
and I r
eal
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, w
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e n
ee
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e a
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es

ire
   

narcissism
 to be writte

n ab
ou

t b
ut 

to 
w

rit
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ab
ou

t o
ur

se
lv

es
 is

 a
 fe

at
 

all 
its 

ow

n. 
To

 di
scl

os
e t

ho

se few an
d 

pr
iv

ate

   I 
didn

ʼt 
th

ink
 I 

co
uld

 ev
er 

rea
lly do this. I 

get t
o a c

erta
in 

po
int

 

things to
 split o

pe
n o

ur 
gu

t k
no

wing
 you will bleed 

like a slit p
ig.  The bl

oo
d rushing out. S

pillin
g over your fatherʼs hands. 

There is alot to learn in life. Iʼve got more to learn than 
you noticed, or maybe you did notice. Either way you 
noticed my ego and me, I fed off of your gaze. You should 
know my histories are going change your perception of my 
actions. As you read be observant of yourself, is the 
concept of you perceived through the eyes of others or do 
we absorb ourselves through osmosis in our dreams. 

 the



Stories that make th
e w

hole l
oaf b

ut only su
bscr

ibe
 to

 a 

certain magazine. As my subscriptions ra
n out I b

oxed the w
hole e

nti
re 

yea
r in

to a c
igar b

ox
, sm

all
 

and warm, moist and still able to identify
 the sm

ell 
of th

e to
bacc

o. B
ut th

ese
 sm

ells
 will 

not be s
o v

ibr
ant

 up
on

 th
is 

op
en

ing
. T

he
 

dust and stains are coating the path back to that yard, a 
yard

 full o
f th

e l
aw

n o
rna

ment
s th

at r
ese

mble
 a c

hil
dho

od
 th

at 
we a

ll l
ost

. G
ard

en 
pat

hs 
lin

ed 

with su
gar a

nd sp
ice

s. T
he w

indmill 
is c

on
sta

ntl
y m

ov
ing

 in
 di

ffe
ren

t d
ire

cti
on

s i
n t

he
 ba

ck
 ya

rd 
of 

my f
utu

re.
  



Sometime ago I remember the 
cliché rain on my jacket. Too little 
to understand the nostalgia of a 
rainy day but I participated just 
the same. Through the puddles of 
a hurricane, I aspired to remove 
every inch of water from the road, 
in order for the neighbors to get 
through. A force only available to 
the weak, a drive that I could
 conquer, I remember being alone. 

My father was as interesting as he was aboriginal. White, Irish, there he stood s of the yellow fast back beetle my mom used to own talking to my aunt. Exhaustion had struck me over the head. The heat of the sun in October was 

causing my brothers sweat to pool on the vinyl seat. My earlier tantrum was over but the physical boredom of my consequence was evident. As I had left the funeral home, he chased me, I had sworn at her and her ugly teeth. Her teeth were slightly askew, not so crooked, but old and tired of eating. Her size made it evident she should 

stop eating as well. As we walked he told me about the candy store, and throwing water balloons off the roof of the corner building onto men waiting for the bus. Putting jell-o in the back of the toilets in high school. Things I later remembered and still try to absorb their meanings but that was it, after that he put that baggage in boxes, or 

possibly plastic bags. Most likely plastic bags, black ones that could be removed, or misrepresented by other black plastic bags. Either way, Iʼm sure the jean jacket I had on that day was in the plastic bag he threw out from that morning. Maybe it has been washed up on a Caribbean shore with other American material losses, 

winding up in someone elseʼs recontextualized memory



Assuming I had baggage. What are these materi-
als that provided me with memory, and a sense 
of direction. If Mary Poppins could mass-pro-
duce her bags we would all be there to buy 
one on opening day. Open it up to tomorrow, 
yesterday, the smell of stale smoke or the dirt 
that I still had rubbed in my jeans, the next day. 
I continue to go around. Perplexing myself and 
my histories, which ones I would go back to, 
take, or leave. Most of those will not go down 
with a spoon full of sugar. Iʼd choke on a piece 
of steak, to absorb all of those memories and 
get them past my choking reflex. A man grab-
bing a hold of your head while your giving him 
a blowjob instantaneously triggers the reflex 
that I speak of. A reflex that makes you releases 
his penis from your jaw, so you can try to catch 
your breath. This reflex is at the mercy of the 
hand on the back of your head. Pressing your 
face into his crotch as to say, you not done yet. 
Keep gagging.  This memory would be best left 
out of Maryʼs carpetbag. For some reason it is     
still in there. 

