This zine is about being a little person in the womdl &eeling fucking big--
huge, even. Part tales of wild journeys, part critieflections on being a queer

mixed-race womyn lone traveler. It's about crushes. lattdrs. And shitting on
the idea that adventure is a white boy thing.
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Oh, summer 2009.

Thanks to: Pete, Monica, Pilar, Lynzy, Sam, Joe ahthalMICA, Baltimore,
and Copycat kids for the warmth, open arms, food, andiweemspiration.
Geoff for the cuddles and follow-up late night phone cdlisma for the magic
and gender dialogue. NC Monica for reaching out and makinfgehdig when
| felt small. Moxie and Julian for offsetting my positivitvith bitter doses of
hopelessness (ha!). Baton Rouge Brandon for the hilagtarges and local
guidance. All the couchsurfers | met or stayed with. Ciiedydragging my butt
to Denver, picking my broke down ass up at 7am and Cindgm for the
amazing food. Tobaisz for his openness and totally uniqusopality. The
R&R house overall, the punks | tumbled with at the gyraper Bird, and
especially Abe for the hours of shattering conversagiod spiced drinks. Joe,
my old friend, for the growth. Hoesy for the plant ntadgtei for the tunnels,
bridges, and unknown trails. Lizxnn for posi hard femmergy. The Philly
APOC house and all the other apocistas | met everwvfidére Richmond kids!
The Bar Harbor kids! The good truckers that picked me up.Hdigax lower

deck crew and the zine library! Tally Brandon for nmgjlme songs while on the

road and all the warmth that brought me. Everyone ftoenband From the
Depths. And the Winona kids, esp Froseph for the songshylifar running

with me in the rain. Alecia for the girl talk and mat support. Molly and Tina
for the good queer fun. Those 2 kids at punk soccer who thowgdd too cute
to talk to (c’'mon, I'm a nerd!). Philly Brendan forclgcle exploration. And
everyone else, especially YOU, the reader!
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and humanity felt crushing, on a mission to destroy mgitement. I'm not

waiting but why does everyone seem to be waiting to fesdiied? | am not
fucking waiting. It was there that | wandered alone, womdewhy | feel so

incoherent to everyone around me all the time and eioghable to remember
the last time | felt so alone.

But it was also there that | put on red lipstick and rdadeugh town at night
feeling big and fabulous with another cool lady. It wasehthat | crammed into
a small nook with 3 other people laughing uncontrollatiynight, there that |
played punk soccer and scored 1 of the 4 goals, there thatéddartensely
inside an abandoned ice rink, there that | kissed myumgreer crush for the
first time and felt so embarrassed because | jusagtdapefio bagel, ate the
most delicious tomatoes I've ever had in my life from fgnd’s garden,
discussed heartbreak with someone over coffee and felthforstare and
ambition of a friend, the uncontrollable laugheraofother, the hand gestures
and humbleness of yet another, and scribbled “I ane dix&cause | know how to
laugh” on a table.

So. This is my outro. Thanks for being a part of it. Tomerthings will be
different. Tonight | stay awake remembering.
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a cuddle whore and ended up cuddling 4 people after we parted vesysgki
and going back to find them one last time. | was picked upuakers who love
their daughters, was bought dinner, was harassed for handwabsgiven a
knife, was hassled by so many police and hauled off thebrgpa giant yellow
emergency highway clean-up vehicle driven by a sleep-d&privan who was
going to learn the sex of his unborn child at 1pm that dag. lxode my bike in
the rain through the whole night and felt so fucking irtgnsolated and alone
that | felt like stopping at every desolate gas statipassed scattered amidst the
long stretches of nothingness. Just to ward off itisafhe shoulder of the road
ended, | pushed my bike up a mountain through thick brush neatdjyl @as me
and emerged with an unpatchable flat tired, sat in fobr&t mechanic shop at
sunrise with my disassembled bike and wet gear scattevedchme as | stared
off delirious, sleep-deprived, and hungry beyond imaginatiore ®otwner
eventually arrived to open the shop and bought me manyifeots from a
vending machine even though I told him | could pay for therseth

I am looking at the little phrases in my notebook, thiénished thoughts. Like,
“Two girls wearing dresses. Old friends. One is me, wade both riding old
bicycles to the farmer’s market.”

“Maine. The rapture of coasting downhill on bicycle andgh.”

It was in Canada when | realized how far | was frarffesing. In that moment.
In Maine when | felt like there was so much beautynsch input, that | would
explode.

It was in Pittsburgh where | sat alone, but surroundegelople, crying and my
friend saw my red eyes and asked, “did you not sleep or simg@th told him

| was just crying, he asked why and all | said was, ‘beeanything | could say
would be totally incomprehensible to everyone around mad stared off
silently.

It was in Baltimore where | stood surrounded by crowds gblpegoing fucking
wild to bands and | thought about group dynamics and coeléeauphoria,
wondered why we are sometimes outside of it, sometinstde. | was outside
looking in, but instead of feeling resentful, insteaduadlging their joy, | felt so
fucking happy for everyone, resolved to open myself to immatter how
cheap or shallow, to deconstruct my social barrierd, dganced the rest of the
night.

It was in Pittsburgh when | realized that maybe | really fundamentally a
loner, because | am on a mission to feel and to eanterrupted by small talk
or anything less than transcendence. It was thereetleaything about society
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Yr summer's over. Killed off early but grandly; in Baltirepof course, for the
3rd time in one summer.

Where ya been?? In no particular order:

Baltimore (3 times), New Orleans, Boston, Phillytfdes), Colorado Springs,
Denver, Halifax (Nova Scotia, Canada), Cape Bretoantsl(Nova Scotia),

various places around New Brunswick (Canada...Bay of Fuwdgt's up?),

Pittsburgh (2 times), Portland (Maine), somewhere isejeat Joe's mom's
house, Bar Harbor and Arcadia National Park (Maine)c&gju, Baton Rouge,
Dallas.

And all the random small towns with parking lots andckis and fields | slept
in. Alone or with Joe.

Sitting on my bucket at sunset after arriving to Baltienand waiting for them
to pick me up. Everyone said I'd be stupid not to go back atarted to get
excited thinking about them. | was afraid. Afraid dfikg the magic by really
Being There in the flesh and talking and afraid of how thésdl as more is
revealed. I'm strange. Almost rather walk away ratiem Make Things
Happen. Leave and leave it unrealized and tragicallgedis

But | went back. And I'm glad | did. And | sat on my buckekimg up songs
about how | never mean it when | say goodbye to Baltiheoause I'm always
coming back. Sang to myself and watched the leaves shakestithe dusk sky.
Talked with an older black woman with long dreads araely smile. The way
she spoke was prophet-esque and understanding, wiser aadkmowing than
most, but with gentle delivery. llana rolled up and, to sayprise, was with
Carrot, a cutie | met in Pittsburgh. We passed avittebranches curved in the
strangest way, like giant fingers ready to cradle a bodylamaged it was me
wrapped in the branches of the tree, feeling so safe amdbitable. Every
arrival followed by so much relief. Listen; | know it\song to feel this way.
Like the world has got yr back; the feeling epitomizechia image of the tree
that holds you. There were moments when it all seetodok falling apart,
moments when | thought I'd never get there and thena¢isim only seemed to
recede with time and movement. 5 rides and 26 hoursfamell hitching from
Pittsburgh to Philly, getting dropped off in Jersey and Delaware river
blocking my passage. | made a "Philly" sign with spit aratew colors on
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notebook paper and rolled into town before the APOC cenéer even started.
Made friends with enemies who were never really easrand watched Rugrats
with a militant. Last night in Philly was so great]lfof so much laughter and
munching on cookie dough and exchanging stories. Robinswast, even
made me a snack bag (including an avocado, my fav) faidééo Bmore.

