised I didn’t notice it the first time we met.

Anyway, we shot the shit for a while, played some video games, and then called it a night.  It was cool to hang out with some guys for a change, something I haven’t done without Molly around in a while.

Wednesday, August 7th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


Wow.  Apparently, Molly’s first day went great.  Her direct superior is a woman, which she really likes… not because she’s sexist or anything, but I think she gets a lot of weird attitudes from men because she’s so beautiful.  Not that I would suspect her, or anything, but I definitely wouldn’t prefer her boss be a man, either.  Anyway, the code changes that needed to be done were really simple, even though she didn’t know Perl too well yet, probably because she’s so smart.


So, even though I thought she’d spend every night this week studying Perl, last night we spent a couple of hours in the Jacuzzi.  Ah, the Jacuzzi is so nice, it’s a wonder we got along without one when we lived in Detroit!


I think Horus really appreciates the extra attention he’s getting from having me around all day yesterday and today.  He still sleeps quite a bit, but if I start forgetting about him, he’s always coming running at me to remind me to play with him.  I don’t think I could have asked for a better kitten.


Speaking of Horus, I think I’ll take him for a walk on his kitty leash.

Friday, August 9th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.


Well, I just spoke to Kristeen and then her parents, and she’s going to baby-sit the kitty next Thursday for us until midnight.  I thought that seemed kind of late, but her mother said she is never asleep by that time, anyway.  That’s cool, though, because we’ll probably be at The Boogie a bit later than that, and I don’t want Horus to be alone for longer than he has to be.


Tommy called a few minutes ago, he’s done with classes for the day, and he’s going to stop by to smoke some pot and just hang out.  There’s a scratch on our caller ID display, and when I mentioned it to him, he said he has some scratch remover that works on plastics… how convenient!


Molly’s work has gone well through 3 days, now, and she says she’s starting to really have a handle on the Perl code.  In 3 days!  Man, that chick is pretty smart.

Friday, August 9th, 1996 – 7:45 P.M.


Molly and I just finished a chicken finger pizza for dinner.  We’d never had it before, but it was fucking delicious!


She found out today that she’s going to get a raise to $17/hour after her 90 day probation period.  That rocks!  I had been thinking about getting an N64, and when I heard that, it seemed like a message from God that we should get one.  Molly agreed that it was a good idea, and added that it would keep me in the house to look after Horus.  She’s probably right. :)


That Tommy kid is pretty cool, I hope we stay in touch and become good friends.  He invited us to a party at their place tonight, but we’re probably going to stay in.  I told him we’d try and make it to the next one, though.


Off to buy us a Nintendo 64!

Saturday, August 10th, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Molly and I made sweet love for hours and hours last night.  Anyone who says marriage isn’t the greatest thing to ever happen to them didn’t have a wife like mine!


Oh, Nintendo 64 is fucking sweet.  I didn’t even realize that it’s not supposed to be out in the US yet… I saw it at this gaming store near here recently, and just thought it was already out.  It turns out that it’s a Japanese version of Nintendo 64 that they managed to import.  So, obviously, I couldn’t get a lot of games, but I got Mario 64, and it’s sweet.  I already see myself playing that game for hours upon pitiful hours while Molly’s off doing great things at Essential.  We got Horus to chase some of the characters on the screen… he was really getting into it, and he kept peering off to the side of the TV to try and see where they went.  It was really cute.


We rented “Misery”, a movie by Stephen King, and we’re going to watch it tonight.  If I remember correctly, it’s really scary.  I kind of feel like Chinese food, too, so maybe we’ll get some for dinner.

Monday, August 12th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


Wow, Mario 64 is awesome.  I've been playing it for almost 3 hours straight, and it's still fun.  It's harder than I would have expected, but it's not ridiculous or anything, and I try to remind myself that even little kids are supposed to be able to play this game!  Maybe the kids these days are better at video games than I am... that's a scary thought.  I could go on and on about Mario 64, but I won't.  Suffice it to say it is a great game, and I have no regrets about buying the N64.


Life with Horus is starting to lose the “magical touch” of first getting him, but that's cool.  I knew it would start wearing off eventually.  I love having him around, and it's cool to think that we are taking care of a life form as we are with Horus.  It's sort of like 1/4th the responsibility of having a child. :)  Well, maybe not.  He still likes going after the characters in Mario 64, and I can't help but play with him when he starts doing that.  I feel kinda bad, since he thinks they're real, but I don't think he's really suffering or anything.


With Molly being the “working wife”, I'm trying to do all I can to not feel like dead weight in our relationship.  I know she doesn't think of it that way, but I still am concerned about taking advantage of her skills as a programmer.  This morning, I cleaned up the house pretty thoroughly, and I am going to go out and buy some groceries now.  Hmm, what to make for dinner...

Tuesday, August 13th, 1996 – 3:00 P.M.


Argh!  Mario 64 is getting frustratingly difficult.  Maybe I should put it down and go buy another Stephen King book.  Yeah, that's a good idea...

Thursday, August 15th, 1996 – 3:15 P.M.


I know my journal entries have gotten a little sparse, but there wasn't much going on in my life or in my head, so I figured I'd save my energy for when I had something I really wanted to record.


I got past the part I was having trouble with in Mario 64 this morning.  All of a sudden, I noticed exactly how I was mis-timing my jump, and I got it right on the next try.  


The colors in that game are absolutely beautiful.  I guess I just hadn't been paying close enough attention, but now that I'm looking at it, it's like I've never seen colors in those shades before.  It's stunning!  I don't actualy know if N64 supports any more colors than Super Nintendo did, but it sure as hell looks like it to me.


Our little orange kitty has been watching birds out the window a lot.  (Or, at least, I just started noticing it.)   I can't help but kinda laugh inside at the thought of him trying to catch these pigeons that are practically as big as he is...


Kristeen is kitty-sitting for us tonight, so Molly and I are actually going to get to go out dancing again.  We have pretty much stayed home all the time since we got Horus, so it will be cool to get out and celebrate.  Come to think of it, maybe I'll ask Rob and Tom if we can blaze at their place, because I don't want the place to smell like pot when Kristeen gets here.


Yesterday, when I went to pick up a Stephen King book, I found myself actually a bit more in the mood for some science fiction, so I asked one of the people working there to suggest something.  She pointed me to this book called “Neuromancer”, by William Gibson, and I started reading yesterday afternoon.  I'm only about 20 pages in, but it's really cool... I haven't really read much sci fi, but this really drew me in.  It paints a really cool, realistic future.  More on that once I've read some more of it...

Friday, August 16th, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


I just got back from lunch with Molly.  She said she started her first “project from scratch” today, meaning the first project where she isn't just making changes to existing programs.  It's something like setting up and modifying a “shopping cart”, which apparently is a system to let people buy things from a web site, for one of Essential's clients.  At first, I was like, “Wow, you're writing an e-commerce site!?”, but she said she's just setting it up and making some changes to someone else's shopping cart system.


The Boogie was a lot of fun last night.  Thursday was definitely a lot more packed than that one Friday was.  I think they played better music, too, and we also spent about half the night in the “side room” where they play more techno-type music.  Rob and Tom ended up going with us, and we all got totally fuckin' high before we left.  It was a blast!  Man, Molly sure can dance.  (Luckily, so can I.)


Just now, when I got home and went to start writing my journal, I was looking at the resolution on my computer, and it seemed kind of pixellated (I think that's the word.)  I tried turning up my resolution again, and this time, when I turned it up all the way, it was still perfectly readable.  I tried adjusting my distance from the laptop, thinking that maybe I just had my eyes closer to the screen, but that wasn't the case... no matter how far away I got, it still looked crystal clear in the maximum resolution.  I know we've been eating pretty healthy food in this house, but I still can't believe it's having that kind of effect on my vision.  I'm not complaining, though!  I left it at the maximum resolution, and everything looks a lot better than it did before.


It's a really nice day today, even on the scale of the local area's weather, so I'm going to take Horus for a long walk.

Monday, August 19th, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


Molly got her first paycheck on Friday.  That was cool, and it was good to deposit some money in our account for the first time in a while.  We sat down and figured out our budget, and we actually should be pretty good for money.  We won't be building up any more savings until she gets that raise to $17/hour, but we won't be cutting into savings too much, either.


I told Molly about the weird experience I had with my screen resolution, and she kinda didn't think much of it, so I'm not too weirded out by it.  She mentioned, though, that health insurance is one of the benefits of her job... I don't think she told me that before, and that is definitely cool.  For a little extre per month (I forgot how much) it can cover her spouse, too.  As a kid, I always hated going to the doctor, but now that I'm running my own life, I actually want to go get checked out by a doctor.  Maybe they can give me an eye exam, too.


Well, not much else going on here right now.  Horus is watching me type this right now, eyes as green as anything I've ever seen.  L;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;dfffffffffffffffffffffffffffl  Haha, Horus just typed that!

Tuesday, August 20th, 1996 – 3:45 P.M.


Just talked to Kristeen, and she's going to kitty-sit for us again on Thursday, so Molly and I can go to The Boogie.  I don't think I mentioned this before... last Friday, we checked with her about how Thursday went, and she said it was great, and she loves Horus.  She seems like a really nice girl.  We gave her $20 for sitting for 4 hours, and she was really happy about that.  She asked if she could try Mario 64 when she sits this week, and I told her that's fine, and she got really excited.


I'm off to the Jacuzzi...

Thursday, August 22nd, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


I was looking through my new wardrobe, and I realized I only have one button-down shirt, and I wore it to The Boogie last Thursday... I took a ride up to that South Coast Plaza and picked up a couple more outfits that I could wear when we go dancing.  I got a couple different colors of silk button-downs, and a couple more pairs khaki-type pants, black and tan.  I just tried them all on, and man, I look snazzy!


I really liked going dancing with Molly last Thursday, and I'm excited to go again tonight.  I just talked to Tommy, and he's going to come along with some chick he hooked up with this week.  That's cool, it'll be nice to meet some more people out here... we kind of knew a lot of people back in Detroit, even if we spent most of our time with each other, so we've felt a little lonely out here, even with Rob and Tom around.


I would never say this to her face, but Molly has actually started to look just slightly less “gorgeous” to me lately.  I don't know what it is.  I don't think she's gaining weight or anything, or wearing less makeup or anything like that, but I've just been noticing imperfections in her figure and stuff.  It doesn't bother me, and I'm still completely attracted to her, and I still think she's beautiful... but it's weird, that's for sure.  We've been going out for a while, and I never thought like that before.  (I sure wouldn't write this anywhere but in my own diary.)


Now I'm just going to finish up doing some laundry before cleaning up a bit and then preparing dinner.  Boogie tonight! Woohoo! :)

Friday, August 23rd, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Man, Molly and I went outside to smoke Djarums with Rob and Tom at The Boogie last night, and I ended up almost getting in a fight.  I noticed this older dude that was totally checking out Molly, even while I had my arm around her.  I caught it first out of my peripheral vision, and then I was looking right at him, and he didn't even notice me.  I got in his face and told him to fuck off, and he responded by pushing me hard... I was about to fucking deck him, but everyone around us held us back, and nothing happened.  Some bouncers came out there, but nothing had happened, and nothing was happening, so we didn't get kicked out or anything.  


In retrospect, I think I need to learn that these types of things simply are going to happen if I take Molly out with me.  That's probably happened to us plenty of times, and I just never noticed.  A bit to my surprise, Molly wasn't even angry with me about it, but instead was just concerned that I might still be angry about it.  I'm not, and I told her that, and it's all cool now.


Kristeen was asleep on the couch when we got back around 2:00 A.M. last night.  She looked so cute curled up on the couch.  We gently woke her up and sent her home.  We gave her an extra $5 for staying overtime... she argued, saying that it was her mistake, but we told her to take it anyway, and she did.  Molly walked her home to make sure she didn't fall asleep on her feet.

Friday, August 23rd, 1996 – 8:05 P.M.


Molly and I just got back from a little shopping trip, and I got a book called “Teach Yourself C++ In 21 Days”.  Molly said she would like to read it when I’m done, too, since she only knows basic C++.  Molly says C++ is a really powerful language that can be used to do anything, so when I asked her what language I should try if I wanted to get into programming, that’s what she suggested.  We’ll see how it works out… and if it’s too hard for me, at least it’s not a wasted book, since Molly could use it.


Just now, Rob and Tom invited us to a party that they were going to tonight.  When we told them that we really would rather stay home, since our kitten isn’t even 3 months old and we don’t want to leave it alone too much, they asked if we would be interested in hanging out here and eating some “magic mushrooms”.  I’ve done them twice with some different groups in high school, but Molly’s never done them before.  She says she’s up for it, though, and they’re going to be over in about 45 minutes.  Thirty bucks for an 1/8th, which Molly and I are going to split, is a pretty good deal.  That much should fuck us up pretty hard, too.

Saturday, August 24th, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Wow.  The four of us ate the mushies around 9:30, and we fucking tripped out for like 7 hours, and then we all passed out after smoking a huge joint.  I had a lot of fun when I did them in high school, but it was way cooler this time.  This morning, Rob and Tom woke up and went home; they woke up me and Molly with the noise they made, and after waiting a couple minutes, we made eye contact, and without saying a word, we fucked like animals.  It was awesome.


Rob and Tom, and even Molly, but not as much, were hallucinating a lot last night.  We’d turn on the TV, and they’d be talking about all this crazy shit they saw in the TV, and Molly and I would laugh, but I totally didn’t see anything.  I know that different people react differently to drugs… I kind of wished I was hallucinating, but maybe it’s a good sign that I didn’t.  I don’t know.


It was like Horus could tell something was going on.  He hung around the group all night, and even meowed loudly on odd occasions, which is something he doesn’t usually do.  He was showing a lot of interest in this one joint we were smoking, and Molly blew some in his face.  Horus sprinted all around the house for like a minute straight, then jumped up and fell on my lap.  It was really cute.


There were times when I almost wished I was alone last night, but I didn’t want to be a dick and leave Molly with 2 guys she hardly knows by going for a walk or something.  I was having these really intense thoughts, and at times, I felt like I was seeing Rob, Tom, and Molly through completely different eyes.  Not the kind of “different eyes” that I had the other times I did mushrooms, or when I’m stoned, but like I was a completely different person… but not.  I didn’t realize how hard it was to explain until I tried to write it here.


Well, I’m sure that won’t be the last time I do Magic Mushrooms… at least I hope not.  I have no idea what Molly and I are going to do tonight, but it certainly won’t involve any hard drugs.

Sunday, August 25th, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.


Well, I’m glad to write that I am feeling like new again today.  That mushroom trip really kind of “reset my mind” in a way, and I feel like a million bucks.  (I didn’t feel that great yesterday.)  Molly and I are going to take a drive and enjoy the beautiful sunshine.

Monday, August 26th, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


At lunch, Molly gave me some information about our insurance and local doctors, and I’m going to set up an appointment for me to have a checkup.  Some of the text in this pamphlet is really small, and I can’t believe how clear it is to my eyes.  Maybe they can give me a vision test while I’m there.  (Or maybe I’ll have to see an eye doctor, I don’t know.)


I’m really kind of weirded out by how much less attractive Molly’s been looking to me lately.  It’s not that I don’t find her beautiful, because I do… but she used to look absolutely perfect to me, whereas now she just looks like an ordinary person that’s somewhat attractive.  It’s not just her, either, because we drove by a lot of good looking women on our drive yesterday.  They all looked “mildly attractive” at best.  I guess it makes me look beyond her skin to see who she really is, and I suppose that’s a good thing.  I don’t know, maybe it will pass.  She could be butt ugly and I’d still love her, so it’s more that I’m just kind of freaked out by it.  I guess it could also be an effect of being married to someone, and not just dating them.

Wednesday, August 28th, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


Well, this C++ book isn’t too bad so far.  I’m almost done with Day 3, and it’s all making sense to me at this point.  I’m sure it will get a bit tougher, but at least it’s not like it’s all Greek to me.


My doctor’s appointment is Friday at 2:00 P.M.  They said that they can do a basic eye test, but for a more sophisticated eye exam, I’ll need to see an eye doctor.  I’m not really sure what that means, since they probably mean that I’d need to see an eye doctor to get an exact prescription… when what I’m really wondering is how good has my eyesight gotten.  We’ll see what happens.


Horus saw a squirrel a few minutes ago right outside on the balcony.  He’s practically the same size as it, but his hair frizzed up a bit, and he started stalking it.  The squirrel didn’t even notice him, and went away after a couple of minutes.  I wish I had a camera.  (Maybe I’ll put that on my “to do list” that I’ve been ignoring.)


Time to tackle some more C++…

Thursday, August 29th, 1996 – 4:05 P.M.


Molly and I decided that we’re going to stay in tonight, since we had a bit of an overdose of partying last weekend.  Poor Kristeen was a little disappointed that she wasn’t going to get to kitty-sit again this weekend, but I told her that we’ll definitely need her next Thursday, and that she’s welcome to come visit Horus if she wants.


I got through Day 4 of my C++ book, and it did start getting a little more complicated, but it’s still nothing I can’t handle.  When Molly gets home, I’m going to ask her to go over a couple of things with me.  I’m really psyched to be learning some programming!   Maybe I can get a high-paying programming job myself, some day.

Friday, August 30th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


Well, the doctor says I’m perfectly healthy.  He suggested that I do some more exercise, more than the “zero” amount that I’m doing now, but other than that said to “keep up the good work”.  He had me take a basic eye test, where you stand so many feet away and read as many lines as you can, and I was able to read all of them.  He says that means I have at least 20-8 vision according to that chart, and that it’s not actually that uncommon to have vision that good.  When I told him that I never did before, he suggested that maybe I was just never tested for it… when I told him that I was noticing my vision had gotten a lot better, he seemed puzzled, but said that he didn’t see how it could really be something to worry about.


While that wasn’t the definitive answer I was looking for – I was hoping for something more like “Yes, that is a common reaction to someone from Michigan moving to California,” – it’s at least good to hear a doctor say that it’s probably nothing to worry about.

Saturday, August 31st, 1996 – 4:00 P.M.


Well, Molly seems to be genuinely happy for me about my “new and improved” vision.  I don’t really know if it’s a blessing or a curse.  Like the doctor said, it doesn’t seem like the kind of thing that could really be a problem… but if it’s what’s making Molly look less attractive to me, well, I almost wish it would just go back to the way it was.


Anyway, Molly could tell I was a little freaked out about the whole thing, so she took me for a drive along the PCH (Pacific Coast Highway, I think) last night.  Man, it was incredibly beautiful.  The sun was big and bright orange along the horizon, and the sky faded through several gorgeous hues before evening out into a dark blue overhead.  It was gorgeous.  Still, it didn’t really make me feel better.  I didn’t start feeling better until Molly and I picked up a used Super Nintendo on the way home at a gaming store.


We invited Rob and Tom over, but Rob was out with some new girl he’s dating, so just Tommy came over.  We played some 3-player Super Bomberman for a couple hours, and that kind of took my mind off things.  That game is about the most fun I could ever imagine a Nintendo game being.  It’s really simple:  lay bombs, kick or throw them around, or get time bombs and blow them up in somebody’s face.  But even though it’s simple, it is pure fun.


Molly’s out picking up a bag of nugs from her friend right now.  We’ve been smoking pot like 3 times a week, on average, and I’m a little concerned that we might be getting a little addicted to it.  It’s not a big deal yet, though.  And we have been having a lot of fun getting stoned recently, so maybe I just shouldn’t worry about it.


Horus is staring at me, and seems very interested in what’s going on on the screen here, so I’m going to go pay some attention to the little kitty.

Monday, September 2nd, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.


I really can’t believe it’s already September.  The weather is like exactly the same as it was when we first moved here, which was like right at the beginning of summer.  I mentioned it to Molly at lunch, and she said she feels the same way about it.  Man, California rules.


At Molly’s suggestion, I made an appointment with a vet to have Horus checked out.  We did just get him from the SPCA, and they said he has all his shots and stuff, but it will be good to hear from a vet that he’s OK, and it will also be a good thing to establish a relationship with a vet.  The appointment is for Thursday, and Molly’s going to come along during her lunch break.


I spent the morning playing through some single player Bomberman.  Man, that game really sucks single player.  Around 11:00, I shut it off and played through some Doom single player, and it was way more fun.  I haven’t looked at my C++ book since Thursday, so I’m going to go give that a shot, and when I get sick of that, I think I’m going to go on the internet.  At lunch, Molly explained how to use the modem to dial in to  HuntNet, like she has been every day since we got the service.  It doesn’t sound too difficult, and I saw her do it when she first set it up on my computer, so I’m going to give it a try.  She says there’s lots of cool stuff on the internet.  I hope she’s right!

Monday, September 2nd, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


Wow!  I got signed on to HuntNet with no problem, but then I just had this thing on my computer saying that I was connected.  I couldn’t remember what Molly told me to do next, but the only icon on my desktop that I didn’t know what it was was this icon labeled “Netscape”.  I launched that and tried “altavista.com”, which I remembered Molly going to, and tried doing a “search” for Nine Inch Nails.


I ended up finding the lyrics to every single Beastie Boys song that has ever been created, including a few that I had never even heard of!  I can’t believe the crazy amount of information that’s out there on the internet.  I’m not sure how it works, but I don’t think it’s like AOL where they provide all of the content… at least, I don’t think HuntNet would have all this information about the Beastie Boys.  I’m going to ask Molly about it when she gets home.

Tuesday, September 3rd, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Man, I love Horus.  I was working on learning some more C++ this morning (I’m on Day 6), but he was playing with this toy off in the corner of the room, and I couldn’t take my mind off what he was doing.  I was sitting there, reading my book, but in the corner of my eye I could see every single little thing he was doing.  I decided to just put the book down and go play with him, and next thing I know, it’s been an hour, and I’m getting tired before he is!  That kitty is absolutely full of energy.


So, I just took a 15 minute break to check out what’s on TV and write this journal entry, and now I’m going to take Horus for a walk on his kitty-leash before heading off to lunch with Molly.

Tuesday, September 3rd, 1996 – 3:15 P.M.


Haha!  Once again, I was pulled away from what I was doing by Horus playing with some kitty toys in the corner of the room.  This time, I was watching The People’s Court.  It was a really funny case about this blind guy whose maid stole some really expensive jewelry from him, and I was really enjoying it, but I just couldn’t bear the sight of Horus off in the corner playing all by himself.  I felt like kind of a dork, but I got up and played with him for like a half hour.


Now that I’m here on my computer, I realize that I never finished Day 6 in my C++ book, so I’m going to go do that and then chill for a bit before Molly gets home…

Wednesday, September 4th, 1996 – 4:00 P.M.


Well, you know, it’s weird having such great eye sight all of a sudden, but I’ve actually been able to take my mind off of it for the last few days.  Sure, Molly looks a little less “gorgeous”, but Horus is as cute as ever, I can read more easily than before (and faster!), and I can have more desktop space on my computer without straining my eyes.  I haven’t even really been thinking about it yesterday and today.

