1/21/00

I have dreams about people who love me.  Not dreams about people I know, necessarily.  What I mean is that the people…in the dreams, they love me.  And I know it.  And it is the most wonderful feeling I have ever experienced.  Then I wake up.

I can always tell I’ve had one of these dreams.  I wake up feeling all warm and cozy inside, like absolutely everything is perfect.  Then reality begins to break and I start to lose the warm fuzzies and instead feel like an idiot.  I roll my eyes and think, “that was interesting.”  But I secretly miss it.

Sometimes it’s someone I know.  Usually male.  It’s been C, J, last night it was Lindsey Buckingham.  (That was weird.)  Usually it’s someone I could never have in real life—C is totally gay (not to mention fat and bald), J is married, hopelessly young and stupid, and Lindsey—well, that’s too obvious.  There’s always some undercurrent of espionage—I remember the one with C, we were afraid Meghan was going to find out about our “tainted love” and get really pissed.  The one with J, we were hiding from Meghan and P.  The one last night…perhaps that’s the most bizarre of them to date.  We were sitting on a sofa, and Stevie Nicks was sitting across the room in a chair, and they were trying to learn a new song.  And as they’re going over these vocals, he’s putting the moves on me, pulling me closer to his side, putting his arm around me, and she’s just watching.  And it’s very uncomfortable to know that this whole little warped triangle is going on, but at the same time, he loves me and that’s just so perfect.  So I don’t slap him and call him a pig and ask him can’t he see how much he’s hurting her?, I just ride that comet.  All the way to the beep-beep-beep of my alarm clock.

There’s never any sex.  Just a lot of huggy-huggy, kissy-kissy stuff.  But that’s the best part.  It’s not about sex, it’s about being loved unconditionally, in spite of the potential side effects, despite the fact that the deck is stacked against us.  It’s not about real life.  Real life is totally different.

In real life, people have their own agendas.  People have their own needs.  People are more concerned with themselves than with making someone else happy.

2/2/00

Day One on Prozac.  Skippity-doo-dah.  I know the shit is supposed to take a good 2 weeks before it kicks in, but I swear, last night I slept for the first time in eons.  Call it a placebo effect, call it what you will, but by God, I woke up happy.  Of course, that lasted all of about 20 minutes.  As soon as I got out of bed I was instantly bitchy again. 

I don’t feel quite as low today as I have.  I’m sure that will pass.  I still have to tell “THE FIRM” that I need 1 ½ hours off every Monday morning and pitch them the “work through lunch so I don’t have to use up all my sick days” idea.  Wonder how that will go over?  Wonder how long it will be before the whole fucking place is abuzz with rumors about me being locked in a psycho ward for a weekend or something equally disturbing?  Wonder if I can sue if “my secret” gets out?  Is that an invasion of privacy?  Or can HR people really tell the rest of the company everything they know about you?

I’m also not looking forward to the whole therapy bullshit again.  Okay, the phrase “coming undone” or “not wrapped too tight.”  Well, I consider my past history a big piece of thread, and me a big spool, and all this time I’ve just been wrapping and wrapping as tight as I can so I don’t “come undone.”  And now they want me to sit in a room with a total stranger (albeit a very nice one) and start unwrapping.  Obviously, I’m not too excited by the idea.  I’ve worked hard to be the new, improved, not-the-fuck-up-I-used-to-be me, can’t I just forget the old me existed and move on from here?  I don’t want to spend my Monday mornings crying about my past.  I just want to forget my past.  Which of course might be easier if I didn’t have to visit my past every other fucking weekend.  Oh, well.  I will promise myself not to cry.  I can’t possibly come back to work with big red eyes and mascara all over myself.  God, they’ll really think I’m fucking wacked.

But for today, I really don’t feel as bad as I have.  Not quite so hopeless.  Which is good, because that means I’m heading back to baseline.  This is not the meds, but the general process as I’ve known it for years.

I did very well at the shrink’s office yesterday.  I did not cry.  But I came damn close, and that was only talking about my mother.  Wait ‘til we get into the heavy shit.  I will be strong, I will be strong, I think I can, I think I can…

2/18/00

Day 18 of Prozac Nation.  I’m digging it.  Mornings don’t make me want to roll over and die anymore.  No more of that “oh shit, the world is going to end today” dread that I’ve experienced for the past several years (every fucking morning, no wonder I’ve been suicidal).  I don’t know how to explain it, other than this—everything seems to make a whole lot more sense.  Like when I first got my glasses—it was like blacks seemed blacker, colors more bright, and everything was nice and sharp with well-defined lines and edges, that fuzziness I had been staring at for years was gone.  And it was like, dude, this is cool.  I didn’t realize my vision was so screwed up.  Same thing with my head.  I didn’t realize how “loud” everything was.  It was like my head was a constant melange of noise.  No, the voices weren’t telling me to hurt myself, it was just like, nearly impossible for me to logically think something out.  Which is where all my lists came into play.  I couldn’t process a “to-do” list for an evening at home, I had to actually write everything down that needed to get done and then consciously remind myself to look at the list.  Now, I’ve been getting home, and I have energy, and I can do things like garden, and do dishes, and do laundry, and pick up, and cook, and whatever.  I go tan.  I go to the store.  It’s cool.  Yes, I’m still ready to pass out by ten and yes, my steam really starts to run low by Thursday, but I’m in a hell of a lot better place than I was just a few weeks ago.  Thank fucking God.

2/25/00

Where am I now?  Not the same awful place I was yesterday, thank god.  But not where I was on Monday, either.  I’ve been really tired this week.  I think that definitely contributes to my frame of mind.  Like I said before, it gets harder to stay positive and be happy by the end of the week.  By Friday afternoon I’m ready to fly out the window.  But yesterday, yesterday was really awful.  It started yesterday afternoon.  I don’t even really know what started it.  I think it was because I was on the internet, on the white pages search, looking for an address for Boss Man, and then I just started looking up addresses of all sorts of people I haven’t talked to in years.  And then I decided to look him up.  Sometimes I do that, I’ll call directory assistance or look in the phone book or whatever, just to see if I know where he is. I saw his name, right there in black and white, and I just wanted to puke.  And then all the images started coming back—the night I ran into him at V’s and freaked out, that awful ride home where he just kept screaming at me to “shut the fuck up,” T trying to console me by basically telling me “sex happens,” his face looking down at me from that fucking chair.  I hate him so much.  I hate what he’s done to my life, and what he’s done to me, and what he’s probably done to other women.  He’s a pathetic motherfucker who deserves to be shot.  Several times.  In non-lethal places, so he can die slowly, the same way I’ve been basically dying for ten years.  

Now I think about it (I’m thinking more clearly today, obviously) and it just makes sense, but at the same time, it feels so stupid.  I read this whole thing yesterday on rape trauma.  I never told anyone, not for more than a year.  And I truly believed—and still believe—that it was my fault.  I’ve read all the literature, I’ve been told by all the therapists, I logically know that it was not my fault.  But at the same time, I keep thinking—I was there.  I didn’t even scream.  There was a house full of people not 50 feet away and I didn’t make a sound.  And the other times?  How the hell did I let myself just end up alone with him?  I went to his house, for fucking out loud.  And the way I actually sort of believed that we were a “couple?”  Was I really that stupid, or was I already trying to rationalize away the truth?  Was I completely naïve, or was I just setting the scene in my head to keep the awful reality in the distance?  Did he really even rape me, or was I just not treated the way I wanted?  I’ve been asking myself these questions for 8 years now.  For a while, I was able to forget about it—I lived in another state, with a husband, I did a fucking speech about date rape, I talked it out, I was fine.  

Bullshit.  I had just made the perfect escape.  I had no contact with any of the people who “knew me when”—except M, and he was living a totally different life and we just had this “thing” that we didn’t mention The Asshole, EVER.  I was living a totally different world.  It was easy.  Then I moved back here, and I met Meghan, and I fell in love with Meghan, and then things happened, and it was like, BOOM, I was right back where I started.  And I can’t talk to her about it, because I feel like it wouldn’t be fair to her. Why am I so fucking stuck in the past?  

Yesterday was really weird, though.  I like, totally felt out of it all afternoon, once it hit really bad.  I wanted to cry really bad, but I just can’t cry any more.  And I just felt so…detached.  Like an observer.  Like I was stoned, or something.  I wasn’t really “myself,” or something.  Then last night, when it finally let up, I felt like I’d missed a whole day, like when you’re really really sick and your 3-day fever finally breaks, and you feel like you’ve been in a coma for months.  It was bizarre.  Today I feel more aware, I think.  Even yesterday, though, I had the good sense to force myself to not hibernate.  We took the dogs for a walk and walked them around the park.  Meghan kept asking what was wrong, she thought it was the fight we had earlier in the day, but the truth was the fight didn’t even really phase me—I knew she was just having a crappy day and it wasn’t really me she was pissed at, so it was like, no big deal.  I just couldn’t tell her what was really going on, because I’m afraid of her reaction—I really think she would roll her eyes and be like, oh, god, are you still going on and on about that?  Get over it, already.  And I really wish I could.  But I don’t think she gets it.  