Back in Baltimore. But this time rolling mostly with @hqueers and gender
variant folk. 1 danced wildly with energetic cuties. Rddeough town at night
lying down with Carrot in the bed of Ilana's turquoiseck; watching the world
zip by from a different angle, the trees like clouds thes tof buildings like
waves and the air so cool. Sneaked into a pool at nighfedsan lifeguard
floaties, laughed, swam beneath and dove for things Mihy, exchanged
stories of foreign loves with Tina, dumpstered more fdaoh tcould possibly be
consumed (ate straight out of the $1000 cake dumpster), andpstl night
with llana, lying outside on a bed of pillows and cushiortglevcuddling,
kissing and talking until daylight. Nearly cried when Llsht on my bucket at a
bus stop thinking about how at the beginning of the summevér could have
imagine what was to happen, who | was to meet, or ere | would go.
Nothing went even close to plan, and in many wayglad it didn't, glad it was
always open, glad to leave and go back and to meet newepaog!see it a
different way every time | went back. | sold my bike &0 and bought a $60
plane ticket home to Florida.

Heaven has sent rain. If heaven sends rain, go back.lbagiag up my bicycle
and he said, "I remember this scene.”

*

It was the last night before leaving for home. It was night of the meteor
shower. | remember where | was a year ago. The mifjimy leaving-the-
country party, before moving to China. | was also swingnbut in a glowing
ocean; and jump roping on the shore, getting tossed by theswanwe lying in
the sand watching the meteor shower. It's good to knewtliverse is in sync
with my Cycles of Change. She was holding the back ofctreriding her
skateboard and someone said it was like Back to the Fartdréthoughtwe're
always moving into the futurénd you can't imagine what that future will look
like; not even the shape of it.
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Reduced toSkyline Trail It was raining so hard; was so cold, windy and we
couldn’t see anything but we walked out on the trail anyweapt going because
we kept expecting to see something spectacular behind evergrcovere
waiting for the moose because we were following thehfitescks. It was so
fucking miserable but we were joking about our stupidity thratugh, | didn’t
even have a rain jacket, and | remember the momerdajdy “let’s get the fuck
out of here!” and we laughed and turned around.

Phrases likeBiking around Halifax pier at nighit was so foggy and we were
screaming Brandon’s songs on the top of our lungs and | tisak two lovers
but can’t remember if they were only shadows or objéthought were lovers
from a distance because that’s what | wanted to see.

Words like:rainbows Fuck, they looked so close! And they were everywhere.

Romeo LaBlanc is dead. It echoed on the radio as we dnovegh the small
town of his funeral.

Last supperWe were hell-bent on spending as little money as plesdiut it

felt great to let go and eat delicious Ethiopian food dar last moments
together; felt great even though | ended up over-draftindgpamk account. We
talked about how we never stopped talking to each otleewtiole time, how
much we love growing and changing and you said you want tovacbid-man
level awareness when you're 30, and to keep moving frome.tHewas
impressed by your openness, the way you learn from eirggytind everyone.

Demystification | learned how to drive and saw my first moose. 1khie saw
5.

Fundy. The most variable tide in the world. | overheardtelkid say, “fundy
undies” and laughed to myself.

This is the first time I'm really thinking of all thesleings. Remembering all the
places you skipped stones, all the places we slept outsidst of all |
remember the first night we crossed the border, andleg in that clearing
with the wildflowers, in that little tent, and you saic were good at being
friends.

If | were to describe to you what happened after weedasays I'd could fill a
thousand pages. | fell so madly in love with the speesdrof more people than
I can count, stayed in places long enough to reallytfeeltransformation of
strangers in to unique persons--their mannerisms and peévepeand left
feeling depressed by the fleetingness of these connsctikingly called you
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Dear Joe,

Since we parted I've been thinking about you often; the tira spent together;
how strange it is to look back on the recent past. inamy room alone, my first
full day back at my house, and literally hours away ftomend of summer. My
girlfriend is spending the night at her new girlfriend’sis® and although | am
alone at least | have the space to say goodbye toummer, to think it over
and write you this letter. Because these last few hsote been moving so fast
that I've barely had to time to think, and when thisrthe space to think | can
only catch up on so much, only process so much. So muclslibpsed by,
reduced to a single word or phrase in my notebook. IRkggscoveSitting on
those enormous rocks on the shore with you and Tolwatee thick-thick-thick
fog. We all seemed in a strange mood, were talking aboutthate
metaphysical-mental things so openly, like a dream) avas mystified by your
description of the place you walk to in your mind. | rember looking into the

water, so clear, the seaweed swaying, the atmospimredaus white, and my
senses so fucking alive.

36 |
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Poetic existence

clouds eatin' the air and dandelions exploding into atmosplhergatbage is a
map, a history, a document born out of negation, whattiafter what matters
has been used. we speak of bodies positioned in unknown tivayfegling.

you are never alone. even the lone berry's struagstem, a vein delivering life,
roots that know what's important. and all that lies undegmen dirt; we walk
without knowing what we're stepping on, all that has goteethe making of us,
the ground that gives us a surface to tread upon. what gmethe making of
insane weather? and all that is at work, unknown tolosk at things trying to
see the connection drawing invisible lines from vehigrcame from to here. in
my vision! and standing in the art gallery, that stesjpiace and all the white
walls--i thought the real artworks were all the facestching the art, and
wondering where they all have come from, a child thaitd and sees it a certain
way, whispering to her mother. you sat in the kitchéartg about the vision of
children; the games and intricate logics behind their

ways of seeing--some call it pretend, others

understand. she told you'd be real good working

with children and you laughed because that'd never

work--you're child identified! can't separate and

stand above.

listen, i don't know anything. never have. the only

thing i know how to do is live intensely and by that i

don't mean going off and doing crazy shit. it's a way dingg moving
throughout space and it could be the blandest whitest spagewiliblink your
eyes and see shadows and blobs of color that are atiigsgdving. and all the
dead space between the movement and light, straining to wamaktse outlines
of the clouds, what once mysteriously conspired to makmagine that made
sense before the wind pulled it apart and it was, oncen,agathing. and
wondering if you can speed up the pace of yr blinks so teatdlor can stay.
listen, i haven't gotten there yet. i'm falling aslegm waking and trying so
fucking hard not to be dragged into blindness. if we donihsygainst it the tide
will pull us.

*

may.
last night. how does one capture human tension? witds®at can't be done! it
is a force filling a space, moving things around, mowogmuch but to the
naked eye it is still. there is much movement undernéatlile. beneath. below
the surface of the ocean incredible life stirs. younted a wave. to break the
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ha

wanted to pop in briefly and say hi! not much time titevbecause i'm at my
buddy jimmy's house. hanging with the fam was good.

well things down here are okay-ish. excited to make my heaye. i'll be back
at my house tomorrow! yay to seeing my chickens! mgdtie new roommate,
too. but there will be lots of dyke drama (DD) becatingegirl my gf is hooking
up with doesn't wanna hang when i'm around, dang. i miglet Agabs lined up
when i get back--one at a gender and diversity centéj ghd one with an
organic farm (free organic producel!ll). i'm gonna try toesawney for my
move.

so i've got a lot of things i wanna do now that I'm backaybe start an all-free
distro with my printing hook up and continue the anarchist thesading group
(wanna delve deep into the insurrectionistsss). my goeermates and i started
the Fruit Punch Collective last year and actually veada stuff with it this year.
we all have power fruits and made glittery bandanas witliroitron it, ha. i'm a
watermelon. i also wanna do an anti-sizeist, bash #teirdiustry, body posi,
fun and fabulous HOMOrobics class at the gym. it's ouse to dress in
jazzercise garb and let the high-energy good feelings fan wi

well well well. so very glad i met you. definitely angpithe very top coolest,
handsome-est folks i've had the pleasure of contactirttpeels, wee. you and
some FL ex-patriots should migrate south for the witiave a great day full of
joy/magic!

