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This zine is about being a little person in the world and feeling fucking big--
huge, even. Part tales of wild journeys, part critical reflections on being a queer 
mixed-race womyn lone traveler. It’s about crushes. And letters. And shitting on 
the idea that adventure is a white boy thing. 
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Jackie Wang 
 
bitte_ein_kuss@yahoo.com 
 
5800 Bay Shore Rd, box 330 
Sarasota, FL 34243 
 
Letters are appreciated. 
 
Text and drawings by Jackie 
Copy-left!, copy/distribute freely! 
 
 
Oh, summer 2009. 
 
 
Thanks to: Pete, Monica, Pilar, Lynzy, Sam, Joe and all the MICA, Baltimore, 
and Copycat kids for the warmth, open arms, food, and creative inspiration. 
Geoff for the cuddles and follow-up late night phone calls. Ilana for the magic 
and gender dialogue. NC Monica for reaching out and making me feel big when 
I felt small. Moxie and Julian for offsetting my positivity with bitter doses of 
hopelessness (ha!). Baton Rouge Brandon for the hilarious stories and local 
guidance. All the couchsurfers I met or stayed with. Cindy for dragging my butt 
to Denver, picking my broke down ass up at 7am and Cindy’s mom for the 
amazing food. Tobaisz for his openness and totally unique personality. The 
R&R house overall, the punks I tumbled with at the gym, Paper Bird, and 
especially Abe for the hours of shattering conversation and spiced drinks. Joe, 
my old friend, for the growth. Hoesy for the plant magic. Fei for the tunnels, 
bridges, and unknown trails. Lizxnn for posi hard femme energy. The Philly 
APOC house and all the other apocistas I met everywhere. The Richmond kids! 
The Bar Harbor kids! The good truckers that picked me up. The Halifax lower 
deck crew and the zine library! Tally Brandon for mailing me songs while on the 
road and all the warmth that brought me. Everyone from the band From the 
Depths. And the Winona kids, esp Froseph for the songs! Jimmy for running 
with me in the rain. Alecia for the girl talk and mutual support. Molly and Tina 
for the good queer fun. Those 2 kids at punk soccer who thought I was too cute 
to talk to (c’mon, I’m a nerd!). Philly Brendan for bicycle exploration. And 
everyone else, especially YOU, the reader! 
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and humanity felt crushing, on a mission to destroy my excitement. I’m not 
waiting but why does everyone seem to be waiting to feel inspired? I am not 
fucking waiting. It was there that I wandered alone, wondering why I feel so 
incoherent to everyone around me all the time and not being able to remember 
the last time I felt so alone. 
 
But it was also there that I put on red lipstick and rode through town at night 
feeling big and fabulous with another cool lady. It was there that I crammed into 
a small nook with 3 other people laughing uncontrollably all night, there that I 
played punk soccer and scored 1 of the 4 goals, there that I danced intensely 
inside an abandoned ice rink, there that I kissed my big summer crush for the 
first time and felt so embarrassed because I just ate a jalapeño bagel, ate the 
most delicious tomatoes I’ve ever had in my life from my friend’s garden, 
discussed heartbreak with someone over coffee and fell for the stare and 
ambition of a friend, the uncontrollable laugher of another, the hand gestures 
and humbleness of yet another, and scribbled “I am alive because I know how to 
laugh” on a table. 
 
So. This is my outro. Thanks for being a part of it. Tomorrow things will be 
different. Tonight I stay awake remembering.  
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a cuddle whore and ended up cuddling 4 people after we parted ways, kissing 1 
and going back to find them one last time. I was picked up by truckers who love 
their daughters, was bought dinner, was harassed for hand jobs, was given a 
knife, was hassled by so many police and hauled off the road by a giant yellow 
emergency highway clean-up vehicle driven by a sleep-deprived man who was 
going to learn the sex of his unborn child at 1pm that day. And I rode my bike in 
the rain through the whole night and felt so fucking intensely isolated and alone 
that I felt like stopping at every desolate gas station I passed scattered amidst the 
long stretches of  nothingness. Just to ward off insanity. The shoulder of the road 
ended, I pushed my bike up a mountain through thick brush nearly as tall as me 
and emerged with an unpatchable flat tired, sat in front of a mechanic shop at 
sunrise with my disassembled bike and wet gear scattered around me as I stared 
off delirious, sleep-deprived, and hungry beyond imagination. The owner 
eventually arrived to open the shop and bought me many food items from a 
vending machine even though I told him I could pay for them myself.  
 
I am looking at the little phrases in my notebook, the unfinished thoughts. Like, 
“Two girls wearing dresses. Old friends. One is me, and we’re both riding old 
bicycles to the farmer’s market.” 
 
“Maine. The rapture of coasting downhill on bicycle at 30 mph.” 
 
It was in Canada when I realized how far I was from suffering. In that moment. 
In Maine when I felt like there was so much beauty, so much input, that I would 
explode.  
 
It was in Pittsburgh where I sat alone, but surrounded by people, crying and my 
friend saw my red eyes and asked, “did you not sleep or something?” I told him 
I was just crying, he asked why and all I said was, “because anything I could say 
would be totally incomprehensible to everyone around me.” And stared off 
silently. 
 
It was in Baltimore where I stood surrounded by crowds of people going fucking 
wild to bands and I thought about group dynamics and collective euphoria, 
wondered why we are sometimes outside of it, sometimes inside. I was outside 
looking in, but instead of feeling resentful, instead of judging their joy, I felt so 
fucking happy for everyone, resolved to open myself to fun, no matter how 
cheap or shallow, to deconstruct my social barriers, and danced the rest of the 
night. 
 
It was in Pittsburgh when I realized that maybe I really am fundamentally a 
loner, because I am on a mission to feel and to not be interrupted by small talk 
or anything less than transcendence. It was there that everything about society 
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Yr summer's over. Killed off early but grandly; in Baltimore, of course, for the 
3rd time in one summer. 
 
Where ya been?? In no particular order: 
Baltimore (3 times), New Orleans, Boston, Philly (2 times), Colorado Springs, 
Denver, Halifax (Nova Scotia, Canada), Cape Breton Island (Nova Scotia), 
various places around New Brunswick (Canada…Bay of Fundy, what's up?), 
Pittsburgh (2 times), Portland (Maine), somewhere in Jersey at Joe's mom's 
house, Bar Harbor and Arcadia National Park (Maine), Chicago, Baton Rouge, 
Dallas. 
And all the random small towns with parking lots and shacks and fields I slept 
in. Alone or with Joe. 
 
Sitting on my bucket at sunset after arriving to Baltimore and waiting for them 
to pick me up. Everyone said I'd be stupid not to go back and I started to get 
excited thinking about them. I was afraid. Afraid of killing the magic by really 
Being There in the flesh and talking and afraid of how they'll feel as more is 
revealed. I'm strange. Almost rather walk away rather than Make Things 
Happen. Leave and leave it unrealized and tragically missed.  
 