Wednesday, September 4th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


Horus was staring at this bird on the tree out front, and he looked so curious and cute that I just had to go over and join him.  Man, it felt good to just sit and do nothing for a few minutes… it seems like ever since we moved to California, I’ve been doing something, even if that something is just playing video games or watching TV.  I guess I was still doing something sitting there with Horus, but for the first time in recent memory, I felt a wave of peace come over me.  I forgot about Molly, and forgot about my vision, and was just staring at this crystal clear image of a bird sitting on the tree outside.  Eventually, it flew away, and I remembered that I had been writing a journal entry before that whole thing happened.


I talked to Kristeen about an hour ago, and she’s going to kitty-sit for us again tomorrow so that we can go out dancing.  Molly expressed an interest in checking out some other dance clubs in the area, but I reminded her that it would have to be an 18 and over club, and also expressed to her that I really kinda like The Boogie.  We decided that we’re going to go to The Boogie tomorrow, but we might look into getting some fake IDs and checking out some 21+ clubs.  If we can’t get IDs, we’re still going to see if there are any other 18+ clubs in the area.


Man, I’ve been resisting getting high during the day, but I get the feeling that I’m going to start if I keep smoking this stuff as much as I have been.  Maybe I need a job…

Friday, September 6th, 1996 – 12:05 P.M.


Molly and I had a really good time at The Boogie last night.  We got really high before we went off of this weird, purple bud that her friend gave her before we left.  The shit got us so fucking high that I wondered if it was laced.  God damn!  That shit was “the bomb” as they say back in Detroit.


I don’t know what set them off, maybe we smelled like pot, but two different girls tried to cut in on me and Molly dancing last night.  I told each of them to fuck off and leave us alone, and they promptly did.  I can’t believe somebody would try and cut in on me dancing with my wife!  I guess that’s what we get for going to an 18 and over club.

Saturday, September 7th, 1996 – 1:05 P.M.


Last night, Molly and I got to talking about our trip last Friday.  I was pleased to hear that it was a very spiritual experience for her, as well, and that she “didn’t even hallucinate that much”.  (She says that’s a sign of a good trip, and I believe her.)  She says that she was looking forward to our first trip together ever since our time in Vegas, and that she felt great about our marriage.  A lot more was said, but that was the gist of it, and the part that made me feel really good.


After talking for like an hour about the whole trip we had last Friday, we started making out, and ended up making love for like 3 hours.  It was passionate, too!  I’ve never seen Molly so animal.  Horus scratched at the door a couple of times, but Molly’s panting usually drowned it out.  I couldn’t help but feel for the little guy, all ignored in the living room, and hearing us banging around.  I made sure to open the door and bring him into the bed around 2:00 AM when we were done.


This morning, Molly and I were looking through the Kama Sutra some more, and came across some positions that we’re going to try soon.  While we were looking at this one really tempting position, we made eye contact, and I think I had some kind of flashback from the trip last week.  It was like Molly’s face was suddenly filled with a rainbow of different colors in weird geometric patterns.  Her eyes were the coolest of all:  a really deep chestnut brown, with some weird pulsating colors in her iris.  It passed after like a quarter of a second, but it definitely looked real.  I’ve only tripped a couple of times, and I haven’t heard anything about mushrooms causing intense flashbacks, only acid… so hopefully it won’t happen again.  For a few minutes, I was kinda quiet while I was worrying about the whole “trip flashbacks” thing, but then we came across another cool sexual position, and my mind kind of returned to my lovely wife. :)

Sunday, September 8th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


I don’t know if it’s part of being married or a result of being off “on my own”, but I’m starting to prefer Sunday to every other day of the week in a really deep way.  Weekdays have their appeal, either work and then play, or all day to yourself if you’re in the position that I am right now.  Fridays and Saturdays have a strong appeal, too, since that’s when you get to party with your friends (or your wife).  But Sundays don’t have anything particular about them… and that’s what makes them so great!  If I want, I can sit around and get stoned out of my mind.  Or, like I am today, I can totally just do jack shit and enjoy a sunny California day.


Looks like Molly’s about to take Horus for a walk, and it looks like I’m invited…

Monday, September 9th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


Well, I spent the last 3 hours making my way through days 7 and 8 of my C++ book.  I must say, I can’t believe Molly already knows C++ and doesn’t act like some know-it-all.  This stuff is seriously deep.  It reminds me of learning math… it’s like there’s this whole new way of thinking that you have to become familiar with, and more than that, you have to totally become the master of it in order to do really cool shit.  Molly says a lot of games are programmed in C++, but from what I’ve seen so far, I have absolutely no idea how that could be the case!


In any case, I know what variables, functions, programs, and header files are.  I’ve got some idea what classes and objects are, although I don’t quite understand how to turn them into a program.  I’ve written some very basic programs, like reading from a file and spitting it back out, but it hardly feels like I can do anything useful with it just yet.


Anyway, I’ve been neglecting Mario 64, so I’m going to go play that for a while…

Monday, September 9th, 1996 – 5:30 P.M.


Man, I finally found 100 coins on Cool Cool Mountain!  I spent a couple hours trying last week, but I was getting really frustrated with this slide task part.  Anyway, I finally manage to find (and get!) 100 coins, and I can move on with my life.  (Er… Mario’s life?)


Pork chops for dinner tonight… I hope Molly’s hungry!

Tuesday, September 10th, 1996 – 10:00 A.M.


Molly and I tried a couple new sexual positions last night, but for some reason, I kept getting distracted by Horus playing with a toy, or I’d spot him watching us out of the corner of my eye.  It was like he was a spot in my mind:  the whole time he was in the room, I knew exactly where he was, and it was like I could feel him looking at us, wondering what the hell we were doing.


Finally, much to Molly’s displeasure, I stopped and put him in the living room, and shut the door.  It felt kind of mean, but I tried to remind myself that he’s just a cat, and God knows how his mind works compared to ours.  He scratched at the door and meowed once in a while, but again, Molly’s vocal chords were almost enough to drown out the sounds of Horus.


I haven’t had any more “trip flashbacks”, so hopefully that was an isolated incident.  I think I’ll catch some more sleep before meeting Molly for lunch…

Tuesday, September 10th, 1996 – 6:45 P.M.


Sweet!  I managed to talk Rob and Tom into coming over to hang out and get high tonight, and they agreed to play some Super Bomberman with us.  I know I played with Molly and Tommy that one night, but that game is seriously made for four people.  I am totally stoked!


Molly says work is still going great, and that she feels like she’s learned as much programming in the last month as she ever had previously.  I know that can’t be quite true, but I’m sure it feels that way.  I’m glad her work is going well, and I’m grateful that she doesn’t think of me as some kind of slacker because I’m staying home all the time right now.  I’ve been thinking that I could either get a job or apply to college soon, since Horus will be like 6 months old in December, and I won’t feel as bad leaving him home alone.  I suppose we could get another kitten to keep him company, but that would probably also mean that I’d have to spend some more time as the “stay home hubby”, which I’m not sure I’m ready to commit to.

Wednesday, September 11th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


I was thinking about the whole Molly-looking-less-attractive thing today, and I started to not feel so bad about it, realizing that I don’t really have that much control over my mind, anyway.  Sure, I’d rather see her as beautiful than not see her as beautiful, given the choice… but like that book Gerald always read said, “When one thing becomes beautiful, another thing becomes ugly.”  I know that sounds kinda weird and spiritual, but I think there’s some truth to it.  I’ve found myself realizing that I’m actually not with Molly for her looks, anyway, and that they were just a nice bonus to an already awesome package!

Wednesday, September 11th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


Man, I got through some more of this C++ book today, but shortly after I got through Day 9, Horus started going nuts on one of his toy mice.  For a moment, I felt angry at him, and then I got really worried about that.  I mean, he’s just a cat, and he’s a totally innocent creature… and I know that, it’s not like I actually stayed angry, but it was scary that I actually felt that anger towards him just for playing around.  I tried to just ignore him, but I could see every single thing he was doing over in the corner of the room, and it was just too distracting.  I tried adjusting my position, but it was like if he even came the slightest bit into my peripheral vision, I could see him perfectly and he was distracting me.


Anyway, maybe the right solution is to take him for a walk on the kitty-leash and to make a note to stop smoking so much pot… I’ve heard that getting addicted to something can make you really irritable.

Thursday, September 12th, 1996 – 5:15 P.M.


Boogie night!  I was a little worried that Kristeen wouldn’t be able to kitty-sit any more once school started.  I know that I wasn’t allowed to stay up until midnight on school nights when I was a kid… But her Mom said that she stays up that late, anyway, and that she doesn’t have school until 9:00 AM the next day.  I didn’t question her too much, since she’s like old enough to be my Mom, too.  I’m psyched, anyway, because that means we can still go to The Boogie and dance away all our troubles! :)


While I am thinking that I’d like to keep the pot smoking to party nights and weekends, tonight I plan to get fucking blazed out of my mind.  I don’t even have a job, and I’ve still been stressing out recently!  I really need to sweat some of my worries away in an intense dance session with Molly.  (And maybe we’ll fuck all night afterwards!  Did I just write that?  Hey, it’s my diary, dammit.)


I’m going to see if Molly’s up for doing a little shopping before we go, because I’d like to get a new outfit for tonight.  She is a woman, after all, I can’t imagine her refusing a request to go shopping with her husband.  I better get dinner ready so that we have time to go shopping and everything else before we go to The Boogie.

Friday, September 13th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Man, we had a great time at The Boogie last night.  Tommy and this chick named Roslyn came with us, and we smoked a blunt at Tommy’s before we left for The Boogie.  (Tommy drove, lucky for me and Molly.)  It was like it was free admission or something, there were so many people there.  The whole place was loud as hell, packed to the brim, and every single-looking guy we passed was oogling over Molly and Ros.  Tommy and I just stayed close to them and cleared paths as best we could, and according to the girls neither of them was groped or anything weird like that.


Tommy is a really cool dude.  I hate to be so brutally honest, but I don’t see how he managed to get with a girl like Ros… she’s fairly attractive, but I find his face to be butt ugly!  I don’t remember ever thinking about it before, but I think it’s just because he’s a guy, because once I started really thinking about it… damn.  Anyway, I don’t care, frankly I usually think I’m ugly, too.  (Especially recently.)


We played some 2 on 2 pool, and then went back to Tommy’s and smoked a bit more when we got back.  It was funny, when we got back, Tommy asked if we wanted to hit the Jacuzzi, and I said “Sorry, man, Molly has to work in the morning…” … Molly smiled at us and looked at me with big eyes, and said, “Oh, I guess I forgot to tell you:  I got the morning off!”  That rocked, so we went and smoked a fat joint and then hung out in the Jacuzzi for like an hour.  We didn’t get to bed until almost 4:00 AM, but Molly slept until like a half hour ago, and now she’s getting ready for work.


I’ll probably read this again some day and think it sounds lame, but the dancing was really kind of therapeutic last night.  It was like I was totally in my own world, even more than when you’re listening to music and totally into it.  It was like I was the music… or something.  Anyway, it felt really good, and I had a great night all around.  I’m feeling pretty good about things today.  I think having Molly around this morning has been another reason I’m feeling good.


Molly’s out of the shower, so I’m going to go chat with her before she heads off to work.  The weekend is upon us!

Saturday, September 14th, 1996 – 2:05 P.M.


Ahh, I must say I am feeling pretty good today.  Not great, but far from bad.  I think I’m actually starting to get used to our new life here, married and living in California.  This morning, I didn’t even think it weird that I was in my own apartment, waking up next to my wife, hundreds of miles from the rest of my family and the town I grew up in.


I did have this weird moment in the haze between dreaming and awake, though.  Molly was already up when I woke up, but when she walked through the bedroom into the bathroom, she looked over at me and smiled.  I was still half-asleep, and for a moment, I didn’t even recognize her.  I could see her face in the most perfect detail, but it was like the face I was seeing was no longer the face I had “memorized” as her face.


I fell back asleep and had a couple of scary dreams, then got up and played with Horus a bit.  I really love that cat.  We had cats in my house when I was a kid, but it feels completely different to have your own when you’re out living on your own.  That made me feel a lot better.


After that, I played some Mario 64, and let me tell you (er, me), I have really been kicking ass at that game lately.  It’s like my 20-8 vision has turned me from a “pretty good” video game player into like the Mac-Daddy of video game players.  (Molly would laugh at me so hard for saying that.)


I guess I should just accept that, somehow, my vision went from 20-20 to 20-8 in a couple of months after I got married.  Stranger things have happened, I guess, and I suppose a lot worse could have happened than that.  I guess I should be grateful that this totally weird, seemingly supernatural thing was actually to my benefit.


I’m getting the “lustful eye” from Molly right now, so I’m going to go hang out with my wife now.

Saturday, September 14th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


I caught the last 45 minutes of Blade Runner on HBO just now while Molly was out walking Horus.  That is such a great movie.  I was like 3 years old when it came out, so I never saw it in theaters, but I saw it when I was about 12, and I’ve loved it ever since.  I think Harrison Ford as Deckard is a waaaay cooler character than Ford as Han Solo in Star Wars.  Solo is so conventional and predictable, while Deckard seems deep and thoughtful.  I know I’d be hard pressed to find anyone that agrees with me on this, but I don’t care!


It was nice to get some peace and quiet away from Horus for once.  I know he’s just a cat, but he can be distracting, always playing with his toys, meowing, scratching, and all the rest.  I do love that cat, though, I never doubt that for an instant.


I think some day there will be Replicants, or at least some kind of android or cyborg thing that is indistinguishable from a human.  And I bet a bodiless robot that can talk like a human will be around before a humanoid robot that looks and acts like a human.


Well, there’s Molly coming up the steps.  I’m gonna see if she wants to get something to eat…

Sunday, September 15th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


It’s another beautiful Sunday here in Southern California, but today has not been my ideal Sunday so far.


First, Molly told me that she was slightly concerned about how I’ve been acting lately.  She said she just wants to know what’s going on, and to see if she could help.  I told her that this whole 20-8 vision thing is kind of freaking me out, and that I’m kind of not used to being unemployed for so long.  She was understanding, and I’m not mad at her anything, but it kind of sucked to realize that the vision stuff was affecting me more than I realized.  I didn’t think Molly could tell anything was going on, but it turns out she could.


Second, and this isn’t quite as important as the conversation with Molly, but I had another weird kind if trip flashback a few minutes ago.  Molly’s over at this girl’s house that lives near here, and I was just sitting here playing Doom on the couch on my laptop.  Horus came up and sat on the arm of the couch, and I paused the game to pet him and say hi.  As I was staring at him, the image of him in my eyes slowly got clearer and clearer, until it was as crystal clear as anything I’d ever seen, and then I started seeing weird colors in his fur, and even more colors in his skin.  Normally, I don’t even notice his skin under his fur, but not only could I see it, but it was textured with crystal clear geometric patterns like the ones I saw on Molly’s face.  


It was freaky, and it lasted for like five or ten seconds (it felt like forever) before I blinked and looked away.  When I looked back, the colors were gone, but he still looked really crystal clear.  I’m not sure if I should tell Molly or not, or if I should talk to a doctor or not, but I’m going to wait and see if it keeps happening before saying anything to anyone.  It definitely freaked me out, though.


Anyway, I’m going to smoke a joint and try to take everything off my mind.  I may not be working, but vegging out is still what Sunday is all about, dammit.

Monday, September 16th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


I’ve been working on my C++ skills for the last hour or so, and I just decided that I’m going to get a job around December or shortly after.  I can spend the time at home learning how to program and generally building my computer skills, and then I’ll get a job in December doing whatever, and think about applying to college.  I might not be able to get in for Fall of ’97, I don’t know, but I can start in the Spring if I need to.

Monday, September 16th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


The C++ is starting to make a lot more sense now.  Well, more like I’m just starting to feel comfortable doing programming now.  I tried typing “C++” into Alta Vista, not sure if I would find anything, and I found a ton of message board posts and other stuff about C++.  It was really amazing to see how many people are out there programming in C++.  I found some cool guides and Frequently Asked Questions pages about it and about programming in general.  I “bookmarked” them so that I can visit them later.


I still don’t think I could find a job programming like Molly did, but hey, you never know.  She knows a lot more about computers than I do, and has been programming a lot longer.  I am going to at least look for a programming job when I start job hunting, though.

Tuesday, September 17th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


Molly decided to go to the office last night to get some extra work in on this project she’s working on, so I had the house to myself as of like 8:30 P.M.  I decided to take advantage of it and put in some time on Mario 64.  That game is the shit.  It’s got a lot of new features compared to the NES and SNES Mario games, but it still keeps the same spirit that they had.  Frankly, it almost seems “More Mario Than Mario”, to borrow the expression from Blade Runner.


I managed to find 100 coins in Shifting Sand Land just before passing out on the couch sometime around 2:00 A.M.  I woke to Molly getting in the shower this morning around 7:00 A.M., turned off the game, and got back in bed.  I’m sure I was blushing, but I was asleep by the time Molly got out of the shower.

Tuesday, September 17th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


Man, that chick that Tommy took to The Boogie a few weeks ago, Neva, just called me.  She must have gotten my number from Tommy, I don’t know when… she wanted to know if I wanted “to get coffee sometime or something”.  I remember her being an extremely attractive woman, but I was almost offended by her even asking me that.  She knows that Molly and I are married… does she think she can just bust up a marriage because she looks good?!  Back when they last spoke, Tommy told me that they had a pretty big fight before they both said something about “never seeing you again”.


It really got me to think about Molly, though, and how much I really care about her.  It’s scary, and I am actually afraid to tell her this, but I have grown to love her so much more as a person than I ever did before we got married.  I’m almost ashamed of how shallow my attraction to her was back then.  Not that I doubt my sincerity in getting married to her, but I didn’t realize it was even possible to care for someone as much as I care for her now.  I know I don’t write about it much in my diary, and maybe that’s just my own self-embarrassment at being so in love with someone, but she means the world to me, and I think I would do just about anything to make her happy.


Wow, I am practically shedding tears here!  You know, I think I’m going to go write Molly a letter, or maybe a poem!, telling her how much I really care about her.

Wednesday, September 18th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Well, I wrote that poem for Molly, and she loved it.  She wanted to put it up on the wall in the bedroom, but I convinced her to just keep it safe in a drawer, as I don’t really want anyone else to see it.  We had a long, heartfelt talk, and I was glad to hear that she is as committed to this relationship as I am.  We hung out in the Jacuzzi for about an hour, and luckily nobody else in the whole apartment complex showed up, so we had it all to ourselves.


I still think I’m going to try and get a job around December, but I don’t feel as much pressure to do it now that I’m feeling so good about my relationship with Molly.  The truth is, we have a long life ahead of us, and a few months of her working and me staying at home is not going to hurt our relationship in the long run.

Wednesday, September 18th, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


Kristeen agreed to kitty-sit for us again tomorrow.  Her Mom told me that she opened a bank account for Kristeen to save all the money she’s been earning from kitty-sitting.  She also said that she was sure her daughter would work for a lot less, but I told her that we really don’t mind paying her $20 to look after our cat once a week.  I warned her that we probably won’t need her after December or so, and she said that they figured that, anyway.


I can’t stop thinking about Boogie night!  I had so much fun last week, and right smack dab in the middle of a lot of weird, somewhat stressful days, too.  I hope I have as much fun this week, but I’m trying not to get my expectations too high.


I’ve ignored Mario 64 all day, and now I’m having cravings for that, too.  Man, that game is beautiful… I can’t believe how far video games have come!  Straight up 3-D animation the whole game through.  It’s awesome!

Thursday, September 19th, 1996 – 11:15 A.M.


Man, that bitch Neva just called here again.  I told her to fuck off, and she started totally trying to seduce me.  I just hung up on her, and half-expected her to call back immediately, but she didn’t.  A very small part of me is flattered that she wants me, or whatever, but another part of me thinks that she may be doing this based on some kind of subtle message she thought she got from me.  I’m a nice guy, sure, but I’m never saying “I want you” when I’m nice to a woman.  I don’t know, it’s probably best not to think about it… no doubt there are a lot of weirdos out here in California.  Molly and I aren’t the first people to be attracted to Cali for its various Heavenly aspects.

Thursday, September 19th, 1996 – 8:15 P.M.


Ah, and Boogie time is upon us.  I just finished getting ready, but Molly decided she is going to completely change her outfit and maybe makeup too, so I’m left with a couple of minutes to spare.


I managed not to think about the whole Neva thing for the rest of the day, and now that I think of it (well, see it in the above entry), I really don’t think it’s anything to get worked up about.  I don’t think I’m going to tell Molly about it, because there really is no point.  She doesn’t need any reassurance as to how committed I am to her, and she doesn’t need to be thinking about other chicks that want me.  In fact, if I told her, she would probably wonder (in the back of her mind) if I was trying to manipulate her or something, since there’s no real reason for me to tell her.  Not that Molly doesn’t trust me, but she is all into psychology and whatnot…


Tommy and Ros are coming with us, again, which is cool.  They seem really good together, and they seem like they could each be a friend of ours as an individual.  (Well, Tommy has been already.)  They haven’t known each other that long, but I could see them being together for a while.  Then again, Tommy kinda seems like one of those people that never stays with a chick longer than a couple of months.  And then again, people do tend to be less like that as they get older.  I guess we’ll see!


Well, I seem to be the best joint roller in the group (none of us are really that good), so I better get one rolled so we can get high and Boogie it up in a timely fashion when Molly’s ready.

Friday, September 20th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Well, Molly had to go to bed at a (somewhat) reasonable time last night, so we didn’t party quite as heartily as we did last week, but since Tommy and Roslyn are college kids, they didn’t have to go to bed at any particular time.  I was just going to go home and go to bed with Molly, but she urged me to stay up and party with them if I wanted to, so I hit up the Jacuzzi and some more buds with Tommy and Roslyn when we got back.


The dancing was good like last week, and there were a lot of people there again.  It occurred to me that school just started recently, and maybe that’s the reason for the huge increase in people at The Boogie on Thursdays.  That kind of doesn’t make sense to me, really, since it seems like people would party more in the summer… especially on a Thursday… but I suppose a lot of kids in this area might go on vacation with their families and shit during the summer months.


In any case, the place was “bumpin’”, as they say, and we had a great time.  We danced for like 90% of our time there, only stopping once or twice to go outside and smoke clove cigarettes with Tommy and Roslyn.  I must have sweated off like 10 pounds!  (Well, not really.)  The strobe lights were hurting my eyes a little bit, but I just squinted or turned away as much as I needed to.


I didn’t even wake up this morning when Molly left for work, which is unusual, but not that big of a surprise.  I didn’t get to bed until like 4:00 A.M. (about the same as last week).  


And today… I don’t feel like doing shit.  Maybe after lunch with Molly I’ll actually have the energy to play Mario 64 for a while.

Friday, September 20th, 1996 – 8:00 P.M.