*
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happening. also, i really like dressing sexy-tough, makedemlegood and
confident--but it can also create barriers because mecoff as really
unapproachable. sooo many people tell me that they weaa aff me or
thought of me a certain way before they knew me (eg:amilgelf-righteous,
too cool for school, judgmental, shallow, etc). i feal b&cause it can shut me
off from people before i even meet them, and i'm tpe ©f person who really
values connecting.....

tough in a feeling way. that's really well-put.

that's so much more i wanna respond to... a lot aboabfhi&g” and gender
stuff....but i'm tired and freezing and need to leave ¢bimputer lab. thanks
again for the awesomeness. joy and dreams for you togayyy

*

yr sitting across from plannin' yr big boat bonanza (BBBhope you kids
journey safely. when's yr wedding to the sea? canthddest man? i hope you
dock in sarasota one day. it was great meetin' yaihgrédurgh. usually send
these emails in the post-meeting stage, but why notitno? that dumpstered
fudge is the bane of my existence! fudge for every meadhit wait to see ya
again in october on my turf!! love you kids dearly! sajlch® the atlantic for
mel!!

wishing you wellness------------

*

dreary as hell day here in pittsburgh. i'm feeling glynmonica and i both are
trying to think of ways to purge our bad feelings... maykbet st fire and write

things down and burn them because it does kind of feelbieg trapped. i

don't know, ahhh. i am trying to maintain steam and pdsitivit i seem to

revert back to feeling down. the winona kids left, andesoifthe north carolina
kids. things are slowly winding down.

sometimes i think about how i really wanna work on bugdmY LIFE and
fashioning an awesome big creative adventurous and dynetstence but
finding myself having to deal with so much bullshit thatitgnme and sucks up
so much of my energy. like being a queer woman of coldrfeeling pushed
from so many sides all the time and feeling like i ama totally different
mental plane than everyone around me. it feels reallginanhd pisses me off,
arrrggghh.

would totally kiss you annnnny day, too. maybe next timée&'lmore smooth :(
34 |

silence but instead you were still as a pond. you wanséora. you were going
deeper into your blanket. the more you thought about itmihre you began to
feel the words surfacing, bubbling up, courage mounting. tbe palls away. it
knows how to defend itself. hiding is survival. keep mayfrom people. i'm
afraid of what i might say. we sat awake after evesylbad gone to sleep. we
talked so fucking excitedly and manically. every so oftdter aan outburst,
there'd be silence. no one could ever understand the |sudhte silences, the
clamor, the explosions of the heart while the skirtils 8 mask, a disguise of
quietness when all else is yelling. you close your eyas.are always closing
your eyes when you can't bear the weight of thesecgitg covering your face
with a pillow; fear of being seen, the flowing of thél popping every nerve
and something inside you crying to be born.

*

characteristics of naive superman syndromégoften experienced alone in the
middle of the night after days of not sleeping):

-disregard for limitation

-confidence in one's ideas

-arrogance/refusal to compromise

-possibility and reality as one

-insane energy/mania

-recklessness

-visions merge with reality

-don't give a fuck about anything, esp consequence, coulddi®wauldn't care
-talking to strangers becomes easy

-unfounded glee

-talking real fast, saying nonsensical shit

-deterioration of social filters

-simultaneous explosion of ideas, more than can eveullgetought let alone
executed

*

i said, it's all about overcoming self-imposed limitatiopau're never as stuck
as you think you are. hype yr lifel it's the only onéweeot to live. romanticize
the shit out of it. explain every moment as if it éine best moment of yr life.

*

people. the different ways they live. a man who slaepsis car. the yellow
bicycle hung on the back and the dog that rides in a aagepoof the bike. the
friend that sleeps in a closet and works at a boot shopaandn oyster
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fisherman. his hard exterior but the softness of the thiegsotices--a beautiful
flowering tree, a lady bug and a man looking for a lost tlog.engineer that
hosts strangers.

| want my mind to buzz so much | don't realize I'm Bieg. | never wanna feel
too tired. So many ideas you overcome hunger. | wannasévight | float.
Never empty. Just full of something lighter. Everyoneimspter. |1 should be
simpler. What do | need? Nothing.

"YOU'VE CHANGED"

Some say for the better, some say for worse. Bthdmld friend, difference is
almost always bad. Yr always being measured againgddyself, the way you
used to be. "You've changed" means you've deviated fromeyself.

I'm breaking out.
ON LIVING A POETIC EXISTENCE

Creativity as a reflex, like a kid that marks the pagéaut thinking. | was
coloring like this in Colorado, and | drew a crayon thaswgreen but drawing a
red line and just could not stop laughing. Paul says, you mweadunny mood
last night, and | apologized because | was acting crazyedsand saying
nonsensical shit.

That night. | was making strokes of color large and urdhfrailoose tongue.
New friends. Receiving a wonderful painting as a gift. Waolors. Paul knew
everything | needed. Tea to warm the cold hands, goji bedrid ice cream to
quell the sweet tooth, water color paints to cure theaenkgs of the page. |
asked them all their first and last dreams and Paul spokasbfandscapes and
glaciers and mansions and a friend who shares mydase.rthe vividness of it
all, and how he played music for hours afterward amehg like continuing the
dream. Kate wanted intense red on her page and | drevuaepat the King of
Dreams. He was crying and his crown was a fencedllido okay.

Maybe at one time | thought a poetic existence would yargtrto figure out
what excites me, and then doing that as much as possibleolwut know it's
about totally fucking transforming my vision so that thex color even between
the space between home and leaving, color everywhegc raga a default. |
don't need to be entertained, don't need significant ¥erttigger excitement
because | am learning to be excited by it all, reallyig\guch little things.

Hard Times
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trying to write a section on polyamory. i've got lofsother ideas for zines...one
about ortherexia or health obsessiveness as sickregsgther zine about writing
that asks "why do all the white boys get to be gramdbsvhich will critique the
white-male-centeredness of passionate/subversive/ramantriting and
movements like the surrealists, the beats, situatgrest...and maybe another
one of stories called "the adventures of loneberriy¥ill definitely leave a
bundle at red emma'’s before i go.

hope yr having a good rest of yr day. hopefully see you belesve!! thanks
for reading this far down, geezz, joyyyyy----

*

i'm so glad i met you, too!

meeting someone who is critical, smaaaart and sriseare :)

thanks for taking the time to write back, too. i féehny writing people
sometimes because i feel like i'm dumping unwanted shit @m tivhich just
makes people feel guilty in an "shit this girl wrote meoragl letter and now i
gotta reply." i like critical/personal/creative dialogug b's hard to find people
who are committed to it.

i'm feeling kind of loopy because i haven't been slaepinch lately. right now
i'm at the computer lab at mica. i've got a large-seale printing operation
going on, ha. funny, the same day i wrote you i got an dnoail my girlfriend
saying she is trying hard-hard-hard to overcome man-hatshbwgays she only
reacts like that to straight cis men, and it's mosily power-dynamic she's
reacting to. so when i told her i had a "date" with a dutkdfinitely do not like
who talked to me at whartscape, she said i should go ateanth pilar or you
instead, ha. that date last night was pretty bland altfuhny cause that dude-
-although extremely soft spoken/gentle/whatever--seemédxe tprojecting his
asian fantasies on me (he lives in a buddhists commiaitye, is into eastern
medicine, etc...which is fine, but he asked me if i g@ad at math!!)