But I went back. And I'm glad I did. And I sat on my bucket making up songs 
about how I never mean it when I say goodbye to Baltimore because I'm always 
coming back. Sang to myself and watched the leaves shake against the dusk sky. 
Talked with an older black woman with long dreads and a lovely smile. The way 
she spoke was prophet-esque and understanding, wiser and more knowing than 
most, but with gentle delivery. Ilana rolled up and, to my surprise, was with 
Carrot, a cutie I met in Pittsburgh. We passed a tree with branches curved in the 
strangest way, like giant fingers ready to cradle a body and I imaged it was me 
wrapped in the branches of the tree, feeling so safe and comfortable. Every 
arrival followed by so much relief. Listen; I know it's wrong to feel this way. 
Like the world has got yr back; the feeling epitomized in the image of the tree 
that holds you. There were moments when it all seemed to be falling apart, 
moments when I thought I'd never get there and the destination only seemed to 
recede with time and movement. 5 rides and 26 hours and of hell hitching from 
Pittsburgh to Philly, getting dropped off in Jersey and the Delaware river 
blocking my passage. I made a "Philly" sign with spit and water colors on 
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notebook paper and rolled into town before the APOC conference even started. 
Made friends with enemies who were never really enemies and watched Rugrats 
with a militant. Last night in Philly was so great, full of so much laughter and 
munching on cookie dough and exchanging stories. Robin was sweet, even 
made me a snack bag (including an avocado, my fav) for the ride to Bmore. 
 
Back in Baltimore. But this time rolling mostly with the queers and gender 
variant folk. I danced wildly with energetic cuties. Rode through town at night 
lying down with Carrot in the bed of Ilana's turquoise truck, watching the world 
zip by from a different angle, the trees like clouds the tops of buildings like 
waves and the air so cool. Sneaked into a pool at night. Surfed on lifeguard 
floaties, laughed, swam beneath and dove for things with Molly, exchanged 
stories of foreign loves with Tina, dumpstered more food than could possibly be 
consumed (ate straight out of the $1000 cake dumpster), and stay up all night 
with Ilana, lying outside on a bed of pillows and cushions while cuddling, 
kissing and talking until daylight. Nearly cried when I left, sat on my bucket at a 
bus stop thinking about how at the beginning of the summer I never could have 
imagine what was to happen, who I was to meet, or even where I would go. 
Nothing went even close to plan, and in many ways I'm glad it didn't, glad it was 
always open, glad to leave and go back and to meet new people and see it a 
different way every time I went back. I sold my bike for $60 and bought a $60 
plane ticket home to Florida. 
 
Heaven has sent rain. If heaven sends rain, go back. I was loading up my bicycle 
and he said, "I remember this scene." 
 
* 
 
It was the last night before leaving for home. It was the night of the meteor 
shower. I remember where I was a year ago. The night of my leaving-the-
country party, before moving to China. I was also swimming, but in a glowing 
ocean; and jump roping on the shore, getting tossed by the waves, and lying in 
the sand watching the meteor shower. It's good to know the universe is in sync 
with my Cycles of Change. She was holding the back of the car riding her 
skateboard and someone said it was like Back to the Future and I thought, we're 
always moving into the future. And you can't imagine what that future will look 
like; not even the shape of it. 
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Reduced to: Skyline Trail. It was raining so hard; was so cold, windy and we 
couldn’t see anything but we walked out on the trail anyway, kept going because 
we kept expecting to see something spectacular behind every corner, were 
waiting for the moose because we were following the fresh tracks. It was so 
fucking miserable but we were joking about our stupidity through it all, I didn’t 
even have a rain jacket, and I remember the moment you said, “let’s get the fuck 
out of here!” and we laughed and turned around.  
 
Phrases like: Biking around Halifax pier at night. It was so foggy and we were 
screaming Brandon’s songs on the top of our lungs and I think I saw two lovers 
but can’t remember if they were only shadows or objects I thought were lovers 
from a distance because that’s what I 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 drove through the small 
town of his funeral.  
 
Last supper. We were hell-bent on spending as little money as possible, but it 
felt great to let go and eat delicious Ethiopian food for our last moments 
together; felt great even though I ended up over-drafting my bank account. We 
talked about how we never stopped talking to each other the whole time, how 
much we love growing and changing and you said you want to achieve old-man 
level awareness when you’re 30, and to keep moving from there. I was 
impressed by your openness, the way you learn from everything and everyone.  
 
Demystification. I learned how to drive and saw my first moose. I think we saw 
5. 
 
Fundy. The most variable tide in the world. I overheard a little kid say, “fundy 
undies” and laughed to myself. 
 
This is the first time I’m really thinking of all these things. Remembering all the 
places you skipped stones, all the places we slept outside. Most of all I 
remember the first night we crossed the border, and we slept in that clearing 
with the wildflowers, in that little tent, and you said we were good at being 
friends. 
 
If I were to describe to you what happened after we parted ways I’d could fill a 
thousand pages. I fell so madly in love with the specialness of more people than 
I can count, stayed in places long enough to really feel the transformation of 
strangers in to unique persons--their mannerisms and perspectives--and left 
feeling depressed by the fleetingness of these connections. I jokingly called you 
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Dear Joe, 
Since we parted I’ve been thinking about you often; the time we spent together; 
how strange it is to look back on the recent past. I am in my room alone, my first 
full day back at my house, and literally hours away from the end of summer. My 
girlfriend is spending the night at her new girlfriend’s house and although I am 
alone at least I have the space to say goodbye to this summer, to think it over 
and write you this letter. Because these last few months I’ve been moving so fast 
that I’ve barely had to time to think, and when there is the space to think I can 
only catch up on so much, only process so much. So much has slipped by, 
reduced to a single word or phrase in my notebook. Like: Peggscove. Sitting on 
those enormous rocks on the shore with you and Tobaisz in the thick-thick-thick 
fog. We all seemed in a strange mood, were talking about all these 
metaphysical-mental things so openly, like a dream, and I was mystified by your 
description of the place you walk to in your mind. I remember looking into the 
water, so clear, the seaweed swaying, the atmosphere around us white, and my 
senses so fucking alive. 
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Poetic existence 
 
clouds eatin' the air and dandelions exploding into atmosphere. the garbage is a 
map, a history, a document born out of negation, what is left after what matters 
has been used. we speak of bodies positioned in unknown ways; the feeling. 
 
you are never alone. even the lone berry's strung to a stem, a vein delivering life, 
roots that know what's important. and all that lies underneath, in dirt; we walk 
without knowing what we're stepping on, all that has gone into the making of us, 
the ground that gives us a surface to tread upon. what goes into the making of 
insane weather? and all that is at work, unknown to us. i look at things trying to 
see the connection drawing invisible lines from where it came from to here. in 
my vision! and standing in the art gallery, that sterile space and all the white 
walls--i thought the real artworks were all the faces watching the art, and 
wondering where they all have come from, a child that looks and sees it a certain 
way, whispering to her mother. you sat in the kitchen talking 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 of seeing, moving 
throughout space and it could be the blandest whitest space but you'll blink your 
eyes and see shadows and blobs of color that are always dissolving. and all the 
dead space between the movement and light, straining to understand the outlines 
of the clouds, what once mysteriously conspired to make an imagine that made 
sense before the wind pulled it apart and it was, once again, nothing. and 
wondering if you can speed up the pace of yr blinks so that the color can stay. 
listen, i haven't gotten there yet. i'm falling asleep and waking and trying so 
fucking hard not to be dragged into blindness. if we don't swim against it the tide 
will pull us. 
 
