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About the Authors

Louis Graydon Sullivan (1951-91) was a writer, activist, typesetter, trans historian, and queer revolutionary. The Gay People’s Union featured Sullivan’s earliest writings in their newsletter including the now widely-quoted ‘A Transvestite Answers a Feminist’. Though through his transition, many medical professionals he met had never heard of a female-to-gay-male, Sullivan resisted lying about his sexuality, a commitment which became a major aspect of his activism and legacy. Sullivan published Information for the FTM (a practical guidebook) and organized the first peer-support group for trans men. When Sullivan was diagnosed with HIV, he decided two main goals: to publish a biography of Jack Bee Garland and to publish his own diaries. He was only able to complete the former in his lifetime. Sullivan left 8.4 cubic feet of archival material from his life and studies to the GLBT Historical Society, of which he was a founding member.

Ellis Martin works with digital derivatives in the interstice of art and archive. He holds a BA in Visual and Critical Studies from Mills College. His short films have screened at San Francisco Transgender Film Festival and Trans Stellar Film Festival.

Zach Ozma is a poet, potter, and social practice artist. Ozma received a BFA in Community Arts from California College of the Arts in Oakland. He lives and works in Philadelphia and is the author of BLACK DOG DRINKING FROM AN OUTDOOR POOL (Sibling Rivalry Press, 2019).




‘My Own Interpretation of Happiness’ An Introduction to the Journals of Lou Sullivan

by Susan Stryker

Words cannot adequately express how excited (excited!) I am that Lou Sullivan’s journals are finally being published.

I never met Lou in the flesh, but for nearly 30 years he’s occupied a huge place in my life, both as a fellow trans person as well as an historian of LGBTQ+ experience and a theorist of gender. I have been gratified to see how many other people have been similarly inspired by the life Lou led and the legacy he left. I’m over the moon that Ellis Martin and Zach Ozma have finally brought his words—in all their vitality, humor, earnestness, heartache, sexiness, fierceness, and unflinching honesty—to an audience that is sure to appreciate them as much as I (and they) clearly do.

I’d seen Lou’s book, Information for the Female-to-Male Crossdresser and Transsexual, back in the day, circa 1990, on the same bookstore shelves in San Francisco’s Castro and Mission neighborhoods where I was cruising for less-medical, more-community-based 411 on what was then called male-to-female transsexualism. Lou’s book wasn’t the one I was personally looking for as I plotted my own social gender transition, but I was glad it was out there for all the former-butches-becoming-guys I had met through the Bay Area’s leather community. There was a groundswell of attention to “FTM” and transmasculine issues in the circles I was moving in around that time—some of it gorgeously documented in the photographer Catherine Opie’s still-magnificent Being and Having portrait series—but a real dearth of information about how the trans experience was “different for guys” at the dawn of the contemporary transgender scene. Lou was ahead of that curve, by more than a decade, in pulling together informational resources for what was then a tiny community of self-identified trans men.

I remember chatting with a guy named Shane at a play party in a dungeon on 14th Street who told me how a bunch of trans men were taking care of Lou, who was “pretty sick”—common code words for being in the terminal stages of AIDS—and me saying that I’d like to meet him if there was a chance. Shane said Lou wasn’t meeting new people anymore, that it was just too much for him to deal with. I shrugged. Oh, well. So it goes.

It’s hard to convey to those who have come of age since the retroviral cocktails appeared in the mid-90s just how devastating the AIDS epidemic was before that, how shell-shocked we were, how inured we had become to the steady drumbeat of premature death as people dropped, seemingly daily, around those of us who would survive. To get some sense of scale, read the obituaries for these years in the Bay Area Reporter, which are available online. Back then, if you wanted to mourn somebody you needed to take a number and get in line. Losing Lou so early was a tragedy, but a routine one. It’s appalling what one can get used to and come to consider normal.

Not too long after that dungeon conversation, sometime in 1991, I showed up at what was then still called the Gay and Lesbian Historical Society—the B and T wouldn’t be appended for another half-decade. I announced to the regulars at the then-five-year-old organization that I was in the process of both gender-transition and finishing my Ph.D. in U.S. History at UC Berkeley, and that as a soon-to-be-public trans woman I had somewhat less than a snowball’s chance in hell of getting an academic job, and wanted to immerse myself in community-based history, focusing on transgender history. The first words out of the mouth of archivist Willie Walker, the organization’s principal co-founder, were “Great! One of our founding members, Lou Sullivan, died recently, and you can learn to be an archivist by processing his personal papers and preparing them for public use.” And so I did.

Lou’s papers are a historically significant body of materials that documents the emergence of a national transmasculine community, and I’m forever honored to have been the one to put them in order and to write the finding aid that still provides guidance for researchers seeking to access their content. His journals are the crown jewels of that treasure trove—they intimately chronicle his 30-year evolution from ten-year-old Catholic schoolgirl in Milwaukee’s suburbs to gay man dying of AIDS in San Francisco, and offer one of the most complete, and most compelling, records of a trans life ever to have been produced.

In 1991, as I was winding down my public life as a young man and starting a more authentic one as a woman, Lou was my posthumous boon companion. Reading his journals was an ongoing compare-and-contrast exercise as I measured my self-perceptions and experiences as a trans lesbian against his as a gay trans man. Reading Lou’s words again now, for the first time in many years, takes me back to when I first fell in love with him, watching him grow up and discover himself—his childhood Beatlemania, his boy craziness, his sex fantasies and teenage guilt, his countercultural tendencies and political awakening, his passion for drag queens and rock and roll, his growing sense of being kinky and trans and having no language for it. Lou, writing in isolation but reaching boldly for the deep truth of his own self-knowledge, forged a unique language for his transness that still speaks profoundly to me today.

At age 13, Lou wrote “I wanna look like what I am but don’t know what someone like me looks like. I mean, when people look at me I want them to think—there’s one of those people … that has their own interpretation of happiness. That’s what I am.” Those words have stayed with me for decades, and in the intervening years I have still found no better way of expressing what it means to be trans. I see in them the suggestion that we are primarily our own “interpretation of happiness” and only secondarily the “men” or “women” we were assigned to be, or the people we became.

Sullivan, I would go so far as to say, offers essentially the same insight into being trans as that offered by the psychoanalytic theorist Jacques Lacan. Lacan considered transsexuality to represent what he called a sinthome: a uniquely personal, idiosyncratic manner of braiding together the psychical registers of the Imaginary (the inner realm of images and the identifications we attach to them), the Symbolic (the social realm of language and representation), and the Real (that which is, whether one wishes it to be or not). For Lacan, every “I” is the symptom—or in Old French, the sinthome, which Lacan turns into a pun to suggest that our symptomatic subjectivities are a “synthesis” that becomes our “home”—of a successful attempt to weave those three rings of reality together into a stable pattern and thereby to become a non-psychotic subject. This, for Lacan, is what it means to be a person. The transgender subject is a kind of person who, for Lacan (and, I would argue, for Lou Sullivan) similarly succeeds at the task of becoming a viable, non-psychotic subject by entwining the Imaginary, Symbolic, and Real—but with a twist. Because our Imaginary identifications are different from what the Symbolic says our bodies are supposed to mean, we trans folks bring our identities into alignment with the Real by (re)writing them into our flesh; in doing so we come to appear to others as what might be called an “interpretation of our own happiness” that makes our living feel worthwhile. Lou intuited all that without ever having read a lick of Lacan or of poststructuralist gender theory; he died, in fact, just as Judith Butler’s Gender Trouble was shifting the paradigm to conceptualize gender as something we do, rather than something we are.