Struck by the will to party, Molly picked up a big-ass bag of nugs from her friend after work today, and declared when she got home that we are going to The Boogie again tonight.  At first, I wanted to argue with her, but it was obvious that there was to be no reasoning with her about it.  She invited Tommy (and thus, Roslyn), and I totally expected him to refuse, feeling the same way I did… but he was immediately like “Yeah!” (she said), and Roslyn is going, too.  


This bud doesn’t even look real, as I’m looking at it sitting on the coffee table right in front of me.  It looks like… well, it looks like some kind of plastic model of marijuana.  Man, I just stopped to touch it, because I actually doubted that it was real, but it sure as hell is real.  (And sticky as hell.)  That was kind of freaky…


We really should buy a glass bowl if we’re going to be smoking as much bug as we have been around here.  I guess I forgot to keep checking my “to do” list.  Anyway, until we do, it’s joints for us… so I better get rolling.

Saturday, September 21st, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.


Man, I was so doubtful that we’d have the energy to party much last night, but my God, we did.  On the way home, Tommy insisted on trying to buy some alcohol, even though he’s only 20... and they sold to him, so we wound up with a HUGE bottle of Captain Morgan’s Rum.  I could see little specks of stuff floating in it, but I knew it might just be my 20-8 vision, so I pulled Molly aside to ask her if she saw them too.  She said she didn’t, so I just forced myself to pretend I didn’t see them.  (Maybe they were super tiny bubbles?)


We all got fucking hammered, and smoked a huge-ass blunt, too.  We were in the Jacuzzi drinking Rum-and-Cokes until the break of dawn, at which point we all kind of decided to go to bed.  It was obvious to me, just by facial expressions, that both couples were about to go make mad, intoxicated love for hours on end… but the rest of the group seemed to think they were fooling each other.


Man, I feel like shit now, and I think I’m going to puke some more in a minute.  After that, I’m going to bed… in fact, I can’t believe I even had the strength or the awareness to write this journal entry!

Sunday, September 22nd, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


Oh boy, do I feel better.  Molly and I just got up about twenty minutes ago.  We went to bed at like midnight, so we slept like… 13 hours.  Wow.


Yesterday was quite a sight.  It would have made a great scene for a movie.  Molly and I were both in the bathroom puking all through the day… sometimes I would be waiting for her to finish just so I could step up and puke, too.  She did the same a couple times.  It was fucking gross.  But we were both too hung over to even realize how gross it was.  Man, I have never been that drunk.  And never that hung over.  I didn’t even think it was possible to get so hung over!


But, thank God, we are both feeling almost 100% today.  If there’s one thing I can say about getting so hung over, it’s that it makes you appreciate just how good it feels to just be sober and rested.


Well, I better get some breakfast, I don’t think I kept one thing down all day yesterday.

Sunday, September 22nd, 1996 – 6:15 P.M.


I am high as a motherfucker.  I think I’ll stick to pot from now on!

Monday, September 23rd, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


I was playing Mario 64 before lunch, kicking lots of Bowser ass (or something), and Horus started chasing the Koopa Troopas.  At first, it was really cute, and I was messing around with him for like twenty minutes.  Then I decided I wanted to play the game again, and I could not get him to leave the TV alone!  Then he was really clawing at the TV with major enthusiasm, and I was worried that he was going to scratch the TV.  I was getting really annoyed…


So, eventually, I got him to pay attention to one of his toys instead of the game.  After a few minutes, though, I just couldn’t take my mind off of Horus playing with the toys.  I kept trying to just pay attention to Mario, but I just couldn’t.  Then I kept thinking about what Horus must have been thinking, playing with that toy… like if he really thought it was alive, or if he knew that it was just a toy, but wanted to play with it anyway.


So I tried to just stop playing Mario and just watch Horus, because he really is a cute little kitten still.  So I’m watching him play with this little green mouse, and all of a sudden, I got that rainbow skin thing, and I could see like every individual hair on his back.  The rest of the room seemed to get really crystal clear, too, and I could see little colors coming out of the walls, the counter, everything.  Not rainbows, but gradients of color through like every surface in the room.


I started really freaking out, blinking like crazy, walking around the room, looking outside (which also looked similarly fucked up).  After a couple minutes of this, I laid down and shut my eyes.  To my utter disbelief, I was even seeing weird things under my eyelids, but even kids see weird stuff under their eyelids, so that wasn’t quite as weird.  I am not sure how long I laid there, it must have been like 5 or 10 minutes, but it felt a lot longer because I was so scared.  When I opened my eyes, I was still seeing everything really clearly, but at least the weird colors were gone.  I walked around a bit, went outside, looked at Horus very intensely, but it didn’t come back.


I’m a little worried that I’m getting intense trip flashbacks.  I’m even more worried that it’s something worse than that, although I don’t really know what it could be.  It really reminds me of something I saw on TV somewhere once, but I can’t put my finger on it…


Lunch with Molly kind of took my mind off it, so I’m feeling a lot better now, but I still get really nervous when I recall exactly what it felt like to be going through that.  It was easily the freakiest thing I’ve ever experienced.


Maybe I should pray or something, but I really don’t believe in God, so I almost think that could be a bad idea to try at all.  (God is vengeful, if he exists, right?)  I don’t know… I think I’ll just not go down that train of thought, and play some more Mario 64.  It occurred to me I could lock Horus in the bedroom, but doesn’t that kind of defeat the point of me staying home to keep him company?

Thursday, September 26th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


I haven’t been writing in my journal because I have been trying to avoid what happened to me (and my vision) on Monday, and I knew my last entry talked all about it.  I think I’m finally confident enough that it won’t happen again that I can start making journal entries again.  Though now that I really think about it, I’m not really all that confident that it won’t happen again.  The first couple of times, it seemed like a really crazy fluke, and that it might go away… but that last time was really fucking freaky.


Whatever the case, Molly and I are going to The Boogie tonight, and hopefully that will act as some kind of therapy.  It does always seem to make me feel better.  One thing is for sure, though:  I’m not getting drunk again this weekend!  My whole weekend was totally consumed by that drinking Friday night last weekend.


Dare I play some Mario 64 before we head to The Boogie?  Yes, I think that seems like a good idea.  Maybe I should get high first so that Horus doesn’t piss me off if he gets in my way.

Friday, September 27th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


The Boogie was a good time last night.  It did feel kind of therapeutic, but I guess it was stupid to think it could completely get rid of my anxiety about the flashbacks.


It occurred to me that maybe we’re getting laced weed or something, and I’m the only one having a bad reaction to it.  I think I’m going to lay off the pot for a while.  I know Molly will be a little disappointed, because we’ve been having a lot of fun getting high, but I don’t think anything is more important our love to either of us, so I think it will be fine.


I just hope I don’t start drinking as a reaction to cutting out the pot :)  Time for some Mario 64…

Saturday, September 28th, 1996 – 2:30 A.M.


I never realized just how much gaming I could do on a Friday night in my own apartment if I’m left by myself.  Molly’s friend, Alita, from The Ceramic Cup, invited her to hang out with “the girls” at her place, and she’s still over there.  I’m not really sure what a night with a bunch of girls would consist of, but I’m sure she’s having fun.  (She did seem pretty excited.)


Mario 64 is awesome!  I remember playing Super Mario Bros 1 through 3 for regular Nintendo, and that was a lot of fun.  In all honesty, it really was pretty weak compared to Mario 64, though.  The original games had a certain appeal, there’s no doubt about that, but Mario 64 has a depth and a wider range of skills required that make it far superior to the NES and SNES games, in my opinion.


I’ve gotten 85 stars so far, so I’m more than 2/3 of the way done.  Supposedly there are 120.  Part of me wants to just stay up until I finish it, even if it takes me until midnight tonight (that’s Saturday), but I think I’ll just stay up until 4:00 and then go to bed.  Whatever I don’t finish will be more fun left for later.  


I think N64 is now officially out in the US, so I may be able to get some more games soon.  The only other game that store had was Wave Race 64.  It looked pretty cool, but I’m not buying anything else until I’ve beaten Mario.


I’m surprised, I’m actually kinda wanting some bud.  I didn’t think that stuff was addictive, but here I am, craving it.  It’s no big deal, though.  I’ll just make some more coffee…


Bowser, I’m comin’ to get ya!

Saturday, September 28th, 1996 – 3:00 P.M.


I can’t believe it, but this morning Molly and I were sitting on the couch, sipping some coffee (well, it felt like morning), and she started talking about this girl named Rachelle that she met at the party.  She was grinning like a schoolgirl, and I was starting to wonder if my wife was becoming a lesbian or something.  She went on and on about how fun and energetic this girl was, and made a couple references to her “nice breasts” and “stunning legs”.  It was starting to make me want to take Molly into the bedroom when she finally got to the point.


She actually suggested, insisting that it was “just an idea” and that she wouldn’t care if I didn’t want to, that we might enjoy having a threesome with her.  I was immediately, well, erect, but in all honesty, I just don’t think I’m ready for that kind of thing.  It really is amazing… all through my teenage years, I’ve thought that a threesome would be the greatest thing that could ever happen to a man.  But it when the choice was upon me, I realized that I really wouldn’t enjoy sex too much with two women than I do already with Molly.  In fact, I would hate having to force myself to get sexual with a woman that I didn’t really care about.  I guess if I was high as fuck, it might be different, but I’m kind of trying not to get high at the moment, either.


Anyway, after some talking, I agreed that I might be up for it at some point, but right now I’m just in too weird a stage of my life to do something as crazy as have a threesome with my wife and another beautiful woman.  Molly wasn’t mad or anything, and I actually think she was flattered by my refusing, because I received some rare oral-pleasure-without-getting-undressed.  Yeah!


I’m kind of flattered too, really, because I’d met this girl once when she was getting coffee at The Ceramic Cup, and I guess that means she thinks I look good.  That’s cool!


I’m feeling pretty good today.  I’m not really craving weed, I’m not hung over, I’m well rested, and I’m enjoying some coffee.


Molly is motioning to me (trying not to “disturb my writing”) that she wants me to come with her to take Horus for a walk, so I’m going to oblige her.  I can’t believe I turned down a threesome…

Saturday, September 28th, 1996 – 7:30 P.M.


It’s a sad thing to realize, but I am starting to think that Molly’s looks really had a lot to do with my attraction her until recently.  Not that I find her ugly or anything.  Quite the contrary, she is still one of the most attractive women I have ever seen.  But I just don’t find her turning me on when I look at her any more.  Part of me wants to think that it’s because we’re married, and part of the magic of our relationship is kind of waning, but I really don’t think so.  I still want to be attracted to her, and I still want to be turned on.  But I see so many weird marks and dips and bumps all over her skin now that I just can’t believe that she is the same woman that I married 3 months ago.


I’m glad I married Molly.  I definitely don’t regret it, and I feel a more “real” love for her now than I did when we got married.  I love her for who she is inside, and I love her company, and I love that she is my wife for ever and ever.  I suppose at some point I won’t need someone to look good in order to be, well, aroused (I guess is the right term) by them.  But I’m still 18 years old, and since I don’t find her (or mostly any other woman) to be nearly as attractive as I used to, I’m just not as turned on any more.


I’m kind of torn as to whether to tell all of this to Molly, but I think I’ll just keep it to myself for now.  It’s probably been weird enough to be around me lately that I shouldn’t go telling her that I don’t find her attractive any more.  I’m sure I’ll get used to my newfound eye sight soon enough, and since she really is extremely beautiful, I’m sure she’ll look beautiful again once that happens.  I hope.


Man, now I feel kind of guilty for writing all this… but I guess Molly is the one that urged me to start this diary, so it’s probably better that I get it all down than keeping it bottled up, or worse, not even forming it into coherent thoughts.

Sunday, September 29th, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Molly and I took a ride down the PCH, and it was intensely beautiful, but it only made me realize how attached to how things look I am.  Really, if just the look of something can make me feel that good, there is something really wrong with how my mind works.

Monday, September 30th, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Man, I underestimated how long Mario 64 would take me… 101 stars, and I’m really having trouble finding/obtaining the rest.

Monday, September 30th, 1996 – 7:30 P.M.


I just spent an hour playing Mario 64, and didn’t get one more star.  Argh!


Tommy called a few minutes ago, and he invited me and Molly to join him in the Jacuzzi with him and Ros.  The 3 of them are going to smoke some bongs at Tommy’s first, but I am going to abstain from getting high.  I decided that I’ll try not smoking pot until I have another weird flashback type thing, and if that happens again, I’ll just smoke as much as I want.

Tuesday, October 1st, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Oh yeah!  119 stars, and I know where the last one is.  I’ve played Mario for like 5 hours today so far, so I decided to put it down and finish it tomorrow.


It felt good to actually hang out with some people that are stoned without smoking pot myself.  It seems a lot worse than it really is once you just do it.  I actually had a really good time just chillin’ out sober with Molly, Tommy, and Ros, and I’m tempted to just not smoke pot ever again, even if it isn’t what’s been making me have those weird visual things happen.  I can actually kind of see how much it’s been affecting my mind this summer!


Molly and I are going to go to a nice, sit-down restaurant tonight, which I suggested to her while we were at lunch.  I’m sort of guessing, but I think she might feel a little dissed by me refusing to have that threesome with her.  The truth is, though, that I think she might really regret it once we started getting naked.  Like all girls, she can be pretty sensitive, and I’m not sure how she’d react to seeing me get sexual with some other woman.  I know she thinks she could handle it, and maybe she could, but it just seems kind of stupid.

Wednesday, October 2nd, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


Hahaha!  Rachelle just called me and pleaded with me to have a threesome with her and Molly.  She made a point by point argument, which she obviously prepared in advance, trying to convince me of the benefits to everyone involved.  From what I can gather, there are a couple main things here:  1) she’s bisexual, and is attracted to both me and Molly, 2) she really hates condoms, 3) she’s paranoid about diseases, and trusts that a married couple would be “clean”.  Apparently she has a boyfriend, but they don’t do anything “erotic”, she says, and Molly told her about how we tried some shit from the Kama Sutra.  I was fucking laughing out loud at her on the phone, and trying to be nice about the fact that I don’t want to do it, but she had no shame in just begging me and trying to make her case to me.


Man, what I wouldn’t give to have that phone call on tape… that is probably something that will never happen to me again!

Thursday, October 3rd, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Oh my God.


I was hanging out with Horus this morning, feeling bad about how I was getting angry at him in recent weeks, and he was laying on my lap, purring.  I was petting him and he was loving it.  All of a sudden, the colors on his skin started to appear again, and I started seeing weird details on each hair on his back, and I sort of started to freak out inside.  Then this kind of calm came over me, though, and I just kept looking at him.  I guess I figured there was nothing I could do about it, anyway, so why get worked up?


As I kept looking at him, the colors kept getting more intense, and brighter, and very, very slowly, I started to realize what I was seeing.  After about 15 seconds of slowly getting more intense, I realized I could actually see individual cells on his back!  I was sitting there, staring at what must have been millions of individual cells on his back.  I wasn’t exactly seeing each one in perfect detail, but I could definitely make out their shapes, and they reminded me of shit that I saw in a microscope in Biology in 10th grade.


I was in utter disbelief for a minute, but I couldn’t take my mind off it.  This time, I knew it wasn’t a hallucination.  Actually, I’m surprised I didn’t realize that I might be seeing microscopic shit the other times this happened, but it is such a fucking weird idea, I guess it just would never cross my mind until I saw it straight up.


At this point, I really can tell something super fucked up is happening to me.  In the past, I’ve thought about how Molly is “magical”… at least, that’s the word I used when I was thinking about it.  Is it possible that she really is magical?  Is it possible that marrying her, when I don’t believe in God, actually caused some kind of crazy shit to happen to my eyesight?  Or maybe it made something happen to my mind, instead, and I’m just going completely fucking crazy?  But then how could I fake an eye exam?


I really don’t know what’s going on, but now I can see these kind of microscopic details at will when I’m looking at Horus or anything else.  In fact, it takes some effort to unfocus my eyes just to be able to read this text on the screen.


I got over a bout of speechlessness before actually forcing myself to write this.  I don’t know what I’m going to do… I don’t even know if it’s a bad thing or not, or what, or if I should even try and do anything about it… and, worst of all, I don’t know if I should tell Molly about it or not.


Maybe I’ll go take a nap.  With any luck, I’ll wake up from a dream and realize none of this is real.

Thursday, October 3rd, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


Well, the nap didn’t change anything… I can still see microscopic details in everything if I focus on it for a second.  I only  napped for about 45 minutes before I had to get up and go to lunch with Molly.  For a few minutes, during a conversation about old times in high school, I actually forgot about my microscopic vision, but then I started looking at Molly and seeing the cells on her face, and I quickly tensed up.  Molly could tell something was going on, and God knows what she thinks was the look in my eyes in that moment, but I’m sure she would never suspect what is actually going on.  What she does suspect, though, is equally a mystery to me.


When I got home, I sat down on the couch and thought about my options.  My first option is to just learn to live with this condition, and try not to let it interfere with my life.  My first instinct was to do just that.  It’s not like this ability really needs to be something other people know about, and I will certainly get used to it eventually.  The odds of anybody believing me seem pretty slim… I kind of think people are more likely to think I’m straight up insane.


Another option is to try and figure out what is happening to me.  Maybe if I learned the ways of the Buddha, or whatever, I could get in touch with the spiritual reason for this happening to me.  All I know about Buddhism is what I learned in high school in Global Studies, but I sort of respect Buddhism as a very true religion, since they don’t force anything down your throats.  At least, according to what I’ve read, the Buddha encouraged people to question what he taught them, and to only embody it once they concluded that it was correct.


The thing is, I haven’t believed in God at all for like 8 years or so, and when I did, I only did because I hadn’t questioned it yet.  But if there’s nothing supernatural going on here, what the fuck is going on?  I mean, if it isn’t supernatural, how is it happening?  Maybe it’s a reaction to some kind of radiation in this area of California or something.  Who knows?


And, assuming somebody could figure it out, how the hell am I supposed to find them without convincing dozens of other people that I am totally fucking insane?


At the moment, I really have no idea what the fuck to do.  I think I’ll go with Option A for the moment, and just try not to let it interfere with my life.  After all, it’s only better vision, so I can see at least the same things everybody else sees, right?

Thursday, October 3rd, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Well, so far, so good.  I finished Mario 64, and went and bought Super Mario World for Super Nintendo used at that gaming store.  I started playing through that, and it really is pretty fun.  There are a load of features that it doesn’t have compared to Mario 64, but it adds a certain kind of nostalgic feeling to it that I really like.


While I have to exert conscious effort just to see things sort of the way I used to, I can tell that it’s slowly becoming easier to do so.  It kind of gives me a headache, though, and one that I can feel in my eyes, which is even worse.  When my eyesight was normal, I never thought about the focusing of my eyes, and now I’m thinking about it all the time.  It’s certainly a pain in the ass, but I really think I might be able to get used to it.

Friday, October 4th, 1996 – 10:30 A.M.


Man, how FUCKED am I?


We went to The Boogie again last night, and I decided to get high with Molly before we went, since my problems have only gotten worse since I stopped smoking pot.  All was well for a while.  We got there without me wigging out, and Molly wasn’t looking too weird to me yet, and I was pretty chilled.  


After dancing for about 30 minutes, I looked up and everything was in microscopic detail for me!  The room looked about 50 times bigger than it really was, because I could see so much detail.  I very nearly puked right on the dance floor, and had to excuse myself to the bathroom.  Molly followed me most of the way there, asking if I was OK, and I could only tell her that I was starting to feel nauseous and that I might puke.  When I saw that look in her eye – in excruciating detail, too – I wanted to just break down crying right there.  It was like she could see a ghost inside me, and I was no longer Lucas Maeler, no longer her husband, no longer the man she fell in love with.  At least, that’s how it looked to me.


The sight of the thousand upon thousands of little organisms in the water of the toilet didn’t help, and I quickly started puking like crazy.  When I got out of the bathroom, Molly was waiting for me, and before I could even begin to make up a story for why I might be puking, we were approached by a bouncer.  He thought I had been drinking, and given the X’s on my hand, indicating that I wasn’t old enough to drink, we were kicked out.  They told us to come back when we were ready to enjoy the place sober.  I tried to explain to them that I was just sick, but they just told us to leave immediately.


Molly was actually really patient with me on the way home… I was worried she would be fucking pissed with me, but she wasn’t.  She was really worried about me, and asked me if I needed to go to a hospital at least half a dozen times.  The pot probably wasn’t helping matters any, as it only made me a little more irrational than I would normally be.  Molly was driving, and I could see her trying extremely hard to hold back the tears that were welling up in her eyes.  I wanted to cry, too, but I was still doing my best to try and convince her that I simply got sick, so I just acted the best I could and went with it.


Molly stayed up with me for a little while, and we even cuddled while watching some stupid reruns on TV.  In the comfort of my home, and under the touch of my lovely wife, I was able to focus my eyes to a “normal vision” kind of mode, and I think Molly was convinced, by the time we went to bed, that I was in fact OK on the inside.  


Thank God for that, because my love for Molly as a person has grown drastically since all this weirdness began.  I practically felt a knife piercing my heart that moment in the car when she almost started crying.


Anyway, I had fucked up dreams of weird, devilish shit last night, and I distinctly remember realizing that “I am in Hell” at one point.  I’d like to analyze those dreams and realize something meaningful, but I think they were simply dreams trying to express the anguish I felt inside last night.  At least I realized just how fucked up my life could get if I just try to cope with my newfound vision… it could have been worse.


I’m going to try and just chill back today, maybe go for a walk with Horus and try to become good at unfocusing my eyes.  Hey, maybe I could actually learn to live my life with this microscopic vision “on” at all times… you never know.

Friday, October 4th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


Now I don’t know what to think.  Today, I’ve had no problem keeping my eyes unfocused, in “normal vision”, as I’ve been thinking of it.  I had lunch with Molly, and we talked about how “weird” what happened to me at The Boogie was, and I think I convinced her that it was probably just because I hadn’t smoked much pot recently, and had a weird reaction to it.  She was a little confused about it all, but agreed that it was possible.


After we got off of that topic, we had a really enjoyable lunch together, and I think everything is cool between us now.  Not that it wasn’t before, but I know she was a little weirded out by what happened to me last night.  Honestly, I would be too.  I’ve never had something like that happen to me.  Plus, when we got sick from drinking too much a couple weeks ago, we both felt almost exactly the same, so it probably seemed weird to Molly that I would get sick from the pot when she didn’t.


I tried keeping my eyes “totally focused” for about 10 minutes while I was out walking alone.  While it felt better on my eyes than trying to unfocus them all the time, it really made me feel dizzy, and it totally fucked with my depth perception.  Everything looked really far away because I could see so much detail in it.  I actually almost puked on the sidewalk a couple of times while I was doing that, but I really think that if I could just get used to it, I might be able to handle it.