* 
 
may. 
last night. how does one capture human tension? with words? it can't be done! it 
is a force filling a space, moving things around, moving so much but to the 
naked eye it is still. there is much movement underneath. inside. beneath. below 
the surface of the ocean incredible life stirs. you wanted a wave. to break the 

 

35 | ���������	
����
���
�������  
 

ha 
 
* 
 
wanted to pop in briefly and say hi! not much time to write because 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 way home. i'll be back 
at my house tomorrow! yay to seeing my chickens! meeting the new roommate, 
too. but there will be lots of dyke drama (DD) because the girl my gf is hooking 
up with doesn't wanna hang when i'm around, dang. i might have 2 jobs lined up 
when i get back--one at a gender and diversity center (!!!!) and one with an 
organic farm (free organic produce!!!). i'm gonna try to save money for my 
move. 
 
so i've got a lot of things i wanna do now that I’m back... maybe start an all-free 
distro with my printing hook up and continue the anarchist theory reading group 
(wanna delve deep into the insurrectionistsss). my queer roommates and i started 
the Fruit Punch Collective last year and actually wanna do stuff with it this year. 
we all have power fruits and made glittery bandanas with our fruit on it, ha. i'm a 
watermelon. i also wanna do an anti-sizeist, bash the diet-industry, body posi, 
fun and fabulous HOMOrobics class at the gym. it's an excuse to dress in 
jazzercise garb and let the high-energy good feelings run wild. 
 
well well well. so very glad i met you. definitely among the very top coolest, 
handsome-est folks i've had the pleasure of contacting on travels, wee. you and 
some FL ex-patriots should migrate south for the winter. have a great day full of 
joy/magic! 
 
* 
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happening. also, i really like dressing sexy-tough, makes me feel good and 
confident--but it can also create barriers because i come off as really 
unapproachable. sooo many people tell me that they were afraid of me or 
thought of me a certain way before they knew me (eg: militant/self-righteous, 
too cool for school, judgmental, shallow, etc). i feel bad because it can shut me 
off from people before i even meet them, and i'm the type of 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 about “becoming” and gender 
stuff....but i'm tired and freezing and need to leave this computer lab. thanks 
again for the awesomeness. joy and dreams for you todayyyy 
 
* 
 
yr sitting across from plannin' yr big boat bonanza (BBB). i hope you kids 
journey safely. when's yr wedding to the sea? can i be the best man? i hope you 
dock in sarasota one day. it was great meetin' ya here in p-burgh. usually send 
these emails in the post-meeting stage, but why not mix it up? that dumpstered 
fudge is the bane of my existence! fudge for every meal! i can't wait to see ya 
again in october on my turf!! love you kids dearly! say hello to the atlantic for 
me!! 
wishing you wellness------------ 
 
* 
 
dreary as hell day here in pittsburgh. i'm feeling slumpy. monica and i both are 
trying to think of ways to purge our bad feelings... maybe start a fire and write 
things down and burn them because it does kind of feel like being trapped. i 
don't know, ahhh. i am trying to maintain steam and positivity but i seem to 
revert back to feeling down. the winona kids left, and some of the north carolina 
kids. things are slowly winding down. 
 
sometimes i think about how i really wanna work on building MY LIFE and 
fashioning an awesome big creative adventurous and dynamic existence but 
finding myself having to deal with so much bullshit that limits me and sucks up 
so much of my energy. like being a queer woman of color and feeling pushed 
from so many sides all the time and feeling like i am on a totally different 
mental plane than everyone around me. it feels really unfair and pisses me off, 
arrrggghh. 
 
would totally kiss you annnnny day, too. maybe next time i'll be more smooth :( 
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silence but instead you were still as a pond. you wanted a storm. you were going 
deeper into your blanket. the more you thought about it, the more you began to 
feel the words surfacing, bubbling up, courage mounting. the body pulls away. it 
knows how to defend itself. hiding is survival. keep me away from people. i'm 
afraid of what i might say. we sat awake after everyone had gone to sleep. we 
talked so fucking excitedly and manically. every so often, after an outburst, 
there'd be silence. no one could ever understand the loudness of the silences, the 
clamor, the explosions of the heart while the skin is still, a mask, a disguise of 
quietness when all else is yelling. you close your eyes. you are always closing 
your eyes when you can't bear the weight of these silences, covering your face 
with a pillow; fear of being seen, the flowing of the will popping every nerve 
and something inside you crying to be born. 
 
* 
 
characteristics of naive superman syndrome (often 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, could die and wouldn'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 even be fully thought let alone 
executed 
 
* 
 
i said, it's all about overcoming self-imposed limitations. you're never as stuck 
as you think you are. hype yr life! it's the only one we've got to live. romanticize 
the shit out of it. explain every moment as if it were the best moment of yr life. 
 
* 
 
people. the different ways they live. a man who sleeps in his car. the yellow 
bicycle hung on the back and the dog that rides in a cage on top of the bike. the 
friend that sleeps in a closet and works at a boot shop and as an oyster 
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fisherman. his hard exterior but the softness of the things he notices--a beautiful 
flowering tree, a lady bug and a man looking for a lost dog. the engineer that 
hosts strangers. 
I want my mind to buzz so much I don't realize I'm bleeding. I never wanna feel 
too tired. So many ideas you overcome hunger. I wanna live so light I float. 
Never empty. Just full of something lighter. Everyone is simpler. I should be 
simpler. What do I need? Nothing. 
 
"YOU'VE CHANGED" 
 
Some say for the better, some say for worse. But to the old friend, difference is 
almost always bad. Yr always being measured against yr old self, the way you 
used to be. "You've changed" means you've deviated from yr true self. 
 
I'm breaking out. 
 
ON LIVING A POETIC EXISTENCE 
 
Creativity as a reflex, like a kid that marks the page without thinking. I was 
coloring like this in Colorado, and I drew a crayon that was green but drawing a 
red line and just could not stop laughing. Paul says, you were in a funny mood 
last night, and I apologized because I was acting crazy as hell and saying 
nonsensical shit. 
 
That night. I was making strokes of color large and unafraid. A loose tongue. 
New friends. Receiving a wonderful painting as a gift. Warm colors. Paul knew 
everything I needed. Tea to warm the cold hands, goji berries and ice cream to 
quell the sweet tooth, water color paints to cure the whiteness of the page. I 
asked them all their first and last dreams and Paul spoke of vast landscapes and 
glaciers and mansions and a friend who shares my last name. the vividness of it 
all, and how he played music for hours afterward and it was like continuing the 
dream. Kate wanted intense red on her page and I drew a picture of the King of 
Dreams. He was crying and his crown was a fence but he'll do okay. 
 
Maybe at one time I thought a poetic existence would be trying to figure out 
what excites me, and then doing that as much as possible but now I know it's 
about totally fucking transforming my vision so that there is color even between 
the space between home and leaving, color everywhere, magic as a default. I 
don't need to be entertained, don't need significant events to trigger excitement 
because I am learning to be excited by it all, really loving such little things. 
 