i totally know what you mean about the crisis of toughnéethink right now i
am at a point where i'm growing out of the crisis ebkness. not speaking up,
low self-esteem/depression, etc and feeling bad forghiiat way because i'm
supposed to be this strong feminist. i'm not that persgmare, although i'm
still carrying some of that shit around with me. i gukegely i'm trying to figure
out ways to be assertive without alienating people... karting critical
dialogues rather than calling out, feeling out the leveldiftérent people, and
trying to balance emotion and toughness. so many peoplek thi
emotion=weakness, and that's so destructive because itipuat$ these crazy
barriers that can prevent some needed meaningful cotivesafrom
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does somersaults...lately i'm in "more stars, lessllisas!" mode, gleefully
derailing myself from the path of quiet intellectualissmféw months ago, in an
"I'm dropping out now!" fit, i declared myself "post-@fiectual” and put loving
and cultivating friendships on the top of my list of pities) and i'm always
joking about how i'm try to find my teenage self...tlager, over-feeling, and
excited me....i've acquired this weird "i don't care ahhlittde that makes it
easier to just do shit and talk to strangers and writgletike these. don't know
where that came from.

i pulled a julian and hitched up a mountain with bike, ha.thedjuy said the
same thing you talked about in yr zine about feelingdiktances at a slower
pace and i thought that was crazy that he mentionedafteat we had talked
about it that morning. this guy was real and good.

i am glad we got to talk, even though it was brief, becausechist boys are all
intimidating and mystified to me but you seem cool and dawrearth.
projections are barriers to connection. tear it dowr——=====

*

great brunch today.
warned ya, i do these types of things like write peoplegtme

anyway, i am writing to apologize for being presumptuobsut yr gender
identity. glad you told me but that shouldn't have been yr
responsibility. i heard people refer to you with female
pronouns but i still shouldn't have assumed. what's your
preferred gender pronoun, by the way? it's good to use our
fucking up as an opportunity to learn. the intention
behind the "ladies brunch" kind of came out of my
feeling funny and kind of bad being the only queer
woman in most social situations lately (not trymnbe
the gender police--promise!). like in halifax, where i
just came from, there was this big group of uber-macho
fix-gear obsessed boys and i was so frustrated by them
and came back to the place i was staying and wrote an
essay about why i stopped liking anarchism. my friend jagt we a long bike
ride with them and i went alone to a brunch at a lbrary and it was pretty
much all queer women, even though it was open to everybfedt so awesome
and i was so glad i didn't go on the ride with the boyd'stlénd of where the
idea came from.

well, after brunch i wrote a mini zine on hard femness called " on being hard
femme." i'm trying to be productive while i have time aedources here in
baltimore. i'm almost finished with issue 2 of "mersoaf a queer hapa“--just
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so, how much back story do you want?

and how many details versus crazy psychological shi@use there is enough
of both to write endlessly.

i am on day fucking 3 of no sleep. yesterday was hard andfokaut

pittsburgh was so much about fucking weird coincidencestingemoxie, who
i've known through zines and on |j for 6 years, at a blk@ party. crashing at
his place and going to the shooting ranging, pickingfsgtiianching mustard
greens for storage for a convergence. more back stbejare leaving florida i
was seeking out readings to inspire. i went to the neliege infoshop to
browse the zines, and only found one that looked good to bneught it with
me and it was the first thing i read while on thedraas i was talking to moxie's
roommate julian i realized that he had written theyaihe i brought with me
and was excited and stunned.

so i ate a huge breakfast at moxie's and took off on bikefgittsburgh. it was
hot, hilly as fuck and the road sucked (no shoulder and torcars) but i
covered like 30 miles quickly. then i turned down a road theds sure i was
supposed to turn down but was unmarked and i rode a ways domy tib dind

i was on the wrong road and that the road led back too#tkirwas on but was
closed because a bridge had been destroyed in a flood (obeaht of not
having a map). i had no other choice but to go backwarampletely uphill,
and probably wasted well over an hour. i road mord ugtit to a place where i
literally could not ride because there was so muchdraffd no shoulder. i then
hitched a ride with a guy (a construction supervisor mayles late 30s) who
took me over a brutal mountain. he was amazing and we talkedcgedly
about writing, learning, traveling, life, and not commising. i told him stories
and he said, "I'm so jealous!" and told me about thees@lay he was working
on. hey, normal people "get it" although we often thim&ytdon't... we think
that there's not this secret longing and passion butfaces and we're surprised
because we had already marked them as different. i thimkight be in
everyone.

i then started biking more but ended up pushing my bike up ataieuncouple
hours. i stopped in a beautiful field to eat and walked kg bp more and
found a dilapidated brick shack near the top of the moutaasteep in. i read,
wrote and listened. when i realized i had lost my slappilfs i got high but was
still unable to sleep although it was nice. then i dgeglahis incredible and all-
consuming thirst and started to get nervous because i wasf ovdter but i
check my bottle and there was maybe an inch of liquid left

warning: desperation and stupidity to follow
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when the birds started chirping as dawn was coming i paggeahd left the
shack on no sleep...making my way further up the mountawas totally
overjoyed when i found a clean stream of water neatofindut when i was at
the top i realized that it was getting more and mord&é@nrbiddle-of-no-where
and i started worrying that i was on the wrong road arglafraid to coast down
because i was not confident enough that it was the wghtand was worried
about being stranded. so i biked all the way back toalwe t had been dropped
off in the day before. i was reluctant because if itédrout i was on the right
road, i would have to spend a couple hours going back up the nmounta
coasted down and found a coffeeshop and it turned outs bwahe right road.
but i decided to go to library to change my route becausaied to hitch out of
the mountains. i wrote 4 letters to friends and regdfriend jimmy's poem
about insanity. i made a 14 mile route to the closestsiatie that led to
baltimore. the bike ride to the interstate was brutalfuzking hell--hot and
uphill. some guy offered me a ride which i accepted eveungth it was pointless
because i was only 3/4 a mile from the

interstate. the guy was really nice,

offered me food and money and a

place to sleep if i didn't get a ride.

interstate 70/76 turned out to be

a toll road, which meant i

couldn't get anywhere close

to the on ramp. this exit

was also in the middle

of nowhere and there

were only like 1-2

cars getting on

every 10 mins. a

creepy guy

kept coming

to the gas

station i

was

sitting at

and

bothering

me and

asking me

insane questions. i kept switching spots...between gterst and trying to get
as close to the toll booths without being seen. i kiete was no way i would
get a ride so i tried to find a place to sneak onto ifjleway. i took all my gear
up a steep gravel incline with a tall fence on top @sdad all my gear over the
fence, dragged my bike up the incline and toss that owefucking short, mind
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yr zines are
good. all 3
issues i've read
have different
tones, and it's
funny how i can
place myself in

the shifting
temperaments.
it's

interesting...the
movement from
"more stars, less
satellites!" to
the stories of a
"nihilist's
honesty"  (i'm
not one of those
people who

projects a

negativity  on
nihilism)...i

really like

reading it all,

and think it's

important to

keep it dynamic

and unsettled

and

acknowledging

a fcking [library

censorship!]

huge range of

possible

feelings and

perspectives

that can coexist

in glorious irrationality. i like what you said aboutrationality, the
craziness/mania of the intro to issue #4, and the aritlescriptions of events
and ideas (and of course, all the vaneigem and wintexsates). would you say
yr current outlook is most reflected in the last issuk&n we talked you said yr
too nihilistic lately to read about love, ha. (PSSHH yilsns wayyy too huge
for that kind of talk!) it's funny, my trajectory, as fas my world-view goes,
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could add an element of fun (and danger?). so i'm stilhing on no
sleep..but...lots of food! this morning alone i ate granchocolate, a health bar
and used $3 to buy ice cream, a donut and potato salad bécaugey who
gave me a ride gave me money because he believed insomething. he was
a construction supervisor, probably in his late 30s, amsl ssacool. we had
awesome conversation about everything and afterward mglengpiked. hey, i
wanna apologize for my sometimes stupid way of engaging youasking
personal questions (like about yr relationship w/ yr farand stuff) that might
have been unwelcome...i need to restrain myselfeunous about people and
getting a feel for their perspectives and lives, butoukh be more sensitive to
people's level of comfort. anyway, i hope yr having a gag i back-tracked
like 5 miles to get to this library and am feeling likaying here for a while and
writing. wishing your breakthroughs-----------