You know, maybe I should just try and stay in “super vision” mode (as I’ve been thinking of it) for a little longer each day, and eventually I’ll be able to stay like that all the time.  Sure, it will take some practice before I can handle it all the time, but I think that’s probably the best bet in the long run.  If I keep unfocusing my eyes, I’ll probably have headaches all the time, and there’s no way I can keep it that way every single second of the day.  When the super vision does kick in, I might have another incident like I had at The Boogie, and after that has happened enough times, people are really going to start investigating what is really wrong with me.  People that puke all the time are not normal.


Even when I’ve done mushrooms, and attained crazy states of consciousness where there is this absolute calm, I have never experienced a feeling so weird as the one I had at The Boogie last night in the bathroom.  I felt completely helpless.  I wouldn’t have been surprised if those little dots in the toilet water grew up into life sized beings and started tormenting me like demons.  If there’s one thing I’m trying to accomplish in getting used to this vision, it’s to keep from ever experiencing that feeling again.  It was pure anguish.

Friday, October 4th, 1996 – 6:45 P.M.


Well, Tommy invited Molly and me over to his place to chill tonight.  I told him I needed to talk to Molly, and he said “Cool” and told me to call him back.  


Really, though, I needed time to think about it.  I’m kind of afraid that the same thing is going to happen to me as last night… but part of me feels like the worst is over, and that I can handle it if I really put my mind to it.  After I decided I thought I could handle it, I really did talk to Molly, and she said she’s down to chill.  (Oh yeah, Ros is gonna be there too.)  I called him back and suggested that we chill here instead, since I’d like to keep the kitty company, and he said that’s cool, and they’re going to be over here in like an hour.


It kind of feels like the moment of truth… if I can get through tonight without wigging out, and without anyone realizing I’ve “got issues” or something, I think I’ll be in the clear to live with this “super vision” that I’ve somehow been blessed/cursed with.


Molly is taking Horus for a walk (I decided to stay home so I could type this), and I think I’m going to play some Super Mario World to try and relax before the partying begins.  God, if you’re anywhere out there, now would be the time to give me strength.

Saturday, October 5th 1996 – 2:45 A.M.


Well, Molly and I are off to bed, but I just wanted to note that I feel really good about how tonight went.  I honestly got “in the groove” of my crazy eyesight, sometimes staying unfocused, sometimes looking at the fucked up microscopic details of everyone in the room.


Lots of fun.

Saturday, October 5th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


Shortly after Noon, a friend of Molly’s (Alita, I think she said) called her and asked if she felt like going shopping with her.  Molly checked if it was OK with me, and I told her “of course”.  Alita picked her up shortly after, Molly and I had a more-passionate-than-usual goodbye kiss, and she left.


I decided, after my success in navigating my visual abilities last night, to go for a long walk and see what I could see.  I was amazed.  The amount of shit that is truly going on beneath the veil of what human vision is capable of is truly amazing.  An ant looks so much less disgusting, and yet so much more freaky when you can see it at a detail level equal to what normal people see another person with.  Words don’t do it justice.


I went over a bridge that overlooks a highway, and I stopped and looked off into the distance.  I could see every single individual car for such a long way that I couldn’t even fathom how far it was.  It might have been a mile, it might have been 10, I really don’t know.  I could see people in their cars, some of them frustrated with traffic, some of them bopping their heads to music, some of them picking their nose… one of them even getting a blow job from the woman in the passenger seat.  I even spotted one car of four kids passing a blunt around.


I am kind of amazed at how much I can see right now, but it’s only been a couple of days since I really realized what was going on with my eyesight.  My thought processes about the world are already seeming so weird that I sort of wonder how long I can retain my sanity.  At this very moment, I really have no idea how long I can handle this.

Tuesday, October 8th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


I missed a couple days there.  I was kind of wrapped up in what I was seeing.  My vision has gotten slightly better than it was late last week, and I can now see a lot more detail in the cells on my cat’s back (and in everyone).  We learn in school that beings are made up of smaller living things, like cells, and that these cells make organs, and that all of these organs combine to make a person.  Seeing it in action makes me realize it all the time, though, and I can’t help but wonder if the person is really any more important than the parts that make it up.


When I wash my hands, I can see the bacteria dying and going down the drain.  When I shit and look down at my shit, I can see living cells, and little organic particles that combine to make what we call “shit”.  It doesn’t even look brown to me any more unless I unfocus my eyes… with my eyes totally focused, it looks like an array of different hues that I would never describe as brown.


I still try and reconcile what I see now with what I used to see.  It’s not as if anything has changed… I can just see more now.  Still, my thoughts are not the same, and I think if I could see them as accurately as I can see the world now, I would see drastically different patterns in my “thought streams”, if you could call them that, than I would have seen six months ago.

Tuesday, October 8th, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


I changed my mind.  I am not keeping my “super vision” on all the time.  It will drive me fucking insane.  At lunch with Molly, she suggested I see a counselor to talk about “whatever’s going on with me”.  At first, I was angry, and then I realized that she really had every right to think that about me.  A moment after being angry, I was ready to break down in tears, and Molly just held my hand and told me everything would be OK.


I can’t forget all this crazy shit that I’ve seen, but I certainly can keep myself from seeing it if I really try.  I’ve done it for limited periods, and even though it’s been giving me headaches, I’m going to try and just work through them.  Maybe it will become automatic!  I can only hope.

Tuesday, October 8th, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


Nope, not going to happen.  I get the most raging headaches, and when I lose my will and let my eyes focus, I start to feel nauseous like I did at The Boogie that one night.  My only option is to learn to live with my super vision.


I’m going to suggest to Molly that we start going to church.  My parents are both Christian, and while I don’t really believe in the religion of Christianity, I really need something of a spiritual nature to latch onto right now.  Even just the idea of a God existing somewhere is really comforting to me right now.  If God exists, he has better vision than me, and he gets by… if he doesn’t, well, I am completely alone in my problem.

Thursday, October 10th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


Man, I thought I was experiencing tension back when Molly started to look less attractive because of my good eyesight.  I had no idea what I was in for.  These last couple of days, I have had such a wide range of thoughts and emotions that I would almost call myself “officially mad”.  I’ve thought about the suffering of microscopic organisms due to humanity, and I’ve thought about human beings being akin to God when compared to microscopic organisms.  I’ve seen Horus’s heart beat faster when I start showing signs of anxiety, and I’ve wondered if I am causing him to suffer by just being around him.  I’ve seen hundreds of ants scurry through the grass, completely invisible to the people walking on the sidewalk nearby, and I’ve seen people step on dozens of insects at once without ever realizing it.


Molly said she’s “totally up for” going to Church on Sunday.  The thing is, I know she doesn’t believe in Christianity, either, and doesn’t even believe in God.  On the one hand, I kind of feel like she’s patronizing me for being willing to go anyway… on the other hand, what would I do in her shoes?  What can I expect her to do when her husband, who she knows is an atheist, all of a sudden wants to start attending church?  And this suggestion comes (seemingly) out of the blue a week after he gets nauseous and pukes at The Boogie, resulting in both of them getting kicked out of the club.


Speaking of which, I know she is still going to want to go to The Boogie tonight, but I am so afraid to set foot in that place… you’d think it was one of the dimensions of Hell with how afraid of it I am right now.  I never thought my growing eyesight would cause problems for me until last Thursday at The Boogie.  Now I’m afraid that I’m going to go completely mad because of it.


I have gotten a little more used to how much I can see now, though.  I still feel tension in almost every moment because I am seeing things that I’ve never seen before, and thinking thoughts I’ve never thought before, but I would say my tension has gone down at least 10% since two days ago.  I’m still sweating if the A/C isn’t on really high, but I can at least focus on something (got through a bit more of Mario World) if I really put my mind to it.


How long will this “stage of Hell” last?  I’ll see, I suppose.  I can see everything else, can’t I?

Tuesday, October 15th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


I decided to take a few days off from doing journal entries, and I’m glad I did.  I realized that writing down every detail of the painful thoughts I was having was probably making things worse.  When things are good, putting unformed thoughts into a coherent form can help them get expressed… but when things are the way they have been, I feel like forcing them into a coherent form would only make things worse.


Really, I’m feeling better.  (I wouldn’t be writing this if I weren’t.)  I stayed in all weekend, including Thursday night, and Molly’s been hanging out with Alita a bit more now.  I’m glad, that she has someone to go to while I’m in this weird state, though.  I think if I can just keep up what I’ve been doing, I’ll be pretty much “OK” in a week or two.


Oh, and what I’ve been doing is just living with my super eyesight.  The world is a completely different place when you’re eyes are fucking microscopes, but it’s not like there ain’t oxygen in the air anymore.  Food, clothing, and shelter will not disappear just because I can see every living cell on an animal’s body.


I might drop the frequency of journal entries to every couple of days until I feel confident that I am not going to totally lose my mind.  I think in a couple weeks I’ll be able to start living my life again in a way at least close to what it was two or three months ago.

Friday, October 18th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


Life will never be the same for me is something I am really starting to just accept.  Molly can tell that I’m not physically attracted to her as much as I used to be… So far, it hasn’t affected her too much, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she wants to get divorced eventually.  I know that’s a drastic thing to say, but I think I know how women work, to some degree, and if she doesn’t think I find her beautiful, she’ll probably think that I don’t love her as much anymore.

The truth is I love her now more than ever, but I guess she’s used to that love being as physical as mental, and it’s slowly becoming far more mental than physical.  Instead of her breasts or her hips seeming beautiful to me, her heart rate increasing when I kiss her seems beautiful to me now.  The way I can tell she’s acting when she tries to convince me of something seems unbelievably cute to me now.

Sunday, October 20th, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.


Well, we went to Church for the first time today, and I really enjoyed it.  I’m not like a born-again yet or anything, but I am starting to be more open to the idea of a God out there, somewhere, omniscient and omnipotent.  I remembered going to Church with my parents when I was younger, and I realized that I am not defined by my vision.  Even if I have some freak of nature eyesight, I am still the same person on the inside.


Molly even seemed to enjoy the service.  That was a pleasant surprise, since I knew she was only doing it for me.  Who knows, maybe we’ll be straight up Christians a year from now?


Even though it’s kind of the opposite of going to Church, I am going to try and get intimate with Molly tonight.  We haven’t made love since before that first Boogie incident, and I am really starting to worry about what she might be thinking because of it.  It’s definitely my fault, too, because she’s made advances a few times… but it just never felt right, and I felt like I’d be faking my feelings about her and that she’d be able to tell.  Today I decided that I don’t care if she can tell I feel different about things now, because I do, and she’s my wife, and she deserves to know that.

Monday, October 21st, 1996 – 10:30 A.M.


Making love to Molly last night was very strange, but I think it went well.  I started off forcing “normal vision”, and things kind of felt like they used to… before long, though, I had to let my eyes focus, and then it started to feel like something completely alien.  It was like we were two giant robots, comprised of organic technology, engaging in some weird, primal act.  In a sense, I guess, there’s nothing untrue about that… but that’s not how sex usually feels for me.


Anyway, I felt a deep connection with Molly during and after, and that’s good.  It’s strange that being able to see more could be so completely weird.  I do see a ray of hope shining into my mind, though, that I will be able to deal with this whole situation.

Wednesday, October 23rd, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


It’s been a couple weeks since I last picked up the C++ book, but today I finally got up the courage (motivation?) to try some more.  It’s funny, but programming on a computer is starting seem like a very simple thing when compared to the complex structure of just the skin of a human being… not to mention their eyes, ears and mouths.


I got through Day 11 of the C++ book.  It was a really enjoyable thing to do something productive like that, and I’m now looking forward to moving back into the work force when the time is right.  I did have trouble concentrating quite a few times... sometimes, Horus distracted me, other times the screen looked like a mosh of pixels instead of the image it was displaying, and at one point I stared at my hand (holding the page) for like 5 minutes, just examining the sheer number of cells and bacteria that comprise the surface of my hand.  

Who knows, maybe having a job to go to every day will be the final step in coping with my “ability”.

Wednesday, October 23rd, 1996 – 7:30 P.M.


I was starting to think that she really hadn’t noticed, but today Molly confronted me about my physical attraction to her.  We were sitting on the couch, my arm around her, watching a rerun of Seinfeld, and she looked at me and plainly said:  “Do you still think I’m pretty?”  A kind of frightened smile came over her face, and my heart dropped a few inches as I tried to think of the perfect thing to say.


There was no perfect thing to say, though, because the truth is plainly obvious in my actions.  I really don’t find her as attractive as I once did, and we’re close enough that there’s no way I could lie to her about it without seeming like just that, a liar.  I told her that it was a complicated situation, and that it had more to do with what was going on inside my mind right now than it had to do with her, but that was a stupid thing to say.  Naturally, she thought it was something that I could just tell her about, and that we could discuss, when in reality, she would have probably thought I was completely insane or some kind of alien freak if I told her the truth.


I don’t think she’s ready to walk out the door, but she definitely thinks I’m hiding something.  I don’t believe she thinks I am cheating on her, because, frankly, she knows that I would never do that.  And I don’t believe she thinks that I am trying to lie to her about anything, which is also good.  In a way, I am lying to her, though, and I feel really bad about that.


It could have gone worse, though, and I’m just glad she’s still with me.  That girl means the world to me at this point, and I think that I would already have lost this battle with insanity if I didn’t have her by my side to look to for inspiration.

Thursday, October 24th, 1996 – 5:30 P.M.


Well, after much deliberation, I decided that I am going to try to go to The Boogie tonight, assuming Molly is up for it.  I’m not 100% confident that I won’t have a repeat of three weeks ago, but I would say I’m 95% confident.

Friday, October 25th, 1996 – 2:15 A.M.


Well, no puking or vomiting or incident at The Boogie, and Molly I can tell is a lot happier after getting the chance to party with me again.  I did have some waves of nausea, though, and after a couple of hours I stopped even trying to enjoy myself the way I used to.  In addition to just the waves of nausea I felt every time I let my eyes completely focus on the room, I was also disgusted by the amount of bacteria and other living things I saw on every person on the dance floor.  When we went outside to share a Djarum cigarette, too, I was overwhelmed by the absolutely disgusting crap that some people coughed up and spit out.  It was really all quite disgusting.


If I had to say one way or the other, though, I would say that I had a good time.  And I am definitely glad that Molly got to have that kind of night with her husband, too… it was long overdue.

Friday, October 25th, 1996 – 12:30 P.M.


Molly cancelled on having lunch with me today (they’re having a company meeting or something), but she sounded a lot happier on the phone than she has the last couple of weeks.  That made me happy.


I feel weird and completely different inside than I did six months ago, but I am learning to live with what’s going on with me.  Today, I’m going to try and power through a couple of days of C++, and work slowly toward the point where I might be able to get an entry level programming job.  That may be totally impossible from just a book, and if it is, I’ll check out the local colleges and see about applying.  I’ve still got a little over a month before December begins, and that should be plenty of time to finish up this book.


I’m going to take Horus for a walk on his kitty leash, something that I’ve been neglecting to do far too often lately.  He’s such a good kitty, he deserves better than to be stuck with somebody as wacked out as I am right now.

Friday, October 25th, 1996 – 3:45 P.M.


The programming lessons are going well, and I feel like I’ve learned a lot.  To say I’m enjoying myself would be, well, totally wrong, but I am satisfied with my progress.  I’m still holding out hope that getting back into a productive way of life will take my mind off the unbelievable amount of shit that I can see now.


Horus, at least, is in a really good mood today.  He’s been playing with his toys constantly, and I’ve been thinking about what a great cat he really is.  I’ve locked him in the bedroom, ignored him, raised my voice at him and generally been annoyed with him a lot in the last couple of months, but he has no ill will towards me because of it.  I know that’s because of his biological makeup, but that really doesn’t change anything… I am who I am because of my biological makeup, but that doesn’t make me something other than “free” in my mind.


I think I’ll take a break to play some Super Mario World… maybe I’ll head to the gaming store and pick up some more old SNES games, too.

Friday, October 25th, 1996 – 7:00 P.M.


Tommy invited us over there to chill again this Friday, but I really am just not in the mood for it.  I could tell Molly was slightly disappointed, but she’s still beaming with happiness after last night, so she was content to hang out with Tommy and Ros on her own.


Right now, I feel like every moment is that moment after you splash water on your face.  Everything is so clear that it’s like I’m extra-wide awake in every moment.  It’s just not the kind of mood I need to be in if I’m going to be just chilling out and partying…


I picked up Mega Man 7 earlier.  I thought I would finish Mario World before moving on to Mega Man, but I’ve got the urge to try a new game.  Let’s see how far I can get before I fall asleep right here on the couch.

Friday, October 25th, 1996 – 11:45 P.M.


Well, that was really fun!  I almost lost control and chucked the controller against the wall around 9:00… Horus was chasing the stuff on the screen, and between trying to get him to leave it alone, and failing, and the fact that seeing him got my gears turning about how a cat is made up of a billion little cells, each of them a living thing, I was at a supreme level of frustration.  I took a few deep breaths, though, and just reminded myself that he is JUST A CAT and I managed to get his attention to move to one of his toy mice.


After that, it was pretty much smooth sailing, and I must say that Mega Man 7 is a great game.  Actually, I’m not sure it is quite as cool as the original NES ones… there’s just something about the graphics and game play in those that can never be duplicated… but MM7 is still a lot of fun, and I’m glad I picked it up.


I’m going to call it an early night.  Sleep has become more and more the most peaceful part of the day for me in these last few months.

Saturday, October 26th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


I had a dream last night about a white slave-owner in the 1700s whose slaves rose up against him.  He treated them extremely well, even though they were slaves, and they started to realize they could take advantage of him.  I was some kind of employee of the owner, and I kept telling him they were going to revolt, and he didn’t believe me.


Then they did revolt, and they killed everyone in the house except for me.  I managed to escape out a window and run to the neighboring house.  While I was at the neighbor’s house, I started to see crazy microscopic shit, like I do in real life, and after a moment or two, I woke up.


When I woke up, Molly was laying there, facing me, and I started thinking about my dream.  While I was thinking, my eyes slowly started to focus on her skin, and I started looking at all the dead cells and sweat and bacteria that covered her skin.  My dream made me think about how all these cells are like slaves to a human.  They aren’t aware that they are slaves, but they are completely subservient to the human they are a part of.  If we do something dangerous that might tear our skin, we put cells’ lives at risk.


Before I could actually see this going on, I would have agreed that this was true, but not really cared one way or the other.  But, really, it’s the truth, and I’m not sure how I feel about it.  I guess I didn’t create this world and I’m not the one who decided that human beings would be made up of cells… but I am a human being that is made up of cells, and that kind of makes me responsible.


Hopefully I won’t be thinking about this all day, but it’s hard to get it off my mind when I live with Molly and Horus, and can see the cells in their skins all day long.

Tuesday, October 29th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


On Sunday, something happened to me that I had been fearing ever since that horrible night that we got kicked out of The Boogie:  my vision got better.  Or I just noticed that it was still getting better.


Molly was doing our laundry, and I was just sitting around and playing with Horus.  I tossed a mouse across the room, and he ran and picked it up in his mouth.  As he was strutting around the room with it hanging from his mouth, I realized that I could actually see, only a little bit, his heart beating beneath his skin.  At first, I thought I had attained some kind of X-ray vision, but after looking at him for a few minutes, I realized it was just that I could see through whatever tiny gaps exist in his skin. 


For a moment, I actually laughed to myself about it, but after the initial wave of humor in it, I started to really, really freak out.  I didn’t get nauseous from what I was seeing, but got nauseous because I realized that this may never end.  I wanted to tear my eyeballs out of my head, and actually reached for my eyes before pulling my hands back into my lap.  I went into the bathroom and puked, and when Molly came back from the laundry room, she gasped and started crying.  She did stay next to me and rub my back between vomits, but she was not a happy wife.  I don’t blame her.


Since Sunday, I’ve been realizing that I should give up all hope of ever being “normal” again.  At this point, my goal should be to make Molly happy, and keep her from losing her grip on reality because her husband is a total freak.  I feel like my vision can only get so much better, at this point, and that seeing atoms wouldn’t be that different from seeing cells, if it ever comes to that.


So, today, I’m going to stay away from the video games, and just work on C++ programming and spending time with Horus.  I really should not be doing stuff that’s fun when it only raises my hopes about life, when those hopes will eventually be violently shattered anyway.

Friday, November 1st, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


Wow, I really love sleeping.  I slept almost 12 hours last night, and I think a lot of sleep is the best drug I can get at this point.


Things have been a lot better since I decided to stop hoping for life to go back to being enjoyable again.  I’ve just been staying calm and going about my life.  Molly didn’t want to go to The Boogie last night, which came as a relief to me, since I was just going to go to try and make her happy.  My stress level has been a lot lower since Tuesday, and I think it will stay the same or lower more as time goes on.


Molly asked me again yesterday what is going on with me, and I almost told her what was happening.  I had this vision of her totally freaking out and running out of the house, though, and I decided just to play my hand the way I have been until now.  I tried to tell her that I was just trying to adjust to our new life, here, and that I just feel like I’m having emotional problems.  That was probably the worst thing I could’ve said, though, because I could tell she thought that it was her fault what was happening to me.


It’s sad, though, that that really “went well” in my mind.  Her blaming herself and being sad is a lot better than her freaking out and killing herself or something.


I’m not sure how I’m going to spend the day today, but I’m thinking an afternoon nap sounds like paradise, and I can’t believe I haven’t been doing that already.  At least Horus isn’t freaked out by how I’ve been acting lately.  

Saturday, November 2nd, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


I hadn't really thought about this before this morning, but I just realized that I still have normal vision in most of my dreams.  It sort of seems like the only way to really experience what life was like before this weird transformation occurred... then again, dreams aren't quite reality, and it's kind of sad how much I am starting to see them as an escape.


Last night, I had a dream where Molly and I were back living in Michigan in my parents' house.  We were much older, had a family, a cat and a dog, and we were living a generally normal and happy life.  I'm not sure what this might represent, if it represents anything, but it reminded me of how I always thought our life together would be back when we were in high school.  I wouldn't say I pictured it exactly like this dream, but the level of normalcy and comfort was similar.


Molly is getting ready to head over to Alita's, and I'm really feeling bad for my wife right now.  That dream really got me thinking about how fucked up our lives really have become.  Until now, I've just been trying to cope, and not really getting a moment to sit back and realize just how FUCKED UP this whole situation is.  I mean... I can see cells?  My eyes are fucking microscopes?  What the fuck is going on here?


And I still don't think I'm crazy, because I don't see any of the normal signs of insanity that I would think I'd see if I were.  I mean, I did pass that eye exam with flying colors... I don't think I could have imagined that whole trip to the doctor!


I hope Molly isn't cheating on me.  I don't think she would... and really, I think I would understand if she were... but I'd still be pissed and heartbroken.  Maybe I should tell her about my vision.  That would be really fucked up, but it would make me feel a lot better.  It really would.


What would I say, though?  And what would her reaction be?  I don't think she would think I'm crazy.  We're way too close for her to think that.  I think.  Then again, what if I am crazy?