Ev
er

yth
ing

 w
as

 so
 pe

rfe
ct 

and
 ideali

zed
. Prist

ine without punctuation. I w
as waiting for the jaded days. Miss understandings would make a point.  



I continued to speak, I only remember two seconds of that garage light and then it went  off. Slowly voices became the music and the doors became the painting, I stared at them to educate myself within the context of the argument .   I was able to make out the image and I would not let my brother see. The walls were completely convoluted 

with language that was not understood by a child of 9 to mediate. Then I really did see the black plastic bags get filled. All the laundry, all the smells. His plastic was to become permanence. A life coated with plastic ideals that were bagged up 

The garage light always 

followed the noises that came. It blasted in my 

bedroom window. She was watching letterman when I came out 

and announced it. I had gotten to the head I said as I sat down on the corner of the couch. 

and left.  A prelude, or a postscript to my image. The first time he placed it on my lips, my mother disapproved, He said I did not look pretty with out it. It was  red. Looking down 

I could see it out of my peripheral vision. I still can.  My pink dress clashed with my lips, I noticed that this was not a good day but a perception of my relationships that I was just beginning to spin. Again I saw the 

garage light come on but at that point the noises were silent. 



I still walk that way. 
I can still remember how the road 

felt, focused on the rebellion. Meditating on my 
frustrations. Why was I to do it? My attention shifted to the shards of sand, 

as I slid down the road, it had come up to greet my knee, and I bled. 
Nothing out of the ordinary, no comic book description of 

gushing blood. Just a slice of myself, I still notice it when I revisit that 
place. The blood still on the road. I stopped and regarded the injury, 

brushed it off and got into the car again. 



Every inch of accidental tattooing is in there. Along with every inch of shattered bone and flesh. A threshold of pain only a woman giving birth could comprehend after the first vaginal tear had occurred. 

Images like these that consume emotion in every flake of pain.  All those scrapes. All those cabinet doors slamming onto fresh pink fingers. My first bone to be split from my perfect body was as small as I was. It was so indiscrete no 

one noticed for three days. Those moments of inexplicable pain are not to be reconciled with when analyzing the ingredients in your recipe. Those I canʼt leave out. The memories that are flashes of faded light, people. Unrepresented seconds of image that 

appear relative to the present like a déjà vu. I was being chased and fell to my knees only to remember the grass and the hospital? The sensations of minutes that are tickers on the big hand of the clock count the memories. The cold metal of the car 

bumper, and the hot blood rushing down my chin are the highlights of the brilliant ideas of two professional sliders now. 



During moments of these realities, the memories of right now. Is this thought contemplation or a regurgitation of the moments spent puking, crying, pissing pasts. Are those seconds of glimpses into our confused histories relative to the seconds being produced right now? Is the conversation we had, on the w
ay hom

e from
 school, still resounding into m

y conversations today? They press on m
y im

age as m
uch as the scares and creases from

 experience. The way you stood up for me and cut m
e down, still run down the front of m

y face with the blood from when you pushed me down the hill on the sled. If you look close enough there are moments of your life in my skin. I have a cohesive understanding of your roles and mine.  This relationship still produces memories that would never have been kept with the plastic bags or cigar boxes.  Weʼve managed to feed each otherʼs toddler years, childhood, and teenage years and inspire friendships through out our actions. I remember your presents when I decided to be independent. M
y first memory of independence is with you. W

e supported each other in our drive to be 

self-governed. Later, while living on my own and grazing the bulk pasta section of the grocery store, I remembered our picnic to the rock. We made pasta all from our own recipe and donated it  “to the birds, to the bees, to the flowers, and to the trees” Our little hands flinging the poorly 

prepared pasta off the rock into to the “wilderness”. Every scar I have from you I wear with pride, I show it to others, to prepare them. 



I tried to write about my sensations, feelings and brave 
moments of decisions but none of them shape me as much 
as my interactions with those who participated in the stories.
Except for one story where the scars are all my own, the scars 
represent self-image and a damaged self-esteem that Iʼve   
concurred and overcome.  