God, no one fucking gets it.  Why is it that everyone I know seems to think that I’m so grandiose in my interpretation of my mental state?  Am I really fucking hystrionic?  Shit, maybe I am.  For fucking out loud, I’m participating in “television” therapy (being watched behind 2-way glass).  But if that were the case, wouldn’t I enjoy it a lot more?  When I went to my first session and saw that big fucking phallic microphone sitting not 12 inches from my face, I about got up and walked out.  As it is, I often get the insane urge to stare right into the 2-way window, make a face and wave.  It really pisses me off the way my friends and Meghan just roll their eyes and say, “oh, she’s being all exaggerating again.  She just wants attention.”  Well, fuck yes, I want attention.  I want someone to say, my god, this is a terrible thing that happened to you, but it really had nothing to do with you, none of it, your mother was just messed up and the guy, well, he’s a fucking criminal, and you couldn’t help the way you handled it, because you didn’t know any better, and you’re really okay, and you’re not crazy, and the reason you’ve been so sad for so long is because of a lot of things, but it doesn’t mean there’s something wrong or bad about you.  That’s what I want.  Okay, enough of my whining.  It just really pisses me off. I don’t want center stage.  Everyone (my friends, my family) thinks I have this urgent desire to be in the spotlight…if that’s true, then why do I hate being around people?  Why do I hate going out for lunch because it feels like everyone’s looking at me?  Why do I hate making eye contact with people?  It doesn’t make sense.  I don’t make sense.  Nothing makes sense.  Maybe I really am only as crazy as I make myself out to be.  That’s it—maybe I have made myself crazy through my insatiable need for attention.  There’s something for the focus group to study.

2/28/00

Blue Monday.  Not really.  It’s just that I’m not going to my session this morning because I have to see Dr. Gimmepills tomorrow and I can’t miss two days of work in a row.  Which sucks, because I’d really like to go today.  I’m doing a lot better since Friday night.  Meghan and I were supposed to meet Burke for a drink, but he never showed.  We think he got lost.  Anyway, she drank water, I drank gin, and after about 2 and several wings (good wings) and some other food, I was lucid enough to talk.  And I told her why I’d been so bummed out.  And she was cool about it.  Which makes me wonder, am I really that off in my perceptions?  Or was she just feeling particularly nice that night?  Or has she just been in a crappy mood any other time I’ve tried to talk to her?  Or was it all in my head?  I don’t know what “all in my head” is anymore.  But I’m feeling much better since then.  I had a dream Saturday night about a “predatory male” only this time I actually managed to get away.  But even though I got away and was in the safety of my own apartment (interesting how I always still live in apartments in my dreams and they’re always much worse than the ones I actually lived in), I still didn’t feel safe, like he was still out there.  But I had company (my mother, of all people) so I put on a good show.  Ha, story of my life!  “Company’s coming, don’t let them see you sweat.”  But of course he’s still out there, they’re all still out there, the trick is not to let them know you’re nervous, I guess.

I’ve been bad about taking my pills this weekend.  I forgot Saturday night, and took it Sunday morning, figuring, oh well, I’ve been wanting to start taking them in the morning anyway, and then this morning I forgot.  So I’ll have to take it at lunch.  Dammit, just give me the Prozac patch.  What a money-making invention that would be…

All in all, it was a pretty good weekend.  We went to the river Saturday with C and the dogs.  Then it got cold and clouded up so C went home, we bathed the dogs (and ourselves) and put our pajamas on and took a nap, then went to the grocery and I made a killer “marinarer” sauce, EXCELLENT, then we just lounged and fell asleep in the living room.  Yesterday we did the city market thing, bought some veggies, fruit and a great gardienera at the Italian market, then I cooked a roast and after doing some yard work and stuff, we had the BEST Italian beef sandwiches just like they used to make at Chubby’s.  Fantastic.  Emeril would be proud.

Today I think will be not so bad.  It’s supposed to be a pretty nice day.  I still really wish I was going to therapy.  I’m such a sucker for routine.  But I can make it on my own for one day, I’ve been doing it for this many years, right?  I am a good person.  I am loved.  I am capable.  I am kissing my own ass.  What the hell, we spend enough time in life kissing other people’s asses, why not kiss our own once in a while?

3/6/00

Is the freakin’ Prozac working or not?  I don’t fucking know anymore.  Sometimes I feel great, other times I feel lousy.  Am I back on the roller-coaster?  I don’t think so…this doesn’t feel as “consistent” as the roller coaster.  This feels more like real life.

Therapy sucked today.  I ditched out last week, although I probably shouldn’t, because I had to see Dr. Gimmepills on Tuesday and I didn’t want to take off 2 days in a row.  So I didn’t get to unload my whole rape-trauma story last Monday and had to wait until this morning to do it.  And I basically relayed the whole story and she was like, “what is it like for you to sit here and tell all that?”   And I’m like, “it’s like fucking story hour.”  And it is.  I’ve narrowed it down and whittled it away to just a story—the bare facts.  And she said “you’ve really detached yourself from it.” And I’m like, no shit, sherlock.  That’s the whole point.  And she said “what will it take to get past it?”  And I said, if I knew, I wouldn’t be here.  And she said “it makes me feel really sad to listen to you talk about it.” And I said, “I try not to.”  It’s so much easier to deal with from an intellectual perspective, to not feel it.  Because I honestly (and I told her this, too) don’t remember how it felt—not then, not until much later, when the realization of what really happened hit me full tilt.  I don’t know what I thought or felt then, if I did at all.  Which is why now it doesn’t even seem like the story belongs to me, it’s like fiction that I just keep repeating, and it’s my rationale for the way I am and the crazy things I do, but that doesn’t justify it for me, because in my head, it’s not really my story, because I only remember facts.  And bits and pieces of feeling.  I remember fear.  And shame.  And sadness.  And resignation.  Yes, resignation.  “I’m worthless, this is supposed to happen to me, I’m just a scapegoat.”  Shit, that’s basically what T  , bless her heart, told me the very next morning.  “Sometimes I just wake up and T’s just poking me.”  Get used to it.  Whether you like it or not.

I’m tired of the story.  I don’t want it to be mine.  And I was thinking about it on the way back to work, and I was thinking about how I’ve dedicated the last 10 years of my life to inventing my own scripted reality.  Wow—what a revelation that was.  Just like when I was a kid, talking out stories in my head, in the woods.  I’ve been doing it ever since that April in 1990.  I’ve created this whole parallel universe, and my own doppelganger—the girl who is so cool, and so together, and so in control, and so “with it” and hip and successful and talented and attractive and funny and intelligent.  And all the time, the reality has been that I’ve been the same scared shitless little girl I was then.  God, that’s really sad.  Like, not pathetic sad but just really sad sad.  After she finished giving me the “team review” this morning, she just sat there, and I was thinking, can I just go now, and I finally looked at my watch and said, well, gotta go back to work, time to put on my happy face.  She said that must be really hard, and I said, yeah, but I’ve been doing it for years, I’ve gotten rather good at it.  Well, so much for that, because I barely made it out of the office and to the stairs before I was crying.  And I got to my car and just sat there and cried for about ten minutes or so.  I think that’s the first time I’ve actually felt sad about what happened, rather than guilty or ashamed or disgusted or pissed off.  I’ve never let myself be sad about it.  To be sad about it would mean that I’d have to admit it wasn’t my own doing.  And that’s just been too hard.  It’s always been easier to be angry at myself.  

God, my shoulders are killing me.  I was really tight this morning when I got up, and it’s just got worse.  

I hate therapy.  It’s going to be a rough ride.

3/13/00

I really, really, really hate therapy.  All morning I just felt like you feel when you’ve got a really important job interview in half an hour that you don’t even want to go to because you’re so nervous.  Then when I got to the office I thought I was going to hyperventilate.  Why?  I don’t know, other than I am so, so, SO not into “exploring my feelings” right now.  All day I’ve just wanted to either punch something or burst into tears.  And it’s not even fucking PMS, dammit.  No easy explanations for this one.  And they fired someone else last week, which means I really need to watch my ass, and here I am on the verge of a mental breakdown.  Spiffy.