Man, you know what, I'm going to just get high and play some Mega Man 7.  While my vision has gotten more and more intense, there were some times when I was still able to really enjoy my self, and just be myself, even after my vision had become, well, superhuman.  Maybe it just takes a little focus...  

Saturday, November 2nd, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.


Wow.  I've actually had a very enjoyable afternoon!  Horus and his rainbow speckled back kind of distracted me a few times, and the pixels on the screen took some visual effort to become a coherent picture, but I just focused and got through it.


I think one of the main problems I'm having is being confronted with the fact that there is more to life than meets the eye.  Well, than meets most people's eyes.  The fact that we're made up of cells is, for most people, just a fact you learn in school.  For doctors, I suppose, it is a reality, and for biologists... and now it's a reality for me, and I guess I just wasn't ready for it.


The same goes for the intense detail I can see in even the smallest of insects... it's not like they used to be less real, and some people are perfectly aware of how real and intricate they are, but those people weren't me before.


Horus made me laugh like Hell one time, actually.  I shot at an enemy on Mega Man, and missed.  He was on t he left side of the screen, looking at it, and the shot went off the right side of the screen, and he bolted across the room and ran way past the TV looking for it.  He is such a cute kitty, I'm glad I have him around while I'm going through this shit.  He doesn't even know anything weird is going on with me, either, so it kind of makes me feel like there's nothing wrong.


I am having difficulty with the C++ these past couple days, though.  I just picked up the book a few times and tried to start working on it, but I am just having trouble maintaining the level of focus required to learn anything about programming right now.  I guess I'll just keep trying, maybe it's a good exercise...

Sunday, November 3rd, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.


Well, I made a huge mistake.  While I don't think this nullifies the good experience I had yesterday afternoon, it certainly sucks...


After having such a good afternoon, and feeling like I was starting to really begin to cope well with my vision, I asked Molly (when she got home) if she wanted to go to The Boogie.  She was psyched, and we made out for a little while, got really high, and wen to The Boogie.


Things were OK for the first hour or so... we were just dancing and enjoying ourselves, and we even got a drag off of a joint someone was smoking outside.  Around 12:30, while we were dancing, I opened my eyes to another wave of nausea, just like that first time at The Boogie.  I fought with all my might, and kept dancing for a minute, but then I had to excuse myself and go to the bathroom.  Molly looked so scared and hurt that I was ready to start sobbing right there, halfway to the bathroom.  We were there alone, too, so I couldn't help but think of her standing out there, alone, worried about her husband in the middle of hundreds of partying teenagers.


I actually didn't even puke, but I felt so sick at that point that we left shortly afterwards.  I had this nervous tension, too, that I didn't have the first time this happened; it was like some kind of organism was trying to escape from my stomach.


So, now things are about as bad as they ever were, between me and Molly, and inside me, and probably inside her, too.  We've hardly spoken today, and while I can tell we're not mad at each other, we are certainly both feeling awkward and concerned.  Horus is as playful as ever, which helps, but it doesn't make the problem go away.

Sunday, November 3rd, 1996 – 6:30 P.M.


I still feel that weird "butterflies in my stomach" kind of feeling that I had last night, but it is at least starting to fade, and I'm not really bothered by it too much any more.  I spent the last couple hours playing Super Mario World.  After about 20 minutes, Molly and I smoked a joint together, and it felt really, really good inside... we didn't talk about last night, but it kind of felt like us connecting on a level that made everything seem OK again.  


And I had a lot of fun playing Mario World!  If pot is ever legalized, I imagine it will come in dual packs with video games, because they just go together so perfectly.  I'm really becoming good at focusing my eyes to a normal level, even though it gives me headaches sometimes.


Yoshi has to be the coolest addition to the Mario Bros series since Mushrooms.  I don't think it's anything particular about him, he's just really cool.  He kind of is a perfect representation of what the "Mario Universe" is like... a goofy little dinosaur that likes to help out this Italian adventurer.  It's just cool.


AAAAAAAAAAAAH!  It has been such a weird weekend.  Friday, I was really depressed... Saturday went well in the afternoon, then horrible and terrifying at night... and today has been pretty chill and I'd say it's been a good day.

Monday, November 4th, 1996 – 10:30 A.M.

Molly and I made love last night for almost three hours.  It was insane!  It was the most intense love-making experience I’ve ever had.  For the first time, I actually felt like I was completely in tune with reality with my new vision… instead of completely separated from reality, like I’ve normally been feeling since I got this superhuman vision.

I actually found myself completely aroused by Molly as a person, instead of Molly as a female body.  That’s really the only way I can describe it.  I wasn’t attracted to her breasts (well, not nearly as much as usual), or her ass, or her slim, well-toned body… I was attracted to her inner qualities, like how she’s so caring, and understanding, and nurturing and smart.  It was really unbelievable, and it might have been the first real good thing to come from my microscopic vision so far.
Monday, November 4th, 1996 – 2:45 P.M.


Yep, I’m actually feeling pretty good about things now.  I don’t really think my vision is going to get much better, either, and I feel like I’ve adapted to it pretty well.  If I had the chance for my eyes to go back to normal, I’d take it in a second, but I don’t feel like I’m going to lose control and go on a killing spree or anything anymore.

Time for some video games!

Tuesday, November 5th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Molly and I had another insane, animal-like love-making session last night.  It felt so good.  I really feel like we are “husband and wife” again, which is something I haven’t felt for I don’t know how long.  Afterwards, I almost told her about my eyes, but it just felt too weird.

I’m actually really nervous about telling her.  The more I think about it, the more I realize that I am going to have to tell her at some point, and that it will be harder and harder the longer I wait.  I have no idea how to even begin to tell her, though, and I am soooo nervous about how she is going to react.


I’ve been paying close attention to my vision, and I cannot notice it getting any better as time goes on anymore.  I’m so happy about that, and so grateful.  I’m trying not to get my hopes up, but I’m almost positive that it’s gotten as good as it’s going to get.

I think I’ll wait another week or two, and if it stays the same, I’ll tell Molly.  I know it may totally fuck up our marriage for a little while, but I can’t keep a secret like this forever from her.
Tuesday, November 5th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.


I played Mega Man 7 all afternoon, and I felt pretty good the whole time.  Awesome!
Wednesday, November 6th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.

We had a great night last night!  For the first time in a while, Rob and Tommy came over to chill with us, and we smoked a blunt and got MAD high.  We played Super Bomberman, we played Monopoly (they brought it over), and we just sat around and chilled for a while.  I didn’t even come close to flipping out!  A couple of times, I noticed some REALLY weird shit in and on Rob’s skin, but I just put it out of my mind, and nobody saw the momentary expressions on my face, I don’t think.


After they left, I was feeling so in love with Molly, I really wanted to make love again, but I knew that she is rarely into that 3 nights in a row… much to my surprise, though, she started a little making out when we went to bed, and we had another awesome love making session.  It really was like we were animals.  It was so amazing!

It’s like these last couple of months of total tension and insanity have rebounded into a deep, intense love for my wife.  It’s great!
Friday, November 8th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.


You know, it’s still a shame that I am going to have to live with this eyesight forever, but I am totally psyched that I am getting used to it.  Molly and I went to The Boogie last night, and we had a great time, and I didn’t have anything close to an incident.  We came home and hit up the Jacuzzi, then made out for a while (without having sex) before going to bed.  It was so Heavenly.
Saturday, November 9th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.

Molly and I went for a long drive along the PCH today, and it was totally beautiful, even with my weird microscopic vision.  I had a little bit of a scare when I almost looked right at the sun, and I was seeing really weird colored splotches in my vision for a few minutes, but it went away (thank God).  I almost told her about my vision, but I decided I should still wait a few more days, like I said I would.

Now that I’m starting to feel like I’m “over” my whole super vision thing, I’m really looking forward to getting a job again.  Horus is doing pretty well, now, and I think he’s really used to the apartment and his life there.  He’s calmed down a bit from when we first got him, and I think he can handle some time alone every day.  He does sleep a lot, anyway, so I don’t think he’ll get too lonely or anything.  Next week, I’m going to really get back into the C++ book, and try to really make some progress with my programming skills.
Monday, November 11th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


Yesterday, everything changed.  After what seemed like weeks of my vision remaining almost exactly the same, I started seeing weird figures on the walls of our apartment yesterday.  At first, I thought I was having a total trip flashback, just like I thought those first couple of times I saw the cells on people’s skin.  I kept looking at them, though, because Molly wasn’t around, and I wasn’t nervous about what someone might think.  After looking at them for a while, I realized they were actually further away than the walls… after another little while, I recognized what I was seeing… I was seeing the infrared spectrum, and those were the people that live in the apartment next door.

It took about two more hours before I could really see people in all the apartments in this complex, but now I really can see any of them at any time.  It is the weirdest, most devilish thing I’ve ever experienced in my life.  In fact, I have a LOT more trouble “unfocusing” my infrared vision than I ever did unfocusing my microscopic vision.  Not only can I see the most minute details of everything in the room I’m in, I can see the heat distributions of everything in the room, AND everything in the rooms around me.

Just when I was starting to think everything was OK, this happens.  I started crying after I realized what had happened, and Molly came in not two minutes later.  She thought I was having a nervous breakdown, and frankly, she was probably right.  I am not sure if I even got any sleep last night.  I was looking at everyone in the area, most of them sleeping in their beds, and I was just holding back (and swallowing) my tears almost all night.  Around 4:00 AM, I got up and went for a walk, and that only made things worse.  I could see cats and dogs noticing me, watching me walk along the road, and I saw a couple of people in their living rooms or showering.

I am shaking the whole time I write this, and there are tears just begging to be let down my face.  Actually, I like having tears in my eyes, and that only makes more come to realize that.  It makes it so I don’t have to SEE things any more.  I’ve been sitting around with my eyes closed a lot today, but I really can still see the infrared spectrum through my eyelids… it’s just a little blurred compared to with them open.

I have no doubt in my mind, now, that this is going to drive me completely insane.  I have always thought that there was absolutely no way I’d ever commit suicide, but I am having doubts about that now.  That is another vicious cycle, too, because realizing that I might be suicidal only makes me more depressed, which I can only assume would make me more suicidal.

I already promised myself that I wouldn’t do anything stupid for at least a month, though.  You never know, maybe this will all just go away… and if it would have just gone away, how much of a shame would it be if I just killed myself before that happened?


That little shred of possibility, that this all might go away, is about the only thing I can hold onto now.  I never would have imagined that having fantastic eyesight, superhuman eyesight, could drive a person insane like this.  I can’t help but wonder what might really be going on with some of the people that live in mental institutions.  Could someone be experiencing something a million times worse than what I am?  Right now, that seems so possible that I want to just go around beating the hell out of all those people that have it so good and take it for granted.
Monday, November 11th, 1996 – 8:45 P.M.


I just woke up (a few minutes ago) from the most enjoyable sleep I have ever had.  Once I woke up, the dreams I recalled having started to seem like Heaven… it didn’t even seem like they were like Heaven, it seemed like they were Heaven.  It’s too bad that I can only get to sleep when my body can no longer stay awake, now.  If I could sleep on command, I would probably sleep all day at this point.

When I woke up (on the couch), I saw a note from Molly on the coffee table.  I could also see that part of it was still warm, which was confirmed when I saw that the time she wrote on it was 8:15.  The note says:  “Glad to see you’re sleeping… I’m at Alita’s. XOXO Molly, 8:15 PM”.


Now, I’m sitting here writing this, acting like I am just another person typing on their laptop… but I can see dozens of people around me going about their lives in their little apartments, completely certain that they are “alone” in their own little worlds.  I don’t know if I should feel bad for them or think them to be ignorant, sightless little ants.

God, I don’t want to be that mean… but it really does feel like that now.  It feels like I’m the only normal person in the world, and the rest of these people are living in a perpetual state of ignorant bliss.

Tuesday, November 12th, 1996 – 1:30 P.M.


Somehow, I managed to act kind of normal when Molly got home, and I managed to avoid any kind of talk about how I’ve been acting these last couple of days.  I was grateful for that, and it wasn’t until this morning, when I woke up from a couple hours of sleep at the sound of her in the shower, that I actually felt bad about acting to try and fool her.  To be honest, that guilt only last a couple of minutes, when I found I couldn’t get back to sleep because all these glowing, colorless people were “on my radar”.

This morning, after Molly left, I got out of bed and just sat on the couch.  I wanted to play a video game, but I knew it was hopeless to try and enjoy myself with my current mental state.  Instead, I don’t know what I was thinking, I just opened up Microsoft Word and started recording what I saw, and when.  Instead of summarizing it here, I’m just going to copy it:
What I See – 11.12.96.doc

8:15 AM:  I’m watching the apartment just under us.  I know the couple that lives there, Elton and Paulene Wormack, and everyone around here calls them “The Wormacks”.  (I’ve heard them out the window.)  I remember noticing Elton leave the house around 7:30 AM, a few minutes before Molly leaves.  I started looking at Paulene, sleeping in bed, around 8:00 AM, because she was the only person in this building that was still sleeping, and it was kind of calming to watch her.

I just saw a man knock on their door.  I figured it was a repair man or a bill collector, but Paulene didn’t even put anything on before opening the door, she went straight from bed to the door, and hugged him.  He picked her up, holding her butt, as she wrapped her legs around him, and he carried her like that into the bed.  Now, they’re making out on the bed.  I can’t help but think that he has what I no longer have:  animal lust for someone based on their looks.

Now it’s 8:30, and I can see the intense heat between their legs as they begin to take each other’s clothes off.  I can’t believe how fast their hearts seem to be beating.  They must both be completely naked, now, because I don’t see any hard edges in the heat of their bodies.  No foreplay or oral sex for them… as soon as they were undressed, Paulene got on her hands and knees, and this guy started fucking her from behind.

8:45, it looks like the guy just orgasmed, because he’s breathing heavily and they’re repositioning themselves on the bed.  He’s lying there with his arms around her, now, and I can tell they’re talking.  She seems to be getting excited now… and there he goes, down between her legs, and now he’s giving her oral pleasure.  He seems to really know what he’s going, all his movements are smooth, and she is obviously enjoying it as she writhes there in bed.

And so on, and so on… now it’s about quarter after nine, and I’m actually getting kind of horny, sitting here “watching” this… she seems to be done, and after about a minute more kissing, he looks like he’s getting dressed.  Yep, she’s walking him to the door, and he’s out the door and on his way.  She is heading for the shower.
9:30 AM:
Many of the apartments around here are empty, but in the one behind us, I can see a woman walking around with something that Is giving off some heat.  It must be a vacuum cleaner.  I can tell she’s cooking something, too, although I have no idea what.  It’s almost like I’m watching some kind of television program… I have to really think about it to realize that that is actually happening over there, and I can see it.  If I don’t have that extra thought, it almost feels like I’m just in some weird kind of dream.

9:45, she’s checking on what she has in the oven.  I can see the general shape of the thing she’s looking at, but I have no idea if it’s muffins or a casserole or what the fuck it is.

Ok, she’s done with that, and now she’s just sitting on the couch.  She must be watching TV… I can hardly see the TV.  10:00, OK, now I can see the TV pretty clearly, though I obviously can’t see what’s on it, just that it’s there.  You know, what she’s doing is not that much different from what I’m doing, except that people would think that I’m a total fucking PSYCHO if they knew what I was doing, while they wouldn’t think twice about what she’s doing.

11:30, I’ve just been watching people for a while, without writing anything down here.  But now, I’m looking at an apartment in the next building, and it looks like a husband beating the crap out of his wife.  I wish I could remember who those people are… I can’t really put a face to the forms that I can see from their infrared pictures.  I keep thinking that, maybe, I can tell her to just stop arguing with him… but I can see her yelling or raising her voice at him, and then he just punches her in the face or pushes  her onto the floor.

11:45, they’re still going at it, and he actually appears to be getting horny.  Well, they’re starting to calm down a bit, I guess that’s good.  Now they’re just talking… oh my God, now they’re kissing… and, wow, he’s leading her into the bedroom.  11:50, no more kissing, he just laid down on the bed, and she took off his pants, and now she’s sucking his cock.  This is so fucked up…

I stopped writing there.  After I wrote that last word, I almost deleted the whole file, but then I figured that someone finding this was really the least of my problems.  In fact, they’d probably think I was crazy before they actually thought I was spying on people.  And, anyway, who’s going to look at my computer besides me?  The only reason someone would look at my computer is because I was dead, I think… and then I wouldn’t really care, anyway.

Now, after reading that stuff over again, I am really, really fucking scared about what my life is going to be like for the rest of my life.  The first morning I decide to watch people, I see a woman cheating on her husband, and a man beating his wife.  Unless that was his maid, or something, which would actually be even worse.  And then he makes her suck his dick.  It’s not bad enough that he fucking beats her, but he even has her believing that he still loves her after he beats her, and she is still willing to fucking go down on him.


What the fuck will I see if I keep watching people like this?  And is life really this fucked up?  What’s more fucked up, my crazy vision, or the things people do behind closed doors?

The memories of me thinking “everything is gonna be okay!” from last week seem like they are thoughts from some long ago dream.  Everything’s not going to be alright.  I am either the most unfortunate person that I have ever known, or I am absolutely, completely fucking insane.  In fact, I don’t know which I hope it is.

I did go to lunch with Molly.  That was quite the experience.  It was the first time I’ve gone very far from the house, and the first time I’ve driven, since I started being able to see infrared shit.  I guess things went fairly well… I probably seemed a little out of it, but I think that has become normal for me.  She didn’t seem to be angry or too concerned, and I’m sure she had a pleasant lunch.  We talked about Horus, and about the good times we had last week, and I think I generally acted sincere and normal.  Molly told me about how she’s now off of her “probation period”, so she’s now making $17/hour.  She seemed really happy, and I actually felt a little bit of happiness for her, but it was hardly enough to calm my mind.


Now, I’m looking at Horus, and I’m surprised that I haven’t really noticed this before now.  I can see his organs.  When I was watching people in their apartments, I could sort of see their insides, but not too well… but with Horus, who’s right here, I can see lots of details about his inner organs.  I noticed the same with Molly, but I was too concerned with acting normal around her to really give much thought to it.  

I guess I’ll try and lay down and close my eyes, maybe I can get to sleep, if I’m lucky.  Maybe I’ll take a hit, that might help me sleep…

Tuesday, November 12th, 1996 – 5:50 P.M.

I did get a couple of hours of sleep earlier, partly thanks to that hit I took, but the perfect bliss of dreams was cut short when Horus started meowing at me.  He was hungry, and I noticed he didn’t have any dry food, so I fed him.

That was around 4:00 PM, and I looked back at that apartment where the guy was beating that woman.  I don’t know who the fuck must pay the bills there, but they were both still there, and I saw a kid come in the door right about then.  The kid was talking to the guy, who I would guess is his Dad, and not a minute went by before he started spanking the kid!  And I don’t mean just a little tap, he had the kid bent over his knee, and the kid’s heart was beating so fast, and the guy looked like he was yelling.  I almost went right the fuck over there, but I realized how that might bring all of this shit out into the open, and fuck, I could even end up talking to the cops, and trying to explain how I saw all this… so I decided to just stop watching.

It’s still eating me up inside, though.  I really feel like I’m obligated to do something.  But what can I do?  Even if I did go over there and talk to that guy, what’s to stop him from just beating the shit out of me like he does to his family?  And if he tried, what would I do then?  I’m not tough, I don’t work out… he could probably kick my ass.  And how would I even begin the conversation?  “We’ve had reports that you beat your family…”  Yeah, that’d work.

God… how I wish I could “unfocus” this shit the way I can unfocus the crazy details of what I see.  But it hardly has any affect at all on the infrared shit I see.  It’s fucked up… when you see infrared shit on TV or something, everything looks red, but what I’m “seeing” with my eyes like this is not any color at all.  It’s like its “infrared color”.

Man… I am ready to fucking break down… maybe I should stop writing a journal, it’s like it’s making things so much worse right now… I am crying as I type this!  My fingers are slipping off the keys because they’re covered in tears that I’m wiping off my face… Fuck!!!!!!!!!
Friday, November 15th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.


So much for not writing a journal.  I thought writing this journal might be part of what is driving me so insane… and that, maybe, just maybe, by not writing, I would not freak out so much about what’s been happening to me.  Sadly, I found that just the opposite was true.  Without a place to turn my jumbled mass of thoughts into a coherent picture, the mass just squirmed and latched onto the rest of my spirit, trying to devour it.

I missed lunch with Molly today.  I guess not sleeping Tuesday and Wednesday nights made me pass out sometime before she got back from Alita’s last night, and I woke up just a few minutes ago.  I see a flashing light on the answering machine, I can only guess that that was her.  Oh well.

I remember a couple of pleasant dreams last night, and waking up from them to a semi-peaceful moment in the middle of the night, when everyone around me was sleeping.  After that, I had at least two nightmares that I can remember, the last one filled with infrared colored zombie creatures attacking me and, like, eating me alive or something.  So much for dreams being my escape from my vision…

It’s nothing I’ve been focusing on… but between my supermicroscopic vision and my infrared vision, I’m beginning to be able to sense what people (and animals, I think) are feeling.  A little increase in heart rate means they’re excited, which might mean scared or happy or nervous.  Tensing of muscles in the face means acting or lying, I think.  (I knew that before I had super vision.)  There’s a million other little things that I can’t even name, but I know them when I see them.  It seems like I could use this power for good, but that would require me to first not be GOING FUCKING INSANE.
Friday, November 15th, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.


Horus was hovering around me like a fly on shit, and I realized that he hadn’t been walked all day.  I decided to take him for a walk even though I totally didn’t feel like it.

Grass and dirt are about the most disgusting things around.  To think of all the times I played in fields as a child, or walked over grass barefoot as an adult, and now to see the hundreds and hundreds of little heat signatures beneath the dirt and in the grass… Ugh.  It’s fucking disgusting.  Moles and worms and little bugs of all sizes. 

And the cockroaches in the walls are like the icing on the cake.  My God, if Molly knew how many cockroaches live in our walls, she would probably vomit and vomit until she could vomit no more.  (Molly hates bugs.)  Not to mention what I can actually see inside all these disgusting little organisms…
I saw a few rats while we were out, too, in dumpsters and garbage, and some just in the middle of an alley or whatever.  Some of them were as big as Horus, or even bigger.
Friday, November 15th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.

With no hope of enjoying myself, I decided to sit around and spy on the neighborhood some more this afternoon.  Here’s what I saw…
What I See – 11.15.96.doc

2:30, another visit from Mr. Doggy Style downstairs, fucking Paulene until she moaned so loud that I could hear her through the floor.  It doesn’t even seem like she’s enjoying it that much, she doesn’t get excited or even very aroused, from what I can tell.  But when he comes over, she kisses him, goes to the bed, gets naked and gets on all fours.

They fuck for about 15 minutes, then he gets dressed and kisses her goodbye, and he’s out the door.  Paulene waits a minute and heads for the shower.