Lou had an amazing career. He never went to college, and worked most of his adult life as an administrative assistant, though toward the end he’d gone into business for himself as a freelance digital editor and publisher. The amazing part was not what he did for money, but what he did with the rest of his time. He networked ceaselessly among trans folks, corresponded with hundreds of people around the world, and played a significant role in forging a broader trans community. He founded organizations. He researched and wrote about trans history, including the book-length biography From Female to Male: The Life of Jack Bee Garland. He advocated on behalf of trans people with health-care providers, and, after having been denied medical services because he was open about identifying as a gay rather than heterosexual man, persuaded the doctors and psychiatrists that one could in fact be both gay and trans, as he was. He volunteered for clinical trials for AIDS drugs, and took a perverse pride in saying that he was proud to die as a gay man, even though authorities had said he couldn’t live as one. And he journaled, beautifully and purposefully, with a growing sense that he wanted his journals to be published.

I first tried to posthumously publish Lou’s journals in the early 1990s, but that was sadly not to be. A small press was indeed interested back then, but wanted to publish only excerpts, and the advance they offered me simply wasn’t enough to cover my costs for transcribing and editing hundreds of pages of handwritten script down into something publishable. I was perpetually un- or under-employed in those days—job discrimination rooted in transphobia is no joke—so I settled for writing a quick little article about Lou, “Portrait of a Transfag Drag Hag as a Young Man,” and moved on to find other ways of making a living.

Publishing Lou’s journals was still a back burner project for me years later, when a young trans history grad student named Brice D. Smith came along, eager to work on Sullivan, and I was only too eager to pass the torch I’d long been carrying. It felt good and right to step back and let go so that others could carry Lou’s legacy forward. It’s warmed my heart to see Lou’s story find its way to audiences hungry to hear it. Brice’s dissertation became a biography, Daring to Be a Man Among Men, and soon, perhaps, will become a feature film. Sean Dorsey Dance Company produced a beautiful original work called Uncovered: The Diary Project, based on Lou’s journals. The filmmaker Rhys Ernst has made an experimental short about Lou, as well as a mini documentary about him for the web series We’ve Been Around. And now, at last, a significant portion of the journals are finally seeing print.

Those who knew Lou or knew of his public career will undoubtedly appreciate the intimate portrait that emerges here, painted in his own words, that shows sides of him most people never had a chance to see. And those who are new to Lou? Get ready to meet a great soul.




Editors’ Note

by Ellis Martin and Zach Ozma

Toward the end of his life, Lou Sullivan began editing his journals for publication, a task he was unable to complete, writing, “I fear it will never be done after I am dead. Stiff enough task for me, let alone one unfamiliar with a phenomenon such as myself.” As editors, guided by Sullivan’s own impulse to make his writing public, we steeped ourselves in his diaries and archive.

Our goal was to become fluent in Sullivan’s desires and voice, in order to shape an edited volume that approaches the choices we imagine he might have made. We traced Sullivan’s early archival impulses, his childhood literary aspirations, and the process of writing the biography of Jack Bee Garland, who lived as a man in San Francisco at the turn of the century.

We began with 24 journals, each densely packed with Sullivan’s slanting cursive, some with additional sheets, newspaper clippings, and photographs glued, taped, or stapled-in. We sat in the History Center at the San Francisco Public Library, where his diaries were on loan for a time. Some of the journals literally overflowed. We opened his file folders with a careful, nervous touch; slow as with a new lover. We were finding Sullivan just as—when looking for proof of a man like himself in library archives—he found Jack Garland.

Afterwards, we would emerge from the archive, to touch ground in San Francisco in 2017, acutely aware of all the San Franciscos layered between Sullivan and ourselves, between Sullivan and Garland.

Considering the depth of Sullivan’s informal, autobiographical writings, focusing the scope of our work was a formidable task. Sullivan’s life as an activist and a publicly gay trans man has been well-documented. We chose instead to prioritize the intangibles of Sullivan’s San Francisco, tracing his worldly pleasures and ephemeral expressions of identity formed alongside his queer community of family, friends, and lovers. We intend these narratives to counter flattened portrayals of trans experience and to illuminate the personal, lascivious, quotidian, poetic, and romantic aspects of his archive.

As editors, our own visual art practices shaped our approach to this project. One of us brought a social practice informed by embodiment theory and neoclassical gay imagery. The other offered archival work (digitization projects) steeped in homoeroticism. Cross-genre editors for a cross-genre writer. We worked as Sullivan did, bringing historical materials into our living spaces. Photographing each page of each diary for transcription, we began to understand the diaries as a story as well as an archive—a record of a full and complex life.

We uncovered what kind of book we were assembling together from the passages that made each of us spark. Our views, priorities, and fantasies inevitably shaped this iteration of Lou’s story: our contemporary breath touched pages that have lived in the archives for nearly 30 years. During this process, we experienced a tension between our dedication to the particulars of Sullivan’s writing and our impulse to shape an elegant, readable representation of his life. As the diaries become more available, we hope this collection stands up as a gesture to a moment in time, to us, to our understandings of Lou Sullivan, to our youth and editorial jouissance, to the future. From the raw material of Sullivan’s diaries we have added another tangible object to his archive, a touchstone.

The text begins with Sullivan’s very first diary entry. His earliest journals both give perspective on his lifelong themes, as well as his development as a writer and thinker. However, his writings as an adult are our primary focus for this book.

Throughout the diaries, Sullivan most frequently organized the periods of his life by his domestic spaces, usually referring to his homes by their street names. We borrowed this approach as a structuring principle for our chapters.

The diaries are presented in chronological order. We removed the dates of individual entries to improve readability and resonance of the text as an ongoing narrative.

We were compelled by the ways in which Sullivan’s language evolved throughout his life, from his Dylan-inspired shortening of words (e.g., singin) to his evolving use of transvestite and transsexual, to the glyph [image: ], his plus sign-ampersand hybrid. We have attempted to preserve Sullivan’s particular (and at times peculiar) modes of language and punctuation. In part to honor him, and in part because some of his phrasing feels strikingly contemporary (e.g., “I’ll prob’ly end up in COLLEGE. Ugh”).

The diaries follow Sullivan as he worked to refine and articulate his views of gender and sexuality throughout his life, actualizing an identity as a gay trans man for which he found few models. Sullivan wrote frequently about his sexual encounters, in these moments recalling not only the form and actions of the scene but reliving it in luscious texture. He reveled in male beauty, equally favoring the soft tufts of hair on a man’s cheek and the charged atmosphere of a jerk-off club. We wanted to preserve Sullivan’s radical openness about his intimate life, while respecting the privacy of his three long-term romantic partners. For this reason, we abbreviated the names of these three by using their first initials.

We chose to illuminate the key people, places, organizations, and personal idiosyncrasies, such as pet-naming conventions that are central to Sullivan’s life, in a glossary at the end of the volume. We envision this glossary as working to establish more context around Sullivan’s diaries and the evolving queer world he lived in and co-created.