I asked for a copy of my file today and she panicked.  “Can I ask you why?”  I told her “morbid curiosity.”  I don’t know if they’re afraid I’m going to go somewhere else and fuck up their study, or if they just don’t think I can handle what’s been said about me.  And I don’t know why I want to see it.  Well, yes, I do—it’s like reading someone else’s diary to find out what they think of you.  Which I have done, many times.  And it kills me to know that every week, people are sitting around discussing my pathetic twisted life and I can’t hear them and I don’t know what they’re saying but it’s RIGHT THERE in front of my nose.  That’s like waving a baggie full of Columbian in front of a coke head’s nose and not sharing.  It’s cruel and unusual, I tell you.

So my homework for this week is to try to “get in touch with my feelings” about what happened.  What happened?  Okay, let’s try that for starters—about repeatedly having the shit raped out of me by some sadistic and evil motherfucker when I was a 17-year-old drunk with serious self-esteem issues.  It makes me want to puke.  I’m pissed, pissed, PISSED at that sonofabitch for single-handedly ruining my life.  I’m pissed at my mother for making me a shriveled up little scared bunny rabbit and therefore totally unable to fend for myself when the asshole attacked me.  I’m pissed at myself for refusing to see the truth and creating this little “alter-reality” to live in so I wouldn’t have to face the ugliness.  I’m pissed at the whole fucking world for having these stupid fucking misconceptions about sex and rape and male/female relationships and therefore perpetuating not only my own hell, but the hell of other women.  Pissed, okay, we got the picture there.  And I’m ashamed.  Ashamed of being there, ashamed that I let it happen (whether I did or not, the fact is that I didn’t fight back), ashamed that I let him treat me like a ten-dollar whore and then literally kick me into a trash can.  Ashamed that I’ve spent the last 10 years being ashamed.  Ashamed that I refused to admit what was going on.  And I’m sad.  Sad that it ever happened in the first place, sad that I couldn’t stop it, sad that I can’t stop it now.  And scared, that it will happen again, that I’ll never stop thinking about it, that I’ll never be okay again, that I’ll never be able to spend a night having grandiose dreams instead of nightmares, that I’ll never be able to watch t.v. or the news or movies without worrying that there will be a rape scene in it, that I’ll never be able to really enjoy life because of constantly looking over my shoulder.  That I’ll never be able to ride in a crowded elevator without breathing heavy and nearly passing out.  That I’ll never be able to trust anyone, male or female.

And I’m tired.  I’m tired of feeling this way.  I’m tired of being so miserable.  I’m tired of worrying that it will never get any better.  I’m tired of thinking maybe the Prozac isn’t working.  I’m tired of thinking that the only way I will ever be rid of it is to be dead.  Because I really don’t want to be dead, I just don’t want to live this way forever.  That sonofabitch may as well have just shot me that night, because he killed me, he killed the person that I was or would have or could have been.

And I’m so tired of thinking about it, but I can’t stop.  It’s like when you’re trying to uncover a “whodunnit” and you just have to find out more.  I keep trying to remember every detail, so that I can make sense of it, trying to remember any emotion I may have had at the time, but it’s all so distant.  Like I wasn’t even really there.  “Then how do you know it happened?”  Well, duh, shithead, I remember the fucking facts.  I just don’t remember feeling anything.  Except fear.  And like, disbelief.  Shock, maybe?  Like, “okay, is this really happening, this can’t be really happening, happy place, happy place,” that sort of thing.  I remember wanting to puke after the first time.  He told me to keep my fucking mouth shut or he’d toss me in the lake.  And I believed him.  Why shouldn’t I have?  So I went back to the cabin with him, and I acted like nothing was wrong, and I went straight to my bottle and I drank and drank and drank.  And the next time I just let him do what he wanted.  And the third time—or was it still the second?—I passed out, and woke up, and he was still on me.  And it was like, shit, is this still happening?  And the third or fourth or whatever time, right out there on the back porch of the cabin, and everyone watching, what a fucking disgusting display.  Could they not tell I was semi-conscious?  Guess not.  And after that night, it was like, well, that wasn’t rape, that was sex, so we must be a couple now, right?  Or not?  Whatever, I just had to play “tough guy” and try to prove that I wasn’t afraid of him.  So I kept going back for more.  I went to the park with him and the others, and he inevitably got me alone.  I went to his house with M, and he got me alone.  I went to his house myself, I remember, to cuss him out and tell him he was an ass, and we were alone.  Then he got tired of me and I felt what—rejection?  Can that be serious?  Could I really have been upset at losing that attention he was giving me?  What kind of sad, seriously fucked up little girl must I have been to actually feel like I had lost something when a rapist decided he was bored with me?

3/15/00

I don’t think this is helping.  If anything, I feel worse.  I about had a fit in class last night.  I just sat there nearly crying the whole time.  It’s like I want to cry constantly, and I’m always right on the verge, but I can’t do it.  I don’t know if I’m just not allowing myself or if I just can’t do it anymore.  I can’t cry anymore.  It’s too old.  But I had a real wild experience this morning, I was standing in the bathroom getting ready, and the house was quiet, and I could hear this certain wild bird outside singing, and I could suddenly feel myself standing in the basement in front of my mirror, putting on my makeup, hearing the birds outside, smelling and feeling the slightly cool damp air outside, and feeling completely empty.  Hollow.  And it was like, oh, yeah…that’s what it felt like.  Hollow.  That’s the only word I can come up with to describe it.  It was like, I didn’t have anything left.

I made the mistake of taking 2 pills last night instead of just the one.  This morning I feel like I’m on crack or something.  My chest hurts and I feel like I could puke.  I’m probably having a fucking heart attack because I’ve been smoking too much.

This is weird, very weird.  It’s like I’m chasing ghosts.  Only the ghost I’m chasing is me.  It’s like I’m in one of those creepy movies where the guy is trying to figure out the mystery and why his walls keep bleeding, and he’s getting closer and closer to the answer, only in this mystery, the answer is part of me.  And that sucks.  Because something that you go through, you should remember with clarity, it shouldn’t come back to you in bits and pieces and in dreams.  It should be blatantly, painfully obvious.  

I was thinking yesterday while driving home about what she said, “what would it be like for me to sit here and tell you, yeah, it was your fault?”  And I wasn’t sure.  And I’ve been wondering why I want that so much.  Why I want to blame myself.  And I think it’s because if it were my fault, that means I never lost control.  I was never “victimized,” I was in total control of what happened to me.  And to me being in control is the most important thing.  I hate thinking that I’ve never been in control of my life.  And the truth is that I really haven’t.  Even after I left town, I had no control, because I couldn’t stay sober or sane long enough to function.  So I let whatever guy I was screwing control my life, as much as they were willing.  Then I met T, and he was ever-so-willing.  And I didn’t have to think any more.  And that was sweet.  But the payoff was that I had to be married to T, which I didn’t want, hell, I didn’t even want to be married to anyone.  

I was sitting in class last night staring at the floor, and it was filthy.  Like, mud tracked everywhere.  And I heard myself saying “not in the dirt, it’s dirty.”  Christ, there I am again.  That was the night in the alley while that other idiot kept M occupied.  I said no, not here, and he just pushed me down and did his business.  And then M and I left, and we laughed about it.  We had this whole joke about being “dirty” for weeks.  And I thought, is that why I wash my hands so much now?  I mean, I always had a thing about hygiene (my mother thought I had OCD when I was, like, 12), but it’s only been in recent years that I’ve actually had a problem with feeling “dirty.”  Like, filthy, covered in dirt, like I have to shower RIGHT NOW or the world will come to an end.  Is that where that came from?  Who the hell knows.  

3/16/00

God, I’m tired.  Doc Gimmepills has jacked me up to 20 mg a day.  Uh, I don’t think that’s going to do much for my panic attacks, doc, but I’ll take your word for it because after all I’m just the mental patient and you’re the big strong shrink.  What the fuck ever.  Guess when I’m a drug addict in 5 years, we’ll all know why…

I have no fucking money.  Well, I do, unless I want to put money in savings.  Which I’m wondering why I should bother putting in more than I really have to, considering if I end up going to law school, I’ll be swimming in loan money excess and won’t even have to have a fucking job.  Which is a good thing, because at the rate I’m going, I’ll have to bust ass just to get into law school because my grades this semester are going to suck ass.  Big time.  I’ve missed the first 2 classes (well, 1 ½ ) of the juvie justice class, I don’t even have the damn syllabus or the book, and frankly I don’t give a rat’s ass.  The computer class I’ve missed 3 of the 6 quizzes (that count for like, 40% of the grade) and I have projects due that I haven’t even thought much about.  How the hell am I going to finish this semester?  And I’m so fuddle-brained that I can’t even be bothered with any of it.  I have a hard enough time getting through the damn work day, I can’t even comprehend going to class.  That whole Sally Struthers genre is starting to really appeal to me.  “Earn your degree without ever getting out of your pajamas.”  I’m all over that train.