*

Hi Julian!

at a library 60 miles away from pittsburgh.

riding a wave of mania and typing up things and letters wiie/e access to a
computer. here are some things i wrote after readizggs last night:

i'm writing from an abandoned brick shack on top of a manntgust finished
reading your zines cover to cover with a crank led. wilgat up to find a place
to pee it was pitch black and a strange lonelinessdesttound me. it was
strange how the darkness placed me, forced me to comfrprénvironment
because while reading i was in another world, conneatith words blinding
me to my aloneness. to the left and in front of meetwo big holes where the
floor has fallen through, exposing a 7 foot drop. i am on ttoagvroad, lost, for
the 2nd time today. but i feel totally okay about it. ii/mno rush, really.
tomorrow i will try to find a library and post officéake it easy and re-orient
myself [note: succeeded, hal.
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you) and got all scratched and bruised crawling under troe fémade color a
sign with a heart smily face and plopped my Kkitty libeicket pannier on the
shoulder, stood on it waving my pink bandana in desperaiimytto calculate
how long it would be until the sun set. i got a rideike 145 mins and was
dropped off at 11 pm 50 miles outside of baltimore. what tood¢?rgo to sleep
and bike there in the morning? i resolved to bike dtitaig baltimore. i tried to
look at a map at a gas station but the only road i caédlsat went to b-more
was I-70. biking on an interstate in the middle of tighnis pretty much the
dumbest thing you can do but i was desperate to get imbedt so i rode that
for a long time and got totally demoralized when it gailyesteep (on mount
airy or something). then a truck driver pulled over ontghoulder, blocking
me, hopped out and was touching his dick and saying creepy thms
literally had my hand on my pepper spray and as i wasngetut of the
situation. i got off at the next exit, which was on toptteé mountain and ate
tons of food and decided to keep going. as i was coasting idoitva huge pot
hole and got a flat. demoralized again... in total fuckiagkmess, 30 miles from
b-more, no place to sleep and just steep slopes besidet¢nstate. i called
monica from baltimore, who i haven't seen in years] told her about my
situation (what a random call to receive at 2am) butfliemd with a car was
sleeping and so could not help. i called abe in denverubec& was pretty
lonely out there and he was thinking i was down and givip and i laughed
and said no way, that it was totally cool, that challermgeseven be exciting.

i thought the exit i had gotten off at last was close btdrlrealized it only
seemed close because i was coasting downward at rapdsspee spent a long
ass time pushing my bike back up the mountain to the exit tayiflat outside
a gas station because it had enough lighting. i tuned keyugi and was feeling
good because it was running way smoother and resolved togoeep even
though i told myself i would stop, sleep, and fix my bike aneitinoe in the
morning. so i kept going, feeling giddy and triumphant as i wasggdownhill.
but i had a crazy feeling that something else would happeniginidhen i was
pulled over by a cop. he just checked me for warrants andnga\genew route.
the new road, my god, it was beautiful. just trees andsfiend farms and not a
single car. i watched the fireflies twinkling in the pspthe stars above, feeling
so fucking floored by the surrealness of the day. evehiliseseemed bearable,
although there were a couple i had to walk up. when iMasr so miles from
baltimore a chubby, single-father, eccentric newspapévedy man with a
moustache stopped and offered to give me a ride to b-mobam. i was
thinking the company would be good and i was extremebpstieprived, so i
accepted. but i ended up getting stuck with the guy for 5 houirsy ddl his
errands with him and even afterward he took me placesigeffice and drove
around town and i realize that he mostly probably justted the company. it
was okay but i was delirious and anxious to get to my fisgoldce. i found out
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michael jackson died from that guy. he was good at togmpegrs. he dropped
me off in front of pete and monica's at 10am. beenrsp $ince i've seen em but
things have been so great here. monica asked me wivaedoming from and
as i was telling her about things she was like, "oh yeatet moxie, too. he
inspired me to do hat-band!" although i haven't talked aaioa in a while we
still talk in the same inspired, excited way...boundieps and plans off each
other--all energy, positivity, creativity and ambiti@eeing pete has been good,
too. and i really dig this copy cat warehouse they live am so fucking glad to
be in baltimore with old friends who went different wayut moved in similar
directions.

even when things felt like they couldn't get any worsélli felt a sense of
ecstatic joy, in love with being outside and still faglithe environment hard.
not annoyed or worried, knowing it would all turn out amut naring if it
doesn't.

here's to life and not being defeated by defeat----

*
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made it to PA yesterday.

cindy's mom has been cooking us awesome vegetarian cfooeseshe's super
cute and i can tell she is really happy to see cindy.

last night persephone said i spoke about goji berries anlebties in my sleep.
nice to know i really love the things i think i love whisn awake.

today i got dried longyan, a chinese fruit, and had ref&t@@mbrances.

cindy probably won't be biking to DC anymore. so i#l &lone, earlier than i
expected. now i wanna visit my friend up in the catoctin megns. he's a
counsler at a quaker camp and is also doing interviewanfaral history of the
camp. i'll be doing a lot of bicycling through mountagwon so pray for me!
been swimming and thinking that this body was meant to mowal out on
tuesday. leave me yr address and i'll send something frermo#d. the zines
will be waitin whenever you have a chance to get 'rdorem. tell everyone hi;
don't have anyone's contact info but am sending love'iis girection.

much love

*

read issue #3 of yr zine and laughed-out-loud at many ghdse stories are
gold! but gold is useless and these stories are usefufudindf interesting
insights about the dynamics of relationships and events
and living. i like that you include failures, and thatgth
critical and fun and self-aware. funny, right before idrea
yr zine i wrote a long letter to a friend on the batkhe
target from the shooting range and i went over some of
the small failures of day--getting lost, giving up while
going up on a mountain, etc. but i told him that i am
ultimately energized, even excited by these defeats
because there is an element of discovery, of realizing
you couldn't have known how hard it would be, the
humbleness of limitations coming to the fore, whether
they're your own or the situation's. there's so much
more to learn and that's a good thing. i used to feel
too naive to try things but now there's this total opesnntes
screwing up and learning the hard way. how's yr day? i nta@@ish miles
yesterday--that's including hitching a ride over a mountainnbtitincluding
getting lost for over an hour. did i leave a bottle ofspription medicine at yr
house? i seem to have lost my sleeping pills, hahadfaumice place to sleep
last night in a shoddy brick shack on top of a mountain duida't fall asleep
and packed up at dawn when the birds started chirpindaiirkiig of a summer
without that medicine, which seemed inconceivable becpbgsical activity
takes energy which takes sleep which i often lack, buot also thinking of how
delirious and manic i get after a couple days of no sleeptasebms like it
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anyway, i hope your are having a good day. listen to yy,badd be true to
yourself [even if that truth is an unfinished sentemeeynclosed bracket

*

i want to get back to denver sometime soon. the mouhtessmountains,
unlike anything i've ever seen before. it'd be nice toidmedra new landscape,
one of rock and mountains and grape vines and real seasaltts.florida's got
the ocean and tropical fruit trees but i'm giddy with thmught of new ways of
being outside, new ways of moving throughout the world, likegua muscle
real hard for the first time....

will write from the road if it's welcome.

and feel free to write any time. and to keep me updated doings as well.

i like hearing from friends, like the exchange and notge#ftinsularity.

today has been sleepy and slow but i sometimes enjoysgrpace.

oh, so much time thinking. easy to get stuck in the pdstinge what i already
know was beautiful but there is more to be lived. onwadinto life