In this representation nothing is reconstructed. No idea of memories told through others interpretations, n
ot to

 instill
 that a

ny
 ot

he
r 

memory was of that nature. Nothing has been told through different eyes. Even so I think my eyes are burdened with the d
éjà

 vu
 of

 ot
her

s. S
torie

s t
ha

t g
ot

 

told during dinner, they snuck into my dreams, and were reconstructed as 
mine

. R
ec

lai
med

 as
 fa

bl
es

 an
d 

re
to

ld
 

fifth hand. Precautions of violent circumstances that resulte
d i

n t
rou

ble
d t

im
es;

 tim
es 

yo
ur 

listener would not like to experience themselves. Not 
in 

thi
s s

tor
y. T

his
 st

or
y r

ete
lls

 th
e v

iew
er

s, 
au

th
or

, a
nd

 p
ro

ta
go

ni
st 

sid
e 

through one eye. Yes, only one eye, the other was 
unable t

o open
,  

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

 

it was unable to complete its functions due to
 a 

sh
ard

 of
 gl

as
s i

ns
ert

ed
 in

to 
the

 lid
.  



A hazed and brilliant ambulance light shown into that one open eye.  I was so mad, annoyed, I was put out at the hysteria my mother was 

causing that hysterical sound was not available through the sound effects library and I am happy that will not be able to be played back for you this evening. But you can understand the volume it caused to provoke my first insight into the scenario.  The 

neck brace was causing an aggressive amount of discomfort and I was concerned with the level of restraints being used. “Shut up, you are over exaggerating” a small but non-negotiating voice proclaimed out of the white visual. “This is ridiculous.” Just like the lights coming on they were out again.   



Sounds of the emergency room fade in and out of context. Then they started to 
pull at my head. Like a bloody porcupine all of the quills had to go in 
order to prevent any more damage to the surrounding friends and family. Then 
I yelped, similar to a dog right before I screamed and I continued to scream. 
Like seeing your favorite heavy metal band for the first time. My voice was 
horse from proclaiming my lust for the lead guitarist. But in the small 
curtained room my voice was unable to crack or loose volume.  I guess my 
scream could have lasted seconds but reverberated in my head for hours. But I 
will not speculate time for this microcosm of memory has lasted forever in my 
flesh. Then again silence. And my second visual stimulus was of the quiet dark 
X-ray room. I remember two people from that night, people who were not of 
any relation. She was one of them.  I wanted her to hold me. That was all the 
visual memories from that night. 

I was left to wait alone in the hallway. On a gurney , still cold and confused.



G
ho

st
s c

am
e 

in
 a

nd
 o

ut
 a

ll 
ni

gh
t, 

vi
si

tin
g 

an
d 

tu
rn

in
g 

on
 th

e 
te

le
vi

sio
n 

to
 w

ak
e 

m
e b

ef
or

e t
he

y 
stu

ck
 m

e w
ith

 ne
ttle

s f
ull

 of
 painkille

rs. I
 held my hands tig

ht and wrung them out all night to release the pain. I awoke to terror, blood and confusion. 

I c
ou

ld
 n

ot
 se

e,
 o

nl
y 

on
e e

ye
 w

or
ke

d.
 I 

hi
t t

he
 b

ut
to

n 
ne

xt
 to

 th
e b

ed
.  

Sn
oo

py
 b

an
da

ge
s w

er
e w

ra

pped around my fingers to
 stop the pain and bleeding. I h

ad a hand full of porcupine shards that had been unnoticed the night before. I watched TV all day. I had to pee really badly, I refused to rest on a pink kidney shaped dish. I had my teenage dignity to uphold.  At the end of the day I was determined to get up. The nurse helped. During the first shift in altitude and incline I past out. On the second I managed much better. In the bathroom, The bathroom only feet away that took a half hour 

to get to, I saw the porcupines bloody bandages and my swollen Cyclopes of a face and past out again. I peed in the kidney shaped dish. After I saw what my pride had been transformed into nothing could have been worse. 

 They washed out my knee and I felt the water fill up 
the split open flesh and it stung.  My fathers girlfriend 
past out. I can recall that commotion.  Then I remember 
letterman, this time my father and the nurse sitting next 
to me on the couch. 
Speaking but I heard nothing. 



Months have past and days fill the space between tracks on the album. Virginities have been lost and born again, cycles repeat and more bites of 
memory will fill up dream space.  Am I experiencing tomorrow through your one open eye? Wincing into the sun, to recall the directions to the 
house. Come over have a cup of tea, or better yet some blackberry brandy like your mother used to give us for our cough. Whatever your choice, 
come in and sit. Iʼve found myself again through you and I donʼt want that side of me to leave.