Hard Times  
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trying to write a section on polyamory. i've got lots of other ideas for zines...one 
about ortherexia or health obsessiveness as sickness....another zine about writing 
that asks "why do all the white boys get to be grandiose?" which will critique the 
white-male-centeredness of passionate/subversive/romantic writing and 
movements like the surrealists, the beats, situationists, etc...and maybe another 
one of stories called "the adventures of loneberry."  i will definitely leave a 
bundle at red emma's before i go.  
 
hope yr having a good rest of yr day. hopefully see you before i leave!! thanks 
for reading this far down, geezz, joyyyyy---- 
 
* 
 
i'm so glad i met you, too! 
meeting someone who is critical, smaaaart and sincere is rare :) 
thanks for taking the time to write back, too. i feel funny writing people 
sometimes because i feel like i'm dumping unwanted shit on them which just 
makes people feel guilty in an "shit this girl wrote me a long letter and now i 
gotta reply." i like critical/personal/creative dialogue but it's hard to find people 
who are committed to it. 
 
i'm feeling kind of loopy because i haven't been sleeping much lately. right now 
i'm at the computer lab at mica. i've got a large-scale zine printing operation 
going on, ha. funny, the same day i wrote you i got an email from my girlfriend 
saying she is trying hard-hard-hard to overcome man-hate. but she says she only 
reacts like that to straight cis men, and it's mostly the power-dynamic she's 
reacting to. so when i told her i had a "date" with a dude i definitely do not like 
who talked to me at whartscape, she said i should go on a date with pilar or you 
instead, ha. that date last night was pretty bland and i felt funny cause that dude-
-although extremely soft spoken/gentle/whatever--seemed to be projecting his 
asian fantasies on me (he lives in a buddhists community house, is into eastern 
medicine, etc...which is fine, but he asked me if i was good at math!!) 
 
i totally know what you mean about the crisis of toughness. i think right now i 
am at a point where i'm growing out of the crisis of weakness. not speaking up, 
low self-esteem/depression, etc and feeling bad for being that way because i'm 
supposed to be this strong feminist. i'm not that person anymore, although i'm 
still carrying some of that shit around with me. i guess lately i'm trying to figure 
out ways to be assertive without alienating people... like starting critical 
dialogues rather than calling out, feeling out the levels of different people, and 
trying to balance emotion and toughness. so many people think 
emotion=weakness, and that's so destructive because it puts up all these crazy 
barriers that can prevent some needed meaningful conversations from 
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does somersaults...lately i'm in "more stars, less satellites!" mode, gleefully 
derailing myself from the path of quiet intellectualism (a few months ago, in an 
"i'm dropping out now!" fit, i declared myself "post-intellectual" and put loving 
and cultivating friendships on the top of my list of priorities) and i'm always 
joking about how i'm try to find my teenage self...the eager, over-feeling, and 
excited me....i've acquired this weird "i don't care ahhhh" attitude that makes it 
easier to just do shit and talk to strangers and write emails like these. don't know 
where that came from. 
i pulled a julian and hitched up a mountain with bike, ha. and the guy said the 
same thing you talked about in yr zine about feeling the distances at a slower 
pace and i thought that was crazy that he mentioned that after 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, because anarchist boys are all 
intimidating and mystified to me but you seem cool and down to earth. 
projections are barriers to connection. tear it down=========== 
 
* 
 
great brunch today. 
warned ya, i do these types of things like write people i meet.  
 
anyway, i am writing to apologize for being presumptuous about 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 tryin to be 
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 joe went on a long bike 
ride with them and i went alone to a brunch at a zine library and it was pretty 
much all queer women, even though it was open to everyone.  it felt so awesome 
and i was so glad i didn't go on the ride with the boys. that's kind of where the 
idea came from. 
 
well, after brunch i wrote a mini zine on hard femme-ness called " on being hard 
femme." i'm trying to be productive while i have time and resources here in 
baltimore. i'm almost finished with issue 2 of "memoirs of a queer hapa"--just 
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so, how much back story do you want? 
and how many details versus crazy psychological shit? because there is enough 
of both to write endlessly. 
i am on day fucking 3 of no sleep. yesterday was hard and beautiful 
 
pittsburgh was so much about fucking weird coincidences, meeting moxie, who 
i've known through zines and on lj for 6 years, at a bike shop party. crashing at 
his place and going to the shooting ranging, picking/sorting/blanching mustard 
greens for storage for a convergence. more back story... before leaving florida i 
was seeking out readings to inspire. i went to the new college infoshop to 
browse the zines, and only found one that looked good to me. i brought it with 
me and it was the first thing i read while on the road. as i was talking to moxie's 
roommate julian i realized that he had written the only zine i brought with me 
and was excited and stunned. 
 
so i ate a huge breakfast at moxie's and took off on bike out of pittsburgh. it was 
hot, hilly as fuck and the road sucked (no shoulder and tons of cars) but i 
covered like 30 miles quickly. then i turned down a road that i was sure i was 
supposed to turn down but was unmarked and i rode a ways down it only to find 
i was on the wrong road and that the road led back to the road i was on but was 
closed because a bridge had been destroyed in a flood (oh, the beauty of not 
having a map). i had no other choice but to go backward... completely uphill, 
and probably wasted well over an hour. i road more until i got to a place where i 
literally could not ride because there was so much traffic and no shoulder. i then 
hitched a ride with a guy (a construction supervisor maybe in his late 30s) who 
took me over a brutal mountain. he was amazing and we talked so excitedly 
about writing, learning, traveling, life, and not compromising. i told him stories 
and he said, "i'm so jealous!" and told me about the screenplay he was working 
on. hey, normal people "get it" although we often think they don't... we think 
that there's not this secret longing and passion but it surfaces and we're surprised 
because we had already marked them as different. i think it might be in 
everyone. 
 
i then started biking more but ended up pushing my bike up a mountain a couple 
hours. i stopped in a beautiful field to eat and walked my bike up more and 
found a dilapidated brick shack near the top of the mountain to sleep in. i read, 
wrote and listened. when i realized i had lost my sleeping pills i got high but was 
still unable to sleep although it was nice. then i developed this incredible and all-
consuming thirst and started to get nervous because i was out of water 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 packed up and left the 
shack on no sleep...making my way further up the mountain. i was totally 
overjoyed when i found a clean stream of water near the top but when i was at 
the top i realized that it was getting more and more in-the-middle-of-no-where 
and i started worrying that i was on the wrong road and was afraid to coast down 
because i was not confident enough that it was the right way and was worried 
about being stranded. so i biked all the way back to the town i had been dropped 
off in the day before. i was reluctant because if it turned out i was on the right 
road, i would have to spend a couple hours going back up the mountain. i 
coasted down and found a coffeeshop and it turned out, i was on the right road. 
but i decided to go to library to change my route because i wanted to hitch out of 
the mountains. i wrote 4 letters to friends and read my friend jimmy's poem 
about insanity. i made a 14 mile route to the closest interstate that led to 
baltimore. the bike ride to the interstate was brutal as fucking hell--hot and 
uphill. some guy offered me a ride which i accepted even though 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 gas stations and trying to get 
as close to the toll booths without being seen. i knew there was no way i would 
get a ride so i tried to find a place to sneak onto the highway. i took all my gear 
up a steep gravel incline with a tall fence on top and tossed all my gear over the 
fence, dragged my bike up the incline and toss that over (i'm fucking 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 about irrationality, the 
craziness/mania of the intro to issue #4, and the critical descriptions of events 
and ideas (and of course, all the vaneigem and winterson quotes). would you say 
yr current outlook is most reflected in the last issue? when we talked you said yr 
too nihilistic lately to read about love, ha. (PSSHH yr smile is wayyy too huge 
for that kind of talk!) it's funny, my trajectory, as far as my world-view goes, 



 