Pan to an apartment across the way… 2:50, some kid just getting home from school.  There’s nobody else home except his cat.  After a couple minutes settling in, he starts playing with the cat… tossing a mouse to it… it scratches him, and he smacks it on the head, and it runs into a bedroom and hides in the corner.  It’s heart is racing like crazy.  Poor kitty.

In the apartment next to him, what I assume is a housewife is laying on her bed, masturbating.  She’s taking it real nice and slow, and I think she’s looking at a magazine or something, because she keeps extending her hands upward and looking at it.

After about 20 minutes watching that woman, it’s 3:15, and I just remembered where that apartment is with the family-beater.  Just my luck, just as I look I see him smack his wife on the face, and she puts her hand to her face and sits down on the couch.  It looks like she’s crying, but it’s hard to tell.  He’s obviously yelling at her, and she’s not yelling back.  A few moments of silence… and they start talking… and now she’s fumbling at his pants, and now she’s sucking his dick.

The kid should be home soon, so I’ll keep my eyes there.  I wait, and wait, and wait.  After about 20 minutes, she swallows and licks him clean, and he points her to the kitchen, and sits down on the couch.  She appears to be making dinner… he watches TV, I guess, as I start to see what must be a TV glowing in my field of vision.  The kid gets home a little before 4, says something to his Mom, and she hugs him.  She walks him into the living room, and they say something to Dad (I’m guessing again), but he doesn’t respond, and Mom returns to the kitchen while kid heads to his room.

After that, I tried to imagine what I would have thought about all this shit I was seeing before my life was completely flipped upside down, and I got really depressed realizing that I am becoming completely out of tune with my emotions.  I hardly flinched at seeing what happened at that guy’s house this time.  The first time I saw it, I was really shaken up.  This time, I hardly blinked, even though I’m still disgusted and angered by what I saw.


I was just about to end this entry… but I couldn’t help but notice Elton, downstairs, come home early, and notice his wife’s surprise to see him.  He seems happy (I can tell), and it looks like they’re going to have a little romantic encounter of their own.  I can’t help but wonder if he’ll notice that she’s freshly showered, or if he’ll suspect her of what she was up to an hour ago…
Saturday, November 16th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.


I guess it’s not so surprising, but my infrared vision has even gotten a bit better as the week went on.  What was a little blurry to me a few days ago is now perfectly clear… I can make out distinct organs in every single person in this apartment complex, and I can see a lot of people outside the complex if I really focus, too.


When Molly got home last night, she asked me what I was up to, and I said, “Just spying on our neighbors.”  I don’t know why I said it, I guess I just wanted to see how she’d react to the brutally honest truth.  To my surprise, she laughed, and said, “I’m glad you’re starting to lighten up,” and kissed me on the lips.  I could see that she wasn’t too excited at our kiss, and I got a little, I don’t know, angry or jealous or something… so I started kissing her a lot more, and we ended up having sex.  It wasn’t anything special, but it felt really good, especially after seeing Paulene have sex twice in an hour earlier in the day.
Saturday, November 16th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.

In a different world, I would have realized this was about to happen… but Molly totally flipped out on me today when we started talking about “how things are going”.  She was telling me about all this stuff going on at her work, and I could tell how totally fulfilled she is by her work, and I started getting really jealous of her for having that job.  She could tell, and she started going off on me about how I “just sit around here all day” and “expect her to pay the bills”… “and then complain about it”, which I totally wasn’t, I was just feeling a little jealous of her, but whatever.

I tried not to really say anything that would piss her off, but somehow, she ended up even more super pissed, and she grabbed a sweatshirt and stormed out of the house.  As she left, I watched her walk for about half a mile.  I guess I saw what I’d like to see… she was excited or angry, and didn’t say a word to anyone, and she looked a little sad.  I guess she was going to Alita’s, since that seems to be where she hangs out the most these days.

And now that she’s gone, I realize how much that totally SUCKS.  Because even though it’s kind of weird trying to relate to her these days, at least it keeps me from watching all these fucking people that live around me.  Like the guy in that apartment beating the shit out of his kid right now, while the wife-Mom looks on, screaming and ready to explode.

Fuck it, I’m really starting to just not give a fuck about any of this.

Sunday, November 17th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.

Well, hurray for me.  When I woke up about twenty minutes ago, I noticed another whole fucking spectrum of shit I could see… I don’t even know what it is.  It’s just a completely new color, or fucking SET of colors, added onto everything outside.  It actually lets me see a lot more detail in some of the stuff I can see as infrared… and, really, the only reason I can tell the difference between these spectrums (if that’s what they are) is because I started seeing one at a time.  Fuck, for all I know, they’re just parts of the same spectrum.  I guess I could try and figure it out with some help from the internet, but I just don’t really fucking care.

Molly’s already gone, probably for the day again.  I had a dream about her last night… we were in Michigan, happily in love, older and living in a little one-floor house.  It was nice.  I really feel bad about what she’s been going through, but I still don’t know what to do about it.  I remember when I was able to act like I wasn’t any different.  It wasn’t that long ago, was it?  According to this journal, it was less than a month ago that I was starting to think that things were going to be OK, and I almost told Molly about this whole vision thing.  God, I’m glad I didn’t.  What the fuck would she think when I gave her the update that I can now see every person in this apartment complex as splotches of heat?  Yeah, I bet she’d fucking like that.
Sunday, November 17th, 1996 – 6:30 P.M.

After about an hour of trying to play Mega Man or Super Mario World or even Mario 64 again, I realized it was hopeless to try and enjoy myself, and just watched the people in the apartments around me again today.
What I See – 11.17.96.doc


2:30, it’s nice not to see Paulene’s little boyfriend or that guy that beats his wife and kid.  I actually see a couple of families a few doors down enjoying a Sunday as a family.  They’re playing some kind of board game, it looks like, because they’re sitting in a square, facing each other, with some kind of electronic device in front of one of them.  Scrabble, perhaps?  To think that my life might have been like that, once.  If my vision hadn’t grown to this unbelievable, horrible thing that it has become, maybe Molly and I would already be planning on having kids some day.  But, no, instead she is out of the house, probably crying on somebody’s shoulder or having sex with some other guy to take her mind off me, and I’m sitting here spying on dozens of  people that live in the apartments near me.

Well, after a half hour of watching that family, I just can’t take it.  It’s been a while since I felt this kind of sadness… which I can now tell is really just a different form of happiness, in a way, they live right next to each other… and I just can’t take watching that family, thinking about how fucking happy I should be right now, living in California with my lovely wife, a beautiful kitten, and in an apartment complex with a Jacuzzi and weight room and lounge and shit.


Ok, then… 3:15, there’s a couple two doors down having sex on the floor.  Man, their bodies are so much brighter, er, hotter, than everyone else in the area.  Especially their genitals, my God.  They look like professionals.  A perfectly steady pace, not too fast, not too slow, a lot of massaging and rubbing going on.  For a moment, I wonder if I could somehow get through all this just to enjoy sex like that with Molly… but that’s a lost hope is what it is.

There was more in that file, but I don’t think it will do anything but get me depressed to read more, so I’m not going to paste it into my journal, either.

Monday, November 18th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


How the fuck is this happening?  Why the fuck am I the only person that this as ever happened to?  I spent the last two hours searching on Alta Vista, on the internet, for any sign of a story like what is happening to me.  Nothing even close to resembling what has been happening to me.

I’m going to go to the closest library and see if I can find anything there…
Monday, November 18th, 1996 – 3:15 P.M.

Well, I’m lucky I didn’t fucking kill myself on the road there!  I’ve never been so nervous on the road as I was just now… I could get a pretty good sense of everyone’s general state of mind, so I could tell that most of those people were hardly even paying attention to the fucking road, and going like a million miles an hour, hardly stopping at stop signs, and not even looking right at my car to see where it was.

I did make it to the library, though.  I don’t have a library card for this area, but I was still able to look at what they have without checking anything out.  I looked through encyclopedia after encyclopedia, all sorts of books about vision and eyesight, and even a couple books about mutations and genetics.  I didn’t find a single thing that I could relate to AT ALL!

Maybe the answer is a lot simpler than all of this research… maybe I have simply gone crazy.  I did run away from home, elope with my girlfriend, and move to California… that could drive someone crazy, I guess.  Then again, that kind of sounds like a dream… maybe I’m dreaming?  Maybe this is some kind of crazy dream?

That would kind of make sense, too.  If this was some kind of crazy dream, maybe this weird transformation is “happening” to try and send me the message that what I’m “seeing” isn’t “real” at all.  That doesn’t make any sense, actually… still, though, that could be it.

How can I figure it out?

Monday, November 18th, 1996 – 4:30 P.M.

I just spent an hour testing the laws of reality, which I figure would be the first thing to be wrong about a dream.  I dropped all sorts of objects to make sure they fell at the same speeds… I tried using the microwave when it wasn’t plugged in… I tried turning on the TV with my mind… nothing, everything seems normal.

Monday, November 18th, 1996 – 6:30 P.M.


I forgot to clean up all the shit I was dropping earlier before Molly got home… it’s funny, I can see every living cell in the room, every speck of dirt on the walls, but I forget that Molly is going to think it’s weird that every remote or battery we have is lying on the living room floor.  Actually, it’s not really funny, more like fucking pathetic.


So I had to come up with some excuse for that, and said something like I was “reorganizing”, and she responded by locking herself in the bedroom.  Little does she know I can still see her… she’s in there bawling her eyes out on the bed, and every once in a while, she lays on her back and pulls her hair a little bit.  I feel kind of bad about it.  I’ve knocked a couple of times, but she’s just not responding.

I wouldn’t be surprised if she comes out here and tells me she wants me to check in to a mental hospital.  Honestly, I probably wouldn’t argue if she wanted that.  At least a doctor would have a look at me, and they might notice what the HELL is wrong with me!
Thursday, November 21st, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.

Had a long night’s sleep last night after a couple totally sleepless nights… I must have passed out on the couch, because I woke up with a bump on the back of my head, which was resting on the armrest of the couch.


I forgot Molly’s birthday yesterday.  She cried for a couple of hours, with the bedroom door closed and locked again, and I had to just pretend like I didn’t know what she was doing.  A wave of emotion hit me like a train, too, and I found myself out here on the couch, holding back tears, or just sobbing into the armrest so as not to make any noise.  It really sucked.

I guess I can spe
Thursday, November 21st, 1996 – 5:30 P.M.

I must be crazy.  I was just about to start watching the neighborhood again, and I noticed a group of people standing around on the grass outside.  They were kind of in a huddle.  They didn’t look that infrared color, though, or that new color I just started seeing… they just looked black with a kind of white glow/outline around them.  And that really struck me as weird, since my regular vision (with normal colors) doesn’t go through walls, so I thought it was weird that I could see these black and white people standing outside.

I went outside and started looking at them, and they still looked the same… in my “normal vision”, I couldn’t see anything.  One of them noticed me and pointed at me, and then they all looked up at me.  They all kind of floated straight up to me, and I ran in the house and locked the door.  They just floated right through the wall, though, and they all surrounded me with their blank faces staring right at me.  I must have fallen to my knees, because the next thing I knew I was lying on my back with all six of their faces staring down at me.  I started crying and screaming, and squirming on the ground, and they floated off through the walls again.  They are in a huddle again, now, on the other side of the complex.  Actually, they just split up and started roaming around the apartment complex, too.

After they left, an hour passed before I even realized that I still physically existed, and remembered what time was.  I don’t know what I was doing that whole time, but I came to with drool all over my chin.  It didn’t take me a minute to realize what they were… or what they are if this is all “real”… ghosts.  They were fucking ghosts, and now I can see them, too.  Those blank, emotionless faces, because emotions are chemicals in your brain, and they no longer have brains.

I am so fucking scared now… I want to go outside and follow them, and try to figure out who or what they are, but I am so scared of them coming at me again.  I think I’ll just sit here and wait for Molly to get home…

Thursday, November 21st, 1996 – 7:45 P.M.


Molly treated me like I was already a mental patient when she came home, talking to me like a baby and giving me that real cold stare, trying to see if I was listening.  She told me she’s going to Alita’s, and said that she left some food in the oven if I got hungry.  It was embarrassing on the inside, but I tried to just be nice and tell her to have a good time.

One of those beings, those ghosts, whatever, was in the apartment behind us when she left, and when she left, it came right through the wall and started looking at me.  I could see its lips moving, but I couldn’t hear anything… I guess I don’t have ghostly hearing to go along with my ghostly vision.  After what seemed like a long time trying to talk to me, at least that’s what it looked like it was doing, it floated off again.  This time, it went much further away… I can still see it, barely, but it must be a mile or more away.

I don’t feel insane.  I really don’t.  Scared, yes… freaked out, yes… fucking helpless and not knowing what to do, totally… but I really don’t feel insane.  Would a crazy person feel crazy?  I don’t know, but I know that I feel sane, that’s for sure.

But how can I be seeing ghosts?  I mean, superhuman vision, infrared spectrum and shit, that is at least almost possible.  It’s supernatural, but there are devices that can see those things, and it is at least the tiniest bit plausible that my eyes could transform into such a device.  But seeing ghosts?   How can I see something that does not physically exist?

Or maybe they do physically exist?  I guess they must, since I am a physical thing, and I can see them.  Or am I?
Friday, November 22nd, 1996 – 2:00 A.M.

It’s no surprise that I can’t sleep tonight.  Those ghosts don’t seem to ever sleep… there’s about fifty of them all around the apartment complex tonight.  Some of them are just standing by a bed, some seem like they’re sitting on a couch, some are walking around by themselves, others are in little huddles, chatting I guess.  They must know that I can see them, too, because they keep glancing in my direction, and sometimes point towards our apartment.

I haven’t seen any of them do anything physical yet, so I’m not really scared for my life yet.  If they can’t affect anything happening here in the “real world”, I can at least not be scared of them killing me or something.  But what can they affect?  If I can see them, they can at least affect what I’m seeing… so who’s to say they can’t affect the world at all?  Maybe they can affect my thoughts?

Maybe they’re the ones doing this to me in the first place!  That would explain why they’re all talking about me seeing them… maybe they started this whole transformation in the first place, and they’re now seeing that I can finally see them?


And if they did make this happen, maybe they did it so they can communicate something to me?  Maybe something horrible is going to happen to Earth, and they’re trying to tell me so I can stop it!


I’ve got to figure out a way to communicate with them…

Friday, November 22nd, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.


Somehow, I managed to get a good night’s sleep last night, and today I feel very rested.  I’m hoping that these ghosts can see colors, because if they can, I am going to try and send them messages by writing on a piece of paper…
Friday, November 22nd, 1996 – 1:45 P.M.

Well, the thought that maybe this was all to help me communicate with the dead has given me a glimmer of hope.  I had lunch with Molly for the first time this week, today, and it went pretty well.  She seemed so happy that I was just there, and we even had a good conversation about life here in California, and her job, and Horus.  She seems really happy whenever I seem to be “doing well” (that’s how she puts it)… but she seems pretty sad and stressed out the rest of the time.

When I got back, I passed a couple of ghost-beings on the way up to our apartment.  I looked around to make sure nobody was watching, and then I motioned for them to follow me.  They looked surprised for a moment, but then looked back at me with those blank faces, and floated behind me.  I went up to our apartment, and they floated through the walls and into the living room, staring at me with those same empty faces the whole time.

I had left my pad of paper on the coffee table, with a pen, and I wrote down:  “Can you understand this?”  I looked up at them, and they both nodded to me.  I wrote:  “Did you make this happen to me?”  They looked at each other, looked like they said something, and then shook their heads “no”.  I thought for a moment, and wrote:  “Do you even know what I’m talking about?”  They shook their heads “no” again.

So, well, I guess I can speak to the dead now… or whoever the fuck those things are… but they aren’t the ones that made this happen to me.  After that last question, I went into the bedroom to get my laptop, and they just stood there staring at me.  I waved goodbye to them while my computer was booting up, and they floated back outside.

I must say, communicating with them kind of made me feel better.  But now that they’re gone, I’m having trouble ignoring all the other people in the nearby apartments again, and I’m starting to get really scared about what might happen to me next…
Friday, November 22nd, 1996 – 5:30 P.M.

Well, I spent a couple of hours there asking questions to another one of those ghosts… he confirmed that they are dead people, but I wasn’t able to get much more information out of him.  Right at 5:00, I realized how fucking crazy these pieces of paper would look to Molly, and I took them out to the dumpster… she spotted me just as I threw them over the edge, which was no surprise, because I saw her coming, and asked me what I was doing.  As I saw her coming, I thought “just cleaning up a bit” was the perfect excuse, and that’s the one I gave her.  She smiled and gave me a kiss, which isn’t something she usually does any more, and I followed her back inside.

When she got in, she kind of surveyed the apartment, which was still just as messy as it had been when she left for work.  She scratched her head and went into the bedroom.  She didn’t lock it or start crying or anything, she just went in there and laid down.  I wanted to in there and try and comfort her, or talk to her, or rub her back or something, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it, and I just sat on the couch.

Just now, she asked me if I felt like hanging out tonight, and I almost said yes… but then I realized just how fucking freaked I might get if I saw a ghost while we were out, and decided to just stay in.  I could tell she was disappointed, but I think she was just happy that we were having a somewhat normal conversation there, and she seemed relatively happy when she left.

I have to find some answers, and those ghosts might have them.
Friday, November 22nd, 1996 – 6:30 P.M.

Man, it’s like some executive order from the head ghost came in, telling all these ghosts not to cooperate with me.  Every time I try to get one to come to my apartment, so I can ask it questions, it just kind of looks at me until I leave.  I realized that I wasn’t even checking if anyone was looking out their window before motioning to them, so I just went home and shut the door and hoped that nobody noticed.
Saturday, November 23rd, 1996 – 3:00 A.M.

I just woke up (on the couch) from the scariest dream I’ve had in a while… these horse people were running after me with all sorts of blades and swords and shit, and in the dream, I knew that they were hunting me to eat me alive… I’ve had scary dreams sort of like that before, but I’ve never felt a sense of terror like I did in that dream…


When I woke up, there was this thing floating above me, and I could just sense that it was looking down at me.  It reminded me of the ghosts that I’ve been seeing, but I could tell that’s not what it was.  It looked just like a big floating mass, kind of grey or silver instead of black, glowing blue instead of white.  When it saw me wake up and look at it, I saw what looked like a little smirk and nod of recognition somewhere deep in its form.  It had no face, but that’s still what it seemed like.

Then it floated away into the sky, even further away than I can see.  I am hoping beyond hope that it was just a weird part of the dream I just woke up from, but somehow I get the feeling that that is just wishful thinking….
Saturday, November 23rd, 1996 – 12:00 P.M.

I never did get back to sleep last night, but I didn’t want to get up and start writing again until Molly had left.  I realized just how possible it is that she would want to look at my journal with what’s been going on with me, so I am going to only write in it when she is not around from now on.

Now that I can see real people AND ghosts all over this apartment complex when I decide to look, it’s become twice as hard to stop paying attention to them.  It’s not like just having a cat in the room that’s distracting you… that, you can usually just ignore… but I’m so in fucking awe that I can see these things, that even when I’m not looking at them, I’m thinking about how fucking CRAZY it is that I can see them at all… and that makes it almost impossible not to start paying attention again. 

Something looks different today, though.  The ghosts don’t just look black with a white glow anymore.  I can see different shades of gray on their bodies, and even a little bit of color here and there.  I’m not surprised, I was kind of just waiting for the “other shoe to drop”, as they say.  At least I don’t see any ghosts beating their children… I guess I should be grateful for that…

But am I?  No, not really.  

Sunday, November 24th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.

You know, if I didn’t have the date and time loaded off my computer, I would still think it was Saturday.  I must have just slept like a whole day!  That’s fucked up… but it wouldn’t be the weirdest thing to happen to me this year.

Looking outside today, well, looking through the walls today, I can definitely see some new shit.  It’s almost like some infrared magician came along and put all sorts of weird shit outside.  It’s like I see all these people in perfect detail sitting around enjoying themselves.

As a matter of fact, I really have to figure out what the fuck all of this is…

Sunday, November 24th, 1996 – 2:30 P.M.

I can’t fucking believe it.  Those ghosts and the people I “see” sitting around now are NOT in the same world.  They can both see me, but when I try and point them at each other, they seem totally confused.  I just spent like 45 minutes trying to ask the ghosts what these new people are doing, but they seem to have no idea what the fuck I’m talking about.
Sunday, November 24th, 1996 – 3:45 P.M.


Heaven.  I can fucking SEE Heaven!  It’s not just in the courtyard out there, but all throughout the sky, and even into outer space.  Like infinity in every direction, except for underground, where I can still just see a big ball of heat way way down there.

These people, who I guess are people in Heaven, hardly pay attention to me, though.  They’re not like the ghosts I saw before (and can still see) that will sit around and answer my questions.  I try and make a motion to them, and they’ll kind of grin at me or wave or something, and then go back to doing whatever they’re doing.

And there’s a TON of them, too.  They’re not like all crowded together or anything, but I have seen no less than a thousand Heavenly people just in this area that I think of as an apartment complex.  Some of them are just sitting on a couch, some of them are sewing, some of them are playing baseball or football… they’re doing all sorts of different things.
Sunday, November 24th, 1996 – 6:00 P.M.


Molly went over to Alita’s again today, and thank God for that.  I can see so far in every direction, all of it Heaven, that I have just been looking around what seems like the whole fucking galaxy for the last two hours.


At least, I think it’s Heaven.  If it isn’t, well, I don’t know what it is.  One reason I think it might not be Heaven… I can still sense people suffering, REALLY suffering, in some parts.  All of these new beings I see share this same kind of silvery-blue glow, so I think they’re all part of the same world or dimension or whatever, which for now I think is Heaven.

These people that are suffering, man… I can see this one guy, he’s meditating in the middle of what I guess is a star, because it’s like a zillion times bigger than he is… I can see tears flowing out of his eyes constantly into the star around him.  At first, I thought he was shooting some kind of ray out into the star, but he’s not, they’re definitely tears.  I saw him open his eyes and look right at me once, and I could feel a shiver deep in my heart.  

It felt totally crazy, but I tried to look for my grandparents, who are dead.  I couldn’t find them.  To be honest, I really don’t think this is real.  How could it be?  I mean, as soon as I was seeing ghosts, I started to doubt my sanity… but now I can see what appears to be FUCKING HEAVEN in every direction for miles and miles and miles.  How can that be real?

Another guy I saw that really appeared to be suffering was this guy all alone in the middle of a church way East of here.  I don’t know, it might have been 5 miles or 100, but it was pretty far away.  His face was perfectly straight, and he looked like he was concentrating really hard.  Unlike the rest of these “Heavenly people”, I could see an aura around this guy, and it wasn’t a color, it was an emotion:  sadness.  It was really fucking trippy.  While I was studying this guy, I had this weird thought where I realized I was dreaming and tried to wake up… but I didn’t wake up, I just realized that I wasn’t really dreaming.