Dedicated to preserving and sharing knowledge, Sullivan frequently gave interviews regarding his experiences as an HIV+ gay trans man. Sullivan also journaled about his health and transition, reflecting the private side of his activism. As such, there are instances of medically-inaccurate information in the diaries. For example, when Sullivan writes, “I have AIDS,” he was using the available terminology at a moment when HIV and AIDS had not been fully distinguished from one another. Similarly, Sullivan describes the effects of testosterone in ways no longer considered accurate. Please reference contemporary sources for up-to-date information.

Sullivan’s longing for—and lack of—role models repeatedly manifests throughout his diaries. As such, this text can be challenging and at times painful. Responding to the problem of examining archival work in the present day, we shaped the text to position Sullivan in his sociopolitical context while avoiding needlessly recapitulating violent language. We chose to preserve excerpts that include instances of classism, misgendering, misogyny, racism, and stigmatized views of substance use when they were vital to understanding Sullivan’s worldview, including his self-understanding. We wish to extend Sullivan’s role as a welcoming mentor into the 21st Century while acknowledging his dimensionality and his flaws.

This book encompasses only a small fraction of the writing that Sullivan left in his archive. Our desire is that someday soon the diaries will be scanned and made more fully accessible in a digital archive. In the meantime, we hope this volume feels like a posthumous collaboration with Sullivan.

Much like Sullivan’s, our text developed in a series of interior spaces. We worked in bedrooms and in studio apartments; at residencies and on airplanes. We worked long distance, leaving notes for each other in shared spreadsheets: “sexual revery,” “Catholic overtones,” “Bob Dylan,” and “we have to allow him space to breathe in his own story.”

This book is an offering. It is a call to experience one person’s queer history as a way to ground yourself in the present, as much as it calls to Lou’s ashes in the Pacific Ocean. It is proof that queer histories aren’t isolated in the past, but instead touch the current moment. It is the surprise you feel when, reaching out for a lover’s chest in the dark, you find a thin gold chain around their neck.

Several people have been critical in shaping this work: thank you to Zoe Tuck (for the glowing impetus), Rebekah Edwards (for connecting us to each other via Lou), Julian Carter (a friend in Lou scholarship), Julian Shendelman (for transcription and your quiet help framing this work), Jamie Di Nicola (a fellow son of Lou), Mars Hobrecker (for wrapping Lou in the most beautiful bow), Susan Stryker (for cracking open the archive and introducing us all to Lou), Brice D. Smith (for your comprehensive Sullivan biography), Julian Talamantez Brolaski and Meg Pendoley (for the proof), The Painted Bride Art Center (for our first time putting Lou on a pedestal), William Way LGBT Community Center (for our first time taking Lou out on the town), GLBT Historical Society (for your continued support of, and care for, the Lou Sullivan Papers, in regard to this project and beyond). An exuberant thank you to Andrea Abi-Karam, Lindsey Boldt, and Stephen Motika of Nightboat Books for bringing our butt book into this world. Finally, thank you to Joel Gregory, Lauren Levin, and Emji Saint Spero, our West Coast angels.
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January 1961 – June 1969

“See what’s in you and don’t try to put anything else in it.”



West Bluemound Road

Wauwatosa, Wisconsin


Your saintlike face and your ghostlike soul.

Bob Dylan, “Sad Eyed Lady of the Lowlands”



I made a mistake and ate some Sugar Smacks. And I couldn’t go to communion in church. After church I went to Karen’s house for a while. When I came home Grandmother was here, Grampa came for supper too. Before I went to bed I laid in Mommy’s bed and snacked on raisins and crackers. I went to bed at 9:00. For Christmas I got an accordion, an ice creamer, china, a holster, a missal and this diary.

When you are sick stay up late.

Dear Diary,fn1

Today I had to get up and sing 10:30 am. Mass. I wore my red jumper I got for Christmas. Us kids went skating at Washington Park and tobogganing at Currie. I went to bed at about 11:30 or so. I wish I had a boy to take me skating and to talk to. But I’m too young. I wish I’d grow up. This year I’m counting on my period. Well good night! I hope we become good friends.

I set my hair tonight now I’m going to bed at 10:00 or so. I’m gonna try to be beautiful in soul, too. I love Jesus.

Sick all day and stayed in bed most of the time. But didn’t mind too much. Didn’t do anything great except saw “The Beatles” on The Ed Sullivan Show and Kathy practically had a bird. They are sorta cute but I think Ringo is swingin, George is cute, Paul is a good singer and John is icky. Too!

Mom thinks it’s the beginning of my period or I just hope so. Men are digging up the mountains, Mom says they’re gonna build a house. How horrid!!

I feel like a rose knowing that a weed to choke me is near. I got a whole mess of homework that Bridget brought home but I don’t have to do it. Well, don’t know what else to say. So I’ll see ya tomorrow in the next page of my first lasting diary.

Still digging in the mountains darn it.

Today I spent over at Grandmother’s and we went downtown. I got a silver ring with a “B” on it for Beatles. I really flip for those excellent guys. I was acting real big with my transistor in hand while shopping.

Did my homework and could not wait for The Beatles at 7–8 on Ed Sullivan. Went home to see them. Kathy [image: ] I [image: ] Johnfn2 went in den and screamed! After their last song I started to cry, I guess because they wouldn’t be on any more. Mom got mad but Kathy joined me. I guess we feel the same about them.

Dear Diary:

Today was Mamma’s and Daddy’s first fight over how bad I am. I’m a terrible daughter because I like The Beatles and wanted to hear their record on the radio in the car. Dad stormed around and yelled. Mom stuck up for me. I was very mad at Dad, the worst ever. Maryellen sat in the back seat saying, “Shut your sassy mouth” to me as if she were older and I should obey her. Also it is Maryellen’s 9th birthday, turning out crummy.

Corpus Christi and a mess of Masses. Today joys:

(1)I’m invited to a party June 12 with 4 other girls (pj)

(2)Mom said I could maybe have a Beatles haircut before the last day of school.

Paul-Ringo-Paul-Ringo they keep bouncing around my head. They’re so perfect. Model yourself on them [image: ] you’ll have no worries. Paul! I love the name. Such a beautiful sound to the ear. Ringo! Such an adorable boy. So sweet and modest. So bouncy. Know that I love you and I’m not crazy. This is a love so strong and real. Oh, love me, too, anyone.

My second day of menstruation. I love it! Yesterday, after school, I noticed in the bathroom and practically ran home. Mom [image: ] I fixed everything up, so now I’m a young lady. The pad sometimes gets in the way, but I manage. Now I’ll have to take a shower every day and through summer UGH!! I really feel like a different person. All grown up. I should be growing, now, in the bust, too. I love being a girl. So delicate. Someday I’ll get myself a boy like Paul and we’ll get married and have some little kids. Mom and Kathy both are acting nicer to me. I love it.

Dear Diary:

Menstruation isn’t such a big, hairy thrill to me anymore. At Martha Lake, I can’t go swimming [image: ] everyone else is. I’m reading “The True Story of The Beatles.” So sad—I even cried I felt so sorry for those poor boys. They hardly could get anything to eat. They went without food for 36 hours once. Poor darlings. Today is Sunday. The Beatles mean so much to me. I could never say I didn’t like (or even love) The Beatles. I hope God is good to them when they die. I pray for them every day. Ringo, John, George, Paul. These names do something to me. Put me in a trance.

ST. ANTHONY’S CARNIVAL!