Finally today I’ve been able to get through the day without nearly crying.  I almost wish I could cry and just get it over with.  But it doesn’t happen.  I’ve been really twitchy the last couple of days, though.  Very belligerent, too.  I love that “end of the world” song—it sums it up perfectly.  “I wake up in the morning and I wonder why everything is the same as it was, I can’t understand…how life goes on the way it does.”  So true.  I can’t fathom that the world keeps turning—indeed, has turned all this time—when such horrible things have happened.  When one person can be enduring such hell and the rest of the world keeps going, and you have to either keep up with it and keep smiling and keep your head or just go totally nuts and drop out entirely.  Which, if you choose the latter, you can never really go back to the rest of the world, because you’ve been branded, and people will forever look at you like “hey, it’s the nutty girl.”  I’m disturbed.  I want to drink heavily and go to bed.  I want to go to Bermuda.  Or St. Kit’s.  Anywhere but here.

3/17/00

“You think you hear demons, I think we are the demons in this place where the images are born.  You remember your childhood, all in fiery sequences, the sun goes down…filling the air with color…You live for the danger like your passion and your anger you don’t let go…you like to be twisted by the force, you like to be shaken by the wind in this game that you play with God, you’ve been warned to retreat…”

I start the day feeling pretty good, and I think, it’s going to be a decent day.  Then I get to work and I start to shake.  Well, not shake, really, just twitch.  And I start to feel like I’m going to hyperventilate.  And I keep alternating between panic mode and exhausted-hateful mode all day.  I got home last night and Meghan had got her acceptance letter from grad school, and I was like, “hooray.”  And it wasn’t that I wasn’t happy as hell for her, it was just like I was drugged and incapable of any sort of emotional display whatsoever.  It’s like I’m either a basket case or I’m numb, and I don’t like either one.  And I don’t know what to do about either of them.  There’s really no one I can talk to about any of it—C is afraid of any kind of trauma, Meghan and I just don’t talk about that kind of stuff, I don’t have any other friends that really have a clue.  And I have no clue how to control my emotions (or lack thereof) so it’s like I alternate between panic-attack-crying-jag-hyperventilation and complete brain-death-zombie-ism without warning.  And on top of it all I’m exhausted.  Last night I did nothing but lay on the couch (after I cleaned the house) and it wasn’t out of depression or anything, it was out of complete being tired.  I was ready to sleep by 8:30.  It’s like I need to sleep for a few weeks or something.  It makes sense, all this is wearing me out.  I wish I could make the world stop for a few weeks, just long enough that I could get through this, and then we could all start again.

Will my life ever be “normal?”  Will I ever be happy?

3/20/00

I recently watched a movie in which Jack Nicholson, playing a guy with OCD, turns to a waiting room full of mental patients and says “what if this is as good as it gets?”  I think that sentiment pretty much sums up my feelings right about now.  But there is some light to shed.  I mean, I don’t hate my mother any more.  And I’m certainly not afraid of her any more.  In the movie, it got better for Nicholson.  He fell in love, he got his OCD somewhat under control, his life improved.  Maybe there’s hope for me yet.

Again today I feel like a crack addict.  Very jumpy.  When I left her office this morning, I was halfway down the stairs and very afraid that I was going to pass out before I got to the bottom.  I was totally lightheaded, dizzy, and it was like my brain and my body weren’t really connected.  It was hard to walk, even, and everything was blurry.  The blurriness comes from the fact that I spend the whole hour totally focusing on this dent in the side of her desk, and my vision sucks so bad that when I look up, I can’t focus for a while.  But the rest of it?  And all the way back to work I was shaking so hard, like I was freezing.  My hands are still shaking a little, and I feel really short of breath, and really jittery.  But exhausted, like I could just sleep right here at my desk.

Mondays totally suck.  Not just because of therapy (although that is a major part of it) but also because it’s so hard for me to re-focus after a weekend of no worries, no responsibilities, no boss.  I can’t ever find my clothes, it takes me forever to get out the door, and I usually can’t find the key to Noodle’s padlock (as was the case today).  I have lost Martha’s medical papers and had to reschedule her spay to Thursday.  And tonight I have to figure out what to cook for dinner (pasta, nothing’s easier than pasta) and actually gear up for class tomorrow night.  I hate hate hate school.  It’s just too damn hard for me to concentrate, to actually focus.  My whole thought is like, “why the fuck should I care about any of this shit when I have such a hard time getting out of bed in the morning?”  

What if this is as good as it gets?

It can’t be.

It’s just so hard.  So hard to go through all of this now, so many years later, when common sense is telling me I should be over it by now and my brain doesn’t want to go any further than it already has.  Right now my whole body hurts.  They told me that it seems like I refuse to let myself feel emotional pain so it manifests itself as physical pain.  Gee, that would explain the constant muscle problems and ulcers, I suppose.

It’s a hollow feeling, but there’s more to it, underneath.  As if the hollow was a sort of tourniquet to stop the bleeding of fear, pain, revulsion, all of the above.  If I didn’t know myself better, I’d swear I had multiple personalities.  I don’t, though.  They let me look at my chart today (and I really only skimmed it because honestly I didn’t want to know what was said) and my diagnosis has been “major depressive disorder, chronic”.  In a nutshell, I’m nuts.

3/22/00

Today started out better.  Better than yesterday, and the day before that, and the day before that (well, not true, because that would have been Sunday and Sunday was great).  I had the wildest dream last night about M-the-copy-center-kid, we were dating (sort of) and the office threw a birthday party for him and they were all like, “happy 15th birthday!” and I totally wigged.  “You’re only 15?  Are you crazy?  That’s statutory rape!  I could have gone to jail!”  So much drama and in the dream we hadn’t even had sex, thank God, or the rest of my dream would have been some women-in-prison song and dance sequence, I’m sure.  Anyway, I woke up a lot in the night because it seemed like every 20 minutes another train would go by and blare its sirens.  Yeah, like anyone’s going to be fucking around on the Waldo tracks at 4 in the morning, you morons. 

So then lunch came and I went to school to drop my Tuesday night class and pick up a 3-hour weekender.  Piece of cake, but I started having a panic attack on my way to the campus.  Dammit, I hate that.  I totally shake and my heart pounds and I can’t breathe (which makes it difficult to smoke, but that’s neither here nor there) and I KNOW I’m having a panic attack so I don’t really panic, but it’s still a bitch.  Trying to look someone in the eye and smile and make small talk while your brain is screaming “get out NOW!” for no reason.  The fucking Prozac isn’t working, I swear it isn’t.

I talked to Boss Lady yesterday (she was here) and spilled my guts.  I didn’t intend to, but it’s just like I’ve been dying to spill to someone, anyone, and I can’t really spill to anyone—not Meghan, because she doesn’t need the aggravation, not to C because he’s already fucked up, not to E because she just doesn’t get it.  So many people just don’t get it.  But I think Boss Lady kind of got it, oddly enough.  And she said a couple of things that made absolute sense—that The Asshole could probably tell very easily that I was an easy target and for that matter, probably so could T and every other loser I dated; and that it’s good and right to deal with it and work through it but not to make it into something more than it was, or a fault or defect of mine, and to actually get through it.  I still just feel like such an ass.  I mean, I’m going through it now like it just happened last week, not ten years ago.  But scientifically, that makes sense.  At least that’s what everyone keeps telling me.  Repressed emotion doesn’t go away, it just springs up at weird times.  Live through this.  Of course, after we have this heart-to-heart, it turns out that through my instruction, the misguided retards in records sent a bunch of shit to the fucking warehouse that she needed last night, and even though I am CERTAIN that I didn’t tell them to send that stuff away, it just sounds like the kind of stupid, asinine thing I would have done over the past month.  I’m pretty sure I told them to just hold the shit downstairs, but I still feel horribly guilty.  I’m probably making a much bigger deal out of this than really is, but that’s my nature—I’m convinced that she’s incredibly pissed at me now and hates me, she’s always been so good to me and I go and fuck up her work.  Which is ludicrous, I’m sure.  It’s not like I called the Judge and told him to get fucked or something.  This too shall pass.  Still, it’s really irritating that I can be so goddamned foggy-headed.  

I’m positive the Prozac isn’t doing its job.  Boss Lady asked me what I expected it to do, and I said, I expect to at least be able to get through the day.  I need to be able to function and think halfway clearly and not spend my days with my head riddled with these ridiculous images—The Asshole’s face when he was looking at me on the floor, T cooing “poor, poor P-Love” over and over again, him screaming at me in my car to “shut the fuck up,” his hand on my neck on the dock, on my back in the dirt in the alley, me showing up at his house.  It’s still all so surreal, the images when they come back.  It’s like remembering clips from a movie.  I can’t place myself in any of them.  The worst part is not being able to remember how it felt then.  I only remember that awful hollow feeling, and feeling like a cheap piece of trash (which is why I became such a whore, I guess).  The only time I can actually feel it is in the dreams.  It’s that awful feeling of dread—it never happens in the dreams, and a lot of the time, it isn’t even him, but it’s always going to happen, and soon, and there’s never a hell of a lot I can do about it.  The one was really strange, where it was me and a bunch of friends from high school sitting around talking, and they were talking about how so-and-so was really going to be pissed at me because she really liked The Asshole, and I ended up screaming, “well she can fucking HAVE The Asshole because I never wanted him!” or something equally weird.  And I was so upset because none of them knew the truth, but I did.  But none of them would have believed it anyway.  Just like real life.