You know, if all of this is real, I guess this is the best thing that could have happened throughout all this shit… I mean, Heaven is real!  If Heaven is real, at least I can hope to go to Heaven when all this is over.
Monday, November 25th, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.

Well, I can’t fucking believe I didn’t see this one coming.


I woke up this morning to a gigantic, Demon looking black entity floating in front of me, its red eyes flaming, piercing my soul and toying with my emotions.  I swear, I could feel its cold, skinny fingers floating over my heart as I screamed and, apparently, fainted.

I woke up again just a few minutes ago, and I now realize what I should have realized before:  after becoming able to see Heaven, I would become able to see Hell.  At first, I thought the whole demon thing had been a dream… then I happened to look down as I got up from the couch, and I could see it… Hell, an entire realm of pain and suffering, located far beneath the Earth.

Things are smaller down there, actually… I mean, physically, the people and demons and shit that are down there seem to be like an inch tall.  At least, that’s what it looks like to me, and if there’s one thing about myself that I know, it’s that I have good vision.


But that demon that I woke up to this morning wasn’t small, so I guess it’s just not that simple.


I’ve been trying for the last ten minutes not to look down… the amount of beings down there in Hell is unbelievable, and every single one of them appears to be in utter anguish.  They don’t look like ghostly, intangible forms, either… I can see their heart rates, and their organs (or lack of), and they seem to register as infrared things on my vision now, too.  They are all in so much pain, my God, I can’t even fucking believe it.  Nobody should have to go through shit like that, I don’t care what they ever did.  I swear to Christ, I am going to vomit just from looking at what one of them is going through…

I can still see Heaven, though.  I can’t help but look at those two suffering guys in Heaven, though… the guy meditating in the star, and the guy praying the Church.  There’s a lot more people suffering down there in Hell… but none of them are feeling the intense suffering that those two people are feeling.  And they’re in Heaven!

God fucking dammit, why the fuck does this have to be happening to me… this whole Heaven thing was kind of cool when it started, but now I am REALLY starting to FREAK THE FUCK OUT at all this!  What the fuck am I supposed to do now?  

How the fuck can I tell anyone about all this without them thinking that I am TOTALLY FUCKING NUTS!  But I’m not!  Now, more than ever, I know that I’m not crazy.  How could I be?  How could I ever imagine all this shit?  If I were crazy, why would all of this seem so real, why the fuck would I imagine this, of all things… why would I imagine I could see people in Heaven BUT THEY’RE SUFFERING MORE THAN PEOPLE IN HELL?!?!?!


I better just go for a walk or something.  It will freak me out, yes, I know that much, but at least it will get rid of some of this nervous energy that is just eating away at my soul right now.
Monday, November 25th, 1996 – 5:15 P.M.


I’m trying to write this quickly, because I can see Molly walking home right now… I spent all afternoon with two demons sitting in the apartment, looking at me or scaring the shit out of Horus (somehow) and making him run all over the house.  They would reach a hand into his brain, and he would just freak and start running all over the place…


My guess as to why they’re here is because I am looking all over this Heavenly dimension, studying it.  I see a lot of people really enjoying themselves, but, frankly, it seems so completely fucking pointless that it disgusts me.  At least here, on Earth, people get something done… and when they do enjoy themselves, it’s because they earned it… but most of these beings in Heaven, they’re just sitting around like fucking zombies, just like the people in Hell are, except the people in Heaven are really enjoying themselves.


And, well, that pisses me off!  Because, really, after all this shit, Heaven was about the only thing I had to look forward to… and I never even believed in God, but now I can see this Heavenly realm, and at first, that really comforted me… but the more I look at it, the more disgusted I am with the whole concept.  Are these people really enjoying infinite bliss just for obeying the ten commandments while they were alive?  What the fuck does that prove?

Tuesday, November 26th, 1996 – 2:30 A.M.


This can’t be real.


I simply no longer believe that any of this is real, and I don’t care what comes of it.  I just don’t see how any of this is possible, and I’m going to sleep…
TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 26th, 1996

THE NON-MOMENT BETWEEN 4:00:59.99999 and 4:01 A.M

ONCE UPON A TIME, THERE WAS A RAT THAT LIVED IN ANCIENT CHINA.

RATS WERE RESPECTED AMONG THE CHINESE.  THEY ARE GOOD AT SURVIVING, AND THEY ADAPT WELL TO CHANGING CLIMATES AND CONDITIONS.  SOME CHINESE PEOPLE EVEN ATE RATS, SEEING THEM AS SIMPLY ANOTHER MAMMAL WITH MEAT ON ITS BONES.

ONE DAY, THIS RAT ATTAINED HUMAN INTELLIGENCE.  ALL OF A SUDDEN, IT LOOKED IN A PUDDLE THAT REFLECTED ITS IMAGE, AND THOUGHT:  “I AM A RAT!”  IT STARTED UNDERSTANDING WHAT PEOPLE AROUND IT WERE SAYING, AND IT WONDERED IF ANY OF THE OTHER RATS COULD HEAR WHAT PEOPLE WERE SAYING.  SOME PEOPLE SAID THAT RATS WERE DISGUSTING, OTHERS SAID THEY WERE TASTY, AND OTHERS SAID THEY WERE A RESPECTABLE ANIMAL THAT IS TO BE ADMIRED.


IT BEGAN TO GO FROM HOUSE TO HOUSE, LISTENING TO THE PEOPLE TALKING, AND TRYING TO UNDERSTAND WHY IT NEVER HEARD THEM BEFORE.  IT DID THIS FOR MANY MONTHS, ALL THE WHILE AVOIDING BEING KILLED BY RAT EATERS, UNTIL ONE DAY, IT WAS IN A BUDDHIST MONASTARY.  THE MASTER WAS TALKING TO ONE OF HIS PUPILS, AND THE RAT THOUGHT HE SEEMED LIKE A VERY AGREEABLE FELLOW.

THE RAT WAS VERY, VERY SCARED, AND HAD BEGUN TO THINK THAT PERHAPS HE WAS JUST A CRAZY RAT.  HE WENT UP TO THE BUDDHIST MASTER AND SAID, “HEY THERE, ARE YOU A HUMAN?”


“YES, I AM,” THE MASTER REPLIED.  “AND YOU ARE A RAT.  HOW IS IT THAT YOU ARE TALKING TO ME?”


“I DON’T KNOW.  YOU SEE, MANY MONTHS AGO, I REALIZED THAT I AM A RAT.  I ALSO BEGAN TO UNDERSTAND WHAT THE HUMANS AROUND ME WERE SAYING…”


“YOU SHOULDN’T WORRY ABOUT WHAT PEOPLE SAY,” THE MASTER SAID, AS HE STARTED WALKING AROUND HIS MONASTARY.  THE RAT FOLLOWED HIM.  “PEOPLE SAY ALL SORTS OF THINGS, AND YOU REALL SHOULD JUST IGNORE THEM.”


“I REALLY HAVE TROUBLE IGNORING THEM.  I AM AMAZED THAT I CAN UNDERSTAND THEM AT ALL, AND I JUST CAN’T TAKE MY MIND OFF OF WHAT THEY ARE SAYING.”


THE MASTER THOUGHT A MOMENT, AND THEN REPLIED:  “WELL, YOU SHOULD PROBABLY JUST STAY AWAY FROM THEM, THEN.”

Tuesday, November 26th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.

As I opened up my laptop to write a journal entry about the dream I had last night, I noticed the entry above, and said:  “Oh … my FUCKING God!”


Ok, I’ll start with the dream… I had this dream that I was walking around in some town in Europe, and I came across this guy that was made out of pure gold.  He was glowing, too, and smiling.  Nobody around me seemed to think it was weird, though.  I asked him, “Are you a Buddha?”

He said, “yes, of course,” and we got to talking.  I started telling him about what has been happening for these last few months, and he nodded as I went through every detail of my whole story.  When I finished, I asked him what he thought I should do.  He looked at me for a moment, and said:  “Well, I would start by gouging out my eyes.”

When I heard that, my heart started pounding and I immediately woke up.  I could see all the things I can normally see these days:  ghosts, people sleeping, cells on Molly’s back and on my skin, people chilling out in Heaven, and people suffering below me in Hell.  I thought to myself, “it was just a dream”, and went back to sleep.

And now, when I go to write it down, I see that entry there at the end of my journal… I am, well, fucking speechless…

Tuesday, November 26th, 1996 – 4:15 P.M.


So much for not believing this is real.  That, whatever it was, leaving that entry on my computer really fucking scares me.

I guess it’s not so different from me becoming capable of seeing all this crazy shit… but that was at least in my mind.  I can scroll up to that journal entry, and I *know* that something “else’ wrote that, not me.  I guess it’s possible I got up in the middle of the night and wrote that… but I don’t think so.  I just don’t think that’s what happened.  
Tuesday, November 26th, 1996 – 5:15 P.M.


In an effort to ignore these other dimensions that I can see now, I just spent the last hour or so watching Horus walk around the house.  Man, it really is fucking trippy to watch him, all those thousands and thousands of cells all working in unison, the heat his tiny brain gives off as it controls the rest of his body.  A brain in a body really is like a person in one of those robotic “mech” things that you see in Japanimation.  I mean, he is a brain… and he has control of a body.

And I was thinking again about how all those parts of his body, the cells, the heart, the stomach and organs, they’re all slaves to his brain.  Maybe his brain is a slave to his spirit?  I never really believed in such a thing as the spirit.  At least not since I was like a little kid, and didn’t even really know what it meant… and now, I can see fucking ghosts and people in Heaven and Hell, man, it’s too fucked up.  I swear, there’s a part of me that still doesn’t believe in God or Heaven or any of this shit!  But it’s getting harder and harder to not believe it with every day that I’m looking RIGHT THE FUCK AT IT.

At least I can still write a decent journal entry.  Reading this one over, it’s pretty coherent, too.  I wonder if I could be crazy and still be able to write a decent journal entry?
Friday, November 29th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.

I totally forgot that yesterday was Thanksgiving until I woke up to the smell of Molly cooking a turkey.  I woke up late, because I didn’t fall asleep until she got up around 10:00 AM.  I was paying attention to these three chicks in the apartment across the way… they were having this crazy sex fest, man, it was like nothing I’d ever imagine.  Well, I guess I just don’t have that good an imagination… but they were using some seriously weird shit to pleasure each other and themselves.  Some of it I couldn’t even identify, but that made it even weirder.

When I got up, about a half hour ago, I realized (from the smell) that I haven’t eaten in like 3 days.  The turkey smells really good, and it looks like a pretty big turkey, I wonder if anyone else is coming over for dinner.

I haven’t been visited by any demons these last couple days, which is a relief.  I’m starting to be able to tell the difference between what’s going on in Heaven and what’s going on in “reality” without even really thinking about it.  Not that I couldn’t tell before, but it took a little effort to be able to separate them in my mind.  Now it’s just like second nature.
Friday, November 29th, 1996 – 7:00 P.M.


Dinner was delicious, but Molly was hardly saying anything, and I don’t think we smoke more than ten words throughout the whole dinner.  The food was really delicious, though… man, what a great life I would have if my eyes weren’t totally FUCKING PSYCHO, with a wife that can cook like that.  I mean, god damn, she’s 19 and she can cook like that… that shit was better than the turkey that my family has at dinner every year.

It made me realize that Molly is probably going to leave me pretty soon, and that is fucking scary.  I mean, life is fucked up right now… but how much more fucked up it would be if I had to support myself, too!  I really have been a leech off of her this whole time we’ve been out here, and that is fucking dishonorable.  Remember when honor meant something to you, Lucas?  Remember when you thought you would always work for yourself, pay your own bills, and never become completely inferior to someone the way you are RIGHT NOW?

God dammit, why did this have to happen to me… what did I do to deserve this?  Is this punishment for taking Molly away from her family?  Is it punishment for deserting MY family?  Is it just general punishment for the dozens and dozens (hundreds?) of sins I’ve committed since I stopped going to church with my parents?  WHAT THE FUCK DID I DO TO DESERVE THIS?!

Saturday, November 30th, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.

What a fucking night.  Last night, I pretended to pass out on the couch, so that I could sleep on the couch without Molly thinking something weird was going on.  I spent the whole night watching people down in hell, suffering beyond anything that I would ever have imagined, and I cried for hours and hours.  I guess it felt good, in a weird kind of way, but I didn’t stop crying until I heard Molly get up and go to breakfast.  I felt like she would totally know that I was just pretending to sleep there, and if she saw my face, she would definitely know that I was up crying, but she just took something out of the cupboard and went back in the bedroom for a while.  After like twenty minutes, I got up and washed my face a bit, and forced myself to just watch the people in our apartment complex in order to keep my mind off of Hell.

Which reminds me… I actually watched the Devil, Lucifer, whatever his name is, for a while last night, too.  He is the most disgusting fucking thing I have ever seen.  Not disgusting like “make you want to puke” disgusting, but he just has the evilest look on his face, his skin looks like he was put in an oven for about five days too many, then peeled off, then roasted for another five days.  After watching him for a few minutes, he kind of cocked his head, and one of his horns looked like it was pointing right at me, and I pretended to be asleep for a while so that he wouldn’t see me.  I don’t know if he could do anything to me, anyway, but I wasn’t about to find out.

It’s amazing, but I almost feel good right now.  Maybe all that crying got something out of my system.
Saturday, November 30th, 1996 – 5:00 P.M.

I should know better than to get my hopes up like that.  After my last entry, I tried to play some video games, but I couldn’t pay attention for more than about 15 seconds.  I almost burst into tears right there, but Molly was in the kitchen, so I just held them back and laid back down on the couch.  While I was laying there, with my eyes closed, I saw a flock of birds flying around peacefully in the sky, and I wished that I was a bird.  But I’m not.  I’m a crazy, fucked in the head, mutant kind of human that can’t fucking go on living the way he is without wanting to just BASH SOMEBODY’S FUCKING FACE IN.
Tuesday, December 3rd, 1996 – 10:30 A.M.


I had a really vivid dream on Sunday night.  Everything was normal, like my vision was like a normal person’s, and I was sitting in my parents’ living room reading a book.  I was really into the book, and I can’t remember exactly what book it was or what was going on, but all of a sudden, there was another book written right on the same page.  It was like there was another line where the spaces normally are between lines in the book… it was fucked up, and I was a little confused, but I was still able to read the book.

A couple pages later, a third book appeared, overlapping the other two, and then more started to appear, and then I just couldn’t read shit and I was really pissed off.  I went and told my Mom about it, but she just laughed at me, and I started crying.  As soon as I tried to cry, I woke up because I couldn’t.

And that’s when I saw the sorest sight I’ve seen in a while.  For a second, I thought I had woken up in another dream, or that I was dead or something.  I saw a huge, reflective (and beautiful) lake stretching on for miles.  It was red.  I figured it was blood at first, but it looked more like red tinted water, and it definitely wasn’t blood.  I stared for a minute before realizing that I could “see” a completely different dimension, and that’s what I woke up to.

Another completely unexpected thing happened right then.  I completely focused it out of my vision, and I can focus back to it at will now.  I can focus in and out of Heaven, Hell, that ghost dimension, and this new one I woke up to yesterday.  The infrared and the microscopic shit is still beyond my control, though.  Still, I feel like I have some control over my sanity again!


I can’t believe I didn’t try harder to focus them out before.  I should have realized that focusing in another dimension is a lot different than focusing in a certain spectrum of our own dimension.  But I remembered trying to focus out the microscopic details and the infrared, and how it gave me headaches and totally didn’t work…  I did try a couple times to focus out the ghost realm, but it wasn’t quite working, so I just stopped trying.

Man!  Maybe this means I really can cope.  Now that I can focus in these dimensions at will, maybe I’ll spend some time looking around.
Thursday, December 5th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.

Well, I’ve actually had a peaceful couple of days.  I can’t remember the last time that happened… things are almost OK with Molly, and we’re speaking again, and we even kissed last night.  I feel like my mind has had a thick layer of smog wiped off of it, and I can think clearly again.

The details of this dimension (which we call “Earth”) are still very distracting, and emotionally, I’m still not exactly happy.  In fact, the amount of suffering I’ve seen in every single dimension I’ve peered into is absolutely astounding.  None of them came close to what those two guys in Heaven were feeling, from what I can tell, but a lot of the things I saw were pretty unique, and I’m starting to think that suffering is the only universal truth.  That sucks to even imagine… sucks worse to see it in action.
Friday, December 6th, 1996 – 3:30 A.M.


Holy motherfucking shit.  Holy motherfucking SHIT!


I had this crazy dream… all I could see was Satan’s face staring right at me, gigantic and evil, in perfect detail, staring right at me.  After what seemed like hours, he just blinked and then his face got serious, and he said:  “Watch this.”

The whole scene just flashed, and I saw this peaceful world (no idea what or where it was).  A portal or something opened up about twenty feet in the air, and hundreds of demons started pouring through… they looked like the one I saw in my living room a few weeks back, floating black mass, flaming eyes.  They started just killing people and setting fire to the buildings, which were fucking HUGE and beautiful, made of some kind of super shiny metal or something.

I actually totally thought I was awake, too, because I kept trying to wake up and then couldn’t.  I just watched, and apparently I was doing this in a dream, I just started crying and shaking in fear.  It was like the Devil himself was telling me that this is the kind of shit he is capable of.  I knew it could just be a dream he was creating to scare me, though, and that kind of calmed me for a minute.

Finally, they all poured back through the portal, and I woke up in my bed, staring at the ceiling.  After a second I realized that I can actually focus dimensions in and shit, and I started peeking around to different ones, trying to find it.  I looked in like fifty different dimensions, and couldn’t find it, and just thought, “To Hell with it, it was just a dream.”  I tried one more, just ‘cause, I don’t know why, and it was that one… I looked all around, and about half the whole fucking planet had been completely pillaged, with charred dead bodies littering the ground EVERY fucking where.

I let out a little moan, almost crying on the spot, but I got out of bed and came out here in the living room so that Molly wouldn’t hear me.  I just got finished crying for about twenty minutes, and decided I should write it down in my journal before I forget about it or something.

Friday, December 6th, 1996 – 11:00 A.M.


I can’t stop thinking about that dream I had.  I keep looking back to that world that those demons destroyed, and wondering if it’s my fault.  


I had more scary dreams last night, but I can’t remember any of them.  Am I responsible for the destruction of an entire planet?  Is it my fault the Devil went to that planet and killed everything and everyone in sight?  I really don’t know what I should do if it is my fault.  What can I do?

Some weird little voice inside me has been saying to look to the Heavenly dimensions (I’ve found a couple more) for guidance.  I keep looking back at that guy meditating in that star, tears pouring out into the gaseous fire around him, and wondering what I can gain from looking at him.  I really can’t think of anything I can learn from watching him.  It just makes me really, really depressed to look at him.  He is the single biggest reminder that, no matter what dimension you are in, you can experience suffering.  And you know, damn, maybe the more Heavenly the dimension you live in, the more you are capable of suffering.  The only thing that gets me as depressed as looking at him is looking at that world that Satan fucking destroyed last night.

I’ve got to figure out what to do about all this.
Friday, December 6th, 1996 – 2:00 P.M.


I’ve been sitting here, with a steak knife in my hands, wondering if I should do what that deity or whatever said I should do.  (Gouge out my own eyes.)  Maybe my ability to see into other dimensions is totally fucking up the balance of the universe or something.  Maybe it’s pissing off supernatural beings and shit, and they’re reacting by doing all sorts of crazy shit… like destroying an entire world and making me see it.

Then again, maybe the universe is always like this, and it’s just so fucked up that I simply can’t believe it.  Maybe the Devil is always destroying worlds… maybe this world is somehow protected… or maybe he just hasn’t gotten around to destroying it yet.  Fuck, man, how the FUCK could I find out what is the truth here?  I’m not sure there’s really any way to find out.

God dammit, I can’t bring myself to do this…
Friday, December 6th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.

I love Molly so much, I can’t believe I’m putting her through this.  Molly, if something ever happens to me and you end up reading this journal, please know that I love you and I never meant to hurt you, and if there were some way I thought I could get through this, I would have done it…

Friday, December 6th, 1996 – 8:30 P.M.

I must have fallen asleep on the couch, because I woke up to Molly crying with the steak knife in her hands.  I flipped out when I saw her with it, because I thought she was going to kill herself or something, and she just started screaming at me, begging me to tell her what the fuck I was doing with the knife.  I didn’t have a good answer, so I just didn’t say anything, and tried to look at her  in a way that she would know meant I care about her… but she just flipped and dropped the knife and ran out the door.  She must have went to Alita’s, because that’s the only place in the direction she was walking.

I think maybe I should break off our marriage and move back home with my parents.  It’s the worst fucking thing I could imagine having to do, but if that’s what’s best for Molly, I should do it.  I hate the idea of having to see her reaction when I tell her that I want to get a divorce, but if that’s what’s best for her… it really is my duty as somebody who loves her, isn’t it?
Saturday, December 7th, 1996 – 1:00 A.M.

Been laying on this couch for three hours now… still can’t sleep as I watch everybody in this apartment complex… so many of them are doing things that they don’t want anyone to ever know about, it makes me so sad for the whole human race… why do we do all these crazy things and think nobody will understand?  And if so many of us do them, how come we don’t understand when we hear about the crazy things that other people do?

I might have to buy some kind of sleeping medicine or something, because I can’t imagine ever getting to sleep again.  And I remember the last time I did sleep, I had the most crazy, fucked up dreams I’d ever had.  What the fuck am I going to do?
Saturday, December 7th, 1996 – 6:00 A.M.

I haven’t slept.  Around 4:00 A.M., Elton (downstairs) got up and left, and it looked like he was carrying suitcases, so I guess he was leaving for a flight.  Not an hour later, Mr. Doggy Style showed up, and he and Paulene are still getting it on right beneath our apartment here.  Maybe I should tell Elton what is wife is up to when he leaves?  Would he realize I knew something I shouldn’t?  Would he even believe me?  He probably wouldn’t.  They act like the most perfect, happy couple around everyone else, and he probably wouldn’t even believe that Paulene would ever do something like that.  Ah, fuck it, what do I care, anyway…

There’s a couple kids, across the way, smoking in a bedroom, blowing it out the window.  They’ve been up all night, smoking, and I wonder if they’re going to go to school tomorrow or skip.  Man, I never would have done something like that when I was a kid… well, first, I would have gotten caught, and second, I really didn’t feel any desire to stay up late at night smoking cigarettes.  I had Molly to make me happy, and she had me, and all we needed was each other to enjoy the day.

Molly is not twenty feet away from me, but I miss her terribly.  When I’m writing in this journal, everything seems so perfectly clear, but I know that I could never find the right words if I were to try and talk to her about any of this.  She’d just think I’m a fucking psycho, and maybe I am.  How, again, is it that I can see into other dimensions?  Maybe I really am psychotic.  Maybe I really do have this crazy, microscopic vision, but maybe it drove me so insane that now I just think I can see into other dimensions.  How could I figure it out?