30 | ���������	
����
���
�������  
 

could add an element of fun (and danger?). so i'm still running on no 
sleep..but...lots of food! this morning alone i ate granola, chocolate, a health bar 
and used $3 to buy ice cream, a donut and potato salad because the guy who 
gave me a ride gave me money because he believed in me or something. he was 
a construction supervisor, probably in his late 30s, and was so cool. we had 
awesome conversation about everything and afterward my morale spiked. hey, i 
wanna apologize for my sometimes stupid way of engaging you i.e. asking 
personal questions (like about yr relationship w/ yr family and stuff) that might 
have been unwelcome...i need to restrain myself--i'm curious about people and 
getting a feel for their perspectives and lives, but i should be more sensitive to 
people's level of comfort. anyway, i hope yr having a good day. i back-tracked 
like 5 miles to get to this library and am feeling like staying 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 while i have access to a 
computer. here are some things i wrote after reading yr zines last night: 
i'm writing from an abandoned brick shack on top of a mountain. i just finished 
reading your zines cover to cover with a crank led. when i got up to find a place 
to pee it was pitch black and a strange loneliness settled around me. it was 
strange how the darkness placed me, forced me to confront my environment 
because while reading i was in another world, connection with words blinding 
me to my aloneness. to the left and in front of me are two big holes where the 
floor has fallen through, exposing a 7 foot drop. i am on the wrong road, lost, for 
the 2nd time today. but i feel totally okay about it. i'm in no rush, really. 
tomorrow i will try to find a library and post office, take it easy and re-orient 
myself [note: succeeded, ha]. 
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you) and got all scratched and bruised crawling under the fence. i made color a 
sign with a heart smily face and plopped my kitty liter bucket pannier on the 
shoulder, stood on it waving my pink bandana in desperation trying to calculate 
how long it would be until the sun set. i got a ride in like 45 mins and was 
dropped off at 11 pm 50 miles outside of baltimore. what to do now? go to sleep 
and bike there in the morning? i resolved to bike straight to baltimore. i tried to 
look at a map at a gas station but the only road i could see that went to b-more 
was I-70. biking on an interstate in the middle of the night is pretty much the 
dumbest thing you can do but i was desperate to get to baltimore. so i rode that 
for a long time and got totally demoralized when it got really steep (on mount 
airy or something). then a truck driver pulled over onto the shoulder, blocking 
me, hopped out and was touching his dick and saying creepy things and i 
literally had my hand on my pepper spray and as i was getting out of the 
situation. i got off at the next exit, which was on top of the mountain and ate 
tons of food and decided to keep going. as i was coasting down i hit a huge pot 
hole and got a flat. demoralized again... in total fucking darkness, 30 miles from 
b-more, no place to sleep and just steep slopes beside the interstate. i called 
monica from baltimore, who i haven't seen in years, and told her about my 
situation (what a random call to receive at 2am) but her friend with a car was 
sleeping and so could not help. i called abe in denver because it was pretty 
lonely out there and he was thinking i was down and giving up and i laughed 
and said no way, that it was totally cool, that challenges can even be exciting. 
 
i thought the exit i had gotten off at last was close but later realized it only 
seemed close because i was coasting downward at rapid speeds. so i spent a long 
ass time pushing my bike back up the mountain to the exit to fix my flat outside 
a gas station because it had enough lighting. i tuned my bike up and was feeling 
good because it was running way smoother and resolved to keep going even 
though i told myself i would stop, sleep, and fix my bike and continue in the 
morning. so i kept going, feeling giddy and triumphant as i was going downhill. 
but i had a crazy feeling that something else would happen and right then i was 
pulled over by a cop. he just checked me for warrants and gave me a new route. 
the new road, my god, it was beautiful. just trees and fields and farms and not a 
single car. i watched the fireflies twinkling in the crops, the stars above, feeling 
so fucking floored by the surrealness of the day. even the hills seemed bearable, 
although there were a couple i had to walk up. when i was 10 or so miles from 
baltimore a chubby, single-father, eccentric newspaper delivery man with a 
moustache stopped and offered to give me a ride to b-more at 5am. i was 
thinking the company would be good and i was extremely sleep deprived, so i 
accepted. but i ended up getting stuck with the guy for 5 hours, doing all his 
errands with him and even afterward he took me places like his office and drove 
around town and i realize that he mostly probably just wanted the company. it 
was okay but i was delirious and anxious to get to my friend's place. i found out 
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michael jackson died from that guy. he was good at tossing papers. he dropped 
me off in front of pete and monica's at 10am. been so long since i've seen em but 
things have been so great here. monica asked me where i was coming from and 
as i was telling her about things she was like, "oh yeah i met moxie, too. he 
inspired me to do hat-band!" although i haven't talked to monica in a while we 
still talk in the same inspired, excited way...bouncing ideas and plans off each 
other--all energy, positivity, creativity and ambition. seeing pete has been good, 
too. and i really dig this copy cat warehouse they live in. i am so fucking glad to 
be in baltimore with old friends who went different ways but moved in similar 
directions. 
 
even when things felt like they couldn't get any worse i still felt a sense of 
ecstatic joy, in love with being outside and still feeling the environment hard. 
not annoyed or worried, knowing it would all turn out and not caring 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 chinese food. she's super 
cute and i can tell she is really happy to see cindy. 
last night persephone said i spoke about goji berries and blueberries in my sleep. 
nice to know i really love the things i think i love when i'm awake. 
today i got dried longyan, a chinese fruit, and had related remembrances. 
cindy probably won't be biking to DC anymore. so i'll be alone, earlier than i 
expected. now i wanna visit my friend up in the catoctin mountains. he's a 
counsler at a quaker camp and is also doing interviews for an oral history of the 
camp. i'll be doing a lot of bicycling through mountains soon so pray for me! 
been swimming and thinking that this body was meant to move. i roll out on 
tuesday. leave me yr address and i'll send something from the road. the zines 
will be waitin whenever you have a chance to get 'round to em. tell everyone hi; 
don't have anyone's contact info but am sending love in ya'lls direction. 
much love 
 
* 
 
read issue #3 of yr zine and laughed-out-loud at many parts. those stories are 
gold! but gold is useless and these stories are useful and full of interesting 

insights about the dynamics of relationships and events 
and living. i like that you include failures, and that yr both 
critical and fun and self-aware. funny, right before i read 
yr zine i wrote a long letter to a friend on the back of the 
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 openness to 
screwing up and learning the hard way. how's yr day? i made it 60ish miles 
yesterday--that's including hitching a ride over a mountain but not including 
getting lost for over an hour. did i leave a bottle of prescription medicine at yr 
house? i seem to have lost my sleeping pills, haha. found a nice place to sleep 
last night in a shoddy brick shack on top of a mountain but couldn't fall asleep 
and packed up at dawn when the birds started chirping. i'm thinking of a summer 
without that medicine, which seemed inconceivable because physical activity 
takes energy which takes sleep which i often lack, but i am also thinking of how 
delirious and manic i get after a couple days of no sleep and it seems like it 
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anyway, i hope your are having a good day. listen to yr body, and be true to 
yourself [even if that truth is an unfinished sentence; an unclosed bracket 
 
* 
 
i want to get back to denver sometime soon. the mountains! red mountains, 
unlike anything i've ever seen before. it'd be nice to befriend a new landscape, 
one of rock and mountains and grape vines and real seasons. south florida's got 
the ocean and tropical fruit trees but i'm giddy with the thought of new ways of 
being outside, new ways of moving throughout the world, like using a 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 on yr doings as well. 
i like hearing from friends, like the exchange and not just self-insularity. 
today has been sleepy and slow but i sometimes enjoy an easy pace.  
oh, so much time thinking. easy to get stuck in the past, reliving what i already 
know was beautiful but there is more to be lived. onwarrrrrrd into life 
 