Today a man was flirting with me. I gave him my ticket for a ride and he wouldn’t let go of my hand. I pulled and looked at him. He smiled and went on.

Day went so fast! Kathy found some new Beatles books. A book on each Beatle separately. We got “George” and “John.” We need “Ringo” and “Paul” now. I want all! Mostly “Paul” and “Ringo.” My diet is OK. I like motorcycles; they’re neat. Pat got a ‘play’ motor on his bike. It makes a sound like a real motor. I rode it around and decided a motorcycle’d be neat. I wish I had a leather coat, too. Like a car coat. I’d like to be English with an accent.

So hot today I sweated like mad. Feel like dashing around naked. Yesterday, John broke a string on his guitar at lessons. I love the guitar and wish I had one. I’m gonna start saying “y’know” for a while. It’s fun.

Dear Diary:

I think I’d like a husband under the zodiac sign Libra. John Lennon’s from that sign and he seems to be a very wonderful husband. I’d like to be a famous writer of romance and love. I bet I could do it! All I need is the atmosphere and mood and I could write a heart-touching story. I love to think at night, with beautiful music playing, of young lovers and love. Of how they feel, cuz I know, I felt that way about Paul and still do, a little I guess.

Today was my first guitar lessons. [The teacher] said I’m doing good and should remember to practice. Next week! Next Friday, I will see my Beatles. Those creeps want me to sing 8:00 funeral Saturday morning. DARN. I hate that. School, ugh-ugh-ugh, is near and I’ll just have to listen to stupid old Virgiline screaming in my ear. DARN. I love to wear boy’s clothes. To lessons I wore a white shirt, tie, and black slacks. I love it!

John sure must trust me or something. He tells me all his secrets. That he’d never tell anyone. Like he and some guys were shooting rabbits, etc, with BB guns and arrows. And he doesn’t think an occasional cigarette will hurt anyone. I’m thinking about another story to write. I haven’t come up with anything definite. I want to try to persuade John not to smoke or get in trouble in a way that he doesn’t think I’m queer.

Dear Diary:

I’ll probably never forget this day. My babies on the stage, alive, in front of me. Pauly! Pauly! Oh, I love you with all my heart, so much. At the end, when outside, kids screamed and ran. I followed, losing the others. I touched it with my hands—their car to take them to the hotel. I cried, lovingly, as I walked to our meeting place, people looked at me, but I didn’t care. My darlings were there and I had to leave them. I saw my Pauly! And George, John, Ringo.

When Mom said I couldn’t continue guitar and I couldn’t wear boots, I went to my room and cried and repeated this to myself many times:

[image: ]
“He” is my love. He will have long, jet-black hair, twinkling blue eyes. He will be very thin and irresponsible, but he will love me deeply, and I him. We will look into each others’ eyes and never leave each other. Our hands will meet and we will cling to each other and forever be protected.

John and I took a walk from about 9:00–9:30 pm. It was dark and he told me his very secret things. Like about dances and how he slugged a guy, butted in for a dance. He told me what he looks for in a girl. Friendliness. He said I should dye my hair blonde and not wear my glasses, only when I have to. I told him he could tell me anything and I wouldn’t tell anyone. We have fun together, I’m glad he’s like that. We can talk openly and easily.

Soon I’ll find a boy that I’ll need just as much as a radio.

Tonight I saw a real darling boy. Mom sold our old car to his family. They’re very poor and needed a car and dad’s a mechanic so he could fix it. Dad was talking to his dad and he was leaning against the wall. He had brown, long hair, a green jacket. Very sad eyes. I sat in the other room watching him. He glanced at me a few times and when I was watching him, he looked up and our eyes met. I was going to turn away, but I couldn’t. We looked into each other’s eyes for a while and then parted. He looked so wonderful. I could have really fell for him. He was so sad and sweet.

I am carrying a picture of Keith Richards with me now. He’s one of The Rolling Stones, a bunch of terribly ugly English boys. He’s not a trace of ugliness. So darling! He’s 19 and plays the lead guitar for the Stones. I’d like to know him better—really. St. Jude’s, that military camp of a grade school is splitting boys and girls into different classrooms. Don’t care. Those boys are just freckle-faced crew-cutted creeps and big loud show-offs.

Dear Diary:

I have reasons to believe that Mom or Kathy have been reading you. I want a choice of high schools—I want Pius. Mom wants Holy Angels—ISH! I cried she hurt me so. Oh—I hate it here. Mom said she knows I just can’t wait to get my arms around a boy. How does she know! You’re the only one that I ever told. I have no free will anywhere—school, home. If I had a cigarette and could get alone—I’d smoke it, just for kicks. I have to. I’m going to go to every CYOfn3 dance so I can get boys. I’m not aiming to be an old maid like Kathy. HAH! I don’t trust anyone but John—NO ONE.

I got a black leather “John Hat.” It’s called that cuz John Lennon wears one like it. John said when I get my CYO card he’ll fix me up with some boys and that I wouldn’t have any trouble. I’m glad I’m cute. I like myself!! (HAHA)

I’m sure social working is what I want. Yes—the excitement of getting a gun away from a teenage boy. Having to talk to him. I’d love that. Well—my guitar teach (he’s 18) asked me if I’m going out with someone or going steady. I said I was only 13. He said so what. I said my mother’d kill me. He said well tell her now listen here. He shook his finger. I want to do that.

I’m not shy anymore! I don’t care if people think I’m crazy, I’m gonna be myself. And guess who helped me to this. The Beatles. The Beatles.

Grandmother bought me a $20 pair of boots. I donated $7. They’re genuine black leather and go up to my knees. They have a 1” stacked heel. A zipper down the side.

[image: ]
A dream come true! Jane Asherfn4 has a pair. Excellent. Now I’m broke. Ha-ha!

Wore my boots to school but had to change during class. God, If I don’t get to England! I swear I will. I must! I’ve been swearing a lot—“hell” and “damn” mostly. I wish I could stop!

I’ve been wearing apricot nail polish. Excellent!

All the kids at school say I’m the most Beatled kid. Everyday they say, “Hey, Sheila, what’s new with The Beatles?” I love it. And nearly 98% of the time I have something new! I feel better now that the boys are separated from the girls. I feel more relaxed and I get a chance of becoming class clown. I’d like that a lot!

John said that Friday night he got “steeved” meaning drunk by some brandy his friend got. He says it’s “a lot of fun.” How can I stop him? There must be a way! There must be. He does it for kicks—smokes and drinks (usually his friend, Ralph, who lives on the west side, gets it).

I had a long talk with John since he and I walked to Mass. I tried to work on him but he’s as hard as stone. He says getting drunk and smoking was a lot of fun. He nearly got me to smoke a cigarette. He put it down in front of me but I wouldn’t touch it. I cried cuz I’m in such a mess, but now I feel better. I’m gonna enter a story contest in a magazine. It’s another one of those “poor boy” stories. I hope I get something for it. Some of the stories that win on that deal could use a big fat eraser!

I love my bangs real long. Down to the crook of my nose, over my glasses when I got them on. Excellent! I’m working hard on guitar. I can’t get chords good.