But no, no, no… that fucking THING wrote an entry in my journal.  I didn’t imagine that.  The only way that could not be real is if I wrote it in my sleep, somehow, but I don’t think so.  But if I did, how would I know?
Saturday, December 7th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.

I layed in the bed for about 5 hours there, pretending I was asleep.  I was looking at every dimension I could find, hoping to find one with supernatural beings or something living in it.  

Finally, about an hour ago, I found one.  But it didn’t make things better.  They all looked at me, and none of them seemed too happy about me peering into their dimension.  At first, I thought, “Wouldn’t gods be loving and compassionate?”  But they weren’t.  I started thinking to them all these questions, and they all started laughing, and it reminded me of hyenas around a female lion, tormenting her like I saw on the Discovery Channel one time.  They started talking into my mind, and it was so fucking scary I wanted to just rip my ears out of my head… but I knew that wouldn’t help.

But maybe I got some answers.  They told me that, yes, in most dimensions, life is suffering, and that is the way of things.  But not in their dimension.  I asked them why they don’t do anything about it, and they all seemed to say something like, “Why should we?”  I almost started screaming at them, but I was so afraid of what they could do to me, that I just stopped looking at them and started bawling my eyes out right there on the bed.

I’ve calmed down a little bit now, but I am really concerned about Molly.  She’s out there, watching TV, but I can tell from what I see in her stomach that she hasn’t eaten in a long time.  I really hope she isn’t becoming anorexic because of how fucked up I’ve been acting, but I know if I tried to talk to her about any of it, I would just make things worse.

I always thought gods were powerful and loving, but I guess I might have been wrong.  I guess I’ll just pretend I’m asleep a while longer and watch some people enjoy this Saturday afternoon.
Saturday, December 7th, 1996 – 6:00 P.M.


I am so tired, but is seems like I will never get to sleep again…

Saturday, December 7th, 1996 – 11:30 P.M.

I guess I fell asleep at some point, because fifteen minutes ago, I woke up to see Molly sitting on the floor, crying her eyes out.  Deep down inside, I felt my heart aching, but I just tried to ignore it and pretend I was asleep a while longer.  She must have heard my breathing or something, because she got up and went in the bedroom and shut and locked the door.

Horus came over to me and started meowing, and I decided I’d get up and act like it was the noise that woke me up.  I am really scared.  My life will never be normal again.  Ever.  My life is over.

Will I have this same “condition” when I get to Heaven?  Or will I end up in a far hotter place when I die?  Even Hell seems more enjoyable than what I’ve been going through these last few months.  Man, pure pain for what feels like an eternity… that seems a lot better than having to come face to face with the fact that the whole universe is filled with suffering of epic proportions.  That sounds like a line out of the Bible or something…

At least I can take comfort in the fact that we gave Horus a good home, at least for a while.  Maybe when Molly and I split up, she’ll take Horus and care for him.  If I know Molly, she’ll latch onto him as a reminder of her relationship with me, as a symbol of when times were good.  (Which they were when we got him.)  I hope she does…

Right now, he’s about the only thing that’s still able to make me smile.  Right now he’s watching me type this, staring at my fingers, and pawing at them occasionally.  It’s really cute.  He looks up at the screen from time to time, and tilts his head, wondering what the heck these colors on the screen might mean.  I wonder what all of this looks like to him… I guess that’s one thing I can’t see?
Sunday, December 8th, 1996 – 4:30 A.M.

I can never sleep any more.  Maybe I’ll never sleep again?  I’ve been watching this one planet or dimension or something, I don’t know, I just know where it is in my “vision mind”, and it is pretty fucked up.  What I figure are the male and female of the dominant species on the planet seem to totally hate each other.  When they fuck, the man restrains the woman and she cries and screams as he fucks her… which looks surprisingly the way fucking does on this planet.  It’s like the only way they mate is rape, and it’s pretty disturbing to watch.

But that’s not all… when they finish fucking, they go out as a team and beat the living shit out of other couples, like it’s some bizarre mating ritual.  I’ve seen a few of them die in these fights, it’s crazy.

The other animals on the planet are a little less extreme, but still pretty ruthless.  But, you know, I guess that’s how nature is, on Earth or any other planet.  If I were to watch lions and tigers and hawks and vultures from some other distant world, I’d probably think it was pretty fucking ruthless and evil, too.  

I guess that’s the nature of Nature, eh?  Ruthless and wild, savage and seemingly evil, but maybe that’s the only way life can survive.  Maybe I should be more ruthless.  Maybe I should go back to that dimension with those hyena gods and tell them off about how beings with their powers should be more loving and caring towards all living things in the universe.

And, well, I probably should go off doing stuff like that, but I’m just not like that.  Maybe that’s a weakness, but I just am not like that.  I’m nice and humble and kind of shy sometimes, and I could never start telling off beings that might be able to make my suffering ten times worse.  (That doesn’t even seem possible to me right now, but I bet it is.)  God, I wish I had the strength to do something as crazy as that… but I don’t.
Sunday, December 8th, 1996 – 6:30 A.M.

Well, it’s been a while since I paid attention to them, but I can’t take my mind off all the fucking cockroaches that live in the walls of this apartment complex.  I wonder if anybody knows just how many of them live there.  Thinking back to how I would have looked at this fact a few months ago, I really am fucking disgusted at the thought of all these disgusting little fuckers living so close to all of us without us ever knowing about it.
Sunday, December 8th, 1996 – 10:30 A.M.


Not surprisingly, I dreamt of fucking cockroaches these last few hours of terrible sleep.  I just realized that there are a million things like “the cockroaches in the walls”, which are always present and part of our world, and would freak us out if we knew about them, but for whatever reason, we don’t.  The only problem with that is that a lot of things I do know about now, because I can see so FUCKING MUCH of this world I’m living in.

Elton, downstairs, must be on vacation or something, because Mr. Doggy Style has been just staying with Paulene in the apartment downstairs.  As I watch them fuck like animals right now, I can’t help but feel jealous at the simple pleasure they are enjoying right now.  Living in their ignorant, blurry world, in the excitement of having an affair without Mr. Wormack knowing about it, fucking like animals in a dirty situation… it’s about the most appealing thing in the world to me right now.  What I wouldn’t give to be in his shoes right now…

Those kids seem to be enjoying life, too.  They’re the only ones in the apartment right now, and they’re smoking what must be a joint out the window.  Man, it’s fucking 10:30 in the morning, and those kids are probably getting high while those parents are off at church.  If that ain’t perfect irony…

I love Horus so much, I’m so glad he’s a part of my life.  I bet I would be, well, about 20% crazier if he weren’t around to make me smile once in a while.  Thank Heavens for Horus.

Sunday, December 8th, 1996 – 6:30 P.M.

Molly’s been gone all day.  She’s probably over at Alita’s, getting high and talking about me.  Or she’s doing the same thing Paulene has been doing, off fucking some other guy behind my back.  That wouldn’t really surprise me, but I know she would feel really guilty about it, and I hope she isn’t putting herself through that kind of ordeal right now.


But, frankly, I’m more concerned about myself than about Molly right now.  Yeah, her life is a little fucked up, but at least she could break up with me and go to a counselor and work everything out.  Me, I would fix my life up in a minute, if I knew how, but I see absolutely NO FUCKING WAY to make things normal or happy or anywhere near good again.  Suicide is becoming more and more appealing every day, but I know I’ve promised myself that I would never do that… then again, I never knew life could be like this.  I never in a million years would have imagined that my life would be like this.  How the fuck can my life be like this?

I guess I’ve got nothing left to lose, so I think I’ll call up Tommy and see if he wants to get high.  Molly left some pot here, I dunno, maybe she was hoping I’d find it.  Maybe getting high will make me feel better, who knows?
Sunday, December 8th, 1996 – 11:30 P.M.

What a fucking nightmare!  Things were going OK at first, and I was proud of myself for acting so well that things were OK with me.  Once we got high, though, Tommy started fucking lecturing me about how I’m treating my wife.  I kept trying to be vague, telling him that I was going through some shit inside, and that I really am not trying to hurt her, but every time I said that he raised his voice a little more and started really telling me how to live my life.


He has no idea what the fuck I’m going through!  If I even told him a little bit of what has been happening to me since summer time, man, he would be out of his fucking league trying to figure it out.  Who the Hell does he think he is, telling me how to live my life?  I could see what he was feeling, too, this kind of caring defensive attitude about Molly, and that just made me more pissed.  We may have some problems right now, well, I’ve got a shitload of problems, but she’s still my wife, and he has no right to take that fucking attitude with me!

We argued for so long, and it’s funny, because he doesn’t even know the real issue, but we still argued about it for a long ass time, and I don’t think we’re friends any more.  He told me to “Go to Hell” as I left, and I told him I’d see him there and slammed the door behind me.

Maybe he’s the one Molly is sleeping with?  No, no, no… well, not unless they’re going somewhere else to fuck, somewhere that I’m not looking, because I can see everything that goes on in every apartment in this complex.  That really pissed me off.  In a way, I guess, it feels good to be pissed off.  It’s a real potent feeling, and it’s one that I haven’t experienced for a while.  But it’s not that great.  In fact, it sucks.  But on some level, I like it.
Monday, December 9th, 1996 – 11:30 A.M.

Molly is staying home sick today.  She says it’s a “mental health day”, and that she really needed a day off to try and gather her thoughts “and stuff”.  


I left her alone for a while, but then she started a conversation with me, suggesting that I see a counselor or something.  It was like I could see that exact same emotion I saw in Tommy yesterday, in her heart beat and her facial expressions, like she was trying to “act on my behalf” or something.  I think I used to let her act like that, but after yesterday, it really pissed me off.  We ended up screaming at each other, and I’ve never gotten into that kind of an argument with Molly before.  It was really hard, on both of us, I think, because I could tell her heart was racing at a million miles per hour.  Eventually, she stopped arguing and just went in the bedroom and cried like I’ve never seen her cry before.

I am just writing this before I go for a walk, because I think she could use some time with the apartment to herself.  It’s actually the first real thoughtful thing I’ve done in a while, and realizing that makes me really sad, deep down.

Monday, December 9th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.

God… I just got back from my walk, which was sort of peaceful, but still very disturbing, and Molly was watching TV in the living room.  I tried to make some casual conversation with her, but after just a minute we were screaming at each other again.

I found myself really angry at her, too.  For the first time, it was really like I hated her.  Thinking back on it, I’m scared of what I’m now capable of.  I never used to be this cold or selfish or anything like that.  Now… I mean, I get enraged at this feeling I can see her experiencing, when it’s probably just love that she’s feeling.  It’s so fucked up… I wish this would all just go away…

She stormed out and didn’t say where she was going.  But I think she’s going to Alita’s, as usual, because that’s the same direction that she walked in today.   I don’t know if I hope she feels better or gets hit by a car.  But I doubt either will come true, anyway.
Monday, December 9th, 1996 – 3:30 P.M.

Lonely and confused, I decided to take a trip to the mall, the type of thing I should probably know better than to do at this point in time.  As I was walking around the mall, I was thinking about what people were feeling as they looked in windows and things.  Then the strangest thing happened to me, and I sensed something I usually can’t sense:  suspicion.

I’ve been able to sense emotions pretty well just from what I can see in people’s bodies for a while now… but this was different.  After it happened, I walked around for about a half hour before I realized what is probably going on… I am starting to sense thoughts, or I’m starting to sense emotions.

It’s about the worst possible thing that could have happened to me.

Monday, December 9th, 1996 – 6:00 P.M.

Molly’s still gone.


I spent all afternoon spying on people again.  This time, I actually tried to see into their minds.  I’ve always wanted this problem to go away, but there’s absolutely no hope of that happening, so I decided to just say “fuck it” and do what I want with it.

Around 4:00, Mr. Doggy Style stopped by the Wormacks’ place.  I was so fucking disgusted by the thoughts and emotions they felt.  Writing them here, they wouldn’t seem that weird or wrong or evil or anything like that, but it was more than just what they were thinking… it was how they were thinking it.  Never, in a million years, would I imagine that other people’s thoughts would, well, taste so fucking disgusting.  That anger I felt when I saw Molly “acting on my behalf”, it was like that times a million zillion.

The only thing on the guy’s mind was the sex that Paulene could offer.  She knows this, and thinks she feels the same way, but she clearly feels a kind of love for the man, and like she should do right by him and be his sex toy.  I can’t help but think that either of them would just hate the other if they could sense thoughts the way I can.  And seeing what a guy thinks and feels as he climaxes inside her… my God, it’s the most barbaric, disgusting, pathetic thing I’ve ever seen.

As soon as it got to that point, I turned and started watching those two little smokers across the way.  At first, it was really refreshing.  Their thoughts seemed so pure, so innocent, and so much cleaner than the thoughts of those two sluts downstairs.  So I kept eyeing them.  They were talking about getting some pot and getting high this weekend.  It was funny, too, because I remember thinking exactly how they were thinking when I was that age.  But it was also fucked up to realize just how far out of touch with reality a kid at that age is.  They truly believe that they are equal to an adult, and like one in every way, when that is in fact the furthest thing from the truth.

That wasn’t nearly as bad as Paulene and her lover, but it was still a little bit jarring.  I decided to peer over to my good buddy the Wife Beater.  At first, I thought he was possessed by Satan or some shit like that.  Then I remembered that I can actually see things like that, and he was completely in his “right mind”, such as it is.  He was screaming, really loud at his wife and kid, and when she started talking back to him, he just punched her across the face.  It wasn’t any kind of love tap or anything close to it… it was a straight up punch, the same kind he would give to anyone stepping to him in the street.  Worse than that, she actually felt sorry and guilty after he hit her.  That really fucked my shit up.


I actually walked out of the house towards that apartment, fully intending to just go in and kick the shit out of him.  I didn’t feel like any explanation was necessary, and it felt like I was going to be enacting justice on this piece of shit of a husband and father.  As I was walking, though, I passed an older woman walking the other way, and she wondered what the Hell I was doing, and I realized just how much trouble I would get in if I did go over there and kick his ass.

I had this weird moment, right then, where I wondered who was watching my thoughts right then.  It wasn’t even an “if” kind of thing… it was just like, “I wonder who is out there watching my thoughts right now.”  It was really spooky, like that feeling you get when you know you’re being watched.  I walked home and spied on people for a while longer before deciding to write this.

Monday, December 9th, 1996 – 11:00 P.M.


I can’t believe I ever married that woman.  To see the way she thinks of me at this point, I wanted to just shove my fucking dick down her throat until she choked on it and fucking died.


When Molly got home, she tried to just ignore me and make some food, and I just sat there staring at her.  She was pretty quiet in her head, trying really hard to just concentrate on what she was doing.  Then, all of a sudden, it was like something sparked inside her, and she looked right at me, all angry, and said:  “What the FUCK do you want?”

I looked back at her for a moment before getting up and walking over to her.  I swear, part of me was thinking that I might hit her, but I was able to overcome that (strong) urge, thank God.  I just looked at her and said, “This isn’t working out…”  Her lip started quivering, and she just stared at me for like ten seconds.  I had a perfectly straight face, one which I was trying hard to maintain, and she just kept staring at me.  Finally, a tear trickled down her face, and I could feel this intense wave of emotion run through her.  It was fucked up, too… I don’t think I’ve ever felt any emotion as the one she felt at that moment.  I really don’t know if it’s a woman thing or just something specific to our situation, but it was a real shocker.  She just started sobbing and hugging me, and I just couldn’t take my mind off of how illogical her thoughts and emotions were right at that point.

I tried to be nice and comforting, but if she couldn’t tell that I was acting like a hundred percent, then she needs a lesson in reading body language.  After she finally stopped crying and went in the bedroom, where she just laid down, staring at the ceiling and thinking about how fucked in the head I am, I decided to just sit on the couch and watch her.  Sitting there, seeing what she thinks of me, feeling her emotions and almost thinking her thoughts, I realized just how fucked up this world really is.

Here we are, two people with completely different views of our relationship with each other, completely different views of each of us, and we vowed that we would be together forever, “until death do us part”.  We both thought we were on the same mental plane, but that is so, so far from the truth.  We might as well be different species, fuck that, from different worlds altogether.  This world that’s built between us is nothing but an illusion, and in fact, so is the one that each of us lives in.

All this shit is bullshit is what I’m finally beginning to realize.  Everything I ever held dear has become a tiny little grain of sand, the woman that I loved has become nothing but a savage animal, obeying instincts and hormones instead of any kind of logic.

Tuesday, December 10th, 1996 – 11:15 A.M.

I laid awake in bed, next to Molly for the first time in a while, for most of the night last night.  I was watching people dream, for the first time, and it was actually about the most peaceful thing I’ve ever experienced.  The pain I felt when that person woke up, though, was beyond words.  I went from the serene flowing of a river to something more like sand paper across a chalk board.  People are so fucked in the head when they’re awake… it’s fucked up, is what it is.  When they’re dreaming, they’re in perfect tune with their spirit, and everything is smooth.

It was a while before I started watching what Molly was dreaming about, and I was amazed when I saw what it was.  She was dreaming about me.  She was having a dream kind of like the kind I’ve had about her a couple times, where we were totally happy and a lot older than we are now.  In her dream, though, we both looked a lot better than we do, and we were living in Hawaii.  I was working as a programmer while she was staying home tending to the kids.  When I got home, she sent the kids over to a friend’s house to play, and we fucked like animals for what was hours in the dream.

It was funny to see how she saw me in that dream, too.  Like I was some kind of God in a man’s body, like I was just chosen by the Heavens to be her pleasure-giving husband and make her life beautiful.  God, if she only knew just how far from the truth that is.  If she could see one thought I have had about her, even the good ones from back before we ever got married, she would have a rude awakening as to just how far from the truth she really is.  But she never will.  She’ll probably live under that little blanket of ignorance for the rest of her life, and maybe that’s for the best.  Christ, look what’s happened to me ever since it started being pulled from my tightly clinched grasp.


Despite how far from the truth this dream was, I couldn’t help but get really horny while I was watching it.  She woke up abruptly at some point, and I couldn’t tell what triggered it.  She opened her eyes and looked at me before I could look away, and she thought it was the sweetest thing in the world that I was sitting there, staring at her.

Having no more attachment to this woman that I used to call my wife, and realizing that she was making sexual advances towards me, I took advantage of the situation.  We had a two-hour sex session… well, love-making session in her mind… and it was fucking great.  I fucked her so hard, I thought the neighbors would hear her moaning at the top of her lungs.  She was having these intense feelings of love for me, too, and I was reminded of that woman that felt guilty for being beaten by her husband.

When we were done, she kissed me for a while, then said “I love you” and went to sleep with her arms around me.  I laid there and watched people dream for a while longer before falling asleep myself.

I don’t know what happened, but it’s like some part of my humanity just reared its ugly head, and I’m feeling really guilty about what I did last night now.  I’m not even sure if I want to just “get over it” or fix the problem somehow.

Tuesday, December 10th, 1996 – 1:00 P.M.


I cancelled lunch with Molly.  I couldn’t stand the thought of trying to get through a conversation with her after what happened last night.  Not that I really even give a fuck what she thinks about me any more, but I just didn’t want to deal with it.  I could sense her thoughts over the phone, and it only strengthened my decision to skip lunch with her.  She’s like a fucking dog.

While we were talking, she had this thought in her head like, “it’s all supposed to be over.”  Even after I told her I was canceling lunch with her, she insisted on saying, “I love you, honey, I’ll see you when I get home.”  It’s been weeks and weeks since we had that kind of dialogue at the end of a phone conversation… she is living in a fantasy world to think that we have returned to that kind of status in our marriage.


Sadly, I soon realized that I could even sense her thoughts while she was at work.  She was thinking about me a lot.  She would have these little spurts where she was completely focused on coding or e-mail or whatever, but then she would remember me and feel both love and sadness.  Again, I couldn’t help but notice that her emotions were way more intense than the ones I usually feel.

It’s fucked up, but even after everything I learned to see, I’m finding that thoughts and emotions are the most painful.  I guess when I was seeing all these other dimensions, it kind of just seemed like I could see into these weird “dream worlds”, but seeing people’s thoughts… damn, it is fucked up.  I’m not sure how much longer I can take any of this, and I don’t know if gouging out my eyes is even an option that would work any longer.


I can’t help but think about Paulene and Roger, AKA Mr. Doggy Style, and think that Molly’s thoughts aren’t that different from theirs.  Sure, she’s less selfish, and more innocent, but her thoughts are about as far from my reality as Paulene’s are from Roger’s reality.  That is a really scary thing to realize, too, since his thoughts are the ones that totally fucking disgusted me when I first realized that I could sense thoughts.  Am I as evil as Roger?
Tuesday, December 10th, 1996 – 4:00 P.M.

I’ve spent all day thinking about it, and I’ve finally decided what to do about this whole situation.  At first, I was really thinking that I should just gouge my own eyes out.  But I’m no longer even sure that that will solve my problem.  I’m seeing thoughts now, and emotions, too, and I really don’t think that’s taking place in my eyes.


I could just leave Molly, but that would be worse than death to her.  After last night, I can see just how immature and feeble her mind really is.  Maybe everyone’s mind is like that, I don’t know.  In any case, I’m afraid of what she might do if I told her I was leaving her.

I could try and get her to leave me, but that would only be slightly better than leaving her myself.  Plus, I’m not even sure I could do it.  To see how quick she was to try and realize that our relationship was okay last night, I wonder if she could ever bring herself to leave me, no matter what the situation.  The things she was thinking last night… she actually thought “this whole thing is over!”  And the thought didn’t even phase me.  I think I responded by grabbing one of her nipples and pinching it a little, which she loved more than I ever would have thought, even though she hardly reacted to it.

So that’s it for me.  I’m going to just slit my wrists and end this whole fucking mess right now.  I’ll lock Horus in the bedroom so he doesn’t pig out on my blood, and I’ll just sit here on the couch and end it all.

I’m sorry I ever left home, I’m sorry I ever married Molly, and I’m sorry I ever let this go too far before figuring out what I should do about it.  I’m sorry for everything.  If I could somehow go back in time and change all of this, I would.  But I can’t.  Even though it would mean going back to being the ignorant little piece of shit that I was before all of this started, I would trade anything and everything for just one moment of that ignorance again.  God, it wouldn’t even take a single micro-unit of time for me to make that decision.  Hands down, I would give anything to escape the Hell that I now live in every day.

Horus is the one I feel the worst about, too.  I stayed home to keep that kitty company until he was old enough to handle a lot of time alone, but I spent most of that time being annoyed with him or completely ignoring him.  Horus, I’m sorry.  If you ever hear me, I’m sorry.  I love you, somewhere, deep down, I love you.

And Molly, despite how much I hate you for how you’ve been lately, what you’ve thought and felt in my presence recently, I’m sorry this had to happen.  I never loved anyone as much as I loved you, and that will never change.  Maybe, by some miracle, some day we will meet again without all this fucked up shit going on.  I sort of hope so.

Goodbye.