*

hey hey

last day in chicago!

just finished cleaning/organizing a manageable sized bouwoty §ome solo
dumpstering. made a tube of spicy marinated veggies for tHeand a plate of
summer fruit for mornin'. cleaned our hosts' kitches;léte but i'm so fully of
energy, what else is new. funny mood today where evagtbeemed to be
singing to me and i was pretty giddy the whole time. readio so much;
finished the In Defense of Food book, almost done withaautiful collection of
short stories called Almost No Memory, read parts ehynother books and
finished Mark's zine. lots of food and art museums latelysing a foot injury,
getting lost and asking strangers for orientation, artdr&to friends. how are
you spending your days? i am collecting ideas for stare$ projects and
thinking about how i wanna take my lil bro with me whesver i go after
college. i wanna write a collection of short stor@d®ut unspoken connections
between people, people who pass each other on stredisgneye connect with
reflections in windows on trains, good friends that deay anything when
they're in love, oceans of feelings bubbling beneathstintace...and all these
stories will go nowhere; no release; will build up to dega and silence. but i
wanna end it all with a hug. because most people thirtls that enough, but to
me it seems like it could be a pretty grand finale. i shputthably pretend to
sleep now. have a magical dayyyy

*
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lynzy, an ole fren, rolled into baltimore the othey.dae had a shit on reality
moment--which is standard play with lynzy--of dancing o music and
screamin’ chantin' waxing poetic and singing in the stragsalt night--primal
rage theatre, we called it. a woman came up and was l@nna dance with
you, and we were like coooome dance and after introducingleessater i
realized she's the partner of the woman i'm hitchin tatpittsburgh and i had
just text her earlier that day.

i cuddled/spent the night with my baltimore crush. it waes sweetest night
ever, full of dancing, a drag show, a radical puppet show late-into-the-night
talking, their head on my lap. i said, "why you smilingj?and they thought i
said "you smell" and then asked why i was smiling and d, da&cause i'm
happy! but really, the line in my head was "i have leggbad life.” i'm always
thinking this line, as if i'm at the end of my lifeydafeeling like it's been a great
time. i told this to mike, that i know that there weemany average moments
between the explosively magical. yeah yeah i know btitliremember it like it
was always wonderful.

they said other cute things, too. like "can i hold yourafaay hand?" and "are
you comfortable being the little spoon?" and "what's lifgggest bug you've
seen?" and "can you sing me the lullaby you wrote?" amk "6ffffl" to a guy
that yelled "you have nice legs" as i was bicycling idress. i thought it was
really magical but maybe it was just me, livin in my gica soul always
cartwheeling and melting into bliss and excitement and joy.niot afraid of
leaving. it doesn't make it any less meaningful.

*

Some days you are convinced.

There is magic all around you.

And some days it rings louder. Is thick like Chinese poltutiGan be felt
everywhere.

Some days it's faint like a whisper, sinks like an anchdream.

Today it's like firecrackers exploding in your hands. Ovelmirg like the
smell of pop corn and frying onions, sharp like needles edaké yr blood.

All my writings and drawings lately are to friends. Releg a batch of letters
into the red Canadian mailboxes, like sending a child off—d tsevant to hold

onto these things, to have a record but now | tell mygale away what you

love give away what you love. Your favorite drawings, istoyou might not get
around to transcribing again.

What is freedom to you? Release from myself. Flight of pain. Releasing a
welded grip, wedded flesh grown together, grafted limbs jtrgitwon't come
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at right now. everyone at the house i'm staying Bkes27-35 years old and all
adventured-out. they've sailed the world, hitchhiked thumtry, hopped trains,
and toured on bike.

well i stayed in baltimore for a while. wrote and v&@nd made zines and
explored town with my crush and biked around with old friemdsunrise and
recorded songs for the first time in my life (www.mgsp.com/loneberry).
getting out of baltimore was hellish. a lot of biking td ge the highway outside
of town to hitch, getting hauled away immediately by a cokingito a truck
stop, getting dropped off 30 or 40 miles outside of pittsburghémmiddle of
the night in the rain with no map, flat tire, no glegvet-cold and everything
going wrong. i never get stressed no matter how infameituation is, even
with my bike stolen now.

looks like we're both suffering from a lil bit of defesah so we should make it a
point to have epic hang out adventures when we get bao&ast our morale

and rejuvenate ourselves! reality can be sobering buali'about exceeding it

and to do that you gotta believe that it's possible.

Looooooooooove

*

well, you should be glad we left when we did. we seenetdrbgging clouds fat
with rain with us where ever we land. i opened thiebobk and out rushed the
smell of sage; before i left your house i pocketed theepid@ad been fiddling
with, stolen pieces of my last evening in denver, willays remember the
warmth and tongue-tickle of your spiced drinks. i walked thie-tong route
back to the R & R house at sunrise, so quiet and calenpdauty of little
moments firing and i could hardly believe, this life islré@at day, the ride to
chicago--i had so much time to remember so many ththgaght mainly about
the people in denver, drove through the Nebraskanglisiening to paper bird,
drifted in and out of sleep in the back and wrote very fewds, didn't know
what to say but feeling okay about saying little abbirigs big with meaning.
but i did think, that if i die, this life would have been addife. already! yeah,
this shit is real. we wake up to gospel singers and haafriends' songs in
living rooms late at night. and maybe i am guilty of ovenaaticization but i
say, fuck it. our lives are grandiose. i am still so textito see color--yolk-
colored shades of turmeric; to taste--coughing happily orencey; and to
remember (life is...struggling to get yr head through aaterehand me a bigger
sweater!)

and after all my harping, you some how forgot to give medyr
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it's really funny how fast you can break into a toyae and i were only in
halifax, nova scotia for 3 or 4 days and we already hgubap of friends (he
was into hanging with the fix gear/bike polo boys, i liked tjueer girls that
made zines haha), activities (burrito bike, brunch la¢ wine Ilibrary,
loitering/writing at the casino where there's fredemfoda), etc. we joked that
all we needed were girlfriends in town to be really ld&hed. the burrito bike
thing these kids did was pretty awesome...every saturdggy a bunch of
friends get together and make veggie and vegan burritos &mergléhem on
bicycle. they post flyers around town and actually getnaof orders. it's like a
party where you accomplish something and make moneygouass i'm back in
baltimore again because it's another town i've ydalbken into. i hang out at
Red Emma's, a radical bookstore/cafe and read and reacashémd do my
writings at the mac lab on the MICA campus and even ksome good
dumpsters. last night i went alone on bike and it wasabhsteuggle to haul a
giant box back on my rack. i've got some good friends hatespend a lot of
time at the copycat, the warehouse they live at. liae a big theatre/stage here
and have touring and local acts do cool performancesotttes day over 160
kids showed up for an event, and apparently these projectaiaking pretty
good money to go toward rent. i think 'll start headsogth after pittsburgh.
lots of people have good ideas about how to live. i wanalk all the way
around the coast of sicily when i graduate. i love walland getting a feel for
details. man, i really can't tell you how beautiful noats was. i saw 5
moose!! they're way bigger than i imagined. i'm brtaimaing ideas of where i
wanna live.

*

how are things?

to say that things have been crazy would be

an understatement. i am in pittsburgh

for the 2nd time this summer. my

bicycle got stolen so plans have been

derailed a bit. not sure how many

miles i biked because my speedometer

broke. will i return changed?...hm... i

think so... maybe humbled? it's a big

world out there. and i often behave like i

am equally big, fearing nothing and throwing

myself into it. i don't know what to say right nowtdly i've

been having these crazy realizations. not sure ifréhggod or bad. i do miss
florida... mostly the comfort of being surrounded by peopbee. there are a lot
of people i've gotten close with while traveling. adueatfeels funny where i'm
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undone, the braided roots of a banyan tree. Cut that limdbgéve it away.
Empty it of more and more things, including your head. Dyaiblood every
now and then to get some fresh blood in there, a nespeetive. The old
blood's shit.