* 
 
hey hey  
last day in chicago! 
just finished cleaning/organizing a manageable sized bounty from some solo 
dumpstering. made a tube of spicy marinated veggies for the road, and a plate of 
summer fruit for mornin'. cleaned our hosts' kitchen; it's late but i'm so fully of 
energy, what else is new. funny mood today where everything seemed to be 
singing to me and i was pretty giddy the whole time. reading so so much; 
finished the In Defense of Food book, almost done with a beautiful collection of 
short stories called Almost No Memory, read parts of many other books and 
finished Mark's zine. lots of food and art museums lately. nursing a foot injury, 
getting lost and asking strangers for orientation, and letters to friends. how are 
you spending your days? i am collecting ideas for stories and projects and 
thinking about how i wanna take my lil bro with me where ever i go after 
college. i wanna write a collection of short stories about unspoken connections 
between people, people who pass each other on streets, making eye connect with 
reflections in windows on trains, good friends that don't say anything when 
they're in love, oceans of feelings bubbling beneath the surface...and all these 
stories will go nowhere; no release; will build up to departure and silence. but i 
wanna end it all with a hug. because most people think that's not enough, but to 
me it seems like it could be a pretty grand finale. i should probably pretend to 
sleep now. have a magical dayyyy 
 
* 
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so 
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lynzy, an ole fren, rolled into baltimore the other day. we had a shit on reality 
moment--which is standard play with lynzy--of dancing to no music and 
screamin' chantin' waxing poetic and singing in the streets late at night--primal 
rage theatre, we called it. a woman came up and was like, i wanna dance with 
you, and we were like coooome dance and after introducing ourselves later i 
realized she's the partner of the woman i'm hitching with to pittsburgh and i had 
just text her earlier that day. 
 
i cuddled/spent the night with my baltimore crush. it was the sweetest night 
ever, full of dancing, a drag show, a radical puppet show, and late-into-the-night 
talking, their head on my lap. i said, "why you smiling???" and they thought i 
said "you smell" and then asked why i was smiling and i said, because i'm 
happy! but really, the line in my head was "i have led a good life." i'm always 
thinking this line, as if i'm at the end of my life, and feeling like it's been a great 
time. i told this to mike, that i know that there were so many average moments 
between the explosively magical. yeah yeah i know but i still remember it like it 
was always wonderful. 
 
they said other cute things, too. like "can i hold your far away hand?" and "are 
you comfortable being the little spoon?" and "what's the biggest bug you've 
seen?" and "can you sing me the lullaby you wrote?" and "fuck offff!" to a guy 
that yelled "you have nice legs" as i was bicycling in a dress. i thought it was 
really magical but maybe it was just me, livin in my magic, soul always 
cartwheeling and melting into bliss and excitement and joy. i'm not 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 pollution. Can be felt 
everywhere. 
Some days it's faint like a whisper, sinks like an anchored dream. 
Today it's like firecrackers exploding in your hands. Overwhelming like the 
smell of pop corn and frying onions, sharp like needles sent to take yr blood. 
 
All my writings and drawings lately are to friends. Releasing a batch of letters 
into the red Canadian mailboxes, like sending a child off—I used to want to hold 
onto these things, to have a record but now I tell myself, give away what you 
love give away what you love. Your favorite drawings, stories you might not get 
around to transcribing again. 
What is freedom to you? Release from myself. Flight out of pain. Releasing a 
welded grip, wedded flesh grown together, grafted limbs that just won't come 
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at right now. everyone at the house i'm staying at is like 27-35 years old and all 
adventured-out. they've sailed the world, hitchhiked the country, hopped trains, 
and toured on bike.  
 
well i stayed in baltimore for a while. wrote and wrote and made zines and 
explored town with my crush and biked around with old friends at sunrise and 
recorded songs for the first time in my life (www.myspace.com/loneberry). 
getting out of baltimore was hellish. a lot of biking to get on the highway outside 
of town to hitch, getting hauled away immediately by a cop, biking to a truck 
stop, getting dropped off 30 or 40 miles outside of pittsburgh in the middle of 
the night in the rain with no map, flat tire, no sleep, wet-cold and everything 
going wrong. i never get stressed no matter how insane the situation is, even 
with my bike stolen now.  
 
looks like we're both suffering from a lil bit of defeatism so we should make it a 
point to have epic hang out adventures when we get back to boost our morale 
and rejuvenate ourselves! reality can be sobering but i'm all about exceeding it 
and to do that you gotta believe that it's possible. 
 
i hope you're doing wonderfully. when do you get back to sarasota?!?!?! 
Looooooooooove 
 
* 
 
well, you should be glad we left when we did. we seem to be dragging clouds fat 
with rain with us where ever we land. i opened this notebook and out rushed the 
smell of sage; before i left your house i pocketed the piece i had been fiddling 
with, stolen pieces of my last evening in denver, will always remember the 
warmth and tongue-tickle of your spiced drinks. i walked the mile-long route 
back to the R & R house at sunrise, so quiet and calm, the beauty of little 
moments firing and i could hardly believe, this life is real. that day, the ride to 
chicago--i had so much time to remember so many things, thought mainly about 
the people in denver, drove through the Nebraskan plains listening to paper bird, 
drifted in and out of sleep in the back and wrote very few words, didn't know 
what to say but feeling okay about saying little about things big with meaning. 
but i did think, that if i die, this life would have been a good life. already! yeah, 
this shit is real. we wake up to gospel singers and hear our friends' songs in 
living rooms late at night. and maybe i am guilty of over-romanticization but i 
say, fuck it. our lives are grandiose. i am still so excited to see color--yolk-
colored shades of turmeric; to taste--coughing happily on cayenne; and to 
remember (life is...struggling to get yr head through a sweater. hand me a bigger 
sweater!) 
and after all my harping, you some how forgot to give me yr cd! 
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 it's really funny how fast you can break into a town. joe and i were only in 
halifax, nova scotia for 3 or 4 days and we already had a group of friends (he 
was into hanging with the fix gear/bike polo boys, i liked the queer girls that 
made zines haha), activities (burrito bike, brunch at the zine library, 
loitering/writing at the casino where there's free coffee/soda), etc. we joked that 
all we needed were girlfriends in town to be really established. the burrito bike 
thing these kids did was pretty awesome...every saturday night a bunch of 
friends get together and make veggie and vegan burritos and delivery them on 
bicycle. they post flyers around town and actually get a ton of orders. it's like a 
party where you accomplish something and make money, ha. i guess i'm back in 
baltimore again because it's another town i've really broken into. i hang out at 
Red Emma's, a radical bookstore/cafe and read and read and read and do my 
writings at the mac lab on the MICA campus and even know some good 
dumpsters. last night i went alone on bike and it was a real struggle to haul a 
giant box back on my rack. i've got some good friends here and spend a lot of 
time at the copycat, the warehouse they live at. they have a big theatre/stage here 
and have touring and local acts do cool performances. the other day over 160 
kids showed up for an event, and apparently these projects are making pretty 
good money to go toward rent. i think i'll start heading south after pittsburgh.  
lots of people have good ideas about how to live. i wanna walk all the way 
around the coast of sicily when i graduate. i love walking and getting a feel for 
details. man, i really can't tell you how beautiful nova scotia was. i saw 5 
moose!! they're way bigger than i imagined. i'm brainstorming 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 now. lately i've 
been having these crazy realizations. not sure if they're good or bad. i do miss 
florida... mostly the comfort of being surrounded by people i love. there are a lot 
of people i've gotten close with while traveling. adventure feels funny where i'm 
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undone, the braided roots of a banyan tree. Cut that limb and give it away. 
Empty it of more and more things, including your head. Drain yr blood every 
now and then to get some fresh blood in there, a new perspective. The old 
blood's shit. 
 