I really don’t know what I’d have done without Paul, George, John, Ringo. I’d probably be real queer. You know, when I was around 7–11 years old, my favorite play would be “boys.” One of us, Bridget, Maryellen, or I, would say “Let’s play boys.” We all had boy names, set up the pretend surroundings, and acted like boys. I remember a few names I had, Bobby Cordail and Chris Roman. Others were Joseph, Dave. It was real fun. Ya! That was the fun days. Dad always called me “the ringleader.” Whatever I wanted to do, B and Maryellen and Patrick would do. I could even get them to clean their rooms without fuss, we’d make fun of it.

Dear Diary: I love you. I love you. You are a wonderful thing. When I’m 20 yrs old I’ll read you with great fondness and you won’t cheat me out of my memories. I want to keep a diary as long as I live.


(1) Black leather ¾ length coat

(2) Black patent leather heels

(3) Half slip

(4) Bubble bath

(5) compact

(6) 50 stamps

(7) black nylons

(8) Beatle book

(9) black skirt

(10) a new diary

(11) black dickie



Grandmother gave me a $6 Beatle album

Grandpa $10

Aunt Joan [image: ] Uncle Bud $5 and 12 pencils with my name and holder

Dear Diary:

I had about 4 glasses, no. 5, of pink champagne. It tasted like beer but I’m used to it. We shot off 5 firecrackers at midnight. Whistles blew and everything. I’m kinda dizzy. I loved this last year. Wonderful! It’s past one o’clock. Bridget had Coleen over. That’s all the guests. My ears are ringing cuz Johnney blew the firecrackers in my ear. By accident I kissed him and he kissed me. He seldom does, you know. I better get to bed. Wow! Kathy cried cuz she wanted Danny at midnight. She’s sweet.

Diary, you’ve been so good to me. I could tell you everything. Things I couldn’t even tell mom. You are wonderful. Tomorrow night I start a new diary for 1965. You know everything and when I’m 21 I’ll read you with love. I’ll think of how I wrote in you every night. Of how I put my love for Paul into you, my tears, my feelings, my words. Thank you for living these feelings with me, for listening without yelling and for lovingly helping me shed my worries into your lap without objecting or getting mad. I’ll save you forever, diary, and I’ll read you.

I feel so sorry for boys who are in taverns at night, billiard halls, or just walking around. I wish Mom’d let me do that for one week and I would know how it is and try to help those that have to take it all the time.

If I saw a drunk boy at a dance, I’d have to help him. I couldn’t let him.

Diary I just want to let it be known to you that whatever I write in any of my diaries is the honest truth and my real feelings, okay

Finished an absolutely fabulous story. I got so worked up writing it that I had to take an aspirin to stop trembling after I finished.

To mass I wore boots, leather coat, black skirt and turtle-neck and a white boy’s shirt. My John hat, shoulder bag and sun glasses.

Saw a movie. After we went to Ace Foods where a table full of boys were. They all looked at me, I had the whole leather bit on. I must admit I tried to lure them upstairs, but I didn’t.

Trying to think up a secret way to carry cigarettes in my purse. Just one maybe. I didn’t think I should but tough.

I wonder what Virgiline means when she says, “Don’t let a boy ‘touch’ you.” Like his arm around you, or holding hands? Darn! Wish they’d get to the point.

Finished the San Quentin Story. It ended … but I’d rather break a rule than break a heart. Oh. Now I’m starting the Stone Walls one. The other one is bad for me to read. Read part of it about whipping. It arises something I feel is bad in me. Sounds dumb, but when I read about severe whippings and have it thoroughly described to me, I get a sensation of tingling. Bad.

Mom said to me that it’s “improper” to wave at motorcycles. I’m sure I care!!

Long brown fluffy hair, slightly curled on the ends, black coat, gold buttons, belt around the middle, bare legs, no socks, granny heels, also black, shoulder bag, black, transistor radio.

I like black leather and big black motorcycles.

Some night I’m gonna dress like a boy and walk down some cool streets—being thought of as a boy.

He smoked. He asked if our piano worked. Yes. He played real great—songs he made up. Real, real good.

At 9:45 he had to go so we walked to the back door. He put his hand on my hair and pulled me over. I kissed him, he kissed me. Real soft and gentle. Bye.

We went to the lakeshore. We went holding hands. We kissed 4 times. The cold winds blew our hair and we sat embracing. I kept saying inside me: Larrie, Larrie.

Went to the basement, turned out all the lights and played Bob Dylan. I cried and understood his songs.

My problem is that I can’t accept life for what it is … like it is presented to me. I feel there is something deep and wonderful underneath it that no one has found.

This is me becoming a human being.

I CONTINUE MY LIFE

Dear Diary:

Well, hello! I realize you’re a 5 yr diary, but now yer 1 yr. OK? You can hold a lot more than my other diaries. Well, went to church and sat around the house all day practically going insane with restlessness. Today I’m in a horrid depressed mood and I’ve felt very sexually stimulated. Maybe it was better I didn’t see Lar. Lately I’ve been feeling Lar is growing cold towards me. I don’t know why, I just do. And I wish I could grow up physically. I’m sick of looking like such a baby.

He’d said many times that if he didn’t like me, he wouldn’t call me. He didn’t call me. He didn’t call me.

I have a horrible temptation for sex acts. I’d never do these with anyone, though. I do play with myself, which is supposed to be wrong. But I can’t see it as wrong. I don’t want it to be wrong, cuz I can’t help it. I’m afraid what could become of me—the way I’m going. And I don’t want to be left without my Larrie. He’s still mine, I have his necklace.

I want love. I need it. Please give it to me, Lar. I want it from you. I wished it was all right for us to undress and embrace. Maybe that’s a horrible thing to say. But I want it. And I’m glad I can be strong and not do it. I want to run my hand over his back. I hope saying and wanting this is not wrong. Why should it be?

I rather think ugly boys are more interesting inside than cute ones.

Sheila—look at yourself [image: ] face yourself. See what’s in you and don’t try to put anything else in it. Because then you destroy what you are and you tamper with God’s work.

My goal: To save money from my job and get enough to spend about a month in a slum of Chicago or some place. To go to a Cafe Espresso (beatnik hangout). To write. These are my destinies.

He asks me if I ever got the urge to have intercourse. I said a lot. He asks what do I do when I have the urge. Then I said to him, “I play with myself.” It was so silent. And he said, “Show me one person that doesn’t.” I was so relieved. I was waiting for him to think horribly of me. He said he played with himself and told his father. I was happy [image: ] glad I told him. He said he was proud of me and felt good cuz I trusted him enough to tell him. He seemed to become more understanding and sweet to me. I want something new—I’m uneasy and unsatisfied with what I already have experienced. But if I do, I’ll turn into something I hate. A girl who does bad and knows it’s wrong.

Wore my fur, bell-bottoms and vest [image: ] felt 1,000,000 ft tall. I got cuts and compliments. I luv both. Stayin overnight at Grandmother’s. Played Bobby Dylan and talked to Pattie all night. And I wish I could go away from here so bad. I want to roam off on my own just me and I’ll have a love or two. But I’ll move on … move on. And my mind dwells on sex and I am stimulated by its words and I crave for the actions I cannot perform or have performed.

I wish I was a boy! God, do I want so bad to roam.

Shit, damn, hell.

That’s about it. I know more, that’s fer sure, but those are the only common every-day ones. I don’t like to swear cuz it sounds horrible but it makes me feel big and masculine and tough.

All I wanna do is write ’n write. But I’ll prob’ly end up in COLLEGE. Ugh.