So after my “therapy session” with Boss Lady yesterday, I felt much like I do after my regular sessions—really lightheaded and disconnected, like I was totally high on something.  Then I just couldn’t stand it, and I started to bawl, and I had to go to the bathroom and bawl very quietly so no one could hear.  My dirty little secret.  God, being a raging dyke has nothing on the rest of my life.  I have more skeletons in my closet than the Republican party.

So this morning started out better, then I had the panic attack at noon, and now I’m trying to “maintain,” or at least get back to being less than psycho.  Why is this so goddamned hard?  I hate the way the air smells today.  Like a spring or fall rain.  I hate spring because that’s when it happened, and I hate fall because that’s when I went crazy so many years ago.  Which leaves winter, which sucks, and summer—my one true love.  God, would June just hurry the hell up and get here already?  I don’t think I can get through April without totally losing it.

3/23/00

I’m really beginning to wonder how fucking long this “stage” is going to last.  When I told my mother I was a lesbian, she said it was a “stage,” and that’s lasted almost four years.  Well, longer, but I’ve been “in a relationship” for almost four years.  This has gone on for ten years, and it’s just getting worse.  I’ve been panicky all day today.  A lot has to do with the fact that I was in a training session this morning from 8:30 to 11:15 and that just fucked with my whole day.  I’m like fucking Rain Man that way, mess with my routine and I just go completely outer limits.  Why?  And I’m also totally freaking out about going to class tonight.  I seriously doubt the instructor cares that I haven’t been there since the first night, or if anyone else cares, and if they do, who gives a fuck, and I will be there at most a whopping 2 hours, so what oh what is the big freakin deal?  I’m absolutely terrified!  Which is the primary reason I haven’t been, it’s like, at first I just didn’t want to go (because a) it’s boring, b) it’s shit I already know, c) I can do the assignments at work) and for the last month and a half, I haven’t gone because I CAN’T go.  I have to go to this one, if for no other reason than to take the quizzes, and I have to go to the weekend class.  That shouldn’t be so hard.  Then why is it?  And I just didn’t feel right this morning when I got up.  I know that so much of this has to do with being tired and not getting enough sleep, but how am I supposed to get more sleep?  Nights are incredibly hard, between having trouble falling asleep to having trouble staying asleep to having nightmares.  The only time I can sleep is during the day, which is also when I’m at work.  It’s a no-win situation.  

And the panic is really starting to get to me.  I started to panic this morning on the way to work.  Because it’s kind of rainy and kind of cloudy and kind of warm…just like it was then.  I think it rained that whole fucking month.  How appropriate.  It just seems like the ground was always wet, from what I remember.

And then this morning I started thinking about what Boss Lady was saying about how I was a “victim” and how these guys could see that.  God, how true that statement is.  A pushed every button I had until I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown, D was incredibly and frighteningly abusive, SS raped me on New Year’s morning as I laid in his little brother’s bed passed out cold…  And the guys who were actually nice to me?  I didn’t know how to deal with it.  Of course, I think it also scared me to be dating men who could be potential husbands because that was so not what I wanted.  But for Christ’s sake, I get nervous when I’m alone with J, of all people—sweet, stupid, committed-to-P J.  And when I think about how incredibly clingy I was to all of them, even the ones who treated me the worst—it just makes me nauseous.  “Live for yourself and never a man.”  That’s what Brian told me, I just wish he’d told me a lot earlier in life.  

I’m not making any sense anymore.  That really freaks me out.  I’m wondEg if I’m getting any better or if I’m just getting worse.  This feels worse.  The depression I could almost deal with.  I was so used to being completely blank, it wasn’t that big a deal anymore, at least when I was back at “baseline” and not seriously in a hole.  But this, this just sucks.  This constant feeling of craziness, the constant panic attacks, the fear, the crying jags, the spacing out, it’s just too bizarre.  And it’s dangerous.  If I don’t get fired for being a spaz, I’m going to freak out on the road and run head-on into another car or a lightpost.  And I’m tired of feeling so alone, like there’s absolutely no one I can go to except for the therapist that I’m only allowed to see on Mondays.  I mean, no one wants to listen to me hyperventilate every single day.  Shit, even I don’t want to listen to myself hyperventilate every single day.

Valium, I need valium.  Or hard liquor.  Thank God tomorrow’s Friday.

3/24/00

Yesterday’s panic attack lasted until 7:15 or so.  I actually went to class and failed the quiz (58%, which of course, is better than 0%, so I really could give a shit less) and managed to not die in the middle of the room, although it certainly felt like I was going to.  It was like everyone was looking at me and thinking, “geez, look at the nutball.”  And that dread, that feeling that something REALLY FUCKING AWFUL IS GOING TO HAPPEN ANY MINUTE NOW, that’s the worst part of it.  Finally it just went away, right around 7:15 or so.  And then I was just totally wiped out, mentally and physically.  I damn near fell asleep in my chair.

I feel better this morning.  No panic yet.  I feel a lot more clear-headed than I have all week.  Maybe it is the drugs—I only had one left last night so I only took 10 mg instead of my 20.  I think I slept better, too, once I finally got to sleep.  I hate being crazy.  “I’m fucking nuts, that’s why I’m in here.”  

I feel pretty good right now.  God damn, I hope it lasts.

3/27/00

I just feel so horribly off-kilter today.  The world is fundamentally wrong.  And there’s not a damn thing I can do about it. 

I went to therapy this morning even though I wasn’t sure why I was going.  I didn’t have much to say today.  My whole body hurts from that stupid tiller and then spending yesterday raking and cultivating and weasel-ing and seeding and fertilizing and lifting and all the other shit I’ve done to try to make my yard an oasis.  And I’m mentally exhausted, as well.  I’m just so sick of being nuts, I’m tired of talking about it, I’m tired of crying about it, I’m tired of dealing.  And my “homework” for this week is to think about how working on feeling “safe” would help me move on.  Well, that’s kind of an easy one.  I mean, most of my whole mental state evolves from fear.  Fear of my mother, fear of The Asshole  , fear of rejection, fear of pain, fear of death, fear of failure, fear of basically everything under and including the sun.  The world is not a safe place and my whole life is just supporting evidence.  My mother beat me.  I was raped.  I dated a string of assholes who fed on the fact that I was a basket case.  I married their king.  I am now married to a social worker who daily deals with abused children.  I mean, where is the “unconditional love” that we’re taught from day one is out there?  It doesn’t come from a parent, obviously.  And it sure as fuck doesn’t come from the rest of the world.  So we spend our whole lives searching for it because we still think it exists and we end up letting our guard down and we get screwed in the process.  Damn, I am paranoid.  But I believe that, I really truly do.  “I’m not paranoid, the world really IS out to get me!”  

I’m not worth shit today.  It’s like, any hope that this may have been a decent day in light of the morning’s events is like, shot to shit.  That ain’t happening.  And I have 2 ½ hours left to endure of the workday.  God.  

It amazes me how the therapists are always talking about “strength” and what a “strong” person I am.  Oh, please.  A strong person wouldn’t be bellyaching about the same thing ten years after the fact.  A strong person wouldn’t have so much trouble functioning in the real world.  A strong person wouldn’t whine about how much better it would be if she were dead, yet lack the balls to actually kill herself.  So many people think that suicide is the “coward’s way out.”  My ass, it is.  Living is easy.  Life is for those of us who are too fucked up to come up with another option.  I’m not talking, of course, about the women who swallow a bottle of Midol or try to drown themselves in the tub.  That’s an attention plea.  I’m talking about the people who put a gun to their head and pull the fucking trigger.  Now, that takes guts.  It seems slightly more noble to know when it’s time to check out than to just linger on and on forever being a serious pain in the ass to everyone around you.

What can I say?  I’m a fucking coward.  There’s no way in hell I could ever off myself.  That little Pollyanna voice in my head always screaming, “but what if things could actually be better, then what?”  The ever-annoying optimist that wouldn’t die.  I’d like to choke it with a sock.  

I really want to leave.  But if I go home, the furnace guys will still be there, making noise and taking doors off their hinges and being a general pain in the ass.  Dammit.  There’s just no damn refuge anywhere, is there?