* 
 
baltimore is... 
cuddling with a manic-nonsensical girl who's always singing 
bands that i actually like? and dancing 
sunrise bicycle rides 
free mushrooms  
solo dumpstering every night on bicycle (today i got all my 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 in my life 
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 friends, hitchhiking, and 
bicycling around the east coast and canada. my bike got stolen the other day. i 
cried for the first time in like 7 months (first time for feeling bad, at least) 
because i was having a public mental blip alienation attack and then, drama at 
the crimethinc convergence, more freaking out but finding myself brought closer 
to some people through the craziness. and such. no journey is complete without 
its moments of defeatism and i've had my shares. getting dropped off in the 
middle of the night in the pitch black pouring rain on the highway with no map 
and over 30 miles outside my destination. flat tires when so close. speedy cars 
that will spray you with mud but won't pick you up. and loneliness so acute it 
could cause insanity. oh yes, the pale-faced woman at the gas station who is 
more concerned about my fate than i am. ice cream breakfast with cindy and 
sleeplessness. truckers that love their little daughters that turn butterfly gardens 
into memorial gardens for fireflies and other little dead things. songs and zines 
from new friends. i kissed my crush in front of everyone before they left. ran 
around in a fountain in the rain. and felt funny non-romantic affections for a 
certain tall dreaded boy who can floor you with his stare. i don't know whether 
all this adds up to good or bad and i'm not sure it matters. girlfriend says to go 
find the Big Crush and Make Things Happen but i absolutely refuse and i don't 
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know why--maybe fear--or an ideological refusal to go back to baltimore for the 
3rd time in one summer. i sometimes lose energy and sometimes think that i still 
believe in magic and wonder if anyone else does. love-critical but not yet jaded--
--- 
 
* 
 
All the dead trees on the shore of Cape Breton look like bone 
I don't know where the stoned out pebbles have come from 
All the moose out on the road don't know what's going on 
And I tumble down the trail into Meat Cove 
 
DIVINE LORAINE 
On some days Philly starts to resemble the post-apocalyptic landscapes of your 
nightmares—trash lining the bottoms of mangled metal fences, buildings blown 
out and abandoned. This is why he loves Philly, loves to bike around 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 an incredible view of the 
entire city. We watch the sky turn grey and angry and when we get out the rain 
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on the mississippi river 
 
and broke and wandered the streets with a sign that said "wanna buy me a meal 
in exchange for conversation and stories?" i was stopped nearly instantly by the 
Halifax Dance Man--a rambunctious sleazy fast-talking old man (youtube 
famous, too) who was rolling with his lower deck crew. it consisted of his 
daughter, a motorcyclist, and a caricature artist. they bought me food and were a 
real strange bunch. even tried to hook me up with the 40-something year old 
biker, ha. there was a surreal moment when a random christian woman came up 
to the daughter, who always looked like she was about to cry, and said she was 
under god's wing, and disappeared into the night. i got a random email tonight 
from a stranger who said he read my zine in alabama, of all places! i have no 
idea how it got there. some traveler kids in baltimore said they saw my zines all 
over the south and i didn't believe them because i only print a few copies and 
give them to hardly anyone. the magic is hitting me hard lately and i'm drawing 
and writing inspired letters to friends and new crushes and singing the songs of 
my friends with friends biking through the thickest fog. i am so hyped about the 
47th street house! i was in canada for the 4th, so i missed the fireworks but i 
think you saw enough for the both of us. i'm proud you made it to the top, too. 
it's hard for me to get over my fears as well. i'll always remember the tips you 
gave me about talking to strangers. i'm getting better. hey david, thanks for the 
motivation. the next thing i need to practice is cuddling, haha. 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 good. i really fell in love 
with the people i met in denver, might even wanna move out there one day. long 
inspiring conversations late at night, AVOCADO and CHOCOLATE dumpsters, 
drawing with people, biking, playing at a gymnastics gym, raw potluck, wine in 
the park, music all around, so many new friends. other places have been fun, 
too. lots of stuff like exploring abandoned tunnels/hiking, hangin by the 
mississippi, vegetarian food hunts, etc. been writing and dreamin' large. 
can't wait to hear yr stories of stories. i go to pittsburgh 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 not feeling stressed about 
anything, no matter how tough the situation. 
wow, life is crazy. 
 
so i'm in halifax, nova scotia, canada. after chicago i went to Pittsburgh. after i 
talked to you on the road i bicycled and hitch hiked to baltimore alone. the 
journey was totally insane. had so so so much fun with old friends in baltimore, 
made music and cooked and danced and after some days headed off for journeys 
with my friend joe. too much to explain here... philly, boston, portland and bar 
harbor (maine), etc. biking around arcadia national park--holy crap! so much 
beauty i could die. and canada...the bay of fundy, meeting so many interesting 
people. tonight has been crazy. i went to the casino here to write because i find it 
to be such a strange and lonely place. plus, they have unlimited free soda and 
coffee because they're trying to keep people caffeinated to stay awake and 
gamble. i got 2 sodas and 2 coffees so i was super hyped on caffeine and hungry 
as hell  
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has already begun to fall. The wind whips the trash and debris around and we 
speed through the streets on bicycle, trying to find shelter, feeling the end of the 
world. 
 
 
TUMBLING 
There's nothing on this road that winds through the mountainous coastline of 
Cape Breton, Nova Scotia. We feel far from humanity. We're always sleeping 
outside retro gas stations, waiting until morning, fearing stretches of nothingness 
that threaten to leave us stranded. When we come upon a small coffee house 
we're gleeful and eager to satiate our newly procured addiction. 1 Canadian buck 
for a bottomless cup of bitter goodness. I get mine filled 4 times and am a jittery 
mess, stumbling around in cowboy boots, thoughts firing and unable to focus on 
anything. Joe and I decide to catch a river trail to the shore. Coffee makes me 
unaware of my surroundings but frenzied with thoughts and I literally tumble 
onto the trail to Meat Cove, down wooden steps and into rocks. I get up; 
scraped, bruised, and laughing so hard. The fall had interrupted my coffee-
induced insanity, jolted me out of my thoughts and into the world. 
 
* 
 
My name is. 
It doesn't matter what my name is. 
My name is and I believe in magic. 
 
Where did this magic come from? 
 
The way my brain was wired? Or the things I have sucked up livin', the sun's 
rays which are above all Magic, above all, Life epitomized. 
 
Doctors Psychiatrists Teachers Policemen Lawyers will all try to drag your ass 
back to earth, to sedate your delirium but you gotta resist the pull of 
administrators and their senators. Ask yourself, do you like the way it means so 
much? And if your answer is "yes" politely refuse their offerings of anchors and 
maps. Because gifts sometimes come with attachments, and gifts of attachments 
are the heaviest around the ankles. 
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definitely a legitimate concern. But a meaningful and productive response to the 
issue of gentrification is not one sheathed in dishonestly and dogma. 
 