Brought paper out ’n sat on the porch suddenly ’n Bluemound was quiet. I got such an urge. I ran out into the vacant road ’n got a spring of delight. The only sound was my heels on the cement ’n the only lights were the dim streetlight. I luv streetlights. I walked down the middle of the little street in front of our house. Then I swung around a parking sign and back to Bluemound.

I picked up two stones and threw ’m in the air, heard ’m drop. A car was comin so I ran back to the porch. I’ve always wanted to do something like that. Life was worth livin ’n life was so mean. Truth seemed to be everywhere. Truth seemed to be everywhere. I luv the night ’n the street lights shinin dimly on the tree trunks and the street. The night, the night.

Avant Garde—We (John, Kath [image: ] I) went about 8:30 we got there. It was upstairs a real dirty hole. NEAT. It was so crowded John, Kath [image: ] I had to stand. We stood on the ledge over the stairway. Bob Dylan records played. It was very dark. John gave me a cigarette. There was an assortment of people—very college—very beatnik. Average age was 17 but there were some around 35 and some 14.

A guy next to me (about 24 yrs old) started talkin ta me. We joked around. There was a post next to me on the ledge

[image: ] It was as tall as me with a ball on top over the light bulb. He took it off, offered me a cig and we put our ashes in the ball.

On the phone with Pattie and we got pretty deep. She’s felt that there’s somethin bout me she don’t know bout. She ain’t kiddin. Yeah—it’s my “Bob Dylan Side.” It’s the side that gives me a thrill when I see a mother tryin ta control 5 little kids walkin down the street [image: ] some are pullin toys. It’s the side that makes me pour out my “Bob Dylan style” writins. It’s the side in Avant Garde and it’s the me lookin for a look from anyone. I really can’t tell her bout this part of me cuz I don’t know bout it yet. All I know is that it’s what I want, what I feel is important.

I yearn so badly to go to Avant Garde. I want it so bad. I love the atmosphere (friendly) an the music an the people. I love it. I feel like cryin now. The radio is playin a folk song. An I want this so badly. It is far. Someday maybe I’ll be free, free enough to take this … this life I desire. An Mom’ll say go on Sheila I’ll be here if ya need me an remember I’ll always love you. Oh, please let this be.

Avant Garde. Avant Garde.

I wanna look like what I am but don’t know what someone like me looks like. I mean, when people look at me I want them to think—there’s one of those people that reasons, that is a philosopher, that has their own interpretation of happiness. That’s what I am.

After supper Ma [image: ] I went to Penney’s Outlet ta see about the $10 folk guitar she saw there. We bought a $16 one an I asked her if they sold those “unmentionables” meanin the cowboy boots. We went by where they were an just outa curiosity I slipped a pair on. I walked up an back with ’m an luved ’m so much. Pulled ’m off, ma grabbed ’m an asked the sales lady the price …. $5.88! She looked at me an I said come on let’s put ’m back—but inside I said please mama please! She looked ’m an said come on. I couldn’t believe it—I went into a complete state of shock. I said yer kiddin, ’r yu sure??? She said I better quick buy ’m for she changes her mind. We did an when we got back in the car I asked if I could wear ’m now. OKAY.

I feel so great bout havin my very own guitar an I’m still in shock bout the boots. My stomach’s tite with nerves. I’m afraid if I fall asleep tomorrow when I wake they won’t be there. I’m so happy. Kathy’s REAL mad. She’s jus DISGUSTED with ma for lettin me get ’m. I have conditions where I can [image: ] can’t wear ’m but ma said she’ll probly get used ta ’m [image: ] let me wear ’m all around.

You know, I think so much … well, not just lately, but for a great number of months I’ve been interested in homosexuality. It excites me. I think of all types of stories I make up concernin it.

At work things went so slow I had to masturbate. Yup. Nice goin, hey? While pagin thru a magazine I came to a pix of 3 girls in bikinis. That’s what excited me. Homo? Sounds like it.

I had this dream: I was in a Christmas Mass singin with all these other girls when I got up an began singin “Ave Maria” solo. Suddenly I was on the stage singin it with all these people listenin. When it ended I swept back to my place, I had a flowin chiffon dress on. Everyone commented on how beautiful, an then Kath woke me up rite in the middle of it all for school. Layin awake I realize deep down I really wanted to be a flitty feminine girl. I felt sad an told all to Patty, reminded me mental beauty was more important than physical an I came back down to earth.

Kath gave me an article on Dylan from Playboy magazine. On the backside of one page is a big story on masochism an I’m typing out the article so I kin destroy the original cuz I masturbated all over it cuzza the big story.

One of my bad days again. Sex-wise, that is. I masturbated bout 5 times at work, drew dirty pictures, wrote dirty stuff—fer my own release. Patty called me she could sense my tension. I of course told her I was jus tired. Later, downtown with mom and Grandmother, I sneak to the book place [image: ] page thru dirty books to find the “good” parts (HA HA).

Now that I write of it, it all makes my stomach sick. I nauseate myself right now.

I find myself daydreamin an awful lot. My hearin goes off, I stare at somethin [image: ] I’m in the world of my stories … sometimes watching a young boy being beaten, screamin, bleedin. Sometimes seein a sex-starved, love-starved boy raping a girl, panting, pleading. Today I’ve been dreamin SO much.

Down to the lake [image: ] a guy sits on the wall bout 10 ft away, looks at me, I at him [image: ] say hi to him. He comes over [image: ] sits down [image: ] we talk bout the garbage floatin in the water. He’s got brown long hair to the collar in back, a mustache, bushy eyebrows, about 6’2”, hazel eyes, thin build.

We went to the snack bar in the Memorial Center [image: ] got coffee (both paid for their own, which I like). We read the initials scratched into the table [image: ] I whipped out my handy pocket knife [image: ] carved “She” into the table. Told him bout the Be-In. Said he intended to go, but didn’t. He looked to me bout 20 yrs old. We traipsed around the art stuff, all op-art [image: ] we laffed [image: ] criticized it.

We walked up Wisc Ave. Singin ‘We Shall Overcome.’ I had on my cowboy stuff. Walked around a magic shop, the library, in the museum we square danced to music, looked at the mummies. In our fun we held hands sometimes. Told him I hadda be on the bus for work and he rode with me. He showed me his birth certificate: Ralph Henry Kantola, born 1950! He looked older than 17! Told me a lady’d jus stopped him on the street [image: ] asked why wasn’t he in Vietnam. As he got on the return bus, I gave ’m a quick kiss on the cheek. Bout 6:45 he called and we agreed to meet at the Garde tomorrow nite.

At the Garde, Ralph and I sat in the back. We held each other [image: ] he rubbed my neck. He ran his hand over my shoulder under my dress. He leaned back [image: ] opened his shirt about half down, took my hand and put it on his naked chest. I was gettin excited so I pinched him by the neck. He got the hint. His hair was messed, he looks so tired, so sad in the dark. He asked if I wanted his bracelet. Said wouldn’t refuse if you gave it to me. He took it off [image: ] slipped it on my wrist [image: ] we kissed.

I’m 16!