*

baltimore is...

cuddling with a manic-nonsensical girl who's alwaysgysig
bands that i actually like? and dancing

sunrise bicycle rides

free mushrooms

solo dumpstering every night on bicycle (today i gotmyl favs including
avocados, mangos, bananas, peaches/nectarines)

tons of drawing

reading at red emmas

printing zines and writing at MICA

getting approached by cool strangers more than ever lifeny
running in a cemetery that is home to john wilkes booth
running into people i know

old and new friends

*

i've spent the last couple months on road trips with friehdshhiking, and
bicycling around the east coast and canada. my bike genghe other day. i
cried for the first time in like 7 months (first tinfer feeling bad, at least)
because i was having a public mental blip alienatiorclaiad then, drama at
the crimethinc convergence, more freaking out but findiggelf brought closer
to some people through the craziness. and such. no jogreegnplete without
its moments of defeatism and i've had my shares. gedtiogped off in the
middle of the night in the pitch black pouring rain on ithighway with no map
and over 30 miles outside my destination. flat tires wé®mlose. speedy cars
that will spray you with mud but won't pick you up. and lomeds so acute it
could cause insanity. oh yes, the pale-faced womaneagjds station who is
more concerned about my fate than i am. ice creamkiargt with cindy and
sleeplessness. truckers that love their little daughtetstarn butterfly gardens
into memorial gardens for fireflies and other littlead things. songs and zines
from new friends. i kissed my crush in front of everydiedore they left. ran
around in a fountain in the rain. and felt funny non-rontaaffections for a
certain tall dreaded boy who can floor you with his stad®n't know whether
all this adds up to good or bad and i'm not sure it mag@i&iend says to go
find the Big Crush and Make Things Happen but i absolutely eednsl i don't
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know why--maybe fear--or an ideological refusal to go badbaltimore for the
3rd time in one summer. i sometimes lose energy andtsoes think that i still
believe in magic and wonder if anyone else does. latieat but not yet jaded--

All the dead trees on the shore of Cape Breton lookblike

| don't know where the stoned out pebbles have come from
All the moose out on the road don't know what's goimg o
And | tumble down the trail into Meat Cove

DIVINE LORAINE
On some days Philly starts to resemble the post-agmitalandscapes of your
nightmares—trash lining the bottoms of mangled metatds, buildings blown
out and abandoned. This is why he loves Philly, loves lte bround busy
streets pulling out the side view mirrors
of cars and standing outside majestic

half-crumbled buildings,
looking up, strategizing ways

of getting in. We

break into the

Divine Loraine, a
huge abandoned

hotel, with his

nerdy-nervous

but open and

willing

friend

Brenden.

The 3 of

wander

the

building, making our way to the top where there is amadible view of the
entire city. We watch the sky turn grey and angry whdn we get out the rain
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on the mississippi river

and broke and wandered the streets with a sign that saith&buy me a meal
in exchange for conversation and stories?" i was stoppady instantly by the
Halifax Dance Man--a rambunctious sleazy fast-talkmlg man (youtube
famous, too) who was rolling with his lower deck cretvconsisted of his
daughter, a motorcyclist, and a caricature artist. Hoeyght me food and were a
real strange bunch. even tried to hook me up with the d@iting year old
biker, ha. there was a surreal moment when a randostighrivoman came up
to the daughter, who always looked like she was aboulyi@nd said she was
under god's wing, and disappeared into the night. i got a raedail tonight
from a stranger who said he read my zine in alabafall places! i have no
idea how it got there. some traveler kids in baltimsaiel they saw my zines all
over the south and i didn't believe them because i priht a few copies and
give them to hardly anyone. the magic is hitting me hatelyt and i'm drawing
and writing inspired letters to friends and new crushessamging the songs of
my friends with friends biking through the thickest fogni ao hyped about the
47th street house! i was in canada for the 4th, so iechifise fireworks but i
think you saw enough for the both of us. i'm proud you miatethe top, too.
it's hard for me to get over my fears as well. iWas remember the tips you
gave me about talking to strangers. i'm getting better. hay,dhanks for the
motivation. the next thing i need to practice is cuddlirafyeh sending magic yr

wayyyy
*
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Letters

this looks like it might be the best

summer yet.

i am so excited about life, except for a

foot injury i procured while sitting in a car.

funny, i've been running, tumbling, climbing

mountains, biking, and i get a freakin injury

in a stupid car! other than that, things have

been great. i'm in chicago now. new

orleans/baton rouge, and denver have been particularly goeally fell in love
with the people i met in denver, might even wanna movehzre one day. long
inspiring conversations late at night, AVOCADO and CHRMATE dumpsters,
drawing with people, biking, playing at a gymnastics gsamy potluck, wine in
the park, music all around, so many new friends. opiferes have been fun,
too. lots of stuff like exploring abandoned tunnels/hiking, diranby the
mississippi, vegetarian food hunts, etc. been writimdydreamin’ large.

can't wait to hear yr stories of stories. i go to pittgh tomorrow. i hope you
have some great summer fun and excitement.

with much love,

i wasn't disappointed at all!

i am just floating, open to whatever happens and ndinfestressed about
anything, no matter how tough the situation.

wow, life is crazy.

so i'm in halifax, nova scotia, canada. after chicagent to Pittsburgh. after i
talked to you on the road i bicycled and hitch hiked to inalte alone. the
journey was totally insane. had so so so much fun witHr@nds in baltimore,
made music and cooked and danced and after some days hedgdegbafiheys

with my friend joe. too much to explain here... phillystam, portland and bar
harbor (maine), etc. biking around arcadia national park--bi@dp! so much

beauty i could die. and canada...the bay of fundy, meetimgasyy interesting

people. tonight has been crazy. i went to the casirotbanrite because i find it
to be such a strange and lonely place. plus, they haveitadifnee soda and
coffee because they're trying to keep people caffeinatestaly awake and
gamble. i got 2 sodas and 2 coffees so i was super hypeaffemne and hungry
as hell
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has already begun to fall. The wind whips the trash andsdabwund and we
speed through the streets on bicycle, trying to findtshdkeling the end of the
world.

TUMBLING

There's nothing on this road that winds through the mountaiomastline of
Cape Breton, Nova Scotia. We feel far from humaMég're always sleeping
outside retro gas stations, waiting until morning, feastretches of nothingness
that threaten to leave us stranded. When we come upomat coffee house
we're gleeful and eager to satiate our newly procured amdidt Canadian buck
for a bottomless cup of bitter goodness. | get minaifilléimes and am a jittery
mess, stumbling around in cowboy boots, thoughts firing and emalbbcus on
anything. Joe and | decide to catch a river traihe ghore. Coffee makes me
unaware of my surroundings but frenzied with thoughts arigrblly tumble
onto the trail to Meat Cove, down wooden steps and iobst | get up;
scraped, bruised, and laughing so hard. The fall had intedrupy coffee-
induced insanity, jolted me out of my thoughts and intantbied.

*

My name is.
It doesn't matter what my name is.
My name is and | believe in magic.

Where did this magic come from?

The way my brain was wired? Or the things | have suckelivimy the sun's
rays which are above all Magic, above all, Life epitzedi

Doctors Psychiatrists Teachers Policemen Lawyellsallitry to drag your ass
back to earth, to sedate your delirium but you gotta trakis pull of
administrators and their senators. Ask yourself, dolj@uthe way it means so
much? And if your answer is "yes" politely refuse théierings of anchors and
maps. Because gifts sometimes come with attachmemtgitis of attachments
are the heaviest around the ankles.
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definitely a legitimate concern. But a meaningful and prodeicesponse to the
issue of gentrification is not one sheathed in disktbhpand dogma.