Over a week later I sit here contemplating the significance of it all, besides 
feeling slightly traumatized and drained. I feel somewhat disillusioned with our 
capability as people of color, as anarchists/anti-authoritarians/autonomists, to 
speak from a place of honesty and not ideology, to act on an ethic of care and 
not entitlement, to let our rage be known without alienating the people we claim 
to be fighting for. I feel angry about what took place (both the disruption and the 
response of some white people), confused about my allegiances, but ultimately, I 
can't hate the people who participated in the disruption. Because these are the 
same people who had reached out to me earlier that day as I sat alone feeling 
invisible, the same people I've talked to at other APOC caucuses, the same 
people who share my disdain for white supremacy, the same people I will 
probably be fighting with in the future. But there needs to be accountability 
taken for how their actions rendered other people of color invisible, 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 action that took place at the 
CrimethInc Convergence, and general reflections on the convergences. 
 
This account is a personal, partial, and situated perspective on the disruption that 
took place at the 2009 CrimethInc Convergence. I claim to be speaking on 
behalf of no one except myself, although I am speaking from the position of a 
queer woman of color who attended the convergence, participated in the APOC 
caucus that took place at the convergence, and was present during and after the 
disruption. Here is my account of what happened. Although I cannot claim to be 
more "right" than anyone else, I can try to offer an honest perspective. 
 
About a week has passed and here I sit, trying to sort through notes, thoughts 
and feelings, but feeling little motivation to pull it all together because what gets 
written here will just be one piece amidst the War of Representation which has 
already begun. But something needs to be said; because there are people out 
there claiming to be speaking on behalf of APOC and people of color in general, 
and it needs to be known that they are not speaking on behalf of me. It needs to 
be known that although I share the rage, frustration, and hurt felt by the 
"disruptors," I do not agree with their actions. Not only because white people 
were hurt and forced onto the streets without warning, but because other people 
of color were hurt and felt silenced by the disruptors' actions. 
 
I can't talk about the disruption without first talking about the shit I was feeling 
and all the things that happened leading up to disruption. I woke up on the same 
morning as the disruption thinking, I need to get out of Pittsburgh. Something 
about the space felt alienating—I didn't know many people there, conversations 
often felt dishonest and polarized, and I was often the only woman of color in 
various workshops. I felt small and unmotivated to speak. It would be unfair to 
say that an atmosphere of hostility toward people of color is what caused this 
feeling. Although I did hear racist comments get thrown around by a small 
group of ignorant folk, it was largely the result of being outnumbered by white 
boys, and feeling like there was no place or entry point for my perspective. 
 
The morning of the disruption I sat waiting for a discussion on cultural 
appropriation to begin. I sat next to another person of color, who later was a 
participant in the disruption. They engaged me in conversation and we 
exchanged contact information. It felt good, especially after feeling invisible for 
much of the convergence. When they asked me how I was feeling at the 
convergence, I started crying and quickly left the room. 
 
Later that day the APOC caucus met. The discussion revolved mainly around 
the issue of gentrification, and racism/alienation in the radical community. 
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Toward the end of caucus I started crying again, and walked back to the 
convergence space with another woman of color. We had an awesome 
conversation, and she asked me if I wanted to be the MC at the Cabaret, which 
was the event happening that evening. At dinner I talked briefly with another 
person from the APOC caucus, who later was a participant in the disruption. 
Although an action/intervention had been planned, nothing was mentioned to 
other APOCers during the caucus. A few people from Philly, who were not at 
the caucus, met in private with a few people at the convergence who were in on 
the plan, but other APOCers were intentionally excluded. 
 
So I was one of the MCs at the Cabaret, the event that was taking place when the 
disruption happened. When the last planned act finished, the outburst happened. 
The disruptors started yelling at white people to get the fuck out, screaming 
"We're not fucking kidding! We are not pacifists!" A person of color from the 
caucus came up to me and whispered, "Are you with us? Help us get people's 
bags out of here." This is what really pissed me off. What the fuck was I 
supposed to do? These people did not attempt to talk to me at all, left no room 
for dialogue with other folk of color and yet expected us to join their action. 
When this person asked me to join I felt pressured to choose allegiances. In 
some ways, I did feel like it was my "duty" as a person of color to participate in 
the "eviction," but at the same time I knew that what they were doing was 
fucked up—that the indiscriminate eviction of and aggression toward white 
people (many of whom were survivors of abuse and queer, trans, and womyn 
identified) was not okay. So I did not participate. But part of me felt guilty. 
Because I shared their rage toward racism, but felt alienated by their tactics and 
exclusionary approach. 
 
It should be known that none of the people who actually participated in the 
eviction were from Pittsburgh. Yet the rhetoric used by the disruptors was a 
rhetoric of extension, and by this I mean that people who declared war on the 
white people at the convergence were claiming to speak on behalf of "the 
neighborhood" and people of color in general. I felt infuriated by the sense of 
entitlement and arrogance of the language used during the eviction, because 
when you speak on behalf of other people you essentially silence them. And I 
know from talking to other people of color that many other perspectives were 
silenced by the action. 
 
Although the "smack a white boy part 2�  statement released by the disruptors 
framed the others as the aggressors, what actually took place was a two-way 
aggression instigated by this small group. Emotions were fucking high. Yelling, 
pushing, and offensive comments were exchanged back and forth between white 
people and the disruptors, people of color and the disruptors, white people and 
white people. The chaos went on for what must have been a couple hours. 
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Eventually, it was just a few white people and a group of people of color from 
both sides. One of the last white people in the room was an arrogant white boy 
who was acting cocky, making inappropriate comments, and sitting shirtless on 
a chair. I yelled at him to get the fuck out of the room, and he left. 
 
Some fighting took place between people of color and disruptors and they made 
it clear that their war was not with us (other folk of color). They told us we 
could stay, but when they were asked to leave by a woman of color as some 
fighting was happening, those who were people of color not participating in the 
action were called "Obama," a race traitor, and accused of siding with the 
oppressors. One mixed person was accused of siding with "the part of him that 
was a colonizer." 
 
The conflict among people of color was starting to really wear me down 
emotionally. Both sides did not want to talk. I started to cry as people were 
pushing on both sides of a door and asked if we could sit down and have honest 
conversation about what was happening. A few of the disruptors knew from the 
caucus how alienated I had felt that day, but I made it clear that I felt equally 
alienated by their actions. I could tell by the look on the faces of the disruptors 
that they genuinely felt bad about this, that their intention was not to hurt other 
people of color. When I asked them why they excluded myself and others from 
discussion about the action, one person said "We didn't tell X and X because we 
knew they wouldn't approve, and we didn't tell you because we didn't know if 
you'd be with us." This approach and the intentional exclusion of people who 
may disagree seemed suspiciously vanguardist to me, especially when acting on 
behalf of APOC. 
 
When participant and non-participant people of color finally sat down to talk, 
the first thing I asked was, "Is anyone here actually from Pittsburgh?" Sadly, not 
one person was. Here we were, arguing about the feelings of a community that 
was not ours, and I wondered, why do we feel entitled to speak and act on behalf 
of a neighborhood we are not from? The whole thing felt embarrassing and 
insincere. 
 
But that's not to minimize the issue of gentrification. What kind of impact would 
a 6-day convergence have on a neighborhood? How did the neighborhood 
residents feel about the outsider presence? I imagine the response was varied 
and incapable of being reduced simply to positive or negative. When I walked 
around I smiled and spoke with people, one person offered me help as I was 
fixing my bicycle, another person asked me if we'd be coming back next year. 
But who knows, maybe my personal positive interactions with locals was the 
result of also being a person of color who doesn't look particularly punk. I know 
there were also concerns raised about increased police presence, and this is 