John [image: ] I went to the drive-in for a coke. He was all worried as usual, as was I. We got out [image: ] there was a group of boppers, bout 25 of ’m in a group. They started yellin cuts, “queer” seemed to be the favorite they all began chantin it. “Hey, yer not gonna serve those queers, are ya, Howie?” They all yelled “booo” as the guy gave us our cokes. We walked without a word to them back to John’s car [image: ] sat [image: ] drink our cokes. They kept callin John “hair boy.” All the boys, average age 16, bout 15 of ’m, begin walkin to the car. John ordered me to roll up the windows [image: ] lock the doors. A few of ’m bash on the side at the car, as some said “Come on out, queer, and let’s see how good you are?” “Queer!”

We just sat casually drinkin, not even payin attention to ’m. One big tuffie stood there actin like Joe Coolie ’r sumthin. I remarked to John, “as if they wouldn’t do the same thing if their mommies’d let ’m.” John said, “No kiddin’.” I smile. Joe Coolie saw me smile, he couldn’t hear us, an he yelled, “Come on out here an say that?” Oh, lordy!

So John said aw, let’s clear out. I agreed. He started up [image: ] backed out, much to the hurrays of the boppers. I was so proud, the way John handled that. He’d’ve been only showin he’s the same as they are if he’d a quibbled with ’m. I felt 10 ft tall—still do. I sure love [image: ] am proud of my big brother, Johnney.

I knew it all along. Now I know why he looked so helpless, so sad when I gave him his presents, when I saw him for the last time. His mother called last nite. Ralph got a job cooking for a family of 10 in Boulder, Colo. They’d be living in a three-bedroom trailer. She said, “Well, now you’re out an escort,” and I was too lost to tell her I’ll be out a lot more than that.

Went downtown shopping and saw a suit at Boston Store that attracted me, then I realized it did cuz it looks like something Henry from The Velvet Whip would wear. I got my floor length skirt, put on my big black earrings and was off with Johnney to the Garde. Bob, who I met at the Garde, shared the chair with me [image: ] put his hand on my shoulder. We held hands a bit.

I decided this was my last visit to the Garde. The Whip played all weekend. The place is full of loud mouth babies, even Gordy looked shot. The place’s changed so much, it’s jus turned into a teenage hangout now. And Ogre … Ever since he found I’m against drugs, he’s snubbed me, walks away when I’m talking to him, and I once caught him talkin behind my back I was skinny and I look bad in my long skirt. Hypocrite. No one there likes me. I’m jus not like them. I guess I will always be alone. Am I ugly? Unfriendly? Self centered? Repulsive? Why don’t they like me? Is there something wrong with me?—No, they must be wrong, there isn’t anything terrible about me. Ralph loves me.

I met a guy at the Garde. He sang some songs on his guitar [image: ] I sang “Suzanne” for him. We skipped down the sidewalk, I warmed his hands. Later, he gave me a feather. On the way home, I threw the feather out the window. Uh-uh … Ralph is more beautiful than truth …

Just as I was going inside the Garde, Gordy stops me and asked if I’m going to school or am I out? I said, “I go to Pius,” and “yeah, I’m straight.” Bout 10 mins. later, Gordy’s girl beckons for John to come downstairs and when he came back up, he asked me … “How’d you like to work here?” I almost fainted. That has been one of my long lost wishes—to work at the Garde. Gordy said they’ll need someone to wash cups, sweep up, straighten the chairs, etc. So he asked John [image: ] I. Of COURSE we accepted. What an honor!

Tonite I discovered that Richardfn5 is everything I ever wanted to be. And I decided not to wear my beads anymore. His wild eyes, his gentle face … I realized he is my heart [image: ] mind in a person. I realized I could never be like him because I’m a girl and cried. What can I do, Richard? I’d do anything. He is the violence and fear of the boy of my stories, yet the gentility and sensitivity of poetry. I began feeling a sense of betrayal to Ralph, yet I know I will have to forget Ralph forever. There is nothing I can do but try to be like him, even tho I know Richard is not sane.

In the back room of the Garde, Barker’s wife asked if I’d like to work as a waitress on the weekends when they’re real busy. Oh, I can’t believe all this is true. “Of course!” I was just flying. I’m hesitantly, almost fearfully, recalling that I held Richard in my arms, I dream I dare not think.

Velvet Whip night at the Garde. In between sets, I came from the back room upon hearin a lotta noise [image: ] saw Richard, stripped to the waist, leaning over the chair on stage. Tom had the belt they tie the piano with and was whipping his back for fun, but it must have hurt him … that belt is canvas-like. The Whip for me are very much of a sexual outlet, believe it or not. I guess I really am somewhat of a masochist. Even some Whip songs are an outlet for me, mostly “A Little Girl’s Dream” which is hard bass music [image: ] Richard screams thru the whole thing. It reveals what’s constantly sounding inside me. This beating Richard went right over my head when it happened, but now, when I look back, oh, wow. A lot of things Richard does make me feel he is somewhat of a sadist or masochist. Wore my black dress, hair in a bow, black nylons.

Told both ma [image: ] dad since ma said she felt I’m old enough to decide my own religion, I won’t be going to Mass anymore. Neither of them made too much of it, ma just said she hopes I’ll change my mind [image: ] go before I die.

Patrick got a “diary” for Christmas (really a diary notebook) and he wrote vigorously in it. He let me read January 1st [image: ] that will really be a treasure when he gets older if he keeps up in it.

Pat [image: ] I wrote in our diaries together.

Talked with a guy who goes to UWM that I know as a casual acquaintance for the 1st time tonite. I think he likes me. He commented on the dress I wore last Friday! Name’s J.

That J said all he wanted to do in his future was play his harmonica [image: ] be with me.

There’s a new “performer” out called Tiny Tim. I’d heard quite a few things about him: guy with real long hair, real femmy. But I watched him on TV tonite with Johnney [image: ] I think he’s beautiful. He’s tall and very thin. His face is sunken in, thick dark eyebrows [image: ] sparkling eyes, wide mouth [image: ] lots of teeth. Black hair that curls down his back, it looks dirty and scraggly. He sings in a very high pitched voice [image: ] holds up and moves his long thin hands and bony fingers for expression. Sometimes he plays the ukulele.

When the host introduced him, he said he was a very gentle person. He sat down [image: ] crossed his legs. He looked intensely at the host as he talked with him. He talked fast [image: ] in a girlish voice. He did act very feminine [image: ] I just loved him. He reminded me so much of Richard. I’d love to get to know Tiny Tim better. He told the host people laugh at him but he doesn’t care what they think.

He acted just like Richard when he puts on his act. I thought of how once the Whip were in the bandroom, Richard was sitting on Tom’s lap, Tom had his hand up Richard’s shirt [image: ] was scratching his back. Every once in awhile, Richard would wiggle a bit [image: ] giggle in a high-pitched girlish voice. And suddenly a member of this CYO band comes in the room. Everyone acted real casual [image: ] this kid was so embarrassed but tried to act casual. Then someone said to him “It’s not what it looks like, they’re really just good friends!” Oh God!!!

But this guy was really “flipped out” as Johnney’d say [image: ] we were in stitches laughing. He really was blowing minds [image: ] did so beautifully. I’d really like to know him personally. He seems like a real beautiful guy. Now he’s another sexual outlet for me—

All day thought of Tiny Tim [image: ] I began to think I loved him or something. He was practically the talk of the school [image: ] I only talked to one kid who liked him. For the most, everyone found him “revolting” “turned my stomach” “put on.” I stuck up for him. His picture was in Monday’s newspaper but the garbage man took it. So now I’m trying to get hold of one of those papers! I couldn’t stop thinking about him [image: ] Richard. I wish I had that picture of him.