3/27/00

I’m back in Prozac Nation.  Not that this is necessarily a bad thing.  I feel better this morning than I have since Saturday night.  Meghan said I shouldn’t notice a difference, but I did, after a day or two.  

So I feel a bit better today.  I’ve decided it’s this computer.  Sitting here with the internet at my fingertips, I can travel anywhere outside of the sphere of reality.  I can type his name into a field and find out where he is and what he’s up to.  I can find all the people that treated me like crap, not that I even really want to or should give a damn what they’re doing now.  Because the reality has nothing to do with this box.  This box is the past.  Reality is now, here, tomorrow.  Reality is what I’ve made of myself.  

So many conflicting opinions and all within the same head.  Mine.  It’s such a mess.  I hate myself, I love myself.  I blame myself, I absolve myself.  I’m weak, I’m strong.  I swear I’m about 30 different people in one body.  Yesterday, the world sucked.  Today, I can do anything.  I am capable, I am strong, I am woman, hear me roar.  The only thing that makes me close to panicky is that fucking class that I may be failing.  I have to stop this.  I have to just go, and I should probably try to work out an arrangement with him that I can at least take the other three quizzes I’ve missed.  But what would I say?  “I’ve been in therapy for anxiety and panic attacks and severe depression, and I just couldn’t stand the idea of coming to your class, so can I make up the tests I’ve missed?”  Good Lord.

Safety—what does safety have to do with my situation?  Everything.  I have to be able to believe that I am safe, regardless of whether or not I really am, in order to go through life without attacking everyone I see before they attack me.  But how do I get there?  I honestly don’t know.  I’ve never felt truly “safe” in my whole life.  Where do I go from here?

3/30/00

This week has certainly been better.  No more anxiety attacks.  And I’m not any more or less busy than I was last week or the week before.  Am I actually getting somewhere?  I don’t feel nearly as bad as I did.  I don’t know if maybe I reached my boiling point, or if I’m just in a recessed tide or what.  Either way, I don’t care.  

The only problem I’m having this week is that I’m fucking tired.  I mean, completely wiped out.  I’ve fallen asleep every night this week before ten—Tuesday night I was out by 9.  Weird.  And I’ve really been irritated at Meghan lately.  Like, to the point that I just want her to shut the fuck up and go away.  Of course, she’s been pretty damn bitchy lately.  And unbelievably fucking whiny. Well, I’m fucking sorry, but shut the hell up about it already.  And Monday, when they put in the furnace?  God.  She calls me at 8:00 in the morning in a panic.  “I just don’t know what I’m going to do.  There are 4 vans here and the dogs are out.”  So like, put them in their kennels.  “But then they’ll have a fit.”  Uh, so fucking what?  They’re dogs.  Just fucking HANDLE IT and leave me alone! Anyway, it makes no sense to argue with her about any of it, because once you start a fight with her, there’s no way you can stop it.  So most of the time I just suck it up.  As it is, we’re not going to see each other for a while, anyway—she has some school meeting shit tonight and I’ve got class all weekend.  Which sucks.  I think I may blow off E’s party Saturday night, as guilty as that makes me feel, but I don’t want to spend all day in class and then all night driving.  And I couldn’t drink anything, anyway, because I’d have to drive back home.  So we’ll probably just call it a day and make a fire and grill on my soon-to-be-refurbished patio.

Maybe tonight I’ll actually plant shit.  I’m thinking about planting the “evening blooming” garden with the “multi-color” garden, and planting the “old fashioneds” up against the house where the evening bloomers were supposed to go originally.  I say this because I’ve discovered that the sun doesn’t hit that spot for more than a few hours a day and the evening bloomers need full sun.  Then I’ll put the herbs in the trunk, probably start the peppers inside, and just plant everything else (veggies) this weekend, if I get time.  That’s my problem, I need more time.

But as cranky as I am, I’m really glad to not be dealing with the anxiety any more.  It’s been replaced by this just general dissatisfaction.  But that’s better than thinking I’m going over the edge.  I haven’t even really thought about the whole rape issue for a few days.  At least, it’s not ever-present.  I did flip away from some stupid family drama show last night in which the eldest daughter was, I think, telling her parents about being date raped.  More of my avoidant behavior.  I don’t care.  Life is too short to be riddled with unpleasantries.

Speaking of being riddled with unpleasantries…there are about a million and twelve “my rape story” sites on the internet (not even counting the porn ones, which ought to just be removed).  I’ve read through a few of them and have started to notice a really common theme—neediness.  All of these girls were (and most still are) some of the neediest people I’ve ever encountered.  And so was I.  At 17, I was a complete walking disaster.  “Maybe it was the way she wanted.”  All of the girls in these stories have somehow been kicked down, and then taken advantage by the sadistic pricks that latch onto them.  It’s as if they can somehow sense us.  And we eat it up.  Ohmigod, someone’s paying ATTENTION TO ME!  Someone LIKES me!  And it’s like we’re so desperate to hold on to that notion (warped though it be), we’ll endure any abuse to maintain it.  Sick.  Sick and wrong.

It’s weird to make this realization.  Because it’s like, see, it’s not ME, it was something, some way that I had about me, but it WAS NOT ME.  It IS NOT me.  Is me, is not me.  Or what the fuck ever my name is.  Maybe there’s hope.  Maybe I can move past this.  I think a great deal of it has to do with moving past the victim persona—the dark, sad, “why me, God?” stage.  Sometimes I feel like I’m on the edge of that border—between darkness and light—and then other times it’s like I will never see the light.  I don’t really know what it looks like.  I certainly didn’t see it when I was a kid, and I’m sure I haven’t seen it since.  Will I see it this year?  Next?  Before I drop dead?  Anyway, once I am able to stop viewing myself as THE END PRODUCT OF DATE RAPE AND CHILD ABUSE, I will finally be able to view myself as A PERSON.  And I think that will have a tremendous impact on my view of the rest of the world.

And it’s very funny that I never even thought of myself in that light until Boss Lady mentioned it.  I said that I was “needy” as if it were some sort of character defect, a fault of mine that had led The Asshole (and the others) to treat me that way.  I never thought of it in terms of me being done to rather than done to, deservingly so.  Why not?  Jesus, blame runs deep, doesn’t it?

3/30/00

I’m feeling manic today.  I really don’t want to go to class tonight, I want to play in my yard and cook dinner with Meghan and walk the dogs and frolic and then fall asleep in front of the t.v.  Moreover, I do not want to go to school tomorrow, I want to play with the dogs and play in the yard and frolic.  And I don’t want to go to school on Sunday, I want to play with Meghan and the dogs and the yard and frolic.  And I don’t want to be at work today, I want to be frolicking.  (Notice the pattern?)  And I don’t want to be frugal, even though I have no fucking money (if anything, I’m truly in the hole, once the taxes are paid); I want to shop.  AS IF!  Then in July I can freak out because I have no money and my checks are bouncing.

But this is better.  This is not “panic,” this is “manic.”  This is antsy, antsy, antsy, slaphappy, spring fever-type shit.  Which is cool.  I pulled all of my poor plants out of the mudroom last night on to the patio.  God, the patio looks great.  The northeast corner by the gate has the little table I rescued from Boss Lady’s garbage, with my catnip/thyme pot on top, and surrounded by the Mexican heather, Meghan’s ugly plant, and the strawberry pot geranium.  The chiminea is flanked by Buddha and the terra cotta duck (which Meghan hates).  In front of the pole is the coke cooler/ponytail palm and the small herb pot.  Then at the southwest corner is the small steamer trunk, in which I planted all manner of herbs—chamomile, Roman chamomile, sage, oregano, basil, cilantro, lavender, tansy, and others.  Next to it is another of the massive Boss Lady geraniums and the aloe vera plant.  On the other side (southeast) of the back door is the cayenne pot, then the grills, then that strange little bamboo table from Boss Lady’s attic that will be adorned with whatever plant I come across.  I left the chives and the poinsettia on the front porch, but may move them somewhere else.  I’m not at all sure.  Tonight I want to try to plant the old fashioneds, and maybe the other flower bed, if I get home before too late.  The patio at any rate looks fantastic.  Very cozy and jungle-like.  I dig it big time.

God, I seriously don’t want to be here right now.  I want to go home and play in the dirt.  And then go shopping at Sutherland’s with my credit card.  (Which is nearly maxed again, and I’m sure will be maxed again before I’m done with it.  Shit.)  At least I’ll be bringing home an extra $20 a month now, since I’m switching to roof parking.

Every once in a while I’ll do this dizzy thing where it’s like my vision is tilting.  It’s hard to explain.  But I’ll be looking at something and all of a sudden it’s like it’s crooked.  And I move my head and it feels like things are moving in front of my head.  Dizzy, almost.  I get that way if I fall asleep on a tanning bed, too.  Totally disoriented, like I’m not sure which way is “up” and which is “right.”  I think my vision is going to hell.