Over a week later | sit here contemplating the sigaifce of it all, besides
feeling slightly traumatized and drained. | feel somewdtisitiusioned with our
capability as people of color, as anarchists/anti-autir@its/autonomists, to
speak from a place of honesty and not ideology, to a@noathic of care and
not entitlement, to let our rage be known without aterg the people we claim
to be fighting for. | feel angry about what took placetifiihe disruption and the
response of some white people), confused about my allegjemdeultimately, |
can't hate the people who participated in the disruptionaldecthese are the
same people who had reached out to me earlier that dagaasalone feeling
invisible, the same people I've talked to at other AR@Ucuses, the same
people who share my disdain for white supremacy, the gasople | will
probably be fighting with in the future. But there neenlbé accountability
taken for how their actions rendered other people ofrdoMisible, and hurt
both ally white folk and people of color.
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Controversy at the Crimetinc Convergence
Below is a critique of the Smack a White Boy Part 2 adfiat took place at the
Crimethinc Convergence, and general reflections ormdhgergences.

This account is a personal, partial, and situated perspaxtithe disruption that
took place at the 2009 Crimethinc Convergence. | clainbecspeaking on
behalf of no one except myself, although | am speaking ff@rposition of a
gueer woman of color who attended the convergence, ipatéd in the APOC
caucus that took place at the convergence, and was pdeserg and after the
disruption. Here is my account of what happened. Althouginhot claim to be
more "right" than anyone else, | can try to offer andst perspective.

About a week has passed and here | sit, trying to sonighrootes, thoughts
and feelings, but feeling little motivation to pull it édigether because what gets
written here will just be one piece amidst the War epfesentation which has
already begun. But something needs to be said; becauseatkepeople out
there claiming to be speaking on behalf of APOC and peomelaf in general,
and it needs to be known that they are not speaking aiflethme. It needs to
be known that although | share the rage, frustration, amt felt by the
"disruptors,” |1 do not agree with their actions. Notyobécause white people
were hurt and forced onto the streets without warningbbcause other people
of color were hurt and felt silenced by the disruptorisoas.

| can't talk about the disruption without first talking abthe shit | was feeling
and all the things that happened leading up to disruptiookéwp on the same
morning as the disruption thinking, | need to get out of Ritih Something

about the space felt alienating—I didn't know many pedpeet conversations
often felt dishonest and polarized, and | was oftenotilg woman of color in

various workshops. | felt small and unmotivated to spaakollld be unfair to

say that an atmosphere of hostility toward people of dslevhat caused this
feeling. Although | did hear racist comments get thraavound by a small
group of ignorant folk, it was largely the result of beinghoatbered by white
boys, and feeling like there was no place or entry gomtny perspective.

The morning of the disruption | sat waiting for a discussmn -cultural
appropriation to begin. | sat next to another personotwircwho later was a
participant in the disruption. They engaged me in conversatiod we
exchanged contact information. It felt good, especiatlsrdéeling invisible for
much of the convergence. When they asked me how | e@ing at the
convergence, | started crying and quickly left the room.

Later that day the APOC caucus met. The discussion e/ahainly around
the issue of gentrification, and racism/alienation ie tiadical community.
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Toward the end of caucus | started crying again, and walkekl foathe
convergence space with another woman of color. We &adawesome
conversation, and she asked me if | wanted to be the tMi@ &abaret, which
was the event happening that evening. At dinner | talkezflypnvith another
person from the APOC caucus, who later was a patrticipatite disruption.
Although an action/intervention had been planned, nothing mantioned to
other APOCers during the caucus. A few people from Phillyp were not at
the caucus, met in private with a few people at trve@ence who were in on
the plan, but other APOCers were intentionally excluded.

So | was one of the MCs at the Cabaret, the ebattwas taking place when the
disruption happened. When the last planned act finishedutbarst happened.
The disruptors started yelling at white people to get tlok but, screaming
"We're not fucking kidding! We are not pacifists!" A persafncolor from the
caucus came up to me and whispered, "Are you with us? Helpt pegae’'s
bags out of here." This is what really pissed me off. Wha fuck was |
supposed to do? These people did not attempt to talk to aik k&t no room
for dialogue with other folk of color and yet expected ugoto their action.
When this person asked me to join | felt pressured to ehaldsgiances. In
some ways, | did feel like it was my "duty” as a persoootor to participate in
the "eviction,"” but at the same time | knew that wthey were doing was
fucked up—that the indiscriminate eviction of and aggressiovarth white
people (many of whom were survivors of abuse and quess,tand womyn
identified) was not okay. So | did not participate. But parmef felt guilty.
Because | shared their rage toward racism, but fehatiel by their tactics and
exclusionary approach.

It should be known that none of the people who actuallyiogaaited in the

eviction were from Pittsburgh. Yet the rhetoric usedtloy disruptors was a
rhetoric of extension, and by this | mean that people wictasl war on the
white people at the convergence were claiming to speabkehalf of "the

neighborhood" and people of color in general. | feltiiated by the sense of
entittement and arrogance of the language used during tb&oey because

when you speak on behalf of other people you essentildlyce them. And |

know from talking to other people of color that manyeotperspectives were
silenced by the action.

Although the "smack a white boy part &atement released by the disruptors
framed the others as the aggressors, what actuakypiace was a two-way
aggression instigated by this small group. Emotions fueaiéng high. Yelling,
pushing, and offensive comments were exchanged back ahdéiwween white
people and the disruptors, people of color and the disruptbite people and
white people. The chaos went on for what must have beeauple hours.
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Eventually, it was just a few white people and a groupeafple of color from

both sides. One of the last white people in the room avaarrogant white boy
who was acting cocky, making inappropriate comments, dtinnigsshirtless on

a chair. | yelled at him to get the fuck out of the roamd he left.

Some fighting took place between people of color and dissiptad they made
it clear that their war was not with us (other folkaafior). They told us we
could stay, but when they were asked to leave by a worhaaolar as some
fighting was happening, those who were people of color ntitipating in the
action were called "Obama,” a race traitor, and actus siding with the
oppressors. One mixed person was accused of siding with ‘'lthef fam that
was a colonizer."

The conflict among people of color was starting to lyealear me down
emotionally. Both sides did not want to talk. | startedcry as people were
pushing on both sides of a door and asked if we could sit dodrinave honest
conversation about what was happening. A few of theiplisrs knew from the
caucus how alienated | had felt that day, but | made it thed | felt equally
alienated by their actions. | could tell by the look oa fhces of the disruptors
that they genuinely felt bad about this, that theirntibm was not to hurt other
people of color. When | asked them why they excluded mgselfothers from
discussion about the action, one person said "We didii¢ éad X because we
knew they wouldn't approve, and we didn't tell you becaweselidn't know if
you'd be with us." This approach and the intentional exeiusfopeople who
may disagree seemed suspiciously vanguardist to me, espedialh acting on
behalf of APOC.

When participant and non-participant people of color fing#ly down to talk,
the first thing | asked was, "Is anyone here actuatijnfPittsburgh?" Sadly, not
one person was. Here we were, arguing about the feafreggommunity that
was not ours, and | wondered, why do we feel entitlephéak and act on behalf
of a neighborhood we are not from? The whole thing detibarrassing and
insincere.

But that's not to minimize the issue of gentrificatidfhat kind of impact would
a 6-day convergence have on a neighborhood? How did tigaboehood
residents feel about the outsider presence? | imagmeesponse was varied
and incapable of being reduced simply to positive or negatifeen | walked
around | smiled and spoke with people, one person offeredefpeal | was
fixing my bicycle, another person asked me if we'd beiggrback next year.
But who knows, maybe my personal positive interactiith locals was the
result of also being a person of color who doesn't lookcpéarly punk. | know
there were also concerns raised about increased pomksence, and this is
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