I wrote this in school today: For once, you are the person inside me, the person I could never be because I am myself. I love you—because you are me. Because you are everything I would want to be.

He is the wandering lost cowboy inside of me. I really never thought of him that way. And one year ago I sang “Urge For Going’”to him.

I’ll die if [Ralph] doesn’t come back—

Woke bout 10:30 again to breakfast. From there [J [image: ] I] took the tandem bike out. He steered [image: ] we found a little barricaded path we followed into a little alcove area next to the creek. We walked on the stones in the creek [image: ] then followed another path walking up a hill that led to nowhere so went back [image: ] sat by the creek. Held each other [image: ] kissed. Sat there a long time [image: ] then left. Rode all over [image: ] came back.

Up in my room. Kissed [image: ] did a bit of sexual rubbing. I can’t help it. He is so sincere in wanting to make me happy—and I need this so badly. The bodily need is so strong. I feel if we were not meant to touch, why would I need so badly to feel it, so that I almost go crazy? To practice self-control. I find it almost impossible. And he is so good to me. I feel so guilty, yet I just can’t help it. We just held each other, hugged [image: ] I could feel him. I can’t remember much about it. We listened to records.

Rally for the Milw 14. Some people talked. Candles were passed out to us. Saw J. From there we walked silently to the Safety Building Jail Area. Lined up [image: ] down along the block, burning our candles [image: ] singing.

The cops got all militant [image: ] yelled there’s no singing past 8 pm, it’s a city ordinance. So then someone started it [image: ] we recited the Our Father, then we whistled the Nat’l Anthem. Stood there. Some guy yelled, “sing as loud as you can!” When we started singing against the cops, Kath got scared. The cops began coming in front of us with their billy clubs [image: ] we all linked arms. Kath left in a big hurry. I was all for getting arrested. I’m sure they wouldn’t do anything to me if I did.

We kept singing [image: ] I guess then the cops realized they couldn’t arrest the whole mess of us. Well we couldn’t tell which cell the 14 were in [image: ] we held our candles up. Then, from one dark cell, suddenly a light flickered [image: ] a candle was held up. In the window … them. God I almost cried it was so beautiful.

Walked to Kath’s wasn’t there, [image: ] then to the Garde. Had my short blue paisley dress on.

Gordy was standing outside alone [image: ] about 2 doors away from the Garde he crouched down spread open his arms with a real evil play look on his face. I acted real scared [image: ] started backing up slowly. Then he rushed me [image: ] I ran at him [image: ] he grabbed me around the legs [image: ] I ground my hands on his back [image: ] we started laffing. What a ball!

He followed me as I kept going towards the Garde [image: ] I spun around [image: ] pulled out the stub of a candle I had left from my pocket. We laffed. I pointed it like a gun. Then J came outa the Garde [image: ] Gordy said to him, “Hey, this chick here wants her fire lit.” J looked at me curiously [image: ] I pulled the candle on him.

Thinking seriously of taking off Ralph’s bracelet—I’m pretty sure I’ll have it off by the end of this week.

I was wearing my blue jeans [image: ] he said maybe he shouldn’t tell me this but whenever I wore that to the Garde I was always the nicest to him those days. He said he’s so glad “everything” turned out all right—I think he was so worried about making me cry last night that he’d blown it or something. We hugged in happiness [image: ] I told him how I really feel we are made for each other—and I really do—how I can just feel it. J said he could feel it, too.

He is so tall [image: ] thin [image: ] graceful. I love to just watch him standing there. I told him how I wished I was him, and he said no one has ever told him that before.

So he got the 2 throw rugs from his floor [image: ] I took the one from the kitchen. Went outside to beat them. I watched him in the dark wildly throwing the rugs against the side of his house [image: ] pounding energetically [image: ] I had to look away because it was really freaking me out … watching his tall, thin body running over [image: ] swinging the rug up against the wall … in the dark. I got all dirty from the rug I did [image: ] he was all sorry but I told him what’s the fun if you can’t get dirty! I sat on his bed as he got the dust mop [image: ] dusted the floor, got out a jack knife [image: ] scraped glops of wax off the floor, cleared the table [image: ] wiped it with the wash cloth [image: ] carefully replaced every item. I can’t describe how I love him as I watched him. He was so engrossed in pushing that dust mop. I moved so he could stoop to reach way under the bed even. I thought of how probably no one stood to appreciate him as I did when he swept in school there. No one watched his shoulders [image: ] back [image: ] hands.

I think maybe for the first time I really realize the Avant Garde is gone.

Ma told me tonite I can’t see J tomorrow [image: ] I just don’t know what to do. I live for the next moment to see him [image: ] he’s the only reason I can take school [image: ] the bullshit [image: ] the idiots [image: ] senselessness there, and home [image: ] all the useless hassle there. When I found out I just laid in my bed [image: ] thought of the waste I’m living now [image: ] of the Garde days … how I loved my Garde [image: ] every weekend I’d run up the steps so glad to be part of it. And the Avant Garde is my whole world … and I cried so hard. It’s gone, it’s all gone. Dave Kay, Sleepy John Ester, John [image: ] I driving down together [image: ] I was actually asked to be a waitress! Imagine! My wildest dream! The pride of washing the dishes, making the drinks, going for ice [image: ] walking thru the audience with the bag of ice thinking I work here everyone, this is my place!

Vowed we’d never have a fite [image: ] if we did we’d probably both bust out laffing rite in the middle of it. Then we made supper of soup [image: ] buttered noodles [image: ] faked like a typical marriage fite [image: ] laffed so hard.

Well, tonite I cleared out a lot of junk in my room. Plus—and this is why it’s memorable—I threw out all letters, gifts, etc from Lar which I’d kept all this time and all letters, cards from Ralph and the gifts he gave me including the once beloved bracelet [image: ] aspen leaf necklace. With it I threw out Ralph’s picture but retrieved it later to put in my ‘67 diary since it is the only picture I had of him.

And I don’t care …

I don’t want all that junk when I move out. I want only me [image: ] all my future—

The more I think—I’ll need a phone when I move. Necessary evil. But I REFUSE a TV. That I won’t need. What a drag. A phone.

An incredible day—my last day of school!

Man, I slopped around there with a give-a-shit attitude I’ve never had before.

I ran outa there at 2:15 saying out loud as I stepped out “Go fuck yourself Pius High School!” [image: ] ran out, my face lifted to the sky. J! J! Oh, I’m free forever! I threw the uniform in the middle of the living room [image: ] told ma to destroy it, so I never see it again [image: ] I disposed of all that reminds me of that place.

Oh, it’s beginning.

I’m not wearing nylons anymore [image: ] am gradually eliminating my dependency on having a purse. I’m gonna sew nice secure pockets in my coats [image: ] finally rid myself of a purse altogether. I hope.

Not even one apartment on the east side in the paper below $140 rent. Shit. We’ll see. Hope I have one lined up before J comes back [from California].

He kept telling me “don’t worry” cuz he’ll be back soon. His hair was cut short. He just pulled it all back to a little ponytail at the back of his neck [image: ] chopped the ponytail off. He had a bag in the garbage with all his hair in it [image: ] I confiscated it cuz it was really outasite, and I feel close to him when I have it.

I never had a boyfriend during the summer—I began feeling summer once more.
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