4/3/00

I feel like Charlie Brown when Linus points out to him that, even though he has been humiliated in front of millions for doing something Charlie Brown-like, “the world didn’t come to an end.”  I was talking today about my chronic paranoia, lack of trust, and “waiting for the other shoe to drop.”  And I said that even though it sucks to live this way, it’s better than the alternative, because if I turn my back for even a second, someone’s going to screw me.  And she said, “what would happen if someone did screw you?”  And I couldn’t answer.  I said, well, it depends on who did the screwing and how bad they screwed me.  Like, if I lost my job, I’d find another one, I guess.  And if Meghan left me, yeah, it would suck, but I’d eventually get over it.  So the world would keep turning.  End of story.  Then I said “it’s just a matter of not knowing what my limits are, how many times I’ll be able to endure it before I just crack.”  And she said “not knowing what your strength is” and I said “not knowing what my maximum capacity is for bullshit.”  And then I got to thinking, and I thought, you know, I’ve been through a hell of a lot in my lifetime, and I’m still here.  And the world didn’t come to an end.  So maybe that says something about me.  Maybe I could handle a lot more than I realize.  What’s that religious crap about “God won’t give you anything that you’re not strong enough to handle?”  Maybe the televangelists are right.

And then I had to start thinking about where my problems are with Meghan, and about how I don’t trust her, and it’s nothing to do with anything she’s done or not done, it’s more that I don’t believe that anyone could actually love me enough to put up with my bullshit and stick around.  Like I’ve spent all these years hating myself, so why shouldn’t everyone else hate me, too?  That’s quite a revelation.  Particularly on a Monday morning.  Not something I want to experience every week.

So I left there today feeling pretty good.  About life in general.  Mostly about me.  It’s like, yeah, I have been to hell and back, and I’m still standing.  Wild.

So now I’m supposed to consider how “perfectionism” and “control” connect and how they relate to how I feel now.  Well, perfectionism is, in a way, control.  If everything you do is perfect then you have more control.  If your house is spotless, your mate won’t leave you for being a pig.  (Or maybe mom won’t yell at you as much?!)  If you’re perfect, you always pay your bills on time, you’re never broke, and no one ever calls you bitching about how much you owe them.  If you’re perfect, your bosses love you and you will never in a million years be fired.  For any reason.  And if you’re perfect, you can avoid confrontation.  Of any kind.  With anyone.  Because you’re perfect.

Now the reality in that argument is that it is bullshit.  You cannot avoid confrontation of any kind with anyone, no matter how “perfect” you are.  Because perfection isn’t real.  Aha!  Control isn’t real, either!  Everything I do—sabotaging relationships, sabotaging job security, sabotaging school—is only creating a false sense of control, i.e. a false sense of security.  Control and perfection are mythical creatures.

But the myth helps to deal with reality.  God, didn’t I take a whole class about the effect of myth on society?  People need myth to help them deal with reality.  I have needed the myths of perfectionism and control throughout my life to help me with the reality which was I HAD NO CONTROL.  I couldn’t control my mother’s anger.  I couldn’t control the way The Asshole treated me.  I couldn’t make my friends and other people love me and admire me and pay attention to me the way I wanted them to.  But I could sure as fuck make myself believe that I was doing just that.  When I was a kid—if I was perfect, if I did the dishes twice a day, and kept the house clean, and did the laundry, and took care of the kids, and was smart and funny and witty and clever—I could maybe keep mom from snapping and throwing her fits.  I could make life better for everyone.  I could control the situation.  Later, when I gave up perfection—I lost control (or the illusion thereof).  My mother and I hated each other, my friends hated me, my grades sucked, I barely graduated, The Asshole raped me, I was a drunk, I couldn’t hold a job, I couldn’t have a relationship, I couldn’t pay my bills, I was damn near homeless.  Then when I met Meghan and she was in no position to deal, it was like, I had to prove myself to her.  I had to be perfect again.  And I was.  And I regained control.  And I was going to use that control to make sure that nothing bad ever happened to her or to me ever ever again.

Only the real world doesn’t work that way.  People don’t like to be controlled, if they’re normal and not going through some sort of crisis (as Meghan was).  You can’t control everything.  And you can’t be perfect.  And if you continue to allow yourself to believe that you can control, that you can be perfect, if only you try harder or are better or are smarter, then you will eventually run yourself into the ground, drive everyone you care about away from you, and drive yourself crazy.

Which is what has been happening to me.  My God, it makes so much sense now.  W-A-T-E-R.  Somebody get me a fucking bucket.

4/4/00

God, I’m so tired today.  I hate daylight savings time.  I mean, I love it, because daylight is cool, but that whole “lose an hour” crap just chaps my hide.  Shit, I need all the hours I can get.  And I read somewhere (years ago) that there are a higher number of traffic accidents in the spring in the two weeks following daylight savings time than any other time of the year.  Go figure.  We’re all too tired to drive.

I really don’t want to be here any more.  I’m bored out of my mind even though I have work I could do, I just don’t want to do it.  I’d rather try to find a way around working because my brain is exhausted.  But I’ve got a pretty good set up here, I don’t do a hell of a lot.  And I get paid what my work is worth, certainly (zip).  

Have I felt more “safe” since my revelation of yesterday morning?  Sort of.  In a way.  I got Meghan flowers last night while I was at the grocery store, just because I suddenly felt the magnitude of how she really feels about me.  I don’t know that I necessarily feel “safe,” though.  I think that’s something that doesn’t happen overnight.  But today I feel a lot more at ease, I think.  Not nearly so edgy.  And I’ve decided that the next time I’m watching t.v. or a movie and some chick gets the short end of the stick from some asshole, I’m not going to turn the channel or talk over it or leave the room. We watched “Stir of Echoes” again Saturday night (it still scares the hell out of me, but not nearly so much as the first time we saw it) and we managed to get through the murder scene without screaming.  I did, anyway.  I felt a bit sick when it was over, but that was all.  No nightmares.

Last night we watched “Sixth Sense” and it also scared the piss out of me.  The ending, anyway.  All night long I was like, am I dead?  Am I dead?  Christ, I hope if I was dead, someone would have the decency to tell me so I wouldn’t waste my afterlife at this stupid office.  It was just so incredibly sad.  The guy had been dead a year and didn’t know it.  What a horrible twist.  It really pissed me off.  I was expecting him and his wife to live happily ever after.  So much for that.

I can’t stop eating.  But I must.  Sunday we went to Gordman’s and I tried on these cute little outfits and realized I am no longer a size 5.  I am barely a size 7, closer to a size 9.  Fuck!  When did this happen?  But I can’t stop eating.  I just want to keep shoving shit into my mouth.  I think if I were busier I wouldn’t be so hungry.  Shit, I need to just staple my lips shut.

4/5/00

Man, I’m cranky today.  I think it has a lot to do with (a) it’s nearly “that time of the month” and (b) I didn’t sleep worth a shit last night.  I was alternately hot and cold, Meghan had a cough and wasn’t sleeping so well, either, the dogs were wound up and didn’t sleep so well, Noodle puked at 5:30 in the morning, and I had nightmares about old Russell next door coming into our house while Meghan was in the shower and I was naked in bed and he kept touching my nipples despite my protests.  But it was like, when he would do it, he wasn’t mean about it, he just smiled and rubbed them, but I would just freeze, I wouldn’t be able to move or say anything or make him stop.  Okay, I think maybe Meghan was accidentally rubbing my tit for real in her sleep (like maybe she had her arm around me and grabbed one thinking it was my hand, which has happened before) and I dreamed about Russell because I saw him come out of his house yesterday and I ran like hell inside so I wouldn’t have to talk to him and I felt guilty about that all night (I mean, he’s such a sweet old guy, but good God, how many times is he going to tell me the same shit over and over and over again—it’s like living next door to my grandpa, only HE has a garden).  So maybe I was feeling guilty about Russell, and something was touching my breasticle, and it sparked this whole freaky ass dream.  My mind is like, so twisted.  The really funny thing is that if old Russell ever actually tried to pull anything, I could not only outrun him, I could probably kick his ass—the man’s damn near 90.

Anyway, I barely got any sleep last night, tossing turning tossing turning, and now I really just want to go home and crash.  But I should walk the dogs because they were alone all last night and just fucking annoying as hell when we got home.  So I guess we’ll walk them, then have dinner, then crash.  Either way, I am NOT going anywhere tonight.

Class tomorrow.  Fuck.  Oh, well, the great part is that I’m not dreading it this time.  No anxiety attacks at all this week—hooray!  I know I’m still a long way off from “perfectly normal,” but I feel like I’ve covered a hell of a lot of ground.  It’s been almost 3 months.  Wonder how long it’s supposed to take?

I am glad that I’ve understood that Meghan really loves me and doesn’t have to have an ulterior motive to stay with me.  But that makes me worry—what if I stop worrying about her leaving me and she does?  What if I stop worrying that she is only with me for financial security and she really is?  Well, that’s really fucking retarded, but okay, answer the question—what if that were the case?  I’d get over it, but I’d look really stupid, and it would be like people were laughing at me, and SOMEONE OUT THERE WOULD KNOW THAT I AM VULNERABLE AND ABLE TO BE HURT.  Ooooh, that’s the kicker.  Because if someone knows that I have a soft spot, maybe they’ll go for it.  The whole Achilles tendon prophecy.  So by being paranoid, I actually seem to think that I’m protecting myself, I guess.  Because I’ve got my guard up, and no one but no one can pull a fast one on me.  Thus preventing the domino effect that would occur if someone were to pull a fast one on me.

Damn…I am good.  Weird, but good.

C has asked what our next culinary endeavor should be.  I’m thinking creole/cajun.  I would love a chance to make jambalaya and I would love a reason to make him make beignets.  And gumbo.  And cornbread.  And cajun barbecue.  Damn, now I’m hungry again.  Maybe tonight I’ll make blackened chicken…

4/7/00

Dammit.  Why is it that you can be doing so good, going along and minding your own business, and then >WHAM!< something sneaks up and bites you on the ass.  I was doing so well.  Maybe I still am.  But that fucking dream I had last night is just really after me.

Usually when I have the dreams, he’s not in them.  Or if he is, it’s a “past tense” dream and I’m back in high school or whatever.  Not this one.  This was a “present tense,” here and now dream, and he was in it.  Totally.  I don’t know what exactly was going on, but Meghan and I and I think someone else (C?) were at some gigantic movie/cd/tape type sale or convention or something.  It was like a giant store only not a store, like a special thing, and the racks were really high and there was just a ton of stuff and it was packed with wall-to-wall people, worse than the home show.  And we were there, and I literally run into The Asshole while we’re pushing our way through the crowd.  And at first he doesn’t really recognize me, and I’m not entirely sure it’s him but I think it might be so I keep walking.  But I look back and he must have figured out who I am because he’s looking back at me, too.  And then it’s like I just keep running into him except it’s not coincidental, now he knows who I am and he’s looking for me.  Then I have to go to the bathroom where I realize I’ve started my period.  And it’s a single toilet bathroom with one door to the outside, and the damn door won’t shut right or lock.  So just as I’m about to finish he walks in on me and I try to close the door but he pushes it open and I’m standing there with my pants down.  And he smiles this really evil smile and it’s him, only about 10 years older, and he grabs my boob (breast, tit, whatever, is there any word for that body part that isn’t gross?) and squeezes it and just smiles at me.  Then I somehow get my pants up and start to walk out the door and he grabs my arm and holds on to it as I pull it away, and his fingers scratch into my arm as it slides free.  Then I’m back in the crowd and somehow we all end up gone and then I’m in bed with Meghan and she gets up to go somewhere and I’m like, “make sure you lock the door when you leave” and I’m talking about the door to the bedroom, it’s one of those push-button locks on the doorknob.  And she doesn’t, or it doesn’t work, and I’m lying in bed and the door opens and I scream, only it’s my mom, and she looks at me like “what’s your problem?” and then I apologize and she closes the door and I yell after her “make sure you lock the door, please” and I’m not sure she hears me, so I just lay there in bed and stare at the door, knowing that he’s out there somewhere, and that he’s going to find me.

Pretty cut and dry as far as dreams go, but this one was so damn realistic.  God, he’d even aged.  And what’s really freaky is like I said, generally when he’s in the dream it takes place in the past, so it’s not that real, but this one just seemed so true.  I was absolutely terrified when I woke up and so damn glad to realize that I was in my bed, and it had only been a dream.  I can still very clearly see the part where his fingers were digging into my arm and leaving marks, and when I think about it I shake.  

Still, I think the Prozac must be working somewhat because I’m not as freaked out as I have been before about the others.  It’s like, I know this was only a dream, it wasn’t real.  But Jesus, it sure as hell seemed real.  It sure felt real.  I could feel him gripping me.  I could feel him watching me.  And it scares the shit out of me.

Which is just ridiculous.  The Asshole   doesn’t know I’m alive, as far as I know, and he probably hasn’t thought about me in years.  Doesn’t seem fair.  To know that I’ve been living through all this eternal shit for so long and he probably hasn’t even given me a second thought since 1990.  What a fucked up deal.

So I’m trying not to think about it, not to read into it, but it’s hard.  It’s hard not to be afraid.  It’s hard not to scream.  It’s hard not to think ridiculous, paranoid thoughts like, “maybe he really is looking for you and this is some clairvoyant vision warning you.”  (Give me a fucking break.)  It’s hard to smile and go on and act like everything’s fine when everything is so not.

I need to work.  Working keeps my mind off everything.  It’s just so hard not to beg for help.  I came in here this morning, and there wasn’t one person I could tell about my horrible night.  Paige called, but she’s so wrapped up in her crisis that I don’t want to bother her with any of my crap.  And Meghan doesn’t like to think about me being unhappy, and I still just don’t feel like it’s fair for me to bother her with this shit since she’s come such a long way in dealing with her own experience.  Boss Lady called and I was like, “everything’s great.”  Wonder if she can ever tell when I’m full of shit?

“You cannot know the dream until you’ve known the nightmare.”  How fucking true that is.

4/11/00

Fuck it.  Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it.  I’ve started eating all sorts of crap again.  Fuck dieting.  Dieting is for people who still give a shit what they look like in a bathing suit.  Not I, said the little red hen.  Fuck it.

I am just so incredibly foul today, yesterday, Sunday, part of Saturday.  I just cannot fucking cope anymore.  I called in sick yesterday (cramps) and went to therapy anyway, which was stupid.  And I kept sitting there spewing all these lies about how much better everything is getting.  Okay, to my credit, I have my moments of clarity.  When things don’t seem quite so dismal, or it’s easier to sort through shit, or I actually feel like someday, somehow, I will be happy.  But most of the time, it’s like this.  Just like it’s been for the rest of my fucking pathetic and sick life.  Sometimes worse.  What’s really worse are the damn dreams.  Now he’s got a fucking starring role damn near every night.  And if he doesn’t, it’s like, he’s out there.  And I’m a sitting fucking duck.  And I know they’re only dreams, and I know they’re not real, and I know they’re only a reflection of the fear I’m experiencing and my delayed reactions and blah blah fucking blah, but that doesn’t make it any easier to deal with.  That doesn’t make it any easier to sleep.  And if I don’t get some sleep soon things are going to get ugly.  

Why is it that I’ve spent my entire life being more afraid of the things that could happen than the things that are actually happening?  When I was a kid, it was kidnapping.  I was terrified of being kidnapped.  Every time I would walk anywhere—Dairy Queen, school, wherever—I would constantly look over my shoulder and silently pray that no pedophiles snatched me away in their junky cars and did all sorts of perverted things to me before they dismembered me.  I used to lie in bed at night thinking about all the horrible ways that a kidnapper could kill me.  How twisted is that?  And that’s when I also started having the nightmares about my mother burning me with cigarettes, and beating me the way the “poor little kids” on the t.v. child abuse specials got beat, and even though I never had a broken bone or a burn or anything like that, I lived in fear that one day mom was just going to snap and send me to the fucking hospital.

For a long time, I wasn’t afraid of anything, and it showed.  I didn’t really give a fuck what happened to me.  I was drunk and/or stoned most of the time, I had sex with whoever whenever wherever, I walked the streets in the middle of the night just because I could, I got fired and/or quit every job within a year or less.  Nothing really mattered.  No, I wasn’t happy, but I wasn’t afraid, either.  Okay, I was completely fucking miserable and wanted the courage to kill myself, but I was just as pussy then as I am now and couldn’t go through with it.  But at least I wasn’t afraid.

I got afraid again after Meghan.  It was like a total wake up call.  Like, see, things still happen, things you don’t want to happen.  And then I became afraid of everything.  I would get fired from my job.  I would be homeless.  I would run out of money.  I would go to jail for not paying my bills.  I would end up alone on the street.  I would be raped by a stranger.  I would be murdered.  All manner of crazed fucking scenarios.  And no matter how far away I get from the days when I had no control over my life whatsoever, it doesn’t lessen the fear.  It doesn’t stop the notion in my head that BAD THINGS ARE GOING TO HAPPEN.  God, I sound like a complete lunatic.  Maybe I am.  I think that’s what scares me the most, that I will never get any better, my life will never be any different, I will spend the rest of my life running from shadows and hiding in my closets from whatever boogie man my mind has imagined is out there.

God, I think I really am going nuts.